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Best Friend to Keyholder

Day 1: Caught and Locked!

I moaned through the panties stuffed in my mouth, 

aching for relief.

Blindfolded, wrists bound to my ankles with my ass in the air, I wasn’t sure how things had changed so fast. Less than twelve hours ago, I had been so sure she was the most innocent girl on the planet. Now, after being teased, used, and humiliated beyond reason, there was only one thing I was sure of anymore:

I would do anything she commanded.

Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.

Earlier that Day****

A swathe of dense evergreens rolled past the windows, the low hum of the train filling the air, but I couldn’t appreciate any of it.

I was too busy trying not to get hard.

“I can’t wait to get a shower,” Hannah yawned as she stretched, the hem of her tiny white t-shirt riding up to reveal the toned curve of her stomach. Her cotton shorts left little to the imagination, and she had already peeled off her shoes and socks. Now her bare, pedicured feet were sliding from my lap to my thighs, unknowingly driving me crazy.

“Thanks for helping me move for my master’s,” she said, half-opening her eyes. “It’s going to be a fun week. Vancouver’s a blast.”

I barely managed to reply. “No problem.”

We were both twenty-three and had been friends since as long as we could remember, but since our first year of university, the way I saw her had begun to change. Now I was noticing things about her—things I’d never let myself see before.

Four years on the women’s collegiate diving team had turned her body into a masterpiece: taut, strong thighs that could crush a watermelon, hips made for hands to grab and squeeze tight. Her collarbones were delicate lines I wanted to trace with my mouth. And her breasts—perky, small, round—bounced freely because Hannah was under the insane impression that she didn’t need a bra. More than once, I had nearly driven off the road, distracted by the way they jiggled when she laughed or leaned over from the passenger seat. It was part of the reason I had insisted on the train.

“We’re the next stop,” Hannah said, slipping her legs off my lap and stretching like a cat in the seat beside me. Then, with a mock-innocent tilt of her head and a teasing lilt to her voice, she purred, "Would Mister Big Strong Man carry my bags for a weak little girl like me?"

“Aren’t you specializing in women’s studies, though?” I scoffed, but grabbed both bags regardless. She had been getting bossier lately.

“Sure I am!”

Her face was pure mischief and sunshine, all delicate curves and a scattering of freckles across her nose that made her look both innocent and dangerous at once. She tied her long, dark hair into a loose ponytail, pressing her nipples against the white top. I tried not to stare.

And failed.

Luckily for me, she was too smug to notice.

She winked. “Aren’t you the one carrying my bags, though?”

The platform was baking in the summer sun, and there were no taxis in sight. I tried to thumb a lift, but after thirty minutes, I had no luck. Finally, Hannah sighed.

“I’m about to do something to save the day,” she said, biting her plump bottom lip. “But you have to promise never to tell anyone.”

Mutely, I nodded.

An old pickup truck appeared over the horizon, and she rolled her eyes as though unable to believe what she was about to do. “Here goes nothing.”

She lifted her shirt, and I gasped.

I had imagined the sight so many times. I had seen them through her tops and dresses, even bikinis. But nothing could have prepared me.

Her breasts bounced free, raspberry-red nipples hard as tacks despite the heat of the day.

The truck screeched to a stop, printing the tarmac with tire tracks.

The lesbian couple up front waved us over, unable to keep from laughing as they gestured for us to hop in the back between their tied-down furniture. They were moving too, so it was cramped, leaving us with no option but for Hannah to sit on my lap.

My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans as she shifted, every tiny movement a sweet kind of torture. No twenty-minute ride had ever seemed quite so long. In the mirror, I could see her shorts move, showing just the thinnest sliver of pink lace. I could have come there and then.


Midday: Caught!

I don’t know how, but I managed to keep it together. We thanked the smirking couple, and I lugged her bags into the lobby.

“Shoot, the elevator’s out and I’m on the tenth floor,” she pouted, pushing open the door to the stairwell. “Lucky I’ve got my own personal bellboy to do my bidding.”

I laughed, trying to play it cool. “You’re cruel, you know that?”

She just giggled and flounced up the stairs ahead of me.

She chatted the entire way up, talking about what a great summer we were going to have and all the beaches and hikes she wanted to hit up. I barely heard a word.

My eyes were glued to her ass, barely covered by those thin cotton shorts, fabric rising with every step. Her round, delectable ass cheeks bounced and clapped with every step, a faint sheen of sweat leaving them glistening in the fluorescent light.

Even without the weight of the bags, it would have been a hard journey.

My arms were ready to fall off by the time she unlocked the door.

