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Under Lock and Lace




I’d seen her a few times around our apartment complex. She had a fluffy little white dog she took outside regularly, usually trotting several steps ahead of her on its tiny leash. But I barely noticed the dog. My eyes were always fixed on her perfect curves as she walked down the street, the gentle sway of her hips making it almost impossible to look anywhere else.

We were neighbors, but I didn’t even know her name. And I knew I was far too much of a pussy to ever walk up and talk to her. I’d never been the kind of guy who could casually hit on a woman or ask one out without overthinking every word. I usually sat in a corner somewhere, hoping and praying they’d notice me and come over first.

But none of them ever did.

I’d pretty much accepted that I’d be alone all my life—awkward, introverted, and too afraid of rejection to do anything about it.

But fate had other plans.

One stormy afternoon, I stood on my porch, fumbling through my damp pockets and searching for my keys. Cold rain blew beneath the narrow awning, speckling my clothes and dripping from the ends of my dark hair.

Shit, I thought when I couldn’t remember grabbing them.

I twisted the doorknob several times, hoping that maybe I’d forgotten to lock the door too. But it didn’t budge. I leaned my weight against it and tried again, as though sheer desperation might somehow force it open.

Nothing.

I pulled a card from my wallet and tried sliding it through the crack beside the latch—anything to get inside and out of the freezing rain—but the card bent uselessly beneath my fingers. Nothing was working, and I was quickly running out of pathetic ideas.

That was when I heard her voice.

“Do you need some help?” she asked.

I glanced toward the sweetest voice I’d ever heard.

It was her.

My sexy neighbor.

She was standing on her porch with an umbrella in one hand and a dog leash in the other. She’d apparently just come inside from walking her tiny ball of fluff. Raindrops sparkled against the umbrella above her, and her blond, wavy hair framed the neckline of her tight pink shirt in the most delicious way. The soft fabric hugged her breasts and waist, emphasizing every curve I’d admired from a distance.

“Um, no,” I lied, waving her off.

But hope immediately began building inside me, hot and nervous beneath my embarrassment.

“I just…um…I locked myself out.”

She giggled, and it sounded like music. A bright, sweet little song I wanted to play over and over again.

“I’ve locked myself out more times than I’d like to admit,” she said. “Have you called a locksmith?”

I felt a wall go up inside me.

Was she brushing me off? Had I imagined the warmth in her voice?

“No, I haven’t,” I said. “But I need to.”

“Yes, you do.” She smiled, and some of the tension loosened in my chest. “Why don’t you come inside?” she added, gesturing toward her apartment. “You can call someone and stay dry while you wait.”

“Oh, um, thanks,” I said.

Relief and panic flooded through me at the same time. I wanted to spend time with her more than anything, but I also knew that the more she got to know me, the more boring she might think I was. From a distance, I could pretend I had a chance. Once I opened my mouth, that illusion could disappear in seconds.

“I don’t know if I should,” I added, immediately wondering what the hell was wrong with me.

Go over there, you asshole. She just invited you. This might be your only chance.

“What else are you going to do?” she asked. “Come on. I insist.”

“I don’t want to be a burden.”

“Would you just get over here already?”

My feet started moving before the rest of me had made a decision. I came closer and closer to her porch until I was standing right beside her, close enough to feel the warmth of her body against the wet chill in the air.

She smiled and cocked one brow as though I were some strange, peculiar species she’d never encountered before. Then she tilted her umbrella so it covered both of us. Her shoulder nearly brushed my arm.

“You’re not like other guys, are you?”

“What do you mean?”

She shrugged. “Well, guys are usually begging to come into my place. But with you, I was the one begging you to come over.”

My heart raced.

She wasn’t really begging me, but the idea of it still made my cock swell inside my briefs. The thought of a woman like her wanting me inside her apartment—wanting me anywhere near her—sent a rush of heat through my body.

If only she knew I hadn’t asked to come over because I was too damn shy and too tired of rejection to risk giving her the chance to say no.

“Shame on me,” she said suddenly. “I didn’t stop to consider that you might be gay.”

“I’m not!” I cried out desperately.

Then I quickly closed my mouth.

The words had come out much louder than I’d intended, and I feared I’d already made a giant fool of myself. My face burned as I stared at her, unable to think of anything that might make the moment less embarrassing.

She giggled again, and my heart warmed at the sound.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I believe you.”

She opened her door and gently tugged on the dog’s leash. Her fluffy white dog scurried inside, shaking tiny droplets of water from its fur. The girl bent down to unhook the leash, and my eyes dropped before I could stop them, catching the way her jeans stretched over her round ass.

“My name is Alexis, by the way,” she said as I stepped inside behind her.

“I’m Colin.”

The warm scent of cloves hit me as soon as the door closed, pulling my attention away from her body. I breathed it in and glanced around her place.

It was neat and clean without feeling sterile. The living room had a bright, airy quality despite the gray afternoon outside. Her furniture was made of natural-looking, breathable fabrics and pale wood, with distressed surfaces and rustic details that made everything feel soft and lived-in. A knitted blanket was folded neatly over the back of the couch, and a few decorative pillows sat arranged beneath it.

Something about the space made me feel instantly at home, even though my own apartment was filled with mismatched thrift-store furniture I’d collected whenever I needed something cheap.

“Colin,” she said from behind me.

I’d stepped farther into the room without realizing it, distracted as I inspected her space.

“I like that name.”

