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Chapter One

David sat cross-legged on his worn couch, laptop balanced on his knees, staring at the blank search bar like it might bite him. At twenty-one, five-foot-five and slim as a whip, he didn’t draw a lot of attention.

His mop of hair flopped into his eyes every time he moved, and he kept brushing it back with shaky fingers.

He had never been good at sports, or school presentations, or anything that required confidence. Especially not talking to women. The second a girl so much as glanced his way, his throat closed up, he blushed profusely, his pulse hammered in his ears, and every coherent thought evaporated. They were terrifying. They were magnetic. And the ones who wore leather jackets, glossy latex pants, or skin-tight spandex leggings? They short-circuited his brain completely.

He had never had a girlfriend. Never kissed anyone properly. The idea of actually touching one of those confident, bossy women made his stomach flip while his cock hardened.

David swallowed hard, opened a new tab, and typed: “Therapist to help with dating women." His cursor hovered over the search button.

David scrolled through the search results, heart thumping, until one profile caught his eye. The therapist’s name was Alex. The short bio said Alex specialised in helping people overcome the exact kind of anxiety David felt around women—social paralysis, loss of words, the overwhelming intimidation mixed with attraction. It promised to craft unique, specific therapies tailored to each client’s needs so they could finally reach happiness and fulfilment.

David’s stomach fluttered. This sounded perfect. He checked the address and realised the therapy office was only ten minutes away. Without giving himself time to overthink, he clicked the big blue “Book Consultation” button.

A long intake form loaded. Eighty questions. He found some of them weird, but he answered each one, cheeks burning as he expressed complete honesty to this form, then hit submit before he could change his mind.

The screen flashed: “Thank you. Alex will contact you within 24 hours.”

Thirty-seven-year-old Alexandra stood in her office, the leather jacket creaking as she adjusted her stance. Her long legs filled the black latex pants, the material stretched tight across her thick ass and powerful thighs. The double F breasts pushed against her tight black top, the leather jacket framing her imposing frame as her long blonde hair flowed down the back. Three-inch heels made her even taller, the sharp points clicking against the floor as she prepared to leave.

Her laptop chimed just as she reached for her bag. She turned back, heels striking the floor with each step, and opened the new notification. A consultation booking from a client named David.

The software flashed a message across the screen: Perfect Match for Treatment 42.

Alexandra's breath caught. She dropped into her chair, the latex pants squeaking as she spread her thighs. Heat bloomed between her legs. She felt the crotch of her panties grow damp, the fabric clinging to her swelling pussy lips. Her fingers trembled slightly as she clicked the file open and began reading his answers.

Every response lined up exactly with the profile she hunted for. Social anxiety around women. Virgin. Drawn to dominant females. Is attracted to women who wear leather and latex. The questions about being ordered, dominated, controlled—he had answered them all without hesitation. The pattern was unmistakable.

She shifted in her seat, the latex stretching over her thick ass as she leaned closer to the screen. Her panties were soaked now, the wet fabric pressed against her clit. She read the final answers confirming his craving to please a dominant woman.

Alexandra's nipples hardened beneath the tight top. She pressed her thighs together, feeling the slickness spread. This was what she had been looking for. She closed the laptop, already planning the first session, the special treatment she would begin the moment he walked through her door.

Alexandra rose from her chair, thighs trembling as the latex stretched over her thighs. Her soaked panties clung to every fold of her pussy. She crossed the room on clicking heels, stopping before the heavy iron closet bolted to the wall.

Three separate locks secured the door. She slid the first key into place, turned it, and heard the bolt snap back. The second key followed, then the third. Metal scraped against metal as the final lock released. She pulled the door open.

Inside, rows of toys gleamed under the light: thick dildos in every size, black butt plugs lined up by girth, steel chastity cages of varying designs, floggers with braided tails, whips coiled like sleeping snakes, canes resting against the back wall, and stacks of rubber hoods, gloves, gags and stockings. The scent of latex and leather drifted out.

Her breath quickened. Fresh wetness seeped into her already drenched panties. She reached inside and lifted a flat male steel chastity cage from its hook. The cold metal rested in her palm, the narrow tube designed to crush any erection flat against the body. A small brass padlock dangled from it.

"This is exactly what his treatment requires," she whispered.

Her gaze shifted to the French maid outfit hanging on the interior pole. Black satin dress with white lace trim, short enough to expose everything beneath. Matching white stockings, a frilly apron, and a headpiece completed the set.

“His first session is tomorrow," she thought excitedly, fingers tightening around the chastity cage.


Chapter Two

David’s sneakers scraped the pavement as he walked the final block toward the clinic. Every step felt heavier than the last. His mind kept looping back to the intake form he had filled out the previous day—the eighty questions that had forced him to lay everything bare.

He had typed out his social anxiety in blunt sentences, admitting how his throat closed up around women, how his palms sweated, how his voice cracked. He had checked every box that described his attraction to confident, bossy, spoilt, strong women. He had even written the word “virgin” in the experience section.

A cold gust of wind pushed against him and he hunched his shoulders, replaying the moment he had clicked submit. The cursor had hovered for three full seconds while his pulse hammered in his ears. Then it was done.

Somewhere on the other end, Alex—this guy now knew every humiliating detail: the way David fantasised about being bossed around by a confident woman; the way leather and latex made his stomach twist with desire; the way he had never touched anyone.

He reached the address and stopped. The building was a narrow brick walk-up with a frosted-glass door. A small placard read “Professional Therapist.”

David checked his phone: 5:48 p.m. Twelve minutes early for the last available appointment of the day. He swallowed, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

The lobby was empty. No receptionist behind the curved desk, no magazines on the low table, no sound except the soft hum of recessed lighting. There was a single leather chair near a hallway leading to a closed door. David sat, knees bouncing. The leather squeaked under him and the noise seemed too loud in the silence. His thoughts kept spinning: Alex will read those answers and think I’m pathetic. Alex will tell me there’s no fixing this. Alex will—

David squeezed his eyes shut, forcing himself to focus on the rhythm of his breath. Four counts in through the nose, four counts out through the mouth. The leather chair creaked softly beneath him every time his knee bounced. He tried to picture something neutral, anything that would keep his mind from spiraling into the humiliating answers he had written on the intake form.

Then the inner door opened with a soft mechanical click.

The sound of heels followed, crisp and deliberate, striking the tile in a steady cadence that grew louder with every step. David kept his eyes closed, assuming it was another client leaving after their appointment with Alex. The footsteps drew closer until they stopped directly in front of him.

A smooth, confident female voice cut through the silence. "Hello. Are you David?"

His eyes snapped open.

Standing over him was a woman who looked nothing like the male therapist he had imagined Alex being. She was in her mid-thirties, tall and commanding, with long straight blonde hair cascading past her shoulders. Black-framed glasses sat on her nose, sharpening the intensity of her gaze. Her lips were full and plump, coated in a glossy pink that caught the light.

She wore a black leather jacket, left open at the front. Beneath it, a skin-tight black latex catsuit hugged every curve of her body. The jacket framed her torso perfectly, drawing his eyes straight to the large, perky double-F breasts that were nearly completely exposed and outlined by the glossy black latex edges.

The pale, smooth flesh of her tits pushed forward, her nipples and lower boob hidden underneath a layer of latex. The latex stretched tight across her narrow waist before flaring over wide hips and thick, powerful thighs. Long legs tapered down into glossy black heels that added several inches to her already imposing height.

Blood surged south so fast his head spun. His cock hardened instantly, swelling to full erection in seconds, the full length pressing painfully against the front of his jeans. A wet spot formed at the tip, soaking into the denim as his shaft throbbed visibly with every heartbeat.

The woman extended a manicured hand. Long black nails gleamed under the lights. "I’m Alexandra," she said, her voice calm and commanding. "Your therapist."

David’s mouth fell open. No words came. His shaking hand moved on autopilot, sliding into hers. Her grip was firm, warm, and unyielding. She gave one slow shake, then released him, letting her fingers trail just slightly across his palm before pulling away.

As David's focus moved to her heels, Alexandra’s eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge straining against his pants, then back to his flushed face. She didn’t say anything, but a small, knowing smile curved her glossy lips. "It seems we have a lot to work on tonight, David. Shall we begin?"

Alexandra turned on her heel, the sharp click of her three-inch stilettos echoing down the narrow hallway. The black leather jacket rode high on her hips, its hem stopping just above the swell of her ass so that every step made the glossy latex stretch and shine across the full, heavy curves of her cheeks.

The material clung like a second skin, outlining the deep cleft between them and the way each rounded globe flexed and bounced with her confident stride. David’s eyes locked onto that perfect, thick ass, his cock surging even harder against his zipper.

He scrambled to his feet, nearly tripping over the chair leg. His jacket was already in his hands; he clutched it in front of his crotch, trying to hide the obvious erection. Every step felt awkward, his legs stiff, his face burning crimson as he hurried after her. He could smell her perfume—something dark and expensive—mixing with the faint scent of latex and leather.

Alexandra reached her office door, pushed it open, and stepped inside without looking back. The room was dimly lit, dominated by a large leather chair. She shrugged the leather jacket from her shoulders in one smooth motion, letting it slide down her arms before draping it over the back of the chair.

The movement made her exposed breasts shift and settle, the glossy black latex framing them perfectly. She sat down, crossing one long leg over the other, the latex pants squeaking softly.

David hovered in the doorway, jacket still held awkwardly over his erection. His hands trembled. Alexandra watched him with calm, knowing eyes, noting the way his gaze kept darting to her chest, her thighs, the way the latex stretched over her hips.

“Would you like me to hang up your jacket for you, David?” she asked, voice smooth and polite, though a small smile played at the corner of her glossy lips.

“No thanks!” he blurted, too fast, too loud. His cheeks flamed even darker. He shuffled forward and dropped into the chair across from her, still clutching the jacket like a shield. His knees bounced. He was almost shaking.

Alexandra leaned back, letting her thighs part just slightly. The wet crotch of her panties pressed against her clit. She knew he was using the jacket to hide his erection, and the knowledge that he was rock-hard just from looking at her made fresh heat bloom between her legs. She studied him quietly, letting the silence stretch, watching every nervous twitch and stolen glance.

Alexandra reached for the clipboard resting on the corner of her desk. The latex stretched tight around her chest as she leaned forward, the glossy material creaking softly. She glanced down at the top sheet, then lifted her eyes to meet his.

"David Rogers?" she asked, pen poised.

He nodded, throat dry.

She made a small check mark, then set the clipboard on her lap. The fabric clung to her swollen pussy lips, soaked through.

"Why are you here today, David?"

His gaze kept dropping to her breasts, the way the black latex framed them. His cock throbbed painfully against his jeans.

His eyes flicked upward to her long blonde hair, perfectly straight and gleaming under the office lights. He stole another glance at her full pink lips, imagining how they would feel. Then his attention dropped lower, tracing the smooth curve of her juicy thighs where the latex clung like a second skin.

Her perfect legs stretched out leading down to expensive black heels that clicked against the floor with every movement. He caught himself staring at the sharp points of those heels, wondering how they would feel pressing into his back.

Did she wear this outfit for our session? The thought made his cock twitch. Of course she wouldn't, he immediately corrected himself. That's ridiculous. But then another thought crept in. Is that even professional to wear to work? His face burned with embarrassment at the question. What she wears is nobody else's business, he thought to himself firmly, trying to focus on her face instead of the way her body filled out every inch of that tight latex.

"I... I have trouble dating," he managed, voice cracking as he blushed. "I get really nervous around women. Anxiety. Nerves. I just freeze up."

She nodded, encouraging, her pen moving across the page in smooth strokes.

"And what kind of woman are you attracted to?"

His mind screamed you, but he swallowed it down. "Confident ones. Women who know what they want. Direct. Sure of themselves."

Alexandra's smile was polite, professional, but her panties grew wetter with every word. She watched the way his small frame shifted in the chair, the softness of his shoulders, the way he trembled under her gaze. He looked so delicate, so perfectly suited for what she had planned.

Her eyes traced the feminine curve of his jaw, the softness of his features, the way his skin looked smooth and untouched. His petite frame seemed almost fragile in the chair, and she felt a rush of heat at how perfectly he would fit beneath her control. She imagined running her hands over that soft skin, watching him shiver at her touch.

"That's very common," she said, her voice smooth and measured. "Many men struggle with anxiety in social situations, especially around women they find attractive."

David's eyes darted back to her legs, watching the way her thighs flexed slightly as she shifted in her seat. He forced himself to look at her face again, but his attention kept drifting to her perfect lips, wondering what they would taste like.

Alexandra noticed every stolen glance, every time his eyes lingered on her body before quickly looking away. She felt her own arousal building as she watched him struggle to maintain eye contact, his cheeks flushed pink with embarrassment and desire. He was exactly what she had been looking for—soft, submissive, and completely unaware of what she had planned for him.

Alexandra's eyes dropped to the jacket bunched awkwardly across his lap. Her manicured finger extended, pointing directly at the bulge he was trying to conceal.

"Are you cold, David?" she asked, voice smooth and knowing. "You seem to be holding that jacket rather tightly over your lap."

David's face exploded with colour, a deep crimson blush spreading from his neck to his hairline. His mouth opened, then closed, then opened again as words failed him completely.

"N-no," he stammered, voice cracking. "It's... it's all fine. I'm fine. Really. Just... just a little nervous talking about my feelings, that's all."

He shifted in his seat, desperately trying to redirect the conversation. "I-I really want to overcome this. The anxiety. The way I freeze up around women. I want to be able to talk to them without... without losing my trail of thought." His eyes darted to her breasts again before he forced them away. "I want to be able to date. To connect with someone. To not feel so... so terrified all the time."

Alexandra's smile was warm, almost maternal, though her eyes held something far more cunning. She leaned back in her chair, the latex creaking softly as she crossed her legs. Her thighs flexed, drawing his attention immediately.

"That's exactly why I'm here," she said gently. "To help you. To guide you through this. To put together a treatment package that will help you achieve exactly what you're truly looking for." Her voice dropped slightly, becoming more intimate. "I specialize in creating very specific, very personalized approaches for men like you."

David's blush deepened even further. He stared at his hands, fingers twisting together in his lap.

"Th-thank you," he managed. "Thank you so much. I... I really appreciate it. Thank you for understanding. Thank you for... for being willing to help me with this."

“You don’t have to thank me. That’s what I'm here for," she replied, her smile widening as she watched him squirm. Her panties were soaked through now, the fabric clinging to her swollen pussy lips.

David kept stealing glances at her long blonde hair, the way it cascaded over her shoulders.

Alexandra's gaze drifted to the bottom drawer of her desk. Her pulse quickened at the thought of the steel chastity cage resting inside, cold and waiting.

"You say thank you quite often," she observed, voice low and measured. "You apologize a great deal as well. Those patterns are very clear from this session and in your questionnaire."

David's face burned hotter. His hands twisted in his lap, fingers knotting together.

"Those are classic submissive tendencies," Alexandra continued, watching his reaction closely. "There's nothing shameful about them. Nothing to apologize for."

He looked down at his shoes, mortified. The jacket still covered his throbbing erection, but it did nothing to hide how deeply her words affected him.

"This is a completely safe space," she reassured him, leaning forward. The latex stretched tight around her breasts. "You can explore every aspect of your submission here. No judgment. No consequences outside these walls."

David's breathing grew shallow. He wanted to speak but the words caught in his throat.

"Embracing these submissive tendencies will actually help you reach the happiness and connection you're seeking," Alexandra said. Her eyes flicked once more to the drawer. She imagined his cock trapped in cold steel, his balls aching while she held the key. "Once you stop fighting what you naturally crave, everything else becomes easier. Dating. Intimacy. All of it."

She watched him squirm, knowing his mind was racing. The thought of guiding him deeper into submission made her pussy throb with anticipation.

"This is a safe space, David," she said, voice calm and steady. "But it's time we address the erection you're hiding under that jacket. Facing it directly will help us make real progress."

David's mouth fell open. His face went scarlet. He stared at her, frozen, unable to form words.

"Remove your jacket," she instructed.

His hands trembled. He gripped the edges of the fabric, hesitating, then slowly lifted it away. The small bulge in his jeans was impossible to miss. His cock strained against the denim, a four-inch erection pushing visibly at the zipper. He sat there exposed, mortified, his breathing shallow and quick.

Alexandra's gaze dropped to his lap. She watched the way his cock twitched under her attention, how his thighs tensed, how his fingers curled into fists at his sides. She felt her pussy clench, fresh arousal soaking through her panties.

"Good," she murmured. "Now we can begin."


Chapter Three

David sat rigid on the leather couch, knees pressed tight together, hands clenched in his lap. The bulge in his pants was impossible to hide. Every breath made it twitch. His face burned hot enough to feel like it was glowing.

Alexandra watched him from her chair, the latex of her pants creaking softly as she crossed her legs again. The slow slide of one thigh over the other filled the quiet room with that slick, rubbery sound. She let her heel bob gently, the glossy black material catching the light. Her eyes stayed fixed on his face, on the way his throat worked when he swallowed.

"Why are you erect right now, David?" she asked, voice low and gentle.

He opened his mouth. Nothing came out at first. His lips moved, then closed again. A strangled sound escaped his throat. His eyes darted to her legs, to the way the latex stretched tight over her thighs, then snapped back to the floor. "I—I—" His voice cracked. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. I didn't mean—"

He shifted on the couch, the movement only making his erection press harder against his zipper. His hands fluttered uselessly over his lap, trying and failing to cover it. Sweat beaded at his hairline. His breathing came quick and shallow.

Alexandra didn't speak. She simply waited. She could feel the heat between her own thighs, the way her panties clung to her swelling folds. Watching him struggle sent a slow pulse of arousal through her.