“Oh, it’s nicer than the pictures,” she said, and ran into the apartment. “Hardwood floors with underfloor heating, a massive couch, a great kitchen and—” she opened the bathroom door and squealed. “A massive shower! Like four people could fit in that thing at once!”

I blushed at the mental image of Hannah’s body with her old diving team in there. I needed to get a grip.

“But wait,” Hannah said, pulling open the other door to reveal a king-sized bed with a walk-in wardrobe and a stunning view of the Vancouver coastline. Her brow furrowed as she tapped frantically at her phone. “Shit. It was supposed to be two single bedrooms.”

My stomach dropped. Frustrating as it was to spend all this time with someone so unbearably sexy, I had been looking forward to having a week to just hang out with my best friend.

“Don’t worry,” I said, forcing myself to shrug. “I’ll get the next train back to Portland. I need to find a job for this summer anyway.”

Hannah grabbed my arm with surprising force.

“No!” she said fiercely, her eyes flashing a warning. “You’re staying all week. Just like I planned. We’ll share the bed.”

I was delighted and terrified all at once. “Are you sure?”

She slapped me on the ass and laughed. “You’re a good boy. I know I can trust you.”

Then, as if it were nothing, she spun toward the bathroom. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need a shower — I’m sweaty and gross. Be a doll and make me a coffee? Side pocket of my bag.”

Buoyed by the prospect of sharing a bed with the hottest girl in the world, I hurried to obey. The shower was buzzing through the wall as I unzipped the side pocket of her suitcase.

Holy shit.

A whirl of lingerie spilled out onto the floor, and my breath caught in my chest.

Delicate white lace, wicked black leather, sheer fabrics that hinted at a side of her I’d never dreamt of. My heart punched against my ribs. Hannah was never meticulous with chores, and I could see some of them hadn’t been laundered since she last wore them.

Before I knew what I was doing, my hand slipped into the pile, fingers closing around a pair of hot pink panties. I pressed them to my face, inhaling desperately, my other hand kneading my cock through my jeans, completely lost in want and desire. My mouth began to water as the scent of her musk filled my senses. I began to rub myself harder, lost to the power of her panties.

Then a voice like a whip cracked through the room.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”


Afternoon: Locked

It was as though I’d been hit with a defibrillator. The world came crashing back around me. Here I was, on my knees, masturbating and sniffing my best friend’s panties —

A best friend who was standing over me in a small lilac towel, her long, smooth legs glistening from the shower, the fabric covering only from her nipples to her upper thighs. She looked furious.

I opened my mouth, but she cut me off with a single sharp shake of her head.

“Not. A. Word.” Her voice brooked no argument.

Then she paused. “Before we start, the safeword is Hitchhiker. If you need to stop, say it or tap the floor twice. Understand?”

I nodded. “I trust you, Hannah.

“Very well,” She said, arms on her perfect hips. ”Sit on that couch. Now. Hands under your thighs. Silence until I’m ready for you.”

Shaking, humiliated, throbbing with both shame and desperate arousal, I stumbled over to the couch. Her eyes never left my crotch, and I could see her start to smirk.

“Good boy,” she purred, disappearing into the bedroom.

I don't know how long I sat there, heart hammering, cock aching, mind spinning. I was terrified I'd ruined everything. That I'd lost my best friend forever. But my cock still wouldn’t go soft. I was hopeless. I was in love.

When the door next opened, Hannah looked like something out of a dream.

Her dark hair was braided back in a vicious ponytail, and her eyeshadow and lipstick were a fierce black. She wore a sheer crimson corset that lifted her breasts high, her hard nipples clearly visible through the fabric. A tight leather skirt clung to her hips, and razor-sharp stilettos clicked against the floor as she walked.

Not the ditzy, innocent, well-meaning pal I’d known my entire life.

No, this version of Hannah was totally in control.

And she knew it.

“Strip,” she barked.

My eyes went wide. “What?”

She crossed her arms, somehow pushing her breasts even higher.

“You heard me. To your underwear.”

Even through my shame, a deeper, darker part of me thrilled at her tone — the way she commanded me, owned me. I wanted this. Needed it.

So I stripped — clumsy, awkward — until all that was left was my boxers. My cock strained against the fabric, and Hannah laughed.

“I never knew you were such a pervert,” she said, grabbing my ear and leading me across the room like a misbehaving dog.

She shoved me down onto the mattress.

“All this time I was flirting and teasing, expecting you to grab me by the hips and fuck me against the wall,” she said, her voice almost outraged. “I’ve never had sex before. I was waiting for you. Tonight was going to be the big night.”