I turned to face her and ran a hand through my soft, damp hair. “Well, I like Alexis,” I said.

I cursed myself under my breath the moment the words left my mouth. I wondered if it sounded as stupid to her as it did to me—like I didn’t have a single original thought in my head and could only repeat whatever she said.

Alexis smiled politely, and I immediately wondered if she was already beginning to think I was some kind of weirdo.

“You’re welcome to change out of those clothes if you want,” she said.

She hung the leash on a hook beside the door, then pointed her dog toward a small pink bed in the corner. The fluffy animal turned in a circle before curling up against the cushion.

“I’m sure I have something you could wear.”

My back tensed.

The thought of wearing a girl’s clothes—even if they were nothing more than baggy sweatpants and an oversized shirt—made my entire body flush with heat. The reaction was immediate and humiliating, tightening my stomach as something strange and forbidden stirred inside me.

“Um, that’s okay,” I said. “I’ll just keep wearing these.”

My wet clothes clung uncomfortably to my skin, but that somehow seemed safer than letting her dress me in something of hers.

“Oh, nonsense,” she said.

She walked toward me and took my hand.

“Come with me. We’ll find you something.”

I couldn’t help smiling as her soft, warm fingers closed around mine, even while the panic of wearing her clothes grew stronger inside me. Her hand felt small and smooth against my own, and the casual intimacy of her touch left me almost dizzy.

She led me down a short hallway and into her bedroom.

Her room had the same light, airy feeling as the living room, only softer and more intimate. Everything inside it felt unmistakably feminine, and standing there with Alexis’s hand still wrapped around mine made my pulse pound even harder.

“I love your place,” I said almost without thinking.

It might’ve been a small thing, but it was the first sentence I’d managed to say to her without picking it apart in my head first. I hadn’t rehearsed it or wondered whether it sounded stupid. It was genuine and easy, and for once, the words came out exactly the way I wanted them to.

“Thanks,” she said.

Alexis turned toward me and gripped the damp hem of my baggy T-shirt. Before I fully understood what she was doing, she started lifting it over my stomach. The panic finally caught up with me.

I reached for her wrists, ready to tell her to stop, but she was too fast. The wet fabric was already sliding over my chest and shoulders, and a second later, it was pulled up over my head.

It wasn’t that I minded her taking off my shirt. The feeling of her undressing me was almost too good to believe.

It was knowing she could see me now.

She could see my bare torso and how little muscle there was beneath my pale skin. My chest wasn’t broad or hard, and my stomach didn’t have the definition other guys seemed to have without even trying. My cheeks flushed hot as her eyes moved slowly over me.

“You have a beautiful complexion,” she said, running her fingertips across my chest.

Her touch was light and warm, leaving a faint trail of tingling skin behind it.

“You probably have a million girls chasing after you.”

A startled burst of laughter broke out of me. “No,” I said. “Not exactly.”

Alexis shrugged as if she couldn’t understand why. “Well, then they don’t know what they’re missing,” she said with a wink.

Her fingers moved down to my pants, and I tensed all over again.

This time, though, I didn’t want to fight her.

I couldn’t believe this beautiful girl was undressing me. More than that, she seemed to want to undress me. She wasn’t hesitating or acting embarrassed. Her hands moved with an easy confidence, as if taking off my clothes was the most natural thing in the world.

So I let her.

I would’ve been a fool not to.

She unbuttoned my jeans and slowly pulled down the zipper. The denim was wet and heavy from the rain, clinging uncomfortably to my thighs. As she leaned into me, the warm scent of her vanilla-bean shampoo filled my nose.

Her hands slipped inside the back of my briefs and cupped my ass.

I sucked in a breath.

Her eyes lifted to mine. Her lips were only inches away, soft and slightly parted, but I was too nervous to kiss them. I couldn’t make myself move. I could barely remember how to breathe.

“I like your butt,” she said with an easy smile.

She hooked her fingers beneath the waistband of my briefs and pulled them down along with my jeans. She lowered herself with them, slowly kneeling in front of me as the wet fabric dragged over my legs and gathered around my ankles.

My cock was stiff in front of her, though it looked embarrassingly small beneath her close attention.

She stared at it as I stepped carefully out of my pants.

“Cute,” she said.

For some reason, the word excited me instead of insulting me. There was something about the way she said it—sweet, amused, and completely unbothered—that made my cock twitch beneath her gaze.

“Thanks,” I said, feeling my cheeks grow even hotter.

Alexis stood and looked over my naked body. For one quick second, I caught her running her tongue across her lips.

Was that for me? I wondered.

The possibility made my stomach tighten.

“Let’s see what I can find for you to wear,” she said.

She walked toward a nearby dresser and began opening the drawers one after another. I stood naked behind her, unsure what to do with my hands while she searched through neatly folded stacks of clothing.

“No,” she said after a moment. “None of this will do.”

She abandoned the dresser and moved to the closet instead. She opened the door, peered inside, and reached between the hanging clothes. When she turned back around, she was holding a bright red dress.

“A dress?” I asked, suddenly nervous all over again.

“Yes,” she said. “It’s the easiest thing for you to wear. Just to stay dry. I don’t have any baggy pants or T-shirts. Just lots of tight-fitting clothes. A dress is the most relaxed thing I own.”

I believed her.

One look at her body told me she preferred clothes that fit her like a glove, hugging every inch of her curves. I was still nervous, but I slowly reached out to take the dress from her.

“Oh, I’ll help you,” she said. “Lift your arms.”