David's shoulders hunched. His face was scarlet now, down to his collar. He couldn't meet her eyes. His fingers twisted together until the knuckles went white. The silence stretched until it felt like it might crush him.

"It's—it's you," he finally squeaked, the words barely audible. "I'm sorry. I'm really sorry."

Alexandra's breath hitched as David's confession hung in the air. Her thighs pressed together. Heat pulsed between her legs, her panties clinging wetly to her swollen pussy lips. She watched the way his face burned crimson, how his body trembled on the couch.

"It's okay, David," she said softly, her voice warm. "You did so well admitting that. I'm proud of you."

His cock jerked visibly in his pants at her words. The praise hit him like a physical blow, making his erection throb harder. His hands flew to cover his lap again, but it was useless—the bulge strained against his zipper, impossible to hide. His thoughts spiraled, a chaotic mess of shame and arousal. He couldn't form a single coherent idea, just fragments: her legs, the sound of the latex, her voice saying she was proud.

Alexandra uncrossed her legs slowly, then crossed them the other way. She could feel her clit swelling, her panties soaked through. Watching him squirm like this made her nipples tighten beneath the latex top.

"Thank you for being honest with me," she continued, her tone gentle and encouraging. "That's real progress. You've made such a big step today."

David's face was on fire. His cock twitched again, leaking pre-cum into his underwear. The praise only made it worse—his erection strained painfully now, and the knowledge that she could see it sent fresh waves of humiliation crashing through him.

He opened his mouth to apologize again, but nothing came out except a strangled whimper. His fingers dug into his thighs, knuckles white, as he tried desperately to will his cock down. It refused. Every word from her made it harder, made the shame burn hotter.

"I'm so proud of you," Alexandra repeated, leaning forward slightly. Her breasts pressed against the tight latex, the material creaking. "This is exactly how we make progress in these sessions."

David's breath came in short, panicked gasps. His cock throbbed relentlessly, the tip slick and sensitive. He couldn't look at her. Couldn't think. The embarrassment was overwhelming, and the more she praised him, the more his body betrayed him.

Alexandra watched David's cock twitch harder under his trousers with every word of praise. The way his face burned, the desperate way he tried to hide his erection—she could feel her panties clinging tighter with each passing second.

She stood slowly, her latex outfit creaking as she rose to her full height, towering over him. Her hands settled on her hips, fingers splayed across the glossy black material that hugged her curves. Her large breasts framed perfectly by the surrounding latex. She looked every inch the dominant woman he craved.

"The session is over for today, David," she said, her voice smooth and warm. "You did such a good job opening up to me. I'm really proud of you."

David's cock jerked visibly at the words. His breath hitched, a broken sound escaping his throat. He scrambled to his feet, snatching his jacket and clutching it desperately over his lap. The fabric barely covered the obvious bulge straining against his zipper. His face was scarlet, his eyes wide and unfocused as he tried to form words.

"Th-thank you," he stammered, voice cracking. "F-for... for everything. I... I mean... thank you."

Alexandra smiled, slow and knowing. She could see he was trying to hide his erection again, and the sight made fresh wetness seep into her panties. "See you next week, David. You should be so proud of what you accomplished here today."

He nodded frantically, backing toward the door. His legs felt unsteady. Every step sent a jolt through his aching cock. He fumbled with the handle, nearly dropping his jacket, then slipped out into the hallway. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Alexandra alone with the scent of latex and her own arousal.

David's cock stayed painfully hard the whole walk back. Each step rubbed the soaked fabric against his shaft, spreading the wet patch wider while his mind looped through every moment with his therapist. His face stayed flushed, jacket pulled tight over his crotch as people passed him on the sidewalk. He kept his eyes down, terrified someone would notice the obvious bulge hidden by his jacket, or the desperate way he hurried along.

He fumbled his key into the lock and barely got the door closed before tearing at his clothes. Shoes hit the floor, pants dropped, shirt came off over his head. He was naked by the time he reached his bedroom.

His small cock stood straight up dripping. He dropped onto the bed, spread his legs, and grabbed his shaft with his right hand.

His fist moved fast from the first stroke. Alexandra's image filled his head—long blonde hair falling over her shoulders, black glasses framing her face, those perfect plump pink lips that had formed every word that seemed to turn him on.

The latex outfit replayed in vivid detail. That cutout at the top of her chest, her large breasts pushed up and framed by the tight black material. The way the pants clung to her thick ass and powerful thighs, creaking with every shift of her weight. Those long legs ending in sharp heels that clicked across the floor as she stood over him. Every memory made his cock leak more into his fist.

"Fuck... fuck..." The words came out broken. Her confidence had crushed him—she'd known he was a virgin from the questionnaire, known he craved a dominant confident woman. The praise she'd given him still rang in his ears, making his stomach clench with shame and need. When she'd pointed out his erection so calmly, so directly, praising his honesty while his cock throbbed harder in response, the embarrassment had only made him leak more.

His balls drew up tight. The image of her standing above him in that latex as she told him how proud she was—it pushed him over. His cock jerked hard and he came in thick ropes across his stomach and chest, whimpering her name while his hand kept stroking through every pulse. Even after the last spurt, his cock stayed half-hard in his grip, already twitching at the thought of what would happen a next week's therapy session.

Alexandra moved across the room with deliberate grace, the glossy black latex clinging to every curve of her body. Her hips swayed with each step, the material creaking softly. She reached her desk and poured herself a generous glass of red wine, the deep crimson liquid catching the light as it filled the crystal. Satisfied, she settled back into her leather chair, crossing her legs slowly so the latex stretched tight across her thighs.

She plucked a cigarette from the silver case on her desk and placed it between her perfect, plump lips. The filter rested against the soft pink flesh as she flicked her lighter, the flame briefly illuminating her face.

She inhaled deeply, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she drew the smoke into her lungs. Her lips formed a perfect seal around the white cylinder, the tip glowing orange as she held it there for a moment before exhaling a slow, deliberate stream of smoke.

A satisfied smile curved her lips as she took another drag, savoring the memory of David's desperate arousal. He was perfect—exactly what she had been searching for.

Petite, shy, nervous, completely obsessed with her body and confidence. The latex outfit had worked exactly as intended, stripping away his defenses layer by layer until she could see the trembling, eager submissive beneath.

She could still picture the way his cock had strained against his pants, the wet spot spreading as she praised him. The way he had stumbled out clutching his jacket like a shield.

She took another slow drag as smoke curled from her nostrils. David would be back next week. And it would be time to introduce the chastity cage.


Chapter Four

David's sneakers scraped the pavement with each hurried step. His cock was already stiffening in his jeans, the fabric growing tight around the swelling shaft as his mind raced toward the upcoming session.

He tried focusing on the cracks in the sidewalk, the passing cars, anything except the way his pulse hammered in his throat. But every thought circled back to Alexandra—her latex outfit creaking when she crossed her legs, the way her breasts were framed by the glossy material, the soft praise that made his cock twitch harder each time.

He had nearly cancelled three times that morning. The memory of sitting rigid on her couch, erection obvious and throbbing while she watched him with that knowing smile, still burned in his cheeks. Yet he couldn't stay away.

She occupied every waking thought, every restless night. His hand had been on his phone ready to call and cancel, but instead he'd found himself walking toward her office again, cock already half-hard before he even left his apartment.

The lobby was empty when he pushed through the glass doors. He sank onto the leather chair, jacket draped across his lap to hide the growing bulge. His face burned crimson. I can't get hard this time, he told himself. It can't happen again. It's too embarrassing.

He forced slow breaths through his nose, counting backwards from one hundred, trying to picture anything—baseball stats, traffic patterns, the weather forecast. Gradually the pressure in his jeans eased. His shoulders relaxed. The erection softened.

Then the sharp click of heels echoed from the hallway.

David's cock surged back to full hardness instantly, straining against his zipper. The jacket shifted over his lap as his shaft throbbed, the tip already leaking and soaking into his underwear. His breath caught. He pressed his thighs together, face flooding with heat as he heard her approaching.

The sharp click of heels echoed through the empty lobby. David’s head snapped up just as Alexandra stepped into view, and his cock gave a throb that sent a fresh bead of precum soaking into his underwear.

Her appearance hit him like a physical blow. Black knee-high leather boots with silver side clasps gleamed under the fluorescent lights, the polished leather creaking softly with each step.

The glossy black latex outfit clung to her like a second skin, leaving only her head and the majority of her breasts exposed, the heavy globes framed perfectly by the surrounding material.

An imposing black leather corset cinched her waist into an exaggerated hourglass, pushing her breasts forward while emphasizing her wide hips and thick, juicy thighs that strained against the latex with every movement.

Her ass looked impossibly full—round, heavy cheeks that flexed and jiggled hypnotically as she walked. Long, sharp black nails caught the light as she rested one hand on her hip. Her straight blonde hair was pulled into a tight ponytail, and her black square glasses framed her face with cool authority. Dark red lips curved into a knowing smile.

David’s heart rate exploded. His pulse hammered in his ears as blood rushed south, his cock hardening instantly inside his pants. The head swelled and throbbed, another pulse of precum leaking out to soak through his underwear.

Heat flooded his face, a deep flush spreading from his cheeks down his neck. He clutched his jacket tighter over his lap, mortified that he was erect again—hard and leaking just from seeing her. His breathing grew shallow, his body betraying him completely.

From Alexandra’s perspective, the scene was exactly as she’d hoped. David sat rigid on the leather couch, his eyes wide and glassy as they drank her in.

She watched his gaze travel over her latex-clad body, lingering on her exposed breasts before dropping lower to her corseted waist and the sway of her hips.

His face was flushed crimson, mouth slightly parted, and she could see the desperate way he pressed his jacket down over his obvious erection. The bulge beneath the fabric twitched visibly as she approached.

She noted how his hands trembled, how his thighs pressed together in a futile attempt to hide his arousal. His eyes kept darting between her face and her body, unable to settle, completely transfixed.

"Hello, David," she said, voice smooth and warm. Her eyes flicked down to the jacket draped across his lap, lingering on the obvious bulge beneath it. A small, satisfied smile tugged at her glossy lips.

David’s face burned hotter. He felt another pulse of precum leak from his cock, the wet spot spreading against his underwear. His heart pounded so hard he was sure she could hear it. The shame of being hard again—erect and dripping just from the sight of her—made his cock throb painfully against his zipper.

"Come along. We have much to discuss" Alexandra said, turning on her heel. The movement made her thick ass sway hypnotically, the latex stretching tight over each rounded cheek. David scrambled to his feet, nearly tripping over the couch leg.

His jacket stayed clutched in front of his crotch as he stumbled after her, eyes locked on the way her ass bounced and flexed with every step. His heart continued racing, his face still flushed with embarrassment and desperate arousal as he followed her down the hallway, unable to tear his gaze away from the hypnotic roll of her ass.

The click of Alexandra's boots echoed sharply as she led David into her office. She moved with unhurried confidence, hips rolling, the glossy black latex stretching tight over the full curve of her ass with every step.

Inside the room, she crossed to her chair, the heels striking the floor in a steady rhythm that made David's pulse hammer harder. She lowered herself into the seat, crossing one leg over the other, the leather corset creaking softly as it compressed her waist.

With deliberate grace she picked up the clipboard and pen from the side table, her long black nails tapping once against the metal clip before she looked up at him.

David stood frozen just inside the doorway, jacket clutched desperately over his crotch. His face burned crimson, the flush spreading down his neck as shame twisted in his gut. He hated how this kept happening—how just seeing her again had his cock swelling and leaking, the wet patch in his underwear growing with every heartbeat.

He sat quickly, pressing the jacket tighter over the obvious bulge, thighs squeezed together, eyes darting anywhere but her face.

Alexandra's lips curved into a warm, knowing smile. "David," she said, voice smooth and approving, "I'm so glad you came back for your second session. It takes real courage and strength to return, especially when you know how difficult these appointments can be for you. I'm genuinely proud of you for showing up today."

The praise hit him like a physical touch. His cock jerked hard beneath the jacket, another pulse of precum soaking into the fabric. Heat flooded his face hotter than before. He shifted in the chair, the movement making the soaked material drag across his sensitive head, and a broken sound escaped his throat.

"I—th-thank you," he stammered, voice cracking. "I… I didn't think… I mean… it's… it's hard…" The words tangled, his blush deepening as his erection throbbed visibly under the thin cover of his jacket.

Alexandra watched every reaction with quiet satisfaction—the way his hands trembled, the desperate press of fabric over his straining cock, the glassy look in his eyes. She could feel her own panties growing damp as she observed how her approval affected him.

"That's exactly why I'm proud," she continued gently. "Facing this takes strength. You're doing so well already."

David's cock twitched again at the words, the praise making him leak more. He bit his lip, mortified, unable to meet her gaze.

"Now," Alexandra said, her tone still kind but firm, "remove your jacket so we can continue making progress, David."

His entire body went rigid. The command sent a fresh wave of shame and arousal crashing through him. Slowly, reluctantly, he peeled the jacket away from his lap, revealing the prominent bulge straining against his trousers.

The wet spot at the tip was clearly visible on the fabric of his trousers. His face flamed scarlet, eyes squeezed shut for a moment as embarrassment flooded him, the exposure making his cock throb harder under her steady gaze.

Alexandra's crimson lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as she settled deeper into her chair, the leather corset creaking softly around her waist. "Let's begin," she said, her voice smooth and warm. “There are a few things I want to lock on to during today’s session."

Her thoughts drifted to the flat steel chastity cage tucked away in the bottom drawer of her desk, the cold metal waiting patiently for the moment she would finally present it to him.

She could already picture how his face would burn when she showed it to him, how his cock would throb helplessly at the sight of his future confinement. The thought made her shift in her seat, latex pants creaking as she crossed her legs again, her eyes never leaving his flushed, embarrassed expression.


Chapter Five

Alexandra leaned forward slightly, the leather corset creaking as her elbows rested on her knees. "From our last session, I concluded you have submissive tendencies," she said, her voice calm and direct. "And according to your questionnaire, you find confident, bossy women attractive. Is that correct?"

David's face went crimson, his eyes wide like a deer caught in headlights. His erection strained visibly against his pants, the outline unmistakable. He swallowed hard, nodding jerkily. "Y-yes," he croaked, the single word barely audible.

Her smile widened, slow and satisfied. "Good boy, David. Thank you for being honest with me."

The praise made his cock twitch visibly, a fresh bead of precum soaking into the fabric of his trousers. She picked up her pen and made a note on the clipboard, then crossed one leg over the other. The latex slid against itself with a soft, rubbery sound.

"Tell me more about that," she continued, watching him closely. "What does it mean to you when you say you like bossy women?"

David's thoughts scattered. His gaze kept dropping to her crossed legs, the way the latex clung to her thighs, the way her breasts pushed around the tight material. She has to be wearing this for the session, he thought, heart hammering. But why? The conflict made his head spin. He was so distracted by the throb between his legs that forming sentences felt impossible.

"I... I like when a woman knows what she wants," he stammered, voice shaky. "And just tells me directly. So I don't have to guess. So I won't make a mistake."

Alexandra's smile deepened as she wrote that down, her sharp black nails gripping the pen. She couldn't stop the pleased expression that spread across her face. His answer was perfect.

Alexandra's pen hovered above the page as she studied him, the latex creaking softly with each subtle shift of her body. "Does that preference extend to the bedroom as well?" she asked, her tone clinical yet intimate. "I know from your questionnaire that you're a virgin, but hypothetically speaking?"

David's eyes roamed helplessly over her figure—the way the black latex hugged every curve, the sharp black frames of her glasses, the tight blonde ponytail that made her look both severe and impossibly sexy. His cock throbbed painfully, a fresh pulse of precum soaking into the fabric of his trousers. He swallowed hard, voice barely above a whisper.

"Y-yes," he stammered, cheeks burning. "I... I don't have any experience, so I find experienced women a lot more attractive. They can just tell me what to do."

Alexandra's lips curved into a slow, approving smile. “Good boy, David," she murmured, the praise landing like a physical touch.

David's cock jerked visibly, another dark spot blooming across the front of his pants. He cursed himself silently for choosing black trousers instead of brown—every drop of precum showed clearly against the dark fabric.

She wrote something down, her sharp nails tapping the clipboard. "That's very honest of you, David. I'm proud of how open you're being with me." Her gaze dropped briefly to the obvious wet patch spreading across his lap, and her smile deepened.

Alexandra set her pen aside and reached for a small black heart rate monitor resting on the edge of her desk. She lifted it between two fingers, the glossy black plastic catching the light.

"It's time for an exercise, David."

She rose from her chair in one fluid motion, the latex pants creaking with every step as she crossed the room toward him. David's face burned crimson. His cock throbbed, the wet patch spreading further across his lap. Each step brought her closer, and the air filled with the sharp scent of latex, leather, and her perfume—something dark and expensive that made his head spin.

She stopped directly in front of him, her hips at eye level. David could see every curve of her thick ass, the material stretched so tight it looked painted on. His cock pulsed, another surge of precum soaking into the fabric.

"Put this on your arm," she said, handing him the heart rate monitor.

His fingers trembled as he took the device. He fumbled with the strap, struggling to fasten it around his bicep while his hands shook. Alexandra watched him with a small smile, then turned to walk back to her chair.

Her ass swung right in front of his face—mere inches away. The latex creaked softly. David's cock jerked hard, a fresh spurt of precum flooding his trousers. He bit back a whimper.

From the side table, she lifted a stack of photographs and held them in her lap.

"I'm going to show you some pictures," she explained, her voice calm and professional. "You'll rate each one on a scale of one to ten—how much you like it. The heart rate monitor will help confirm your responses."

David's pulse hammered in his ears. The monitor beeped softly, already registering his racing heart. His face felt like it was on fire. Every time he shifted, the soaked fabric rubbed against his aching cock, and the memory of her ass so close to his face made him leak even more.

Alexandra lifted the first photograph from the stack. The image showed a blonde woman who bore a striking resemblance to her—same sharp features, same tight ponytail, same black square glasses. She stood with one hip cocked, a black riding crop dangling from her fingers while wearing black latex. At her feet knelt a naked man, head bowed, shoulders trembling. A flat steel cage gleamed between his legs, the metal locked tight around his cock and balls.

David’s heart rate monitor beeped frantically. His cock jerked hard inside his soaked trousers, pulsing three times in rapid succession. A fresh spurt of precum soaked through the fabric.

"T-ten," he stuttered, voice barely above a whisper.

"Good boy," Alexandra purred, her dark red lips curving into a smile. “Thanks for being so honest with me."

The praise hit him like a physical touch. He shifted in his seat, mortified by how obvious his arousal had become.

She set the photo aside and raised the next one. The same blonde woman in black latex stood with feet planted wide, riding crop in one hand and a thick wooden cane in the other. A naked man was bound to a wooden cross, his back and ass covered in angry red stripes from the cane and welts from the crop. His caged cock hung uselessly between his spread legs, the steel device identical to the first image.

David’s breath hitched. "Ten," he whispered, the word escaping before he could stop it.

"Very good, David," she said, voice warm with approval. "Such an honest boy."

His cock twitched again at the words. The heart rate monitor continued its rapid beeping as his pulse hammered in his ears. He could smell her latex and leather and perfume with every breath, and the memory of her ass made his balls ache with need. The wet patch on his trousers had grown so large it was visible even in the dim light, and he knew she could see it too.

Alexandra lifted the next photograph from the stack. This one showed a naked man and woman tangled together in bed, their bodies pressed close in what looked like a conventional embrace. David's heart rate monitor immediately slowed, the frantic beeping settling into a steadier rhythm.

"Two," he muttered, his voice barely audible.

She smiled knowingly. "I thought so."

The following image depicted a beautiful brunette woman on all fours, being fucked hard by a muscular, dominant man. His powerful hands gripped her hips as he thrust into her.

David stared at it for a moment, then whispered, "Zero."

Alexandra's smile widened with clear satisfaction. "Very good, David."

She set that photo aside and raised the final image. The blonde woman—her own likeness—stood tall in her latex outfit, crop in hand. Kneeling beside her was a man dressed in a black and white French maid uniform, the frilly skirt lifted to expose his steel chastity cage. His cock and balls were locked away in the same metal device from the previous photos.

David's heart rate exploded. The monitor screamed its highest reading yet as his cock throbbed in his soaked trousers, pulsing uncontrollably. "Eleven," he stuttered, the word tumbling out before he could stop himself.

Alexandra laughed, a low, throaty sound. "It's only supposed to go up to ten, David." She set the photo down and leaned forward slightly, her latex creaking. "But I appreciate your honesty."

Her thoughts turned to the steel chastity cage waiting in her drawer. It was time for her to recommend her desired treatment to him.


Chapter Six

Alexandra eased back into her leather chair, the latex creaking softly as she crossed her legs once more. The movement made the material stretch tight over her thighs, drawing David's eyes before he could stop himself.

"Your erections remain a central issue," she said, her tone calm and measured. "They continue to dominate your attention during sessions."

David's face burned hotter. "I-I'm sorry," he stammered, his voice barely above a whisper. "I'm so sorry, I can't—I don't mean to—"

"Shh." Alexandra held up one hand. "No need for apologies. Your body is responding exactly as expected."

He tried to speak again but only managed a strangled sound, his hands twisting in his lap. The apology died on his tongue as another wave of heat flooded his cheeks.

"Your questionnaire responses were quite revealing," she continued. "You indicated strong attraction to dominant women. The physiological data from the photograph test confirmed this—your heart rate spiked significantly when viewing images of women in positions of control."

David's breath hitched. He wanted to disappear into the floor.

"You also admitted during our last discussion that I am one of the triggers for these uncontrollable reactions," Alexandra said, watching him carefully. "That level of honesty is valuable."

She let the silence stretch for a moment, studying his flushed face.

"There is nothing wrong with you, David. In my professional opinion, quite the opposite. You possess deep submissive tendencies that are completely natural. The difficulty lies in how these tendencies prevent you from acting on them. They create internal conflict rather than allowing healthy expression."

Alexandra paused, her fingers tracing the armrest.

"I have a specific treatment approach for this specific condition."

David's face flushed an even deeper crimson, his throat working as words tumbled out in broken fragments. "I—I mean, thank you, I just... it's such a relief that you... that you understand," he managed, his voice cracking.

The acceptance in her voice made something tight in his chest loosen even as his shaft throbbed harder, a fresh bead of pre-cum soaking into his underwear.

Alexandra rose from her chair with deliberate grace, the latex stretching and creaking across her body as she moved. David couldn't look away. She walked to her desk, her hips swaying, and bent forward to reach the bottom drawer.

The glossy black material pulled tight over her ass, the perfect curves presented directly toward him. The latex clung to every contour, highlighting the roundness of her cheeks and the way they met at the centre.

She unlocked the drawer with a soft click, her fingers disappearing inside. When she straightened, something small and metallic glinted in her palm, catching the light as she carried it back.

David tried to focus on her face, but his eyes kept dropping to the object she held, unable to make out its shape. His erection throbbed again as she settled back into her chair and crossed her legs slowly, the rubbery sound filling the room once more.

Alexandra leaned forward with deliberate slowness, the leather of her chair creaking softly as her body shifted. Her gloved fingers were wrapped around the cold steel chastity cage as she extended her arm across the small table, lowering the flat metal device with measured care until it settled directly in front of David. The polished steel caught the light, its smooth surfaces reflecting the room around them.

She eased back into her seat, the leather sighing beneath her weight. Her thighs pressed together, the wet fabric of her panties clinging to her swollen pussy lips inside the tight latex. Every subtle movement sent a warm, slick sensation through her core, her arousal growing heavier with each passing second. She drew in a slow breath, her chest rising, the latex creaking faintly as it stretched.

David's eyes moved restlessly between the heavy swell of her breasts and the steel object now resting on the table. His gaze lingered on the rounded curves of her breasts barely contained by the glossy black material before dropping to the device, then flicking back upward again.

Recognition dawned across his face. The flat steel shape matched the devices locked around the cocks and balls of the men in the photographs she had shown him earlier. Those images had made his shaft twitch and his heart pound, the sight of restrained, denied men stirring something deep and undeniable inside him. Now the same cold metal sat inches from his hands, waiting.

His cock jerked hard inside his pants, a thick pulse of precum surging from the tip. The hot fluid soaked through his underwear and spread across the brown fabric of his trousers, leaving a dark, widening stain that grew more obvious with every throb.

Alexandra noticed the way his pupils dilated, the way his breathing grew shallow. She leaned forward once more, resting her elbows on her knees, the motion pushing her breasts together and forward until the latex strained around them. The deep cleavage drew his attention as she spoke, her voice low and steady.

"This is a male chastity cage, David," she said, her eyes locked on his. "The same kind you saw in those pictures. It locks around your cock and balls, keeping you contained and controlled. No more spontaneous erections. No more orgasms."

She let the words settle between them, watching the flush spread across his cheeks and down his neck. Another heavy spurt of precum adding to the wet patch spreading across his lap. The fabric darkened further, the stain growing more visible with each passing second.

"I think this is exactly what you need," she continued, her gaze never leaving his face. "To stop fighting what your body wants. To let me take that control from you and guide you towards what you crave deep down."

Her fingers traced the edge of the steel cage on the table, the metal cool against her fingertips. She watched the way his eyes followed the movement, the way his thighs tensed beneath his pants.

"You've been honest with me about everything," she said softly. "Your attraction to dominant women. Your virginity. The way your body reacts when you see men denied and controlled. This device will help you embrace that instead of ignoring it."

"We'll start slow," she said, her voice calm and measured. "But I want you to understand what this means. Once it's locked on, you won't be able to get erections. You won't be able to touch yourself. Every twitch, every desperate urge will be mine to control during our sessions together."

She reached out and tapped the steel cage with one fingernail, the soft metallic sound filling the quiet room.

"Do you understand, David?" she asked, her eyes steady on his. "This is what I am recommending for you. It is entirely up to you if you want to consent to the treatment."


Chapter Seven

David's face burned crimson, the heat spreading down his neck and across his chest as his cock pulsed inside his brown pants. The fabric stretched tight over his straining shaft, the dark wet patch at the tip spreading wider with each heavy throb.

His cock seemed to have a mind of its own, jerking and twitching uncontrollably, sending thick spurts of precum soaking through his underwear and into his pants as he looked at the chastity cage. The stain grew darker, more obvious, clinging to the shape of his swollen head.

His thoughts raced wildly. He pictured himself locked in that steel chastity cage, his cock trapped and useless while Alexandra held the keys. The image burned in his mind—himself dressed in that frilly French maid outfit, the short skirt barely covering anything, the chastity cage visible beneath the sheer panties.

And Alexandra standing over him in her glossy black latex, her breasts pushed up and framed perfectly, the keys dangling from her fingers as she looked down at him with that knowing smile.

The fantasy made his cock throb harder, another thick pulse of precum leaking from the tip. The wet fabric clung to him, the sensation making his hips twitch involuntarily.

Alexandra watched him carefully, noticing the way his eyes had gone distant, the way his breathing had grown ragged. She cleared her throat softly, the sound cutting through his haze.

"I need you to use your words, David," she said, her voice gentle but firm. "It looks like your thoughts are racing, but you need to verbalize them in these sessions with me."

David blinked hard, his face flushing even darker. His cock gave another jerk, a fresh spurt of precum soaking into his pants. He opened his mouth, but only a broken sound came out at first.

"I... what... what happens next then?" he managed to stutter, his voice barely above a whisper.

Alexandra's crimson lips curved into a warm, approving smile. She leaned forward slightly, her breasts pressing together as the latex creaked softly.

"If you proceed with the treatment," she explained, her tone calm and reassuring, “the sessions will become more hands-on. This will be a safe space for you to experience and explore these submissive tendencies. You'll be able to focus your energy on exploring this side of you rather than fighting the constant distractions of your erections."

David could barely think straight. His cock throbbed relentlessly, the wet patch spreading across his lap as another pulse of precum leaked from him. The image of himself locked in that chastity cage kept flashing through his mind. His hands gripped the arms of the chair, knuckles white.

"I... I consent to the treatment," he breathed, the words tumbling out before he could stop them.

Alexandra's breath caught sharply. A sudden wave of pleasure crashed through her, her pussy clenching hard inside the tight latex. Her thighs pressed together as a mini orgasm rolled through her, her clit pulsing against the soaked fabric of her panties.

She bit down on her lower lip, stifling the soft moan that threatened to escape, her eyes fluttering half-closed for a moment as the sensation washed over her.

She took a slow, steadying breath, her chest rising and falling as she regained her composure. The leather corset creaked around her waist. Her fingers tightened around the steel chastity cage still resting on the table between them.

“Good choice," she said softly, her voice slightly husky. "That's very good, David."

David's entire body trembled as her praise washed over him. His cock jerked in his soaked pants, the wet fabric clinging obscenely to his swollen head as another thick pulse of precum leaked from the tip. The dark stain had grown massive now, spreading across his lap in a humiliating display of his desperate arousal.

Alexandra rose gracefully from her chair, the latex creaking and stretching over her curves as she stood tall above him. Her breasts pushed forward from the tight material either side of them, her hips swaying as she moved closer to his chair.

"This is a safe space, David," she said, her voice smooth and commanding. "But you will need to lower your pants and take care of that erection."

His face burned hotter than before, a fresh wave of crimson flooding his cheeks and neck. His mouth opened and closed uselessly, stuttering sounds escaping his throat.

"I-I... I c-can't... I mean..." The words tangled together, barely coherent as his cock throbbed harder at the thought of exposing himself to her.

"The only way to secure the cage is with a flaccid penis," she continued, her tone matter-of-fact yet laced with authority. "And yours is far too erect right now."

She stepped closer, towering over him in her glossy black latex. Her voice dropped lower, more demanding.

"Unzip and lower your trousers. Now."

David's fingers shook as they reached for his zipper. The command from this latex-clad goddess made his cock twitch and leak even more. He fumbled with the metal tab, struggling to grip it properly through his trembling hands. The zipper finally gave way with a soft rasp, and he hooked his thumbs into his waistband, slowly pushing his brown pants and boxers down his thighs.

His erection sprang free immediately, the four-inch shaft standing rigid and flushed dark red. The head glistened with precum, a thick strand of it stretching down to his boxers and pants. His underwear was completely soaked through.

He had never felt so turned on and embarrassed simultaneously. His small cock was completely exposed in front of his therapist, twitching and throbbing in the open air of her office.

Alexandra bent down beside his chair, the latex of her outfit stretching tight across her body as she leaned in close. Her face was inches from his ear, her breath warm against his skin.

“Cum for me like a good boy," she whispered, her voice silky and commanding.

The moment her words registered, his entire body convulsed. His cock erupted without a single stroke, thick ropes of cum shooting from the tip in powerful spurts. The first jet landed across his lower shirt, the second across his shirt, and more followed in rapid succession as his balls emptied themselves completely.

His hips bucked and jerked as wave after wave of orgasm crashed through him. Cum continued to pulse from his cock, coating his fingers and dripping down onto his thighs. The intensity of his release left him gasping and shaking, his small cock twitching with aftershocks as the final drops leaked from the tip.

Alexandra's crimson lips curved into a slow, knowing smile as she watched the final spurts of cum dribble from his spent cock. "Good boy," she purred, her voice thick with approval. "You were right on the edge, weren't you?"

David sat trembling in the leather chair, his chest heaving beneath his cum-soaked shirt. Thick ropes of his release had painted white streaks across the fabric, some still glistening wet while others had begun to dry into sticky patches.

His small cock started going limp and dripping between his spread thighs, the head flushed dark red from his enormous orgasm.

Alexandra reached into a drawer and pulled out a pair of black latex gloves. She held them up for him to see before slowly working them over her hands, the rubber stretching tight over each finger with deliberate, sensual movements. Every action she performed seemed designed to arouse him further - the way she smoothed the latex down her wrists, how the material gleamed under the office lights.

She turned toward the small table beside her chair, the latex of her outfit creaking with every movement. Her gloved fingers reached out and picked up the flat steel chastity cage, the metal catching the light as she lifted it. The device looked impossibly small, designed to press his cock flat against his body rather than allow any protrusion.

David's eyes widened as she held it up, the reality of what was about to happen settling over him like a heavy blanket.

"I'm going to secure this now," she explained, her tone matter-of-fact yet laced with authority. "To ensure it's been placed on correctly."

She moved closer to his chair, positioning herself between his spread legs. David could smell her perfume mixed with the distinctive scent of latex as she leaned over him. His face burned with fresh embarrassment as she examined his cum-covered state, his spent cock still twitching occasionally from the intensity of his release.

Her latex-covered fingers reached forward and gathered his balls in her palm. The cool rubber against his sensitive skin made him gasp. She worked methodically, sliding the tight metal ring behind his balls first, then maneuvering it around his cock as well. The ring was snug, pressing firmly against the base of his shaft and forcing his balls to hang prominently below.

With his balls secured in the ring, Alexandra took the flat cage portion in her other hand. She pressed the cold metal plate against the head of his flaccid cock, using steady pressure to push his shaft backward. The sensation was strange - his cock being compressed flat rather than allowed to stand erect. She worked the cage back until the metal plate met the ring with a definitive click.

David watched in stunned silence as she produced a small key from beneath the top of corset. She inserted it into the built-in lock mechanism and turned it with a sharp, metallic click that seemed to echo through the quiet office.

The flat cage now held his cock completely compressed against his body, the steel plate sitting flush while his balls hung exposed and pronounced beneath the metal cage. The contrast was striking - his manhood reduced to a flat, locked shape while his testicles remained prominently displayed.

Alexandra stepped back to admire her work, a satisfied smile playing at her lips as she watched him process what had just happened.

Her latex panties were absolutely soaked. The slick material clung to her swollen pussy lips, the wetness spreading with every subtle shift of her thighs. The act of locking him into the cage had sent waves of heat through her core, her clit throbbing insistently against the tight latex.

She could feel the slickness coating her inner thighs, the scent of her arousal mixing with the sharp smell of latex and his cum. Her nipples pressed hard against the tight top, the sensation making her breath catch slightly as she studied his locked cock.

David's flaccid shaft remained completely contained beneath the flat steel plate, the metal cold against his sensitive skin. The ring squeezed firmly at the base, his small balls hanging exposed and vulnerable below. The sexual tension between them crackled like electricity - her dominance over his most intimate parts, his complete surrender to her control.

She slowly removed the tight latex gloves, savouring the way the material creaked with each movement. The flat cage pressed his manhood completely flat against his body, the design ensuring no protrusion was possible. The contrast between his compressed cock and his displayed testicles sent another rush of wetness between her legs.

David could barely breathe as he watched her watching him. His small cock remained limp and contained, the flat design ensuring he would stay that way until she chose to release him.

David's mind raced with the reality of his situation - locked, controlled, completely at her mercy. The sexual tension between them was almost unbearable.

Alexandra's breathing had deepened, her chest rising and falling visibly beneath the tight latex. The soaked material between her legs felt almost obscene, the wetness spreading with each passing moment as she watched him process his new reality. The power dynamic between them had shifted irrevocably - she held the key, she controlled his pleasure, and the knowledge made her pussy ache with need.

The flat steel cage gleamed under the office lights, his manhood completely contained beneath the metal plate.

Alexandra rose smoothly to her full height, the latex stretching taut across her curves as she turned away from him. Her hips swayed with deliberate confidence as she walked back to her chair, the material creaking softly with each step.