I knew I didn’t need help. I was perfectly capable of taking off my own clothes and pulling a dress over my head.

But I liked the way she spoiled me.

I liked standing there while she did everything for me, touching me and guiding me without asking permission for every little thing. There was something almost maternal about the way she took control, and instead of embarrassing me, it made me ache for her even more.

I lifted my arms.

She gathered the dress in her hands and slipped it down over my head. The soft fabric brushed across my face and shoulders before settling around my body. Alexis tugged it carefully into place, smoothing it over my chest and adjusting the material around my waist.

Then she moved behind me.

I felt her fingers at my back, followed by the quiet pull of the zipper traveling upward. When she finished, she placed her hands on my shoulders and spun me around to face her.

She stepped back and studied me.

“You know, you actually look pretty in a dress,” she said. “Almost like a girl.”

My heart started racing.

“Really?”

She nodded and smiled. “Yeah. Have you ever considered cross-dressing?”

“What? No way. That’s just…weird. Isn’t it?”

She giggled. “I guess it depends on who you ask. I don’t think it’s weird. I think it’s hot when guys dress up in women’s clothing.”

“You do?”

“Mhm. Definitely.”

I stared at her in silence.

I couldn’t believe a girl like her was into something like that. I’d expected her to laugh at me or treat the dress like a joke, but she seemed genuinely interested. And as I stood there wearing the bright red fabric, feeling it rest against my bare skin, I started to think maybe I could get into it too.

“Anyway, I’ll let you call a locksmith.”

She reached into the pocket of my discarded jeans, retrieved my phone, and handed it to me.

We walked back into the living room, my dick tenting the front of the dress the entire way. The fabric shifted against my erection with every step, making it impossible to forget that I was completely naked underneath.

Alexis didn’t seem bothered or offended by the obvious bulge.

In fact, I caught her glancing at it several times with a small smile.

The whole thing felt surreal and strangely exciting. I liked walking around her cozy apartment with nothing beneath one of her dresses. I liked knowing she’d chosen it for me and zipped me into it herself.

I looked down at my phone and searched for nearby locksmiths. I called the first number that appeared.

“Be about an hour,” a female voice said on the other end.

“Sure, um, okay,” I said before hanging up.

“It won’t be for another hour,” I told Alexis.

“No problem,” she said, smiling as always. “You can stay here until he shows. I’ll put your wet clothes in the dryer.”

“Thank you,” I said. “For being so nice.”

“Of course. You looked so cute and helpless out there. I couldn’t leave you in the rain.”

She kept using that word to describe me.

Cute.

It excited me and emasculated me at the same time. Every time she said it, I felt a little less like a man, but somehow, I also felt more aroused than ever. I wanted Alexis more and more, even as she mildly insulted me in the sweetest voice I’d ever heard.

Alexis disappeared into a small laundry room and tossed my wet clothes into the dryer. A moment later, it started to tumble, its low, steady rhythm blending with the patter of the rain against the windows.

“Want something to drink?” she asked when she returned.

I nodded and thanked her.

She went into the kitchen, grabbed a bottle of water from the refrigerator, and handed it to me. Then her gaze dropped toward my waist.

She frowned.

“Your dick isn’t hard anymore.”

I twisted the cap from the bottle and glanced down at myself. The front of the dress had settled flat again.

“I guess it isn’t,” I said.

“You look so much more like a girl now.”

“I do?”

She nodded, her eyes moving carefully over me.

“Give me a twirl,” she said.

I twirled for her.

The skirt moved loosely around my thighs, brushing across my bare skin as I turned. My nerves felt tightly wired, and I couldn’t stop wondering what she might ask me to do next.

“I can’t believe how girly you look. I mean, the hair is all wrong,” she said.

She stepped closer and ran her fingers through my soft, dark hair. Her nails lightly scraped my scalp as she shifted the strands around and tried parting them in a different direction.

“There you go,” she said. “Wow, it’s uncanny. Do you want to see?”

I nodded.

I did want to see.

I wanted to know what it would feel like to look at myself and see a girl staring back. I wondered whether I’d actually be pretty.

Whether, for once, I might look in a mirror and find myself attractive.

Alexis took my hand and led me into the bathroom. She flipped on the light, and I saw my reflection in her red dress for the first time.

My breath hitched.

I wasn’t exactly sure what she’d done to my hair, but she was right. Between the way she’d parted it and the bright red dress fitted around my body, I looked more like a girl than a boy. My soft features suddenly seemed even softer, and the dress hid the shape of my body in a way that made the illusion strangely convincing.

I barely recognized myself.

My dick hardened again, quickly making a tent beneath the fabric. But seeing the bulge only turned me on more. I looked like a girl with a cock hidden beneath her dress, and something about that made heat rush through my entire body.

“That won’t do,” she said, frowning at my hard cock. “We’ll have to take care of that.”

My eyes widened. I glanced at her reflection as she stood behind me, close enough that I could feel the warmth of her body against my back.

“What do you mean? What…what are you going to do?”

“I’m going to jerk you off,” she said. “I’m going to get rid of that hard-on once and for all.”

“What? You are?”

She giggled. “Haven’t you ever been jerked off by a girl before?”

I blushed.

I didn’t want to tell her I hadn’t, but that would’ve been the truth. No woman had ever touched me that way. No woman had ever seemed interested enough to want to.

“That’s cute,” she added, making my body tingle.

She reached around me and rested her chin against my shoulder. Her blond hair brushed my cheek as she slowly lifted the skirt of the dress to my waist. Chills moved across my skin as her fingers grazed my bare thighs, gradually creeping closer to my cock.

With one hand, she held the dress up and out of the way. With the other, she wrapped her fingers around my shaft and angled it over the bathroom sink.

Then she started to stroke me.

I stared at my reflection—a girl with a cock—and watched Alexis’s hand slide up and down my stiff length. The sight was almost as overwhelming as the feeling. I couldn’t help moaning and leaning my head back against her warm body as she quickly brought me closer to climax.

Her palm was soft, but her grip was firm. Somehow, she managed to be gentle and rough at the same time, squeezing me just tightly enough as her hand moved faster.

“Come for me,” she whispered into my ear, her warm breath tickling my skin.

A rush of heat moved through my body, sharp and sudden, and I couldn’t have stopped myself even if I’d wanted to. My hips jolted forward as thin, white cum spilled into the sink.

“Mmm, that’s a good girl,” she added.

The words made another shiver run through me.

She reached for a wad of toilet paper and gently dabbed the end of my cock clean. Then Alexis lowered the dress over me again. The tent was gone. Even though I was still half-hard, the fabric settled almost completely flat, making me realize just how small my cock really was.

“You know what would make you look even more like a girl?” she asked. “If we shaved your legs.”

“You want to shave my legs?”

Alexis giggled, and I swore to myself that I’d do anything she asked just to keep hearing that sound.

“Yes,” she said. “And you’re going to let me, aren’t you?”

I was too stunned to speak, so I nodded.

I’d never shaved my legs before. I’d never even considered doing it. But I’d also never had a girl show me this kind of interest before, and I was willing to take whatever I could get—especially from a vixen like Alexis.

Alexis reached for the hem of the dress and bunched it around my waist again.

“Hold this,” she said.

I gathered the soft fabric in my hands while she turned on the faucet. She opened the medicine cabinet and pulled out a pink razor and a purple can of shaving cream. After shaking the can, she spread the cool foam over my legs, covering the hair in thick white lather.

She ran the razor beneath the faucet before lowering herself in front of me.

I watched her crouch down and felt the long, careful strokes of the razor moving up my leg. She would shave one narrow strip, stand to rinse the blade, and then duck down again. Each pass left another smooth line of bare skin behind.

After a while, I closed my eyes and lost myself in the sensation. The scrape of the razor was gentle, followed by the strange coolness of the air touching skin that had never been exposed that way before. My body seemed to come alive with every new bare strip.

I was starting to fall in love with the way Alexis took care of me.

I loved that she was doing everything for me. She’d undressed me, dressed me, fixed my hair, and even jerked me off when I got hard. She seemed to know what I needed before I did.

I wanted to be her pet.

I wanted to be her doll.

I wanted her to dress me up and play with me however she wanted.

When she finished, Alexis wiped the remaining shaving cream from my legs with a towel.

“Much better,” she said, running her fingertips slowly along my newly smooth skin.

My dick grew hard again beneath the dress.

Alexis frowned.

“You must be a virgin,” she said.

I blushed, unable to deny it.

“It’s okay,” she said. “I have a solution.”

“You do?” I asked.

I hoped she was going to jerk me off again. My optimism even let me imagine she might get on her knees and put my cock in her mouth.

But she didn’t do either of those things.

Instead, she took my hand and led me back into the bedroom. She opened one of her dresser drawers and withdrew a small pink object shaped like a tiny penis. It was hollow inside, with a ring attached to one end and a small lock beside it.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

I shook my head.

It didn’t look like a dildo. It was too small, and the hollow shape and attached ring didn’t make sense to me.

“It’s a cock cage,” she said. “It’s going to help with your erections.”

“A cock cage?”

She giggled again, and once again, the sound made me willing to submit to whatever she wanted.

“Here,” she said. “I’ll show you.”

She picked up a bottle of lube from the drawer and walked toward me.

“Now, try your best not to get hard again.”

She squirted some lube into her palm before slipping her hand beneath my dress. Her fingers wrapped around my cock, and she slowly rubbed the slick gel over my shaft.

I tried not to get hard, but I couldn’t help it. Her hand felt too good, warm and slippery as it moved over me. I moaned while she stroked my cock, already desperate to come again.

She sighed.

“Looks like I’m going to have to relieve you again first.”

She stroked me quickly with her slick palm. The wet sound of her hand moving over my cock filled the room as I quivered beneath her touch. My thighs tightened, and I moaned helplessly as I shot another load onto the carpet below.

My cock slowly softened in her hand, although it remained stubbornly swollen for several minutes. I tried to think of anything that wasn’t sexual. I thought about the rain, the locksmith, and my wet clothes tumbling in her dryer.

Eventually, I became completely soft.

Alexis lowered herself onto her knees and lifted the skirt of my dress.

“Hold this again,” she said, referring to the fabric.

I gathered the dress around my waist while she gently tugged on my balls. She brought the cock cage up between my legs and carefully pushed one ball through the ring, followed by the other.

The pressure felt tight and unfamiliar.

Next, she angled my soft cock downward and guided it through the ring. The snug sensation was almost enough to make me hard again, but I focused and clenched my jaw. I was determined not to disappoint her.

Once everything was through, Alexis placed the pink cage over my cock and attached it to the ring. She clicked a tiny golden lock into place with a similarly tiny golden key.

Then she slipped the key into the pocket of her jeans and grinned.