David’s gaze locked onto the perfect roundness of her ass, the latex hugging every contour as she bent slightly to retrieve the clipboard from the side table.

"Pull up your boxers and pants," she instructed, her tone returning to professional as she settled into her seat. Her fingers traced the edge of the clipboard while she watched him struggle with the command.

David’s hands trembled as he reached for his underwear, the fabric catching awkwardly against the metal ring now encircling his balls. The flat cage pressed uncomfortably against his compressed cock as he tugged the material upward, forcing the steel device into a confined position that made his breath hitch.

He fumbled with his trousers next, the zipper fighting him as his shaking fingers tried to navigate around the obvious bulge of the chastity device. The fabric strained over the metal plate, creating an unmistakable outline that pressed against the front of his pants.

He stood on unsteady legs, clutching his jacket against his chest as he stared down at the damage. The massive wet patches of precum covered the front of his brown trousers, the dark stains spread across the fabric in humiliating evidence of his arousal.

Thick strings of dried cum clung to his shirt in white streaks, some still tacky against the material. The jacket could only cover one or the other—either the obvious stains on his pants or the cum stains on his shirt—and the realization made his face burn with fresh shame.

Alexandra placed the small keys to the chastity cage on a necklace before securing the necklace at the back of her neck, the metal of the keys catching the light as they nestled perfectly between her breasts.

The keys swayed gently with her breathing, drawing David's attention to them. She lifted one hand in a casual wave, her crimson lips curving into a knowing smile as she watched him process his predicament.

"See you next week, David," she said, her voice carrying that same mix of professional warmth and underlying dominance. “You made real progress today.."


Chapter Eight

David lay sprawled naked across his bed, the sheets twisted beneath him as sweat beaded across his chest and stomach. His breathing came in ragged pants, each exhale carrying the weight of six days without release.

The flat steel chastity cage pressed his cock completely flat against his body, the metal cold and unyielding against his sensitive flesh. Every twitch of his trapped shaft sent sharp pulses of need through his core, the pressure building with no outlet. His small balls hung heavy and swollen beneath the metal ring, the skin stretched tight and aching with accumulated cum.

His trembling hands reached down between his spread thighs, fingers cupping the tender balls with desperate care. The moment his palms made contact, a broken whimper escaped his throat.

His blue balls throbbed beneath his touch, each gentle squeeze sending waves of frustrated pleasure mixed with sharp discomfort radiating through his groin. He could feel the heat radiating from them, the way they pulsed with every heartbeat, swollen from the constant arousal without relief.

Is this a normal treatment? The question flickered through his mind even as his fingers continued their slow massage, rolling his aching testicles in his palms. Locking me in a chastity cage... is this what therapy is supposed to be? But the doubt dissolved almost instantly, replaced by a deeper, more insistent thought. I don't care.

I just want to do whatever she wants. I consented to this. The realisation sent a fresh surge of precum leaking from his compressed cock, the fluid leaking uselessly from the flat cage.

His mind flooded with images of Alexandra. Her body wrapped in that glossy black latex, the material stretched tight across every curve. The way her breasts nearly spilled from the top, the deep cleavage drawing his eyes every time she moved. Those perfect crimson lips curving into knowing smiles as she watched him squirm.

Her confidence, the absolute authority in her voice when she told him what to do. The memory of her gloved fingers securing the chastity cage around his cock made his balls throb harder in his hands.

David's gaze darted to the digital clock on his nightstand. 8:47 PM. The numbers seemed to mock him as they ticked forward with agonizing slowness. One more night until the next session. His fingers tightened around his swollen balls, massaging them with increasing desperation as if the touch could somehow ease the pressure building inside.

Every second felt like an eternity, his caged cock twitching uselessly against the steel plate while his mind raced with thoughts of her latex-clad body and the keys nestled between her breasts.

Alexandra stood before the tall mirror mounted on her office wall, the black latex of her full-body catsuit gleaming under the soft overhead lights. The material stretched taut across her thick ass, the glossy surface reflecting every curve as she shifted her weight in her knee-high boots. Silver buckles ran down the sides of the leather footwear, catching the light with each movement.

The corset cinched her waist into an exaggerated hourglass, pushing her perky breasts upward until they nearly spilled from the low-cut neckline. Her dark red lips pressed together as she studied her reflection, her black sharp nails trailing along the edge of the corset.

Her hair was pulled back in a strict, tight ponytail that emphasized the sharp angles of her face. She reached for the set of keys on her desk, selecting three specific ones with practiced precision.

The metal doors of the secure closet required three separate locks, each one clicking open in sequence.

Alexandra's sharp nails clicked against the metal as she turned the third key, the final lock releasing with a solid thunk. The heavy doors creaked open on well-oiled hinges, exposing the full depth of her private collection.

Multiple rows of hooks lined the interior walls, each one displaying a different implement. Single-tail whips coiled beside thick bullwhips, their handles wrapped in leather or rubber.

Canes of varying thickness stood upright in a wooden rack—rattan, fiberglass, and carbon fiber, some straight and others with curved handles.

Paddles filled another section, from small leather slappers to large wooden implements with drilled holes for reduced air resistance.

Shelves held an assortment of gags: ball gags with different diameters, bit gags, ring gags, and penis gags alongside a series of blindfolds. Plugs of every size and material occupied the next shelf—smooth steel, textured silicone, inflatable options, and vibrating models with remote controls.

Chastity devices filled an entire section, ranging from clear plastic cages to heavy steel models, some with built-in urethral tubes, others with spiked interiors or electro-stim capabilities.

Rubber items hung from a separate rack—gas masks, hoods, gloves, and full-body suits in various thicknesses. Strap-on harnesses dangled beside dildos of different shapes and sizes.

Restraints filled another area: leather cuffs, metal shackles, spreader bars, and suspension equipment. A drawer at the bottom contained more specialised items—electro-stim units, sounding rods, and vacuum devices. The entire closet was meticulously organized, each item positioned for easy access during sessions.

Alexandra reached over to the clothes hanger and selected a pair of pink frilly crotchless panties along with a matching pink bra. Her fingers traced the delicate lace edges as she imagined David wearing them, his caged cock straining uselessly against the steel plate while the open crotch left his swollen balls exposed.

The thought sent a pulse of heat through her core. She pictured him in the French maid outfit hanging nearby, the four-inch heels on the floor beneath it forcing him to walk with small, careful steps. Her clit throbbed at the image of him submitting deeper with each session.

She forced herself to compose, knowing she had to maintain the proper pace. Rushing would break the carefully constructed dynamic and she would only proceed with his consent. She placed the panties and bra into the bottom drawer of her locked desk, the metal sliding shut with a soft click. Her reflection stared back from the mirror as she adjusted her glasses, the frames sitting perfectly on her nose.

At exactly 7pm, she opened her office door and stepped into the hallway, her boots clicking against the floor as she made her way down to meet David for his appointment.

David sat hunched forward on the lobby bench, elbows on his knees, fingers laced so tightly his knuckles had gone white. The flat steel chastity cage had been locked on him for seven full days now, and every hour had felt like a fresh layer of pressure.

The black pants and black button-down shirt he wore were meant to hide any accidents, but the chastity cage itself was already leaking a steady thread of precum that soaked into his briefs and threatened to dampen the front of his trousers.

The sharp click of heels on tile made his head snap up. Alexandra stepped through the doorway like a goddess, glossy black latex stretched tight over nearly every curve. The heavy globes of her nearly fully exposed breasts swayed with each step, the silver keys to the chastity cage resting between them, catching the light.

She saw the strain on his face immediately—the flushed cheeks, the clenched jaw, the way his eyes flicked down to her chest and the keys before darting away.

Her crimson lips curved into a slow smile. “Hello, David. Please follow me.”

She turned without waiting for an answer. The latex creaked softly with every roll of her hips, the full curve of her ass shifting and flexing as she walked. David stood on shaky legs, the chastity cage biting into his swelling cock as it tried and failed to harden.

A fresh bead of precum pushed out through the front slot and slid down the inside of his thigh. He hurried after her, eyes locked on the way her ass swayed in those glossy pants, the material so tight it looked painted on.

By the time they reached her office door his breathing was ragged and his cock was aching inside the chastity cage. Alexandra stepped inside, the leather corset creaking as she lowered herself into her chair. She crossed one leg over the other, letting the heel of her boot bob gently while she watched him close the door behind him.

“Sit,” she said, voice smooth and warm. “We have much to discuss today.”


Chapter Nine

Alexandra settled into her leather chair with deliberate grace, the glossy black latex of her pants creaking as she crossed one leg over the other. Her fingers toyed with the silver keys dangling from the necklace between her heavy breasts, rolling them slowly between her fingertips while David's eyes remained glued to the motion.

His cock strained inside the flat steel chastity cage, the metal biting into his swollen flesh as it tried desperately to harden. A fresh bead of precum pushed through the front slot and dripped onto the floor between his feet.

She reached for the pair of black latex gloves on her desk, pulling them on with slow, deliberate movements. Each finger slid into place with a soft snap, the material stretching tight over her hands. David watched every motion, his breathing shallow and rapid.

“If you consent, I need to inspect the chastity cage as part of your treatment," she said, her tone professional and matter-of-fact. "It's best if you remove all your clothes."

David's face burned crimson. "All... all my clothes?"

"Yes," she replied firmly, her eyes never leaving his face. "I need to ensure everything is functioning properly as part of your treatment."

David's voice cracked as he forced the words out, "O-okay... I-I c-consent..."

His hands trembled as he bent down to untie his shoes, pulling them off along with his socks. He stood on shaky legs and began unbuttoning his black shirt with fumbling fingers, each button revealing more of his flushed chest.

The shirt slipped from his shoulders and landed on the table beside him. His fingers worked at his belt next, the metal buckle clinking as he unfastened it and pushed his trousers down his legs. They pooled around his ankles before he stepped out of them.

His boxers came last. He hooked his thumbs into the waistband, hesitating for a moment before tugging them down so embarrassed and turned on. His locked cock and balls came into view, the flat steel chastity cage gleaming under the office lights. His face was scarlet as he placed the boxers on the table with the rest of his clothes.

"Take a seat," Alexandra instructed.

David lowered himself onto the leather couch, completely naked except for the steel device locked around his genitals. His small cock remained trapped inside the chastity cage, the metal pressing against his swollen flesh. Precum continued to leak steadily from the front slot, running down the cage and dripping onto his thighs. He sat with his knees pressed together, hands clenched in his lap, his entire body trembling with humiliation and desperate arousal.

Alexandra walked forward and approached him, her gloved hands reaching toward the chastity cage.

Alexandra's gloved fingers closed around the steel cage and the swollen balls beneath it. The latex stretched tight over her knuckles as she lifted the trapped package, weighing it in her palm. David's breath hitched. Her thumb traced the underside of his scrotum, rolling each testicle slowly between her fingers while the cage remained locked in place.

"These testicles are reaching maximum capacity already," she observed, her voice clinical yet laced with something darker. "You're leaking steadily. The cage is coated in a constant layer of precum."

Her grip tightened slightly, massaging the sensitive flesh. David's hips twitched involuntarily. The steel ring bit into the base of his cock as his body tried to respond. More clear fluid pushed through the front slot of the cage, coating her latex-covered fingers.

She held him there, one hand cupping his balls while the other traced the edges of the cage. The contrast between them was stark—her mid-thirties, tall and commanding in her black latex outfit, leather corset cinching her waist, long strict ponytail pulled tight, deep red lips curved in a knowing smile. Black boots planted firmly on the floor. Every inch of her radiated control.

David sat naked and trembling on the leather couch, twenty-one years old, short and petite, his face burning crimson. His small cock remained trapped inside the flat steel chastity cage, his balls heavy and tender in her gloved hand. He couldn't stop staring at her—the way her breasts strained against the latex, the keys nestled between them, the casual authority in every movement.

"The subject is ready for further therapy," Alexandra stated, giving his balls one final squeeze before releasing them. "Your body is responding exactly as intended."

She stepped back, removing the gloves. David remained seated, his cock throbbing uselessly inside the cage, his entire body flushed with humiliation and desperate need. The keys on her necklace swayed gently with her breathing.

Alexandra walked over and sat down in her leather chair, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness. The latex stretched across her thighs as she settled into the seat, her posture radiating complete authority.

David's eyes followed every movement—her deep red lips parting slightly as she breathed, the way her breasts rose and fell within the glossy black material, the leather corset cinching her waist, and most of all, the silver keys nestled between her cleavage on their thin chain.

He sat completely naked on the couch across from her, his small body trembling. The flat steel chastity cage locked around his cock felt heavier than ever, the metal cold against his skin.

His balls hung swollen and tender beneath the device, and he could feel the constant trickle of precum leaking from the front slot, dripping onto the leather beneath him. The humiliation burned through him—he was exposed, vulnerable, locked, while she remained fully dressed in her dominant attire.

She picked up her clipboard, pen poised above the paper. "How have you found the last week in the chastity cage?"

David's face flushed crimson. His mouth opened but no words came out at first. He stared at her lips, then her legs, then the keys between her breasts, his thoughts spinning wildly. "I... I... it's... it's on my mind every second," he finally managed, his voice cracking. "Every... every single second of the day. I can't... I can't stop thinking about it."

Alexandra nodded, writing something down. "Keep going."

His breathing grew heavier. The cage felt tighter as his body tried desperately to respond. "I'm... I'm used to cumming twice a day," he admitted, the words tumbling out in a rush. "Sometimes... sometimes three times. And now it's... it's zero. Nothing. I can't... I haven't been able to..."

She made another note on her clipboard, her expression calm and professional. "Masturbating won't help you achieve anything," she said matter-of-factly. "The chastity cage is going to help you not only embrace your submissive tendencies but focus on other people's needs as well."

David's cock throbbed uselessly inside the steel prison, another bead of precum pushing through the slot and sliding down his balls. He couldn't look away from her—from the confident way she sat, from the power she held over him, from those keys that represented his complete surrender.

Alexandra watched him with steady eyes, her pen poised above the clipboard. "David, do you consent to continuing this treatment?" she asked, her voice calm and professional.

"Yes," he blurted out immediately, his face burning red. "Anything for you."

Her panties grew instantly wetter between her thighs. The words hit her like a physical rush of arousal. She smiled slowly, deliberately, letting the silence stretch as she watched his reaction.

"Good boy, David," she said softly.

His balls visibly tightened beneath the steel cage. A thick bead of precum pushed through the slot at the front and dripped down onto the leather couch. His cock strained uselessly inside the metal prison, twitching and leaking in response to her praise. The humiliation made his entire body flush deeper.

Alexandra crossed her legs again, feeling the slick warmth between her thighs as she studied him. He looked so small and vulnerable sitting there completely naked, his petite frame trembling, his locked cock dripping steadily.

The contrast was intoxicating—her body encased in powerful, glossy black latex that hugged every curve, the leather corset cinching her waist, the keys dangling between her breasts. She felt completely in control while he sat exposed and desperate before her.

She made another note on her clipboard, her eyes never leaving his leaking cage. “Now that you have consented to continuing the treatment, it’s time to get started."

Alexandra's lips curved into that knowing smile as she leaned forward, her latex creaking softly. "We're going to do the pictures exercise again with different pictures, David. Please place on the heart rate monitor”.

She reached across with deliberate slowness, her fingers wrapping around the edge of a fresh stack of photographs. Her eyes locked onto his, dark and commanding, never breaking contact as she lifted the stack.

David sat naked on the leather couch, his skin flushed deep crimson from his face down to his chest as his hands shook trying to attach the monitor. The steel chastity cage gleamed between his spread thighs, his cock straining uselessly against the flat covere. Clear precum leaked steadily from the tip, dripping down to form a small puddle on the leather beneath him.

His hands trembled where they rested on his knees, his breathing shallow and rapid.

She held the stack up between them, her gaze never wavering from his embarrassed, desperate expression. The first photograph slid free from her fingers and turned toward him.


Chapter Ten

Alexandra's fingers slid the first photograph free from the stack with deliberate care. She turned it toward him slowly, her eyes never leaving his face. The image showed a blonde woman who looked strikingly like her—same sharp cheekbones, same tight ponytail, same black square glasses—standing tall in powerful black latex that hugged every curve.

In her hand she held a nine-tails whip, the leather strands dangling menacingly. Kneeling beside her was a man dressed in a black and white French maid outfit, the frilly skirt lifted to expose his steel chastity cage. The device was identical to the one locked around David's cock and balls.

David's cock immediately tried to harden inside the cage. The metal bit into his swelling flesh as his heart rate monitor exploded with rapid beeps. The numbers climbed frantically on the screen. Alexandra's lips curved into a knowing smile as she watched his reaction, noting how his precum leaked faster, dripping steadily onto the leather couch beneath him.

"Ten," he blurted out.

She set that photo aside and lifted the next one. This image showed a regular man and woman standing together, both dressed in normal everyday clothing. David's heart rate plummeted immediately, the frantic beeping settling into a much slower rhythm.

“Zero," he said more calmly.

"Interesting," she murmured, watching the monitor closely.

The third photograph came up next. A blonde woman in tight latex sat in an elegant chair while a petite man dressed in a black and white French maid outfit poured tea from a teapot. The man wore makeup on his face, had long blonde hair, white stockings, and black heels.

David's heart rate skyrocketed even higher than before. The monitor screamed its highest reading yet as his cock throbbed desperately against the steel bars, more precum leaking from the tip.

“Ten,” he panted.

"Very interesting," Alexandra commented, her voice low and pleased. She watched his face burn crimson, noting how his entire body trembled with arousal and embarrassment. The heart rate monitor continued its frantic beeping as his shame only seemed to fuel his desperate need further.