“Now,” she said, “you won’t be able to get hard, and you won’t be able to get out of it without my permission. Now let’s have some fun.”

“While I’m…while I’m stuck in this thing?” I asked.

“Exactly,” she said.

She began removing her pink top and tossed it aside. Her full breasts were covered by a small white bra that barely seemed able to contain them.

My cock immediately tried to grow, but the cage stopped it.

The pressure was slightly uncomfortable and more than a little strange. My shaft pushed helplessly against the tight enclosure, unable to rise beneath the dress.

But I liked being under Alexis’s control.

I liked the heavy, restrictive feeling of the cage hanging between my legs. Most of all, I liked knowing it pleased her. The cage would keep me soft, small, and girly beneath her dress, exactly the way she wanted me.

She unclasped her bra next and let it fall away, revealing her bare tits. Her nipples were pink and hard, standing out like two little erasers against her soft skin. I wanted to wrap my lips around them while I fucked her. I wanted it so badly that my cock strained uselessly inside the cage.

But I knew I couldn’t.

I knew she wasn’t going to let me.

Next, Alexis hooked her fingers into the waistband of her jeans and pushed them down her hips along with her panties. She stepped out of them and stood completely naked in front of me.

My eyes immediately dropped between her legs.

Her pussy was perfectly shaved and already glistening with a little wetness. Had I done that to her? Had watching me dress like a girl and locking my cock inside that tiny cage turned her on?

The thought sent another frustrated pulse through my trapped cock.

“I want to doll you up a little more,” she said. “But first, I want you on your knees.”

I lowered myself to my knees, the unfamiliar weight of the cage shifting between my legs beneath the dress. I stared up at her, wondering what she planned to do next.

Alexis walked closer until her naked body filled my view. I could smell the warm, sweet scent of her pussy as she stepped between my knees. She pushed her hips forward and spread her legs apart.

“Stick out your tongue,” she said.

I obeyed.

She pressed the soft, wet flesh of her pussy against my tongue and slowly began moving her hips. Her clit dragged back and forth over the flat surface as she used my mouth exactly the way she wanted.

“You’re going to make the most beautiful girl,” she told me.

She tugged on one of her hard nipples and moaned while grinding herself against my face. With her other hand, she gripped my hair and pulled me closer, smothering me beneath her pussy.

I loved it.

I loved the heat of her body against my mouth and the way she took control without hesitation. But my entire lower body remained tense from the cage and the painful inability to become fully hard.

I licked up and down her slit, devouring her to distract myself from the heavy pressure around my cock. Her wetness coated my lips and tongue as I pushed deeper between her folds.

Alexis began to moan and ask for more.

“Just like that. That feels so good,” she said as she rocked her hips against my face.

I breathed through my nose as I licked and sucked her soft flesh. I loved hearing her moan because of something I was doing. I loved knowing I was pleasing her even though I couldn’t use my cock.

Maybe I didn’t need it to make her feel good.

“Shit,” she said, tightening her fist in my hair. “I’m going to come.”

Her legs began to quiver around me. She tugged harder on her nipple and arched her back, pressing her pussy firmly against my mouth.

“Oh, fuck,” she moaned.

Her climax rolled through her body, making her thighs tremble and her skin break out in a light sheen of sweat. Her grip tightened painfully in my hair as she rode my tongue through the last few shudders.

She was so beautiful.

I wanted to push her onto the bed and fuck her, but I knew I couldn’t. Not unless she released me from the cage, and the way she’d slipped the key into her pocket made it clear that wasn’t happening anytime soon.

Alexis’s breathing remained shallow as she recovered. After a moment, she stepped back from me.

“Stay just like that.”

I remained on my knees and watched her disappear into the bathroom. She returned a few moments later wearing a silk robe and carrying a small zippered bag.

She knelt in front of me and opened it.

The bag was filled with makeup—brushes, tubes, pencils, and powders I didn’t recognize. I had no idea what most of it was for, but Alexis seemed to know exactly what she was doing.

She applied lipstick to my mouth, brushed powder across my skin, and darkened my lashes with mascara. I stayed as still as I could while she worked, enjoying the gentle pressure of her fingers as she tilted my chin or turned my face toward the light.

After nearly ten minutes, she finally zipped the bag closed and told me to stand.

I rose carefully, my legs slightly stiff from kneeling.

Alexis went to the closet and pulled out a pair of black heels. She crouched in front of me and helped guide my feet into them. They were a little snug around my toes, but they mostly fit.

When I stood upright, my balance shifted immediately. The heels lifted me onto the balls of my feet and changed the way I held my hips. My calves tightened beneath my newly smooth skin.

I instantly felt more like a woman.

Alexis took my hand and led me back into the bathroom so I could see my reflection.

I stared at myself in disbelief.

Aside from my short hair, I looked like a girl. The makeup had softened my face, making my eyes seem larger and my lips fuller. The red dress hugged my body in a way that hid what little masculinity remained.

“You look convincing enough when I part your hair this way,” she said, demonstrating the same arrangement she’d made earlier. “But I want to take it to the next level.”

She left the bathroom briefly and returned carrying a dark wig.

Alexis settled it over my head, adjusting it around my scalp before pulling the long hair forward over my shoulders. The strands brushed against my cheeks and the neckline of the dress.

I turned from side to side, studying my feminine reflection.

There wasn’t a single trace of the awkward man who’d stood locked outside in the rain. A woman stared back at me now—a pretty, nervous woman in a red dress, black heels, and carefully applied makeup.