Alexandra's fingers lingered over the stack of photographs as she selected the next one with deliberate slowness. She turned it toward David, revealing a muscular man completely naked, his thick cock buried deep inside a petite woman bent over beneath him.

David's heart rate monitor immediately dropped, the frantic beeping settling into a slower, steadier rhythm. She smiled knowingly, as if she'd anticipated exactly this reaction, her eyes never leaving his flushed face.

“Zero,” he answered almost uninterested.

The silence stretched between them, thick with tension. David's breathing remained shallow, his naked body trembling slightly on the leather couch. His steel chastity cage pressed against his cock, the flat front already slick with the constant drip of precum that had been leaking steadily since the session began. Every subtle shift of his hips sent fresh beads of clear fluid pushing through the narrow slit at the tip of the cage.

Alexandra let the moment hang before her hand moved again, selecting the final photograph with the same measured precision. She rotated it slowly, letting David's eyes take in every detail of the image.

The photograph showed a blonde woman identical to Alexandra seated in a leather chair within an office nearly identical to the one they occupied with an enormous black dildo strapped to her crotch. Beside her stood a petite man in a short French maid outfit, the hem barely covering his bellybutton.

White stockings with delicate bows at the top, black high heels, and a flat steel chastity cage prominently displayed because the dress was so short. His face was painted with makeup, long blonde hair framing his features. The resemblance to both of them was unmistakable.

David's heart rate exploded upward. His balls tightened visibly, drawing up tight against his body as a thick glob of precum pushed through the front of the cage, dripping onto the leather couch beneath him.

His face burned crimson as the realization hit him—the woman in the photograph had a massive fake rubber cock between her legs. The monitor screamed its highest reading yet, the beeping frantic and irregular.

“Eleven,” he squeaked out.

"It looks like we have a new heart rate record, David," Alexandra said, her voice rich with satisfaction. She leaned forward slightly, the latex of her outfit stretching tight across her breasts. "I think we have a winner of the photographs."

David's cock strained uselessly against the steel confines of his cage, the metal warm from his body heat. His balls throbbed with the intensity of his arousal, swollen from days of denial and constant stimulation.

The precum continued to flow, a steady drip that pooled beneath him on the leather. His breathing came in short, desperate gasps as he stared at the photograph, unable to look away from the image that so perfectly captured his deepest fantasies.

Alexandra's smile widened as she watched his physical reactions. She could see the way his thighs trembled, the way his nipples had hardened into tight peaks, the way his entire body responded to the image before him.

The resemblance between the photograph and their current situation was undeniable—the dominant blonde woman in her leather chair, the submissive man in feminine attire across from her, the chastity cage on full display.

"Tell me what you're thinking right now," she commanded softly, her voice carrying that edge of authority that made his cock twitch inside its prison. "Be honest with me, David."

His mouth opened, but no words came out at first. His face burned hotter, the blush spreading down his neck and across his chest. The heart rate monitor continued its frantic beeping, each spike corresponding to another surge of arousal that made his balls ache and his cage leak.

"I... I can't stop looking at it," he finally managed, his voice barely above a whisper. “It sort of looks like... like us."

Alexandra's eyes darkened with satisfaction. She reached out and traced one finger along the edge of the photograph, drawing David's attention to the details—the way the maid outfit didn't cover the exposed chastity cage, the way the submissive man's face was made up to look feminine, the way the dominant woman's posture radiated complete control.

Alexandra set the photographs aside without another word. The stack landed on the small table with a soft rustle, the final image still angled toward David so the resemblance remained impossible to ignore. She reached for her clipboard, the latex of her outfit creaking as she picked up her pen. The only sounds in the room were the frantic beeping of his heart rate monitor and his ragged breathing.

She wrote in silence, the tip of her pen scratching across the paper in deliberate strokes. David sat rigid on the couch, his chest heaving, his skin flushed deep red from his face down to his collarbone. Sweat glistened on his bare chest. His thighs twitched involuntarily. Another thick bead of precum pushed through the cage slit and slid down the steel, joining the growing puddle beneath him on the leather.

Alexandra crossed her legs with slow precision. The latex stretched tight across her thighs, the material creaking softly. Her pen continued moving across the clipboard for another moment before she finally looked up. Her fingers rose to the deep cleavage of her latex top, where two small silver keys rested against her skin. nestled between her breasts. She toyed with them idly, letting the metal catch the light as she watched him.

"Good boy," she said.

David's cock surged against the flat steel plate. The sudden pressure made his balls draw up tight, a fresh spurt of precum forcing its way through the narrow opening. His heart rate monitor exploded into a rapid series of high-pitched beeps, the numbers climbing sharply on the small screen attached to his arm. His nipples tightened further, his breath catching in his throat.

Alexandra's smile deepened. Between her thighs, her pussy clenched, the thin fabric of her panties growing noticeably wetter as she watched the monitor spike in response to her praise.

The silver keys rested against her cleavage, glinting with every rise and fall of her chest. She looked every inch the embodiment of control—legs crossed, spine straight, expression unreadable behind the sharp black frames of her glasses.

Across from her, David sat naked on the leather couch. His petite frame looked even smaller without clothes. The flat steel chastity cage sat tight against his body, the metal plate pressing his cock flat, his balls hanging heavy and exposed beneath it.

She watched him without speaking for several long moments. The only sounds were the frantic beeping of his heart rate monitor and the soft, wet sound of another drop hitting the leather.

"From your questionnaire and our previous sessions," Alexandra began, her voice calm and measured, "you've admitted to being attracted to powerful, dominant, confident women. We've established your submissive tendencies quite clearly."

Her fingers toyed with the keys between her breasts, rolling the metal between her gloved fingertips. David's eyes followed the motion helplessly.

"But the exercise we just completed proves things go much deeper than that." She gestured toward the photographs on the table beside her.

"Your reactions to those images were not subtle, David. Your heart rate spiked to the highest levels we've recorded. Your body responded immediately and intensely. The chastity cage is still leaking. You're still dripping."

She uncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other way, the latex creaking loudly in the quiet room. David's cock twitched uselessly inside its prison, another bead of precum pushing through the slot.

"The reaction to the french maid costume wasn't incidental," she continued. "It was a deliberate flip—from masculine to feminine, from dominant to servile. For some men, that inversion is erotic because it's taboo. It breaks an internalized rule about what masculinity should be. For others, the costume gives them permission to feel pretty, soft, or decorative in ways they don't otherwise allow themselves."

David's blush deepened, spreading down his neck and across his chest. His thighs trembled. The heart rate monitor continued its frantic beeping.

"I need you to tell me which one it is for you," Alexandra said, her dark red lips curving into a slight smile. "Or if it's both."

David's face burned hotter than before. His hands fidgeted uselessly on his bare thighs, fingers twitching as he tried to find words. "I... I-I'm not really sure," he stammered, voice barely above a whisper. "S-sorry. I don't... I don't know which one it is." He swallowed hard, eyes fixed on the floor between his spread feet. "I'm sorry."

Alexandra's smile warmed instantly, her red lips curving with genuine reassurance. "You've done nothing wrong, David. This is all perfectly normal." She leaned forward slightly, the latex creaking as her breasts shifted, the keys between them catching the light. "You're a good boy."

The heart rate monitor exploded into frantic beeping. David's pulse shot upward, his cock straining uselessly against the steel cage as another thick bead of precum pushed through the slot and dripped onto the leather.

She glanced down at her clipboard, pen tapping lightly against the paper.

"This reaction paired with the steel chastity cage makes complete sense," she said, her tone calm and clinical. "Without access to your own pleasure, a submissive's motivation shifts toward pleasing the dominant partner as the only avenue left for connection or reward. That reinforces the maid and servant dynamic—usefulness over self-gratification."

She looked back up at him, her gaze steady behind her glasses. "The maid outfit and makeup work as a switch, they are not just decoration. Over repeated sessions, the outfit and makeup help the submissive become conditioned. They become a cue that reliably triggers the same mental and emotional state, making it easier and faster to drop into that submissive mindset each time."

Alexandra's eyes lingered on David as the monitor continued its frantic rhythm. She set the clipboard aside and leaned forward slightly, the latex stretching tight across her chest.

"Do you understand?" she asked, her voice soft but direct.

David's mouth opened, then closed. His fingers twitched against his bare thighs. "I... I think so," he managed, the words barely audible.

Her smile curved slowly, knowingly. She watched the way his nipples tightened into hard little points, how his whole body gave a visible shudder at her question. The monitor spiked again, the numbers climbing fast.

"Good," she said simply, letting the word hang between them. She reached for the keys between her breasts, letting them dangle for a moment before tucking them away again.

David's blush spread down his chest, his breathing shallow and quick. The monitor continued its rapid, erratic beeping as another drop of precum fell between his legs.

Alexandra's thoughts drifted to the bottom drawer of her desk, where the crotchless panties and matching bra lay folded in lace. She glanced at the clock on the wall, the hands showing their session had run long. Her eyes returned to David, still trembling and leaking in the leather chair.

"I'm very proud of you," she said, her voice warm and sincere. "You made real progress today, David."

The heart rate monitor erupted into a frantic series of beeps from her praise. David's pulse shot upward again, his cock twitching inside the steel cage as another thick rope of precum pushed through the slot and splattered onto the leather seat. His thighs shook, his nipples tight and flushed.

She smiled at the monitor, watching the numbers climb. "You can remove the heart rate monitor, put your clothes on and go now. We've made real breakthroughs today that we can explore in the next session."

David's face burned crimson. His hands shook as he reached for his shirt, fingers fumbling with the fabric. He tried to speak but only managed broken stutters, his voice cracking with embarrassment.

"I-I... th-thank you... I... I d-don't..." He struggled into his pants, the material catching on his wet thighs, the front darkening from fresh precum leaking through the cage. Every movement made the steel shift against his trapped cock, sending fresh waves of desperate arousal through him.

Alexandra watched him dress, her gaze steady and appreciative. When he finally stood on unsteady legs, she leaned back in her chair, the latex creaking as she crossed her legs. "See you next week," she said, her voice low and seductive.

David stumbled toward the door, his cock throbbing painfully in its prison, his entire body burning with need. He had never been this horny in his entire life. The door clicked shut behind him, leaving Alexandra alone with her thoughts and the steady drip of his precum off of David's leather chair.


Chapter Eleven

David lay naked on his bed, the sheets twisted beneath him, his body slick with sweat. The flat steel chastity cage bit into his swollen flesh, the metal unyielding as his cock strained uselessly against the unyielding plate.

His balls hung heavy and sore beneath the chastity cage, aching with every pulse of blood that tried to fill his trapped shaft. The pressure built until it throbbed, a constant reminder of how long he had been denied.

His mind drifted straight to Alexandra. He pictured her sitting across from him in that leather chair, her double F breasts nearly spilling from the tight black latex, the deep valley of cleavage holding the small silver keys that controlled his cage.

Those keys rested right between her soft, heavy tits, swaying slightly every time she leaned forward. He imagined the cool metal warming against her skin, the way her nipples would press against the lower latex fabric when she noticed his eyes lingering there.

Then his thoughts slid lower, to her long legs wrapped in glossy black latex. The material clung to every curve, stretched tight across her thick thighs until the seams creaked whenever she crossed one leg over the other.

He could almost hear that sound again—the slow, deliberate rustle of latex against latex, the way her powerful thighs flexed and the pants squeaked softly as she shifted in her seat. His cock twitched hard inside the chastity cage, the metal pressing back, sending another sharp ache through his balls.

The sound of her heels followed. That sharp, rhythmic click-click-click on the floor whenever she stood and walked. Each step sent a jolt straight to his locked cock. He remembered how his body reacted the moment she moved, how the sound alone made him leak inside the chastity cage, precum dripping uselessly down the steel.

But the real show came when she turned and led him down the hallway to her therapy room. He walked behind her, eyes locked on the way her thick, juicy ass filled out those latex pants.

The material stretched and shone with every step, hugging the full round curves, the deep cleft between her cheeks shifting as she walked. He had stared openly, unable to look away, his cock straining so hard it hurt while he followed that perfect ass down the hall. The keys between her breasts swayed with each step, and all he could think about was how completely she owned him.

David groaned, hips lifting off the mattress as another wave of helpless need rolled through him. The cage held firm. His balls throbbed. And Alexandra’s image stayed burned behind his eyes—breasts, latex, heels, and that ass he would follow anywhere she commanded.

David lay sprawled naked across his bed, the steel chastity cage biting into his swollen flesh as his mind replayed the exact moment Alexandra lifted the photographs. His cock strained uselessly against the cold steel, balls tight and aching with days of denial. Sweat slicked his chest while his fingers twitched at his sides, unable to touch anything but the unyielding metal.

The first image burned behind his eyelids: the blonde woman in glossy black latex perched in her leather chair, legs crossed with deliberate elegance. The petite man in the French maid dress stood beside her, teapot trembling in his painted fingers.

His short skirt not long enough to cover the steel chastitycage locked between his thighs, white stockings stretched over smooth legs, black heels clicking softly on the floor as he poured. David could almost hear the creak of her latex as she accepted the cup, the faint jingle of keys nestled between her heavy breasts.

His breathing grew ragged. The next photograph replaced the first in his thoughts. The therapy room looked identical to Alexandra's office—the same leather chair, the same framed artwork on the walls. The blonde woman sat there again, latex gleaming under the lights, while the submissive stood beside her in his revealing maid uniform.

The dress rode up completely, exposing the flat steel chastity cage, the white stockings with their delicate bows, the black heels planted wide. His face was flushed beneath the makeup, long blonde hair falling forward as he kept his eyes lowered in perfect submission.

David's hips jerked involuntarily. The cage rattled against his thighs as fresh precum oozed from the tip, dripping onto his stomach. He could feel the phantom weight of Alexandra's gaze on him the way she had looked at him amused by his helpless arousal. The sound of her heels echoed in his memory, each step deliberate, each click sending another pulse of desperate need through his locked cock.

He rolled onto his side, the sheets sticking to his damp skin. His mind refused to let go of those images: the way the latex hugged her curves, the casual power in how she held the keys between her breasts, the complete transformation of the petite man into her obedient maid.

The chastity cage felt tighter with every heartbeat. He pressed his face into the pillow, breathing hard, unable to escape the vivid details of those photographs or the aching reality of his own locked, denied state.

Alexandra sat behind her heavy oak desk, the glossy black latex of her outfit creaking softly with each breath. The material stretched tight across her chest, barely containing her heavy breasts, while the black leather corset cinched her waist into an hourglass shape.

Her blonde hair was pulled back into a severe ponytail that emphasized the sharp angles of her face, and the square black glasses perched on her nose gave her an air of clinical authority. Black knee-high boots with silver buckles ran up her calves, the heels clicking against the hardwood floor as she shifted in her chair.

She reached down and pulled open the bottom drawer of her desk. Her gloved fingers found the soft pink items folded at the bottom—the fluffy bra and matching crotchless panties she had prepared for this session. The fabric was deliberately feminine, almost absurdly soft against her latex-covered fingers. She lifted them out and stood, her boots clicking with each measured step across the room.

The keys between her breasts swayed with her movement. Her latex pants clung to her thighs and ass, the material warm and slick against her skin. Beneath the tight latex, her own panties grew damp as anticipation built. She placed the pink bra and crotchless panties on the leather chair where David would soon sit, arranging them neatly so he would see them upon entering.

Alexandra returned and settled back into the leather chair. The latex creaked as she crossed her legs, one boot dangling in the air. She glanced at the clock, then at the photographs still stacked on her desk—the same images she had shown him last week.

Her gloved fingers traced the edge of the top photo, remembering how his cock had strained and leaked in its steel cage while she described what would happen if he earned the same treatment.

She could already picture him walking through her door—small, trembling, his eyes immediately drawn to the pink garments waiting on his chair. The thought made her shift in her seat, the latex sliding against her dampening panties.

David sat on the edge of the leather lobby chair, his knees bouncing uncontrollably. Two weeks of constant confinement had turned his entire body into one raw nerve of need. The flat steel plate of the chastity cage pressed mercilessly against his swollen cock, the metal warm from his trapped body heat. Every tiny shift sent fresh waves of pressure through his balls, which hung heavy and aching between his spread thighs.

His hands gripped the armrests hard enough to whiten his knuckles. The waiting had become unbearable. He could feel the constant drip of pre-cum leaking from his trapped slit, soaking into the fabric of his underwear. The cage had been leaking steadily for days now, leaving him in a constant state of frustrated arousal that made thinking clearly almost impossible.

The sharp click of heels against tile made his entire body jerk. That distinctive sound—measured, confident, approaching—sent an immediate surge straight to his caged cock. The steel plate strained outward as his shaft tried desperately to harden, the pressure building until his balls throbbed with the effort. His pulse hammered in his ears, drowning out everything except the approaching click-click-click of those familiar heels.

Alexandra appeared around the corner like something from his most fevered fantasies. The black latex clung to her like a second skin, the top cut so low that the heavy globes of her breasts were nearly completely exposed, the deep cleavage creating a perfect valley where the silver chastity keys rested. They swayed with each step, catching the light as she moved toward him.

Her legs looked impossibly long in the tight latex, the material stretching over her thick thighs and emphasizing every curve. David's cock surged again, the flat steel refusing to give even an inch as his hips twitched involuntarily. The keys between her breasts drew his gaze like a magnet, each sway making his balls tighten with desperate need.

"Hello, David," she said, her crimson lips curving into that knowing smile. "Please follow me."

She turned smoothly, presenting her perfect ass encased in the glossy black latex. The material stretched tight across each rounded cheek, the seam disappearing between them as she walked. David's face burned crimson as he stumbled to his feet, his legs unsteady beneath him. The sight of her thick, juicy ass moving away from him made his caged cock throb, the steel plate pressing harder against his swollen flesh.