The sight of myself aroused me, but the cage refused to let my cock respond. The helpless pressure made me feel even more feminine. I couldn’t get hard. I couldn’t touch myself. I couldn’t even remove the cage without Alexis’s permission.

I’d have to find some other way to feel relief.

Alexis took my hand and pulled me back into the bedroom. She opened one of her dresser drawers and removed a pair of black lace panties.

The sight of them sent another tingling rush across my skin.

“Now for the finishing touch,” Alexis said with a grin.

She knelt beside my feet and held the panties open for me. I stepped into them one leg at a time, gripping her shoulder to steady myself in the heels.

Alexis slowly drew the lace up my smooth calves and thighs until it settled around my waist. The fabric felt delicate and snug against my bare skin.

There was a slight bulge inside the panties from the cage, but when I lifted the dress and looked down, I could hardly tell what was hidden beneath them. The black lace softened even that small outline, making everything between my legs look flatter and more feminine.

“How does it feel?” Alexis asked.

“Good,” I told her. “Really good.”

I couldn’t help smiling as euphoria and arousal flooded through me. The transformation felt overwhelming. I’d completely changed the way I looked, and I’d surrendered control of my own cock to a beautiful woman I’d barely known an hour ago.

I was dressed like her doll, locked away and unable to undo any of it without her help.

And I couldn’t wait to see what Alexis planned to do with me next.

My smile faded when my phone began ringing in the living room.

“That must be the locksmith,” I said.

I reached behind myself and started fumbling for the zipper of the dress, but Alexis caught my hands and stopped me.

She walked to her bedroom window and peeked through the blinds.

“Oh,” she said. “She’s pretty. I like her red hair.”

“She is?” I asked, suddenly worried about what kind of game Alexis might be planning.

“I think I’ll go introduce myself. Don’t change out of your clothes,” she said. “Stay just like that.”

My entire body tensed as she disappeared from the apartment.

I hurried to the window and carefully peeked outside. Alexis was speaking with the locksmith, who was very sexy indeed. Her beige uniform fit snugly around her full curves and narrow waist. She had bright red hair that looked like fire against the gray afternoon, and she smiled warmly as Alexis spoke to her.

Then Alexis turned toward the apartment.

The locksmith followed behind her.

I rushed away from the window and returned to the same spot where I’d been standing when Alexis left. I smoothed the dress down and tried to look innocent. The last thing I wanted was for her to catch me spying.

“Colin is right through here,” I heard Alexis say.

My heart raced when I realized she was bringing the locksmith in to meet me while I was still dressed like this—and still locked inside the cage. There wasn’t even time to prepare myself. The two women entered the room together, and the locksmith’s eyes widened the second she saw me.

Then she grinned in a way that sent a nervous chill through my body.

“This is Colin, huh?” she asked. “My name is Monica.”

Monica hung back in the doorway while Alexis walked toward me, looking entirely too pleased with herself.

“It’s even better,” she said.

She quickly pulled up the front of my dress, flashing Monica the obvious bulge of my panty-covered cock. Heat rushed into my face. I tried to push Alexis’s hands away and tug the dress back down, but she didn’t budge. She was stronger and far more determined than I was.

By the time she hooked her fingers beneath the panties and pulled them aside to show off the cage underneath, I’d stopped fighting her. There didn’t seem to be any point. Besides, as humiliating as it was to stand there exposed in front of a complete stranger, I was more aroused than ever.

This was easily the most embarrassing situation of my life, and somehow that only made it hotter.

Monica studied the cock cage with open curiosity before smiling at me.

“She’s got you all locked up, doesn’t she?” she asked.

I nodded sheepishly, unable to meet her eyes for more than a second.

“You know, I could unlock that for you,” she said. “Being a locksmith and all.”

A glimmer of hope and disappointment passed through me at the exact same time. I didn’t want to admit how much I enjoyed being locked up—or how much I liked knowing Alexis controlled whether I was allowed to get hard. Still, I felt as though I should at least pretend I wanted out, especially in front of Monica.

She was a locksmith, after all. If anyone could rescue me from Alexis’s control, it was her.

“It’s just too bad I won’t help you,” Monica said.

Alexis grinned at her, clearly delighted by the answer, and untied the belt of her robe.

My eyes widened. My jaw practically dropped.

The robe slipped open before falling around Alexis’s ankles, exposing her completely naked body to Monica. She stepped out of it without the slightest trace of embarrassment, her bare skin smooth and inviting beneath the light.

Monica moved toward her as she began lifting her uniform top over her head, revealing the white lace bra underneath. Alexis reached around Monica’s body, pressing close enough that her bare tits brushed against Monica’s covered ones, and unfastened the bra. She tossed it onto the floor before helping Monica work her uniform pants down her hips.

I can’t believe this is happening. I must be dreaming.

Soon Monica was naked too, her nipples already hard and her pussy visibly wet. She wasn’t shaved like Alexis, but the dark hair between her thighs had been neatly trimmed. My mouth watered as I stared at the two of them.

Alexis glanced over her shoulder and smiled at me.

“Enjoy the show,” she said.

Then she turned back to Monica and kissed her, long and slow.

My knees nearly buckled.

I understood what Alexis was doing now. She was torturing me.

I’d never seen two girls make out in person before, much less watched them do it completely naked. My cock desperately tried to grow hard inside the cage, but the metal held it down, allowing only a painful pulse of pressure. I wanted to reach beneath the dress, wrap my hand around myself, and stroke while I watched them.