He followed her down the hallway on shaky legs, his eyes locked on the hypnotic sway of her latex-covered ass. Each step made the material shift and gleam, highlighting every curve. His face felt like it was on fire, the blush spreading down his neck as his heart raced with a mixture of overwhelming arousal and crushing anxiety.

The keys between her breasts continued their gentle sway, a constant reminder of his complete helplessness as he followed her toward whatever she had planned for him next.

Alexandra stepped into her office first, the black latex clinging to her like a second skin. Beneath the tight material, her panties were soaked through, the fabric plastered wet against her pussy lips from the anticipation of what was coming.

She crossed the room with deliberate steps, her thick ass swaying in the glossy latex as she moved to her chair. The material creaked softly as she settled into the seat, crossing her legs so the keys between her breasts caught the light.

She watched David enter the door, his petite frame trembling with each step. She could tell from the way he was walking that he was straining inside the flat steel chastity cage. Her panties dampened even more as he approached the chair holding the pink fluffy bra and crotchless panties that were waiting for him.


Chapter Twelve

David's gaze froze on the chair. The pink fluffy bra and crotchless panties waited like a deliberate provocation, their soft texture clashing with the dark leather. His breath hitched audibly.

"This is part of today's session, David," Alexandra said, her voice smooth and gentle. “If you consent to continuing, I want you to remove all your clothes like last time and put on the bra and panties before taking a seat so we can begin."

His face flushed a deep crimson. "I-I... um... th-this… I consent" The words tangled in his mouth, breaking into incoherent stutters. His cock strained hard against the flat steel cage, the pressure making his balls throb and ache. A steady stream of precum pushed through the narrow slit, dripping onto the floor.

"This is a safe space," she reminded him gently. "There's nothing to be ashamed of here."

His hands trembled as he reached for his shirt. Every movement felt clumsy, his fingers fumbling with buttons and fabric. He pulled everything off piece by piece until he stood completely naked, the steel chastity cage gleaming under the light, his balls hanging heavy and exposed. A long, continuous stream of precum leaked from the cage's opening, trailing down his thigh.

Alexandra's eyes drank in the sight. Beneath her tight latex outfit, her panties were soaked through. The fabric clung to her swollen lips, the wetness spreading visibly as she watched his petite frame react to her command. Her thighs pressed together, the latex creaking softly as she shifted in her chair, her arousal growing with every second.

"Good boy," she said.

The words hit him like a shock. His cock pulsed hard inside the cage, forcing a thick blob of precum to splurt out the front and splatter onto the floor. He nearly whimpered, mortified, his face flushing darker.

Alexandra's breath caught as she watched. Her panties grew even wetter, the dampness spreading outward. She could feel the heat between her legs, the latex pressing against her soaked crotch as she observed his shaking hands reach for the panties.

He bent down and picked up the panties with trembling fingers. The fluffy material felt ridiculous between his fingers. He stepped into them, sliding the soft fabric up his legs until it framed the steel cage, the crotchless design leaving everything on display. The pink fluff against his skin made him feel even more exposed.

Alexandra's eyes locked onto the sight. The way the panties framed his chastity cage, the way his petite body trembled in submission—it made her pussy throb. She could feel the wetness soaking through her panties, the latex clinging to her skin as her arousal intensified. Her nipples hardened beneath the latex, pressing against the tight material.

"You're doing such a good job," she praised.

His cock throbbed again at the words. He grabbed the bra next, sliding his arms through the straps. His fingers shook as he reached behind his back, struggling to clasp the hooks. Each failed attempt made his breathing more ragged, his arousal spiking higher. Finally, the clasp caught and the bra snapped shut around his chest.

Alexandra's panties were drenched now. She could feel the wetness spreading, the latex pressing against her soaked folds as she watched him struggle. Her thighs squeezed together, the leather creaking as she fought to maintain her composure. The sight of his petite figure in the pink fluffy lingerie, the steel cage framed by the crotchless panties, sent a fresh wave of arousal through her body.

David nearly collapsed into the chair, breathing hard, the pink fluffy lingerie clinging to his body while the steel cage remained on full display between his spread thighs. Alexandra's eyes never left him, her panties soaked through, her body burning with desire as she watched her submissive patient sitting there ready for his next session.

Alexandra sat perfectly poised in her leather chair, the glossy black latex of her outfit gleaming under the soft lighting. The powerful material hugged her mature curves, the corset pushing her heavy double-F breasts upward, nearly spilling from the tight neckline.

Her long legs stretched out in front of her, encased in those knee-high black boots with silver buckles that caught the light with every subtle shift. She radiated confidence, completely at ease in her dominant role.

Across from her, David sat small and exposed. The pink fluffy bra sat awkwardly on his narrow chest, the straps digging into his shoulders. The crotchless panties framed his flat steel chastity cage perfectly, leaving the metal and his swollen balls completely on display. His petite frame trembled slightly, his skin flushed pink with embarrassment.

"Well done on coming back and deciding to continue with the sessions," Alexandra said, her voice smooth and warm with approval.

The praise hit him like a physical blow. A thick blob of precum pushed through the narrow slit and splattered onto the floor between his spread thighs. His face burned crimson, mortified by how quickly his body responded to her words.

Alexandra's clit throbbed hard beneath her latex pants. She could feel the wetness spreading through her panties, the fabric growing slick against her swollen folds. Watching his petite body react so visibly to her praise made her thighs press together, the latex creaking softly.

"How are you finding prolonged chastity?" she asked, her pen poised over her clipboard.

David's hands twisted in his lap. "It's... it's so hard. I can't stop thinking about the cage. About how it feels all the time. About these sessions and... and cumming. And about you—" He stopped abruptly, his eyes widening as he realized what he'd said out loud. "I-I mean—"

Alexandra's clit pulsed again at the sound of her name on his lips. She looked down at her clipboard, making a deliberate note, hiding the satisfied smile that curved her red lips.

"Good boy," she said softly.

Another thick spurt of precum erupted from the cage, his cock throbbing inside the metal prison. The praise made his balls ache, his entire body trembling with desperate need.

"The fact that you're thinking about the sessions and other people rather than yourself," she continued, her voice carrying genuine approval, "is a sign of real progress."

She watched David with steady eyes, his petite frame trembling in the pink fluffy bra and crotchless panties, his flat steel cage fully exposed and leaking steadily onto the floor.

"At the end of our last session," she said smoothly, "we concluded from your reaction from the photographs that you have a deep-rooted attraction to role reversal, particularly with maid outfits."

David's face burned. He sat there completely exposed—the pink bra straps digging into his shoulders, the crotchless panties framing his trapped cock and balls, his bare skin flushed and vulnerable across from her powerful, latex-clad form.

Watching him squirm in his feminine attire made her pulse race.

"That is why you're wearing these today," she continued, her voice calm and professional. "So we can explore this further."

She looked down at her clipboard, pen poised. "What thoughts come up for you when you're dressed like this? How do you feel about this being part of who you are?"

David's mouth opened, but only a broken stutter came out. "I... I feel... embarrassed. Unsure. I-I don't know what to think. It's all so..." His voice trailed off, his hands twisting helplessly in his lap.

Alexandra made a deliberate note, the latex creaking as she shifted again. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each breath, the keys between them swaying slightly.

"You have nothing to be embarrassed about, David," she said gently. "I'm here to guide you step by step through your discovery in a safe and secure environment. You have no need to feel embarrassed or unsure. Not with me."

The words of comfort and praise washed over him. His entire body trembled, overwhelmed by her voice, her presence, the contrast of her confident mature form in powerful black latex against his exposed, denied, feminized state.

Alexandra leaned back slightly, the leather chair creaking beneath her as she crossed her thick thighs. Her latex outfit stretched tight across her heavy breasts, the silver keys resting between them catching the light with every breath.

She watched David closely, noting how his petite frame trembled in the pink fluffy bra and crotchless panties, his flat steel cage exposed and dripping steadily onto the floor.

"Does it feel good in any way?" she asked, her voice calm and professional.

David's thoughts raced. His face burned hotter than before.

"I... I mean... it feels really soft," he stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper. His hands twisted helplessly in his lap, his cock throbbing inside the cage.

Alexandra made another note, the latex creaking as she shifted. Her heavy breasts rose and fell with each breath, the keys between them swaying slightly.

"You look really pretty," she said gently, her red lips curving with approval.

The words of praise hit him like a jolt. His cock surged so hard inside the flat cage that his balls ached, another thick glob of precum pushing through the slit and dripping down between his spread thighs.

"Do you feel pretty?" she asked, her voice warm and encouraging.

David's face burned crimson. He could barely meet her eyes. "I... I don't know. Maybe a bit," he mumbled, his voice breaking with embarrassment.

Alexandra's smile deepened. "Good girl."

The words sent a shock through him. His cock throbbed so hard inside the cage.

Alexandra watched with clear satisfaction, her clit throbbing hard beneath the latex. She could feel the wetness soaking through her panties, the latex pressing tight against her slick folds. Watching him squirm in his feminine attire, hearing him respond to being called a good girl, made her pulse race. She made another deliberate note on her clipboard, the latex creaking as she shifted again.

Alexandra rose from her leather chair with fluid authority, the latex creaking loudly as she straightened to her full height. Her heavy breasts swayed within the tight material, the silver keys bouncing between them as she turned and walked confidently across the room toward the iron closet in the corner.

David's eyes followed every step, his gaze dropping lower as she reached the closet. Her thick, juicy ass filled the glossy black latex pants completely, the material stretched so tight it outlined every curve and cleft. The way her hips moved with each step made his trapped cock throb painfully inside the flat cage.

She inserted three keys into the heavy door locks, turning each one with deliberate precision. The mechanism clicked loudly in the quiet room. David strained forward slightly in his seat, but from his position he couldn't see what lay inside the closet.

Alexandra reached in and selected something, then bent at the waist to retrieve another item from a lower shelf. Her ass pushed out toward him, the latex pulling even tighter across her full cheeks, the material creaking softly with the movement. David's mouth went dry as he stared, completely mesmerized by the sight of her mature, powerful body displayed so provocatively.

She straightened and turned around, holding a black and white French maid outfit draped over one arm, white stockings with delicate ribbons clutched in her other hand, and a pair of black heels dangling from her fingers.

"It's time for the next part of our session, David," she announced, her voice carrying that same calm authority.

His hips jerked involuntarily at her words. His face burned crimson with embarrassment and nervous anticipation as he stared at the feminine garments in her hands.

Alexandra's crimson lips curved into that gentle, knowing smile as she moved across the room. Her black knee-high boots struck the floor with deliberate clicks, each step echoing through the quiet space.

The latex hugged her powerful thighs and hips, creaking softly with every confident stride. As she drew closer, the rich scent of polished leather, warm latex, and her expensive perfume wrapped around David like a heavy blanket.

He sat frozen in his chair, painfully aware of how exposed he was. The pink fluffy bra sat awkwardly across his chest, the matching crotchless panties leaving his locked cock and balls completely bare beneath the flat steel cage. His skin burned with embarrassment.

She stopped directly in front of him and extended the French maid outfit, white stockings, and black heels. "Be a good girl for me and put these on for me," she said softly, her voice warm but commanding.

His face flushed deep red. "Y-you want me to put them on now?" he stammered, fingers trembling as he reached out to take the garments from her hands.

Alexandra placed her perfectly manicured hand on his forearm. Her black nails pressed lightly against his skin, sending a jolt of electricity straight through his body. The touch was gentle, almost seductive, but it made his trapped cock surge inside the cage.

“Yes, as long as you consent" she answered calmly. "This is a safe space, David."

His entire body trembled from her touch and her words as he stood up ready to put them on.

The sight of this petite, locked, embarrassed young guy—shy, nervous, blushing furiously, stuttering every word—sent another rush of wetness soaking through her underwear.

“I consent,” he stuttered.


Chapter Thirteen

Alexandra's gaze never wavered as she watched him from her chair, her legs still crossed, the black latex creaking softly with every subtle shift of her thick thighs. Her square glasses caught the light as she tilted her head, studying every trembling movement of his petite frame.

David's hands shook hard as he reached for the first white stocking, rolling the sheer material between his fingers before lifting his slim leg. The moment the nylon touched his skin, a jolt of electricity shot up through his entire body—his calves tensed, his thighs quivered, and the sensation raced straight to his locked cock, making the flat steel cage feel even tighter against his swollen flesh.

"Such a brave girl," Alexandra murmured, her voice low and approving. "I'm really proud of you,"

The praise hit him like a physical touch. His face flushed a deeper crimson, his nipples tightening beneath the pink fluffy bra as another thick bead of precum pushed through the cage's opening and dripped slowly down his inner thigh.

He whimpered, the sound barely audible, as he smoothed the stocking up over his knee and higher, the delicate material clinging to every inch of his leg. The sensation was overwhelming—every nerve ending alive, his skin hypersensitive, his whole body thrumming with humiliated arousal.

Alexandra's teeth sank into her lower lip as she watched him transform. Her clit throbbed hard beneath the tight latex, pulsing with each movement he made.

Her breath caught as he reached for the second stocking, rolling it up his other leg with the same trembling care. The nylon whispered against his skin, and she could see the way his petite body responded—his back arching slightly, his ass clenching, his caged cock twitching uselessly in its prison.

David's hands moved to the black heels next. He slipped his stockinged foot into the first one, the four-inch height forcing his posture to shift immediately. His ass pushed out, the position making the steel cage and his exposed balls jut forward even more prominently through the open crotch of his pink panties.

The second heel followed, and as he fastened the straps around his ankles, another wave of full-body electricity surged through him—his calves tightened, his thighs trembled, and his locked cock strained harder against the unyielding metal as a long stream of precum came out the front.

She bit her lip harder, tasting the faint metallic tang as she drank in the sight of him—stockings gleaming, heels clicking softly against the floor, his petite frame trembling with every breath.

He reached for the French maid dress, lifting the black and white silk over his head. The delicate fabric whispered down over his pink bra, settling into place with a soft rustle. The hem stopped just two inches above his cage, leaving the steel prison and his swollen balls completely exposed beneath the short skirt. The white apron tied at his waist only emphasized how much of him remained on display.

As the silk settled against his skin, another jolt of electricity raced through his body—his nipples hardened further beneath the fluffy bra, his caged cock throbbed, and his entire frame shuddered with the overwhelming mix of shame and desperate arousal.

Alexandra's breath hitched audibly as she watched the transformation.

She uncrossed and recrossed her legs slowly, the sound sharp in the quiet room, her eyes fixed on every detail of his trembling, blushing, aroused form standing before her—stockings, heels, the tiny maid dress barely covering anything, his face burning with humiliated need.

Alexandra's voice cut through the charged silence like velvet wrapped around steel. "Good girl," she purred, her dark red lips curving into a knowing smile. "You can take a seat now."

He couldn't meet her eyes. The words hit him like a physical caress, sending another jolt of electricity racing through his body. His face burned so hot he thought it might catch fire.

Every inch of him felt exposed, raw, hypersensitive. The pink fluffy bra hugged his chest, the soft material brushing against his nipples with each shallow breath. The crotchless panties left his locked cock and balls completely vulnerable, the cool air of the room a constant reminder of his exposure.

The white stockings clung to his legs like a second skin, the black heels forcing his posture into something delicate and feminine. The French maid dress barely covered anything, the hem riding up with every movement.

He shuffled toward the leather chair across from her, his heels clicking softly against the floor. Each step sent another wave of full-body electricity through him—the stockings whispering against his thighs, the heels changing his entire stance, the dress swishing around his exposed cage.

He couldn't look at her. Couldn't look at anything. His vision blurred with humiliated arousal as he lowered himself into the chair, the position making his swollen balls press forward even more obscenely.

Alexandra watched him settle, her square glasses catching the light as she tilted her head. Her thick thighs shifted, the black latex creaking softly. She reached for her clipboard, her gloved fingers wrapping around the pen with deliberate grace.

"How do you feel right now, David?" she asked, her voice calm and clinical, as if she were asking about the weather.

The question hung in the air. David's lips parted, but the sound that escaped wasn't words. It was a low, breathy, almost orgasmic moan that seemed to surprise even him. His caged cock twitched, another thick bead of precum pushing through the slot and dripping onto his inner thigh. His hand flew up to cover his mouth, his eyes wide with mortification.

Alexandra's laugh was light, almost musical. The sound made his entire body flush deeper. She leaned back in her chair, the leather creaking as she crossed her legs, studying him with obvious amusement and something darker beneath it.

"You look so pretty," she said, her voice warm with approval. "The stockings suit you. How do they feel against your skin?"

David's hand remained pressed over his mouth for a moment before he lowered it. His voice came out small, trembling. "S-soft," he stuttered, barely audible. "They feel... soft. And tight. Like they're... holding me."

She nodded, writing something down. "And the heels?"

He swallowed hard, his throat working visibly. "They... they make me feel..." His voice cracked. "On display. Like everyone can see me."

"That's a natural response," she said, her tone reassuring. "The added height changes your posture, draws attention to your legs. It makes you more aware of how you move, how you present yourself."

She glanced up from her clipboard, her dark eyes meeting his briefly before he looked away again. "And the dress? How does that feel?"

David's fingers twisted in his lap, his painted nails catching the light. "It feels... overwhelming," he whispered. "A bit silly. Like I'm playing dress-up. Like I don't... belong in it."

Alexandra nodded again, her pen moving across the page. When she looked up, her smile was warm, almost affectionate. "These are fantastic answers, good girl."

The praise hit him again, harder this time. His whole body shuddered, another moan threatening to escape. He bit his lip hard to keep it in.

"It will feel silly until the transformation is complete," she continued, her voice gentle but firm. "But that will happen in next week's session. Feeling this way now is completely normal when the transformation is only half done."