But I couldn’t do that either.

It was pure torture, yet it made every nerve ending in my body come alive with a restless, buzzing excitement.

Monica and Alexis cupped each other’s breasts, squeezing the soft flesh and rolling each other’s nipples between their fingers. They moaned into the kiss as their tongues slipped out to meet, swirling slowly together before disappearing between their lips again.

I wanted to kiss them too. I wanted to touch them, taste them, and be part of whatever was happening between them.

But I knew I’d need Alexis’s permission.

She hadn’t given it.

Alexis lowered her head to Monica’s chest and drew one of her nipples into her mouth. Monica threaded her fingers through Alexis’s hair and stared down at her with a soft, almost loving expression.

Then Monica looked over at me and grinned.

“You look just as tortured as I hoped you’d look.”

My lips trembled.

Alexis must’ve told her about me while they were outside. How else could Monica be so calm about walking into a bedroom and finding a man locked in chastity and dressed like a girl? I couldn’t stop wondering what she’d thought when Alexis explained everything.

Had the idea shocked her?

Or had it excited her just as much as it seemed to excite Alexis?

Alexis led Monica toward the bed. I turned to follow them with my eyes, remaining exactly where I was until someone gave me another command. My hands twisted nervously in front of my body as Monica lay back against the mattress and Alexis climbed over her.

Alexis lowered her head between Monica’s thighs while straddling Monica’s face, positioning her pussy directly over Monica’s waiting mouth.

“Fuck,” I breathed as quietly as I could.

They’re going to go down on each other. At the same time. And there’s nothing I can do about it except stand here.

The torture shot through me like electricity.

Alexis dragged her tongue slowly along Monica’s slit while Monica’s tongue did the same to Alexis. Their bodies tightened against each other. They moaned directly into each other’s pussies, the sounds muffled by wet flesh.

They licked and sucked, spreading each other open before slipping their fingers inside. I watched their hands move between their bodies, watched their hips rock impatiently against each other’s mouths, and felt another useless surge of pressure inside the cage.

Alexis stopped long enough to reach into the drawer of her nightstand. When she pulled her hand free, she was holding two enormous fleshy dildos.

The sight of them immediately reminded me of what I had between my legs but wasn’t allowed to use.

She handed one to Monica and kept the other for herself.

I watched Alexis press the thick head of the dildo against Monica’s tight pussy before slowly pushing it inside. Monica’s back arched from the mattress, and a deep moan escaped her as the toy stretched her open.

At the same time, Monica guided the other dildo into Alexis’s wet pussy.

My entire body tensed as I watched them penetrate each other without any use for me. My mouth watered. My balls ached beneath the cage. The pressure inside me had become almost unbearable.

It was absolute torture.

They fucked each other while sucking on each other’s clits. They moaned and bucked their hips, driving the toys deeper with every movement. Their free hands wandered over their own bodies, teasing their nipples as they moved together in a steady, rolling rhythm, completely lost in the pleasure they were giving each other.

I could only stand there and watch.

Alexis and Monica came at the same time, their bodies tightening as they cried out against each other’s pussies. Their hips jerked through the final waves of pleasure before they collapsed onto the bed, breathless and laughing.

“This is the most fun I’ve had in a while,” Monica said.

She leaned back on her elbows and glanced over at me, her skin flushed and damp.

“I bet you’d love to get your little dick out of that cage.”

I nodded, feeling my cheeks burn with embarrassment.

“Well, he’s going to have to beg,” Alexis said.

I instantly dropped to my knees and folded my hands together above the edge of the bed as though I were praying.

“Please, oh please. Please release me. Please unlock me. I liked it at first, but now it’s just torture. You girls are so hot. So sexy. I just can’t watch this anymore all locked up like I am.”

“Isn’t he cute?” Alexis asked Monica.

My stomach did a nervous little flip.

“Very,” Monica said. “But maybe we should only refer to Colin as a she now.”

“Good idea,” Alexis said. “She’s been such a good girl for me this afternoon. Should I let her out?”

Monica glanced at Alexis. For a second, neither of them said anything. They seemed to be communicating through their expressions alone, sharing some private understanding while I waited on my knees beside the bed.

“I think you could,” Monica said at last. “Maybe we can reward her with a good, hard fucking.”

“My thoughts exactly,” Alexis said.

A wide smile spread across my face before I could stop it. The words alone sent a rush of heat through me.

Alexis climbed off the bed, and I quickly stood to meet her. She reached behind me and drew the zipper of my dress down my back. The fabric loosened around my body, then slid to the floor in a soft heap around my feet. I stepped free of it and started to slip out of the heels too.

“No,” she said. “Those stay on. Those and the panties and the wig.”

I immediately slid my foot back into the heel. The shoe felt strange and precarious beneath me, but I didn’t argue.

Alexis hooked her fingers into the waistband of the panties and tugged them down just far enough to expose the cage. Then she bent over the pile of clothes on the floor and retrieved the key from the back pocket of her jeans.

She dropped to her knees in front of me and carefully fitted the key into the lock.

Relief washed over me the moment the cage loosened. Alexis removed it slowly, working with patient, gentle hands so she wouldn’t pinch or hurt me. Blood immediately began flowing back into my dick, bringing a deep, throbbing ache with it. I felt myself hardening almost at once, but the strange buzz of being locked up still flooded my veins.

Even with the cage gone, I could still feel it around me.