David's thoughts raced. What does she mean by complete? What is the other half of the transformation? But the questions dissolved as his gaze drifted helplessly to her perfect, juicy lips, painted dark red and slightly parted.

Then lower, to the heavy swell of her double F breasts barely contained by the black latex, the silver keys nestled between them glinting with each breath. The way the material clung to her thick thighs, the way her boots gleamed under the lights, the way she watched him like she owned every trembling inch of him.

His caged cock throbbed desperately, leaking steadily now, the front of the pink crotchless panties growing damp. He shifted in his seat, the leather creaking beneath him, his face burning with the knowledge that she could see everything—his arousal, his shame, his complete and utter submission to whatever she had planned next.

Alexandra's clit throbbed hard against the slick latex, her soaked panties clinging to every swollen fold as she watched him. The sight of this petite, locked boy—blushing so fiercely he looked feverish, eyes darting anywhere but her face—made fresh wetness seep through the thin fabric. She smiled, slow and wicked, savoring every second of his helpless submission.

"Such a good girl," she purred, voice rich with approval. "Making such brave steps toward fulfilling those deep submissive desires. I'm so proud of you,"

His entire body jolted at the words. The praise hit like a physical blow—his caged cock twitched, another thick bead of precum pushing through the slot and sliding down his smooth thigh.

Thoughts crashed through his head—why is she calling me a good girl, why does it feel so good, why can't I stop leaking—but the embarrassment burned too hot, the arousal too overwhelming. He couldn't form a single coherent reply. He just sat there trembling, face scarlet, chest heaving.

Alexandra's smile widened. She could see it all—the way his shoulders hunched inward, how his stockinged legs pressed together, how he couldn't lift his gaze from the floor. He was so unbelievably submissive right now, completely undone by her words and the humiliating outfit. Her clit pulsed again, demanding attention she wouldn't give it yet.

She rose smoothly, hands settling on her hips, the latex creaking softly. She towered over him in those tall boots, posture radiating power and confidence. "Time's up for today," she announced, tone firm and final. "Remove the dress and heels."

David's hands shook as he reached for the zipper. The maid dress slid down his body and pooled at his feet. He stepped out of the heels one at a time, bare toes curling against the carpet. Alexandra watched every movement with dark satisfaction.

"For homework," she continued, "I want you wearing the stockings, panties, and bra home under your clothes. And to next week's session. Understood?"

His face burned even hotter. "Y-yes, of course," he stuttered, voice barely above a whisper. So compliant. So eager to obey.

He pulled his black boxers up over the pink crotchless panties, the thin lace disappearing beneath the cotton. The bra stayed hidden under his shirt. He tugged on his trousers, buttoned them with fumbling fingers, then slid his socks and shoes back on. The stockings rubbed against his skin with every movement, a constant reminder of what he wore underneath.

Alexandra stayed perfectly still, watching him dress like a nervous little pet. When he finally stood fully clothed, he still couldn't meet her eyes. "Goodbye," he whispered, the word trembling.

"Goodbye, David, you make such good progress today. I am very proud of you" she replied smoothly.

He scurried out the door without looking back, cheeks flaming, already feeling the lace and satin shifting against his body with every hurried step as his balls ached from how horny he was.


Chapter Fourteen

David sat rigid on the edge of the leather chair, his thighs pressed tight together as his balls throbbed with a deep, insistent ache. The flat steel cage had been locked on for another seven straight days now, and every pulse sent a fresh wave of pressure through his swollen sac.

His hands trembled in his lap. He couldn't stop shaking. The lobby was empty, the reception desk unmanned, the clock on the wall showing five minutes until his appointment time. He was the last patient of the day, just like always.

His eyes kept darting down to his black jumper and trousers, checking for any sign of what lay beneath. The pink frilly bra straps felt tight across his shoulders, the cups pressing against his nipples with every shallow breath.

The pink crotchless panties left his caged cock exposed inside his boxers, the soft lace edges brushing his inner thighs. The white stockings clung to his legs, the garter straps hidden under his trousers but still pulling with every tiny shift of his weight. He kept smoothing his hands over his lap, terrified something might show.

Heat flooded his face. The secret of it all—the cage, the lingerie, the stockings—made his cock strain uselessly against the steel, leaking a slow, steady drip that soaked into the fabric of his boxers. His balls pulsed harder. He felt so exposed even though no one could see. The knowledge that he was sitting here dressed like this, hiding it under normal clothes, turned him on so much he could barely think straight.

He glanced at the closed door to Alexandra's office. Any second now she would open it and call him in. He swallowed hard, his throat dry, his face burning. The thought of standing up, of walking toward her while wearing all of this, made his legs feel weak. He pressed his thighs together tighter, trying to ease the pressure, but it only made the cage press harder against his aching balls.

His hands shook as he adjusted his jumper one more time, making sure nothing showed. The secret sat heavy between his legs, hot and humiliating and impossibly arousing all at once.

David's head snapped up at the first sharp click of heels against tile. The sound echoed down the hallway, each measured step sending a fresh jolt straight through his locked cock. His balls clenched hard, the ache flaring into something almost painful as his shaft tried to surge inside the flat steel cage. Precum poured from the slit, soaking through the open crotch of his pink panties and into his boxers in a hot, steady stream.

Alexandra rounded the corner exactly as he remembered her—tall, commanding, wrapped in glossy black latex that clung like liquid. The top plunged so low her massive breasts spilled forward, the heavy globes barely contained, nipples just hidden by the tight edge of the material. A black leather corset cinched her waist, and the silver chastity keys swayed between her cleavage with every step.

Her long blonde hair was pulled into a severe straight ponytail, black square glasses framing sharp eyes. Knee-high boots with silver buckles clicked across the floor, the sound growing louder, closer.

"Hello, David," she said, voice crisp and professional. "Please follow me."

He lurched to his feet, legs unsteady. The sudden movement made his balls swing, the chastity cage shifting against swollen flesh, and another thick bead of precum slipped free. His face burned crimson.

The pink frilly bra straps dug into his shoulders beneath the jumper; the crotchless panties left his caged cock exposed to the wet fabric of his boxers. White stockings whispered against his calves as he shuffled forward, every step a reminder of the soft, delicate layers hidden under his plain clothes and the cold, unyielding steel locked around his cock.

He followed her down the short hallway, eyes fixed on the sway of her ass in the tight latex, the keys glinting between her breasts. His hands trembled at his sides. The contrast between the feminine softness against his skin and the rigid chastity cage pressing his cock flat made his head spin. Every shift of fabric sent sparks through his nipples; every click of her heels made his balls throb harder.

Alexandra opened the door to her office and stepped aside, gesturing him in with a small, knowing smile. David crossed the threshold on shaky legs, the wet spot in his boxers growing with every pulse of denied need.

The moment he crossed the threshold his gaze landed on the chair. Laid out neatly across the seat was a black and white French maid outfit—frilly white apron, short black skirt, delicate lace trim—and a pair of glossy black heels waiting beside it. The sight made his breath catch.

Alexandra lowered herself into her own chair, crossing her legs with a slow, deliberate motion that made the latex stretch tight over her thick thighs. The keys between her breasts glinted as she settled.

"If you consent to continuing the treatment," she said, voice crisp and professional, "please remove your clothes and put on the dress and heels."

David's face burned. "I-I c-consent," he stammered, voice barely above a whisper. His hands shook as he peeled off his jumper, then his trousers, revealing the pink fluffy bra straps digging into his shoulders and the crotchless panties framing his locked cock. The white stockings already clung to his legs. He stepped out of his boxers, the wet fabric dropping to the floor with a soft sound.

He reached for the maid dress with trembling fingers. The material felt cool and silky as he pulled it over his head, the short skirt barely covering the cage and his exposed balls. The white apron tied at the back with a neat bow. He bent down, sliding his feet into the black heels, ankles wobbling as he straightened. The heels forced his posture to change, pushing his ass out slightly, the skirt riding up to expose the steel cage and the pink panties framing it.

Alexandra watched every movement, her clit throbbing hard beneath the tight latex. Her panties were soaked, the fabric clinging to her swollen lips as she studied him. "Good girl," she murmured, the praise rolling off her tongue like honey. "Such a pretty little maid."

David's cock jerked inside the cage, the sudden surge of denied arousal making his knees buckle. Precum poured from the slit in a steady stream, dripping down his balls and onto the floor between his heels. His face flushed deeper, the contrast between the delicate feminine clothing and the cold steel locked around his cock making his head spin.

He stood there trembling, shy and timid, the short skirt doing nothing to hide his locked state, every inch of him exposed and on display for her.

Alexandra's eyes darkened with satisfaction, her thighs pressing together as another pulse of wetness soaked through her panties. She smiled, slow and knowing, letting the silence stretch while David stood frozen in the tiny maid outfit, heels clicking softly as he shifted his weight from one foot to the other.

Alexandra rose from her chair with deliberate grace, the latex creaking as it stretched over her curves. She stood several inches taller than David in her glossy black boots, her presence filling the space above him. The keys between her breasts swayed with the motion.

"I know you said you felt silly wearing this in our last session," she said, her voice smooth and commanding. "It is time to finish it so you can embrace your full submissive and role reversal tendencies."

She extended her gloved hand toward him. David hesitated for only a second before placing his palm in hers. The contact sent a jolt through him, raw electricity racing straight to his caged cock. His balls ached as another thick bead of precum pushed through the slot, dripping onto the floor between his heels.

Alexandra led him across the room to the pink vanity table in the corner. Her grip remained firm, guiding him without resistance. He followed, the heels clicking against the floor, the short maid skirt swaying with each step. His cock strained uselessly inside the steel cage, the denial making his balls throb.

"Sit," she instructed, and he obeyed without question, lowering himself onto the cushioned stool. The lingerie felt impossibly soft against his skin—the pink fluffy bra cups brushing his nipples, the crotchless panties framing his locked cock and sore balls. The white stockings clung to his legs, the garter straps pulling tight.

Alexandra stood behind him, her reflection visible in the mirror. She placed her hands on his shoulders, the latex cool against his flushed skin.

"Makeup application focuses attention on the face and body as an object being decorated and prepared for someone else's pleasure or ownership," she explained, her tone clinical yet intimate. "Rather than an expression of your own everyday identity. This shift—from subject to object—is core to a lot of submissive eroticism. Doing it to yourself intensifies rather than dilutes that feeling."

She reached for a tube of lipstick on the vanity, her fingers brushing his cheek as she turned his face toward the mirror.

"As with the outfit, the mere act of doing the makeup can trigger arousal on its own."

His face burned crimson as he stared at his reflection—the petite figure in the French maid dress, the steel cage visible beneath the short skirt, his balls exposed and aching. Alexandra's hands remained on his shoulders, steady and possessive, as she prepared to continue the transformation.

Alexandra dragged a low chair across the floor and positioned it directly beside David's stool. The legs scraped against the tile before she sat, her body angled toward him. Her latex-covered thigh pressed firmly against his, the glossy material cool and smooth where it touched his bare skin. The contact sent a jolt through him.

Her scent flooded his senses—sharp leather from the boots, the faint chemical tang of fresh latex, and the warm, sweet perfume she always wore. The combination made his head swim. He could feel the heat radiating from her body through the thin layer of latex stretched over her thick thighs.

She reached for the concealer tube on the vanity, her breast brushing his shoulder as she leaned in. The keys between her cleavage jingled softly with the movement.

"You're going to look so pretty once this is done," she said, her voice low and approving.

David's cock throbbed at the praise. More precum leaked out, running down the steel cage and onto his exposed balls. His face burned crimson as she unscrewed the cap and squeezed a small amount onto her fingertip.

She began to work the concealer into his skin with slow, deliberate strokes. Her fingers moved across his cheeks, under his eyes, along his jaw. Each touch felt intimate, possessive.

He could see her reflection in the mirror—her heavy breasts nearly spilling from the tight latex top, the keys resting in the deep valley between them. He couldn't stop staring at those keys, knowing they controlled the cage locked around his aching cock.

"Good girl," she murmured as she blended the concealer. "Such a good girl for sitting still."

His balls tightened at the words. His cock strained uselessly against the flat steel plate, the denial making his entire groin throb with need. She reached for the foundation next, squeezing a generous amount onto the back of her hand before dipping her fingers into it.

She spread the foundation across his face in smooth, even strokes. He watched his reflection change—his features softening, his skin tone evening out. The transformation was already visible. His lips parted as he breathed heavily, another surge of precum dripping from the cage.

"There we go," Alexandra said, her thigh pressing harder against his. "Look how pretty you're becoming."

She picked up the blush compact and opened it with a soft click. The brush whispered across his cheeks, adding a soft pink flush that made him look even more feminine. David felt his cock twitch again, the steel cage pressing back against his straining erection. His balls ached from a full week of denial, swollen and sensitive.

Alexandra's fingers brushed his temple as she reached for the eyeshadow palette. She selected a soft pink shade and began applying it to his eyelids with careful precision. Her face was inches from his, her breath warm against his cheek. He could see the way her breasts moved with each breath, the latex creaking softly. The keys swayed between them, tantalizingly close.

"Good girl," she said again, her voice sending another jolt straight to his locked cock. "You're doing so well."

His thighs trembled. He shifted slightly on the stool, the movement causing her latex thigh to slide against his skin. The sensation made his cock throb harder.

She moved to the mascara, unscrewing the wand and bringing it close to his lashes. Her free hand cupped his chin, tilting his face toward her. The intimacy of the position made his heart race. He could smell her perfume stronger now, mixed with the scent of latex and leather.

"Look up for me," she instructed, and he obeyed instantly. The mascara wand swept across his lashes, darkening and lengthening them. She worked with expert precision, her fingers steady on his face.

"Such pretty eyes," she murmured. "You're going to look so beautiful when we're finished."

David's cock leaked continuously now, the arousal almost overwhelming. His balls felt heavy and sore, the ache spreading through his groin. The praise made his head spin. He watched in the mirror as his reflection transformed further—his eyes becoming more defined, more feminine.

Alexandra set the mascara aside and reached for the eyeliner. She drew a careful line along his upper lash line, the pencil moving with steady confidence. Her breast pressed against his arm as she leaned in closer, the latex cool and smooth. The keys between her breasts were right there, inches from his face. He could see the way they caught the light, the metal gleaming against her skin.

"Good girl," she whispered, her lips close to his ear. "Such a good girl for me."

His cock jerked hard inside the cage, another thick drop of precum pushing through. His face burned with embarrassment and arousal, the combination making him dizzy. She finished the eyeliner and moved to his lips, selecting a pink lip liner from the vanity.

She traced the outline of his lips with careful strokes, shaping them into a perfect cupid's bow. The intimacy of the act made his cock throb painfully. He could feel her breath on his face, the warmth of her body so close to his.

"You're going to have such pretty lips," she said, filling in the color with smooth strokes. "Pink and glossy, just like a good girl should."

David's balls ached with need. His cock strained against the steel, the denial making every sensation more intense. She finished with the lipstick and reached for the gloss, applying a thick layer that made his lips shine. The transformation was nearly complete.

Alexandra set the gloss aside and reached for the fake earrings. She clipped them onto his ears with gentle fingers, the hoops adding another feminine detail. Then she picked up the perfume bottle, spraying it lightly on his neck and wrists. The scent mingled with hers, marking him with her approval.

She reached for the long blonde wig next, positioning it carefully on his head. The synthetic hair fell around his face in soft waves, transforming his appearance completely. He stared at his reflection—a petite figure in a French maid dress, makeup perfectly applied, blonde hair framing his flushed face.

Finally, she reached for the long pink gel nails. She applied them one by one with careful precision, transforming his hands into delicate, feminine ones. Each nail clicked softly as she pressed it into place.

"There," she said, sitting back slightly. Her thigh remained pressed against his, the contact sending constant sparks through his body. "Look at yourself. You look so pretty."

David stared at his reflection, his cock leaking steadily, his balls throbbing with denied need. The transformation was complete. He looked like the submissive maid from the photographs—petite, feminized, completely under her control. The keys between her breasts swayed as she shifted, a constant reminder of his helplessness.

His face burned crimson as he sat beside her, the latex of her thigh pressed against his skin, the scent of leather and perfume filling his lungs. His cock strained uselessly in the cage, precum dripping onto the floor.

He was utterly aroused, utterly transformed, and utterly hers.


Chapter Fifteen

Alexandra rose from her chair with deliberate grace, the latex creaking as it stretched over her curves. She stood several inches taller than David in her glossy black boots, her presence filling the space above him. The keys between her breasts swayed with the motion.

Alexandra rolled the tall mirror into position with a deliberate push, the wheels whispering across the floor. She stepped back, her latex pants creaking with each movement, and gestured for David to rise.

"Stand," she said, voice low and steady. "Walk to the mirror."

David pushed himself up from the stool. His heels clicked sharply with every shaky step, the short French maid skirt swaying above his exposed cage. The steel device hung heavy between his legs, a steady drip of precum already leaking from the slot and trailing down his balls. He stopped in front of the glass and stared.

The reflection showed a petite figure in black heels, white stockings, pink crotchless panties framing his locked cock and balls. The frilly black-and-white maid dress sat high on his hips, barely covering anything.

Long pink gel nails caught the light as his trembling hands rose to touch his face. Blonde wig, hoop earrings, perfect bimbo makeup—smoky shadow, thick lashes, glossy pink lips. His cock throbbed inside the cage at the sight, another thick strand of precum stretching downward before breaking and splattering on the floor.

Fuck, Alexandra thought, circling him slowly. Look at him. My perfect little sissy maid, locked and leaking, trembling in front of the mirror like he was born for this. Those long legs in white stockings, that tiny waist, that cage dripping for me. He's mine now. Completely mine.