“Lie on your stomach,” Alexis said after pulling the panties back up over my cock.

My head spun when the lace settled against my stiff shaft. The fabric was soft and delicate, but every brush of it felt sharp against my oversensitive skin. I climbed onto the bed and did exactly as I was told, too dazed and aroused to question what Alexis intended to do next.

Monica climbed off the bed and joined Alexis behind me.

Her fingers slipped beneath the panties and pulled them aside, exposing my ass. The cooler air touched my skin, followed by the quiet click of a bottle opening behind me. I glanced over my shoulder and saw Alexis squeezing lube over my ass, the slick liquid running warm and slow between my cheeks.

Then I noticed the dildo in Monica’s hand.

That was when I understood what she’d meant by a good, hard fucking.

Even if I’d wanted to stop them, it felt as though I’d realized what was happening too late. But the truth was, I didn’t want to stop. I was so desperate to come from something—anything—that I wouldn’t have tried to escape even if I could.

I gripped the bedsheets in both fists and braced myself for the ass fucking that was about to come.

Monica rubbed the silicone cock slowly between my cheeks, coating it in lube and spreading the slickness across my skin. The toy was thick and heavy, and every pass over my hole made my body tense.

Then I felt the broad tip press against me.

There’s no way it’ll fit.

But Monica kept the pressure slow and steady. The head began to slip inside, stretching me open around it. My muscles resisted at first, clenching helplessly, but she eased it in with patient force until my body finally gave way.

I grunted into the mattress as the toy pushed deeper.

The stretch burned, but beneath the discomfort was an intense, unfamiliar fullness that made my cock pulse against the bed. Monica kept going until the entire dildo was buried inside me.

“Look at her,” she told Alexis. “Look at how good she can take it.”

“That’s nothing,” Alexis said, taking the cock from Monica’s hand. “Watch this.”

She pulled it back and drove it into me again.

My hips jerked against the mattress. Alexis began working the dildo in and out of my ass, each thrust stretching me a little wider. The movement was slow at first, but she quickly found a steady rhythm, filling me deep before drawing the toy almost all the way out again.

I’d never imagined I’d want to be fucked in the ass, but the sensation was overwhelming. The fullness reached somewhere deep inside me, sending heavy waves of pleasure through my body every time the thick cock pushed back in.

My own cock throbbed between my stomach and the mattress. The pressure of my body against it made me feel dangerously close to coming.

I tried to hold back.

I wanted to last as long as possible, if only so I wouldn’t spoil the girls’ fun.

“I’m impressed,” Monica said. “Mind if I take over again?”

“Not at all,” Alexis said.

She handed the dildo back to Monica.

Monica immediately began working it faster and harder, driving it deeper with every thrust. The wet sound of the toy moving in and out of me filled the room. My heels dug awkwardly into the mattress as I fought to keep my body still.

“Wow, she can really take it,” Monica said.

“I’ve trained her well,” Alexis replied.

I could almost hear the smile in her voice.

The thought of the two women standing behind me, smiling down at me while a thick cock pumped in and out of my ass, was enough to push me over the edge.

A helpless whimper escaped my throat.

My cock swelled hard beneath me, and the pleasure finally broke loose. The load I’d been forced to hold back all this time burst from me, soaking the front of the panties and the sheets beneath my body.

My entire body quivered as I came. My legs shook inside the heels, and my fingers clenched the sheets until my knuckles ached. The release was so intense it seemed to empty every bit of tension from my body at once.

I couldn’t believe how overwhelming the relief felt.

I’d never imagined, even in my wildest fantasies, that sex could feel this humiliating and this rewarding at the same time.

“Uh-oh,” Alexis said. “Looks like she couldn’t help herself.”

“That’s okay,” Monica said. “I was starting to get a little bored anyway.”

Monica slowly pulled the dildo free from my ass. The sudden emptiness left behind a deep, throbbing ache that made me shudder again.

The women cleaned the toys and began getting dressed while I remained sprawled across the bed, breathing hard and trying to recover. My body felt loose and exhausted, but the lingering pleasure still pulsed through me in warm, faint waves.

“Should we lock her again?” Monica asked once they’d finished dressing.

“I think we’ll give her a break for now,” Alexis said. “But I bet he’ll be rushing over tomorrow or the next day to be locked up.”

Monica pulled out her phone.

“Give me your number. I want to know the second that she does.”

Alexis read the number aloud while I lay there silently, listening to them make plans around me.

The embarrassing part was that Alexis was right.

I already wanted to be locked up again.

I told myself I should enjoy the freedom while I had it and avoid getting carried away. I should give myself time to think about what had just happened before submitting to anything else.

Still, the simple knowledge that Alexis wanted to do this to me again brought a smile to my face.

“Get up,” she told me.

I finally pushed myself off the bed, my legs still shaky beneath me.

“I won’t lock you up tonight,” she said. “But I do insist that you keep wearing those clothes for the rest of the day. Keep your windows open on my side so I can make sure you’re being a good girl and doing what you’re told.”

I agreed without hesitation.

The truth was, I had no desire to take off the girly clothes she’d given me. The panties felt damp and tight around my softened cock, the wig still framed my face, and the heels forced me to stand with a strange, delicate posture that made me even more aware of how I looked.

Alexis helped me step back into the dress and zipped it up behind me. Then she handed over my bunched-up boy clothes and my phone.

Monica took my hand and smiled.

“Now, let’s go unlock that apartment.”
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