Her clit throbbed hard beneath the tight latex, a hot pulse of wetness soaking through her panties as she watched him. She stopped beside him, her tall frame towering over his petite form, the keys between her breasts swaying with each breath. Her latex-covered thigh brushed his arm.

"Such a good girl," she murmured, watching his reaction. "So pretty."

David's manicured fingers traced his glossy lips, his cheeks, the blonde strands framing his face. His cock strained harder against the steel, another long rope of precum dripping steadily to the floor. His thoughts raced—I look like a girl. A slutty, desperate maid. Everyone would see what I am if they walked in right now.

Alexandra's gaze lingered on the cage, on the way his balls hung heavy and swollen beneath the steel plate. He's been denied for weeks, she thought, and he's still leaking like a faucet. That cage is doing exactly what I wanted. He's never going to want to be anything else.

David's face burned crimson. His delicate hands dropped back to his sides, the long pink nails trembling. His cock pulsed again inside the cage, another thick drop of precum falling between his spread heels.

Alexandra stood beside him, close enough that he could smell her perfume, feel the heat radiating from her latex-covered body. Her clit throbbed again, harder this time, as she watched him stare at his transformed reflection—completely lost, completely hers.

Alexandra's heels struck the floor with sharp, deliberate clicks as she crossed the room. David watched every sway of her hips, the glossy black latex clinging to her ass like a second skin, each step making the material creak and stretch.

His eyes stayed glued to the way her cheeks moved beneath the tight fabric, the seam disappearing between them, the faint outline of her panties visible through the sheen. He swallowed hard, his cock straining inside the steel cage, another thick bead of precum sliding out and dripping onto the floor between his spread heels.

She reached her chair and lowered herself into it with slow grace, crossing one leg over the other. The latex pants pulled tight across her thighs. She looked at him, then pointed silently at the empty teacup beside her. Her finger moved next to the teapot and kettle on the side table. No words. Just the command in her gesture.

David's breath hitched. He was harder than he had ever been in his life, the cage biting into his swollen flesh, his balls aching and heavy. At the same time, shame burned through him. The short maid skirt barely covered anything. His stockings and heels made every movement loud and obvious. He felt ridiculous. Exposed. Owned.

His heels clicked as he walked obediently to the table. Each step sent a fresh jolt of humiliation through him. The pink gel nails on his fingers caught the light as he reached for the kettle. He poured hot water into the teapot, the manicured tips trembling slightly.

Precum leaked steadily from the slot in his cage, a thin strand stretching down before breaking and landing on the floor. Everyone would see this if they walked in, he thought. A sissy maid in full makeup and heels, leaking while making tea for his therapist.

He picked up the teapot with both hands, careful not to spill. The weight of it felt strange with his long nails. His heels clicked again as he crossed back to her. When he reached her side, he bent at the waist, skirt riding up completely, and began to pour. The position left his caged cock and balls fully exposed beneath the crotchless panties, the steel glinting, a steady drip falling from the tip.

His mind flashed to the photograph she had shown him previously—the exact scene. The latex-clad woman who looked just like Alexandra, sitting in her chair while the guy dressed as a French maid in chastity served her tea. The image burned in his head. He was living it now.

"Good sissy maid," Alexandra said, her voice low and approving.

The words hit him like a physical shock. His cock surged inside the cage, throbbing so hard it hurt, another heavy spurt of precum pouring out and splattering on the floor between her boots. His face flushed crimson beneath the bimbo makeup. His hands shook as he finished pouring, the teacup filling while his body betrayed him completely.

Alexandra's voice cut through the silence like silk over steel. "Put the teapot back. Then sit."

David's fingers trembled as he straightened, the teapot still warm in his manicured grip. He turned slowly, heels clicking against the floor with each careful step. The short maid skirt rode up with every movement, leaving his caged cock and balls completely exposed beneath the crotchless panties. He felt the weight of her gaze on his backside, and the thought made his face burn hotter beneath the thick layer of makeup.

Does she think I look nice? Does she think my ass looks nice? The questions looped through his mind, each one sending another pulse of shame and arousal straight to his locked cock. He could feel the steel pressing against his swollen flesh, the constant drip of precum sliding down his balls and leaving a trail on the floor behind him. His ass swayed with the forced feminine gait, the stockings pulling tight against his thighs, the garter straps digging into his skin.

He reached the side table and bent forward to set the teapot down. David straightened and turned back toward his seat. The room remained silent except for the sharp click of his heels with each step.

His face stayed flushed crimson beneath the bimbo makeup, the glossy pink lips parted slightly as his breathing grew shallow. The keys between Alexandra's breasts swayed gently as she watched him approach, her expression unreadable behind the square black glasses.

He lowered himself onto the seat, the short skirt barely covering his thighs. His caged cock throbbed visibly, another thick bead of precum pushing through the slot and sliding down the steel.

The silence stretched between them, broken only by his own ragged breathing and the occasional soft drip from his denied erection. His mind raced with the weight of her approval, the burning need to know if she found him appealing in this ridiculous, humiliating outfit.

Alexandra lifted the delicate teacup to her lips with deliberate grace. She sipped in complete silence, her eyes never leaving David's flushed face. The only sound in the room was the faint creak of her corset as she breathed and the steady drip of his precum hitting the floor beneath the seat.

David's mind raced in frantic circles. Did I make it right? Is it too strong? Not strong enough? I should have asked her first. I should have checked. His hands twisted together in his lap, the pink gel nails clicking nervously against each other. The silence stretched on, heavy and unbearable. Every second felt like judgment. His caged cock throbbed painfully, another thick bead of precum pushing through the slot and sliding down his swollen balls.

She lowered the cup slowly, setting it back on the saucer with a soft clink. Her head tilted slightly as she studied him, the square black glasses catching the light.

"What are you thinking right now, David?"

His mouth opened but nothing came out at first. His throat felt tight, his face burning hotter beneath the thick layer of makeup. "H-how is the tea?" he finally managed, the words tumbling out in a rush. "I'm sorry, I should have asked how you like it. I didn't even think to—"

Alexandra's clit throbbed hard against the slick latex between her thighs. The way he immediately focused on her needs, on pleasing her, on apologizing for something he hadn't even been asked to do—it sent a rush of heat through her core. She could feel the wetness spreading, soaking into the thin material pressed tight against her folds.

"Does it feel pretty?" she asked, her voice low and measured.

David blinked, caught off guard. "I... I don't know," he stuttered, his hands fidgeting with the hem of the short maid skirt. "I'm not sure."

"You're looking for external validation," Alexandra observed, watching the way his body responded to every word. She let the silence hang for a moment before continuing. "I think you are pretty."

The smile that curved her lips was genuine, warm, and it hit him like a physical blow. David's face flushed an even deeper crimson beneath the bimbo makeup. His cock surged inside the flat steel cage, straining against the unyielding metal as another thick strand of precum dripped to the floor. "Th-thank you," he whispered, the words barely audible.

Alexandra's smile widened slightly. She reached for her clipboard, the latex creaking as she moved.

"Do you like your makeup?" she asked, pen poised above the page.

David's blush deepened. "Y-yes," he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. "But I know I won't be able to do it as good as you."

She made a note, her thoughts racing. He's entered a perfect sissy maid mindset. Focused entirely on my needs, my validation. Shy. Anxious. Desperate to please. Her clit throbbed again, harder this time, the slick heat between her legs growing more intense with each passing second.

"Tell me more about what you're feeling right now," she prompted, her voice soft but commanding. "About wearing all of this. About serving me."

David's hands trembled in his lap. The stockings pulled tight against his thighs as he shifted on the stool, the garter straps digging into his skin. His caged cock continued its steady leak, the steel glistening with his denied arousal. "It feels... strange," he admitted, his voice shaking. "But good. I keep thinking about whether you like how I look. Whether I'm doing it right. Whether I'm... pretty enough."

Alexandra's pen scratched across the page. Perfect. He's completely absorbed in the role. Every thought centered on my approval. She crossed her legs slowly, the latex pants stretching tight across her thighs, and watched the way his eyes followed the movement helplessly.

"And the chastity?" she asked, her voice dropping lower. "How does that feel after this long?"

"It's constant," David whispered, his hands pressing down on his lap as if he could hide the obvious bulge of the cage beneath the short skirt. "It aches all the time. Every time I move, every time I think about you looking at me, it gets worse. I can't stop leaking. I can't stop thinking about how exposed I am."

She made another note, her clit pulsing with each word he spoke. The power she held over him, the complete control, the way he surrendered so willingly—it made her thighs press together involuntarily. The latex between her legs was soaked through now, the material clinging to her swollen folds.

Alexandra leaned back in her chair, the keys between her breasts swaying gently with the movement. The sexual tension in the room was thick enough to choke on. Every breath she took made the latex creak softly, drawing his eyes to the way it stretched over her breasts.

His gaze kept dropping to the keys nestled in her cleavage, then darting away in shame. She could see the way his cock pulsed visibly inside the cage, the metal catching the light as another drop of precum formed at the tip.

"Look at me," she commanded softly.

David's eyes snapped up to meet hers, his face burning. The makeup made him look even more vulnerable, the thick lashes and glossy lips transforming his features into something delicate and submissive.

"I want you to understand something," Alexandra continued, her voice low and intimate. "Every time you worry about whether you're pleasing me, every time you wonder if the tea is right or if you look pretty enough—that's exactly what I want from you. That constant focus on my approval. That desperate need to be good for me."

His cock jerked hard inside the cage, another thick bead of precum pushing through the slot. The drip was steady now, a small puddle forming between his spread heels.

"Do you understand what that makes you?" she asked, tilting her head slightly.

David swallowed hard, his throat working visibly. “I don’t know," he whispered.

“A sissy maid," Alexandra replied, and watched the way his whole body shuddered in response to her statement. His cock strained visibly against the flat steel, the metal pressing tight against his denied flesh. "My good girl."

She uncrossed her legs slowly, the latex stretching tight across her thighs. The movement drew his eyes helplessly, and she smiled at the way his breathing quickened. The keys between her breasts swayed with each breath she took, catching the light.

"And you love being my good girl," Alexandra continued, watching him closely. "Don't you?"

He nodded, the movement jerky and desperate. "Yes," he whispered. "I love it. I love that you control me. I love that I can't... that I can't do anything without your permission."

She made another note, her pen scratching across the page. Perfect sissy mindset. Complete surrender. Desperate for validation and control. Her clit throbbed again, the slick heat between her legs almost unbearable.

"Tell me about the stockings," she said, her voice soft but commanding. "How do they feel against your legs?"

David's hands trembled as he touched the sheer white material covering his thighs. "They feel... tight," he admitted. "Like they're holding me in place."

Alexandra's smile widened. "Good girl. You're learning exactly what I want from you."

The praise hit him like a drug, making his whole body throb with desperate need.

"I think that's enough for today," Alexandra said, setting her clipboard aside. "But before you go, I want you to do something for me."

She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out a small pink bottle. "This is a special perfume. I want you to wear it every day until our next session. It will remind you of me. Of this. Of who you belong to."

David took the bottle with trembling hands, the pink gel nails clicking against the glass.

He nodded, his face burning with shame and arousal. "Yes, Alexandra."

Alexandra remained seated, watching David intently as he reached for the packet of makeup wipes on the vanity table. His hands trembled slightly, the long pink gel nails clicking against the plastic as he pulled one free. The wipe felt cool against his skin as he began to scrub at the thick layer of foundation and blush, the colors smearing across the white tissue. His reflection in the mirror showed the bimbo makeup gradually disappearing, revealing flushed skin beneath.

The sexual tension in the room remained thick, electric. Alexandra's eyes never left him as he worked, her latex outfit creaking softly with each breath. The keys between her exposed breasts swayed gently, catching the light. She could see the way his hands shook, the way his caged cock continued to leak beneath the short maid skirt.

David wiped away the eye shadow next, then the mascara and eyeliner, each stroke removing another layer of the feminine transformation. The glossy lipstick came off last, leaving his lips slightly swollen and pink. He reached up to remove the hoop earrings, placing them carefully on the vanity, then lifted the blonde wig from his head. The long synthetic hair slid free, and he set it aside with the rest of the accessories.

His fingers found the buckles of the black high heels next. He unfastened them one at a time, the leather straps releasing his feet with soft sounds. The heels came off, and he placed them neatly beside the stool. His feet looked strange now, bare except for the white stockings that still encased his legs.

The French maid dress came next. David stood slowly from the stool, his movements careful in the remaining lingerie. His hands reached behind him to find the zipper, pulling it down with deliberate slowness. The dress slid from his shoulders and pooled at his feet, leaving him in just the pink fluffy bra, the crotchless panties, and the white stockings.

David reached for his male clothes, folded neatly on the chair. He pulled the black jumper over his head first, the fabric sliding down over the pink bra. The material was loose enough to hide the feminine garment beneath, but he could still feel the soft cups pressing against his chest.

Next came the trousers, sliding up his stockinged legs and settling around his waist. The fabric concealed the garter straps and the steel cage, but he could feel everything—the way the stockings pulled tight against his thighs, the way the crotchless panties left him exposed beneath the masculine clothing.

He looked at himself in the mirror one final time. From the outside, he appeared to be a normal man in ordinary clothes. But underneath, he was still transformed. Still locked. Still hers.

"I will see you next week, David," Alexandra said, her voice low and measured. "You made real progress today. I am really proud of you, but we have a long way to go in your training."

David's face burned crimson from the praise.

"Th-thank you," he stuttered, his voice barely above a whisper.

David turned toward the door, his movements stiff and self-conscious. Every step made the stockings rub against his thighs, the garter straps pull tight against his skin. The steel cage swung gently between his legs, the weight of it a constant reminder. His cock ached inside the unyielding metal, denied and desperate, the arousal building with each passing second.

He paused at the door, glancing back at her one final time. Alexandra remained seated, watching him with that same intense gaze. The keys between her breasts caught the light, a visual promise of control.

An hour later, Alexandra remained seated in her leather chair, the room now quiet and still. She held a thick cigar between her fingers, the smoke curling lazily upward in the dim light. A glass of red wine rested on the small table beside her, half-empty, the deep color catching the glow of the lamp. Her latex outfit creaked softly as she shifted, the material still warm against her skin.

She exhaled slowly, savoring the moment. After years of searching, someone had finally walked through her door with exactly the right qualities. The questionnaire responses had been perfect—every checkbox aligned, every preference matching what she needed. David was the one she had been waiting for. A true sissy maid submissive, shy and eager, already responding beautifully to the sessions.

Alexandra took another drag from the cigar, letting the smoke fill her lungs before releasing it in a slow stream. She could still see him in her mind—blushing, trembling, leaking in his cage while she guided him through each step. The way his body, cock and balls had pulsed when she praised him. The way his body had betrayed every secret desire.

She smiled to herself, the expression private and satisfied.

Setting the cigar in the ashtray, she rose from the chair. The latex stretched across her ass as she walked to the iron closet against the far wall. The three keys were in her hand. She used all three of them to unlock the three locks on the door. The heavy door swung open.

Inside, her collection waited—whips, restraints, training tools, and costumes carefully arranged. Her fingers moved past several items before finding what she wanted.

She lifted the large ten-inch strap-on from its place, the realistic thick shaft heavy in her hands. The built-in ejaculator mechanism was visible at the base, ready for use. She turned it slowly, examining the length and girth, imagining how it would look strapped to her hips.

"David still has a long way to go in therapy with me," she murmured to herself, her voice low and certain. She ran her thumb along the shaft, already planning the next session, the next layer of training, the next step in his complete sissy maid transformation.


Epilogue

This is a chapter from the next book in the series.

David sat behind the reception desk in Alexandra's clinic, his long two-inch pink gel nails clicking softly against the keyboard as he typed.

The four-inch black heels on his feet were locked in place, the keyholes glinting whenever he shifted.

His white stockings with pink bows ran up his perfectly waxed legs, held taut by the suspenders that disappeared beneath the short black and white French maid outfit. The pink frilly crotchless panties framed his flat steel chastity cage, and every subtle movement made the vibrating plug in his ass press harder against his prostate.

He leaked steadily into the cage, the clear fluid dripping down his smooth skin. His face remained perfectly painted—glossy bimbo makeup, large hoop earrings, long frilly blonde hair framing everything. The receptionist uniform fit snugly, the skirt barely covering the tops of his stockings.

A double click of heels echoed from the hallway. Alexandra emerged first in her black latex outfit, followed by a red-headed woman in matching red latex. Between them walked a small, petite man dressed head to toe in black rubber, a thick collar around his neck and a red ball gag filling his mouth. A leash connected the gimp to the red-headed dominatrix's gloved hand.

"Thank you for the session, Alexandra," the redhead said warmly. "My gimp needed exactly that kind of treatment."

Alexandra smiled and pulled her friend into a brief hug. The two women held each other for a moment before separating.

Alexandra turned toward the desk. "Let me know when the next client arrives, sissy."

"Yes, Mistress Alexandra," David replied, his voice soft and obedient.

She gave him a satisfied nod, then turned and walked back down the hall. David watched her ass sway in the tight latex until she disappeared from view.

The red-headed dominatrix tugged the leash. Her gimp let out a muffled sound around the ball gag. She glanced over at David and smirked.

"See you next week, sissy."

David's face flushed deep crimson. "Thank you, Mistress Scarlett. See you next week," he answered in a high, feminine voice.

Scarlett gave the leash another pull and led her gimp toward the exit, leaving David alone at the desk—leaking, plugged, locked, and waiting for the next client to arrive.

He was already counting the days until his next appointment.
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Please Leave a Review

Thank you for reading!

If you enjoyed this book, I'd be so grateful if you'd take a moment to leave a review on Amazon: https://www.amazon.com/review/create-review?asin=B0HJZZX52D

Reviews make a huge difference for indie authors like me.

Thank you.

— Orla Ashford
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