“Hannah,” I gasped. “I want you. I want you so bad—”

“But then,” she snapped, cutting me off, “you decided to sniff my dirty panties like an uncontrollable, needy loser.”

Her eyes glittered.

“So now? Now you’re going to spend the whole week earning me. Proving that I’m worth more to you than your own selfish pleasure. Understood?”

I nodded frantically. “Anything. Anything you want.”

She smirked — a slow, devastating smile.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, stalking out of the room, her heels clicking ominously.

“You have no idea what you just signed up for.”

She returned with that same deviant smile on her face, breasts bouncing as she walked. In one hand, she held the bag — and in the other, the same pair of panties I’d been caught sniffing.

“I wore these yesterday while I was waiting for you to pick me up,” Hannah said, dragging the delicate fabric across my cheek. The scent of her arousal hit me like a drug, dizzying and addictive.

“You were late. Bad boy,” she purred, and without warning, smacked my cock through my boxers. I yelped in shock.

“So I had to entertain myself,” she continued sweetly, pulling a vibrating wand from the bag. “Didn’t have much time, though. So I just pressed this against my clit through these panties… played with myself until they were soaked through.”

Her voice dropped to a throaty whisper.

“Do you know what I was thinking about while I came?”

I shook my head desperately.

“Sucking your cock,” she giggled, a cruel little sound. “But don’t worry, that’s not important anymore.”

Before I could register what she was saying, Hannah had stuffed the damp panties into my mouth, overwhelming me with her taste.

I felt her lips against my ear, suddenly gentle. “Remember, if it's too much, tap the mattress twice. Otherwise, tap once, and you’re mine for the week.”

I tapped once. To be hers for the week. It sounded like heaven.

“You remember I worked at that survival camp to pay for this place, right?” she said with a smirk. “I got very good at knots.” She dangled the rope in front of my face. “Let me show you. But first—”

Her smile sharpened.

“Underwear. Off. Now.”

Cheeks burning, I obeyed, stripping completely naked under her amused gaze.

Hannah’s eyebrows lifted.

“You’re bigger than I expected,” she admitted, a quick flash of interest flickering across her face.

Then her mouth hardened into a wicked line.

“Not that it matters anymore. Flip over.”

In moments, she had me tied — wrists bound tightly to ankles, ass up, cock exposed and twitching helplessly. I could feel the cool air kissing every inch of my vulnerable body.

And then — I gasped as she pulled a fresh pair of damp, lacy red panties from between her legs.

“Seeing you like this made me ruin these panties. They’re too wet to wear,” she said, and without ceremony, blindfolded me with them.

Darkness enveloped me. Every sensation sharpened to a knife’s edge. I could hear her padding around the room, setting up— soft music in the background, the faint crackle of ice from the freezer.

She returned, laughing softly at the sight of me.

“Oh, pantyboy,” Hannah crooned. “We haven’t even started. You’re going to be so easy to break. I bet I could do it with just one little finger.”

Her pinkie finger traced a slow, agonizing line down the underside of my shaft. I moaned into the gag, my whole body lighting up with desperate pleasure.

“Already dripping on my new sheets?” she said mockingly. “Bad boy.”

Smack — she playfully slapped my balls, making me yelp into the panties. Before the pain could even register, she seized my cock in a firm grip. I cried out again, the line between glorious agony and ecstasy dissolving.

“Such a desperate little thing,” she murmured. “But you know, there’s an interesting radical feminist theory... that men are ruled by their dicks. That their cocks control them.”

Her voice was low, almost academic, as if she were explaining something perfectly reasonable.

“But if I control your dick…” she said, trailing off with a smile I could hear in her voice, “then obviously, I control you.”

Without warning, a bowl of ice pressed against my cock. I bucked helplessly, but the knots held firm. She kept the icy torture going until my cock shriveled, numb and limp.

“Ohhh, it’s so pretty like this,” Hannah said, practically cooing with delight. “Let’s keep it that way, shall we?”

I barely had time to react before I felt a new sensation — cold steel encircling my cock, locking in tight.

Click.

The ice was gone, but when my cock tried desperately to get hard... it couldn’t. I was trapped.

Caged.

At her mercy.

Hannah tapped the metal cage lightly with a fingernail, making it ring faintly.

“It’s so cute now,” she said gleefully. “So small. So... docile.”

She gave my imprisoned cock a teasing pat.

“Much easier to trust you like this, don’t you think?”

All I could do was moan through the panties in my mouth.

“Oh, don’t be dramatic,” Hannah cooed. “It’s not forever. I’ll keep your little key safe for you.”

She pulled the blindfold from my eyes. The first thing I saw was the tiny silver key swinging from an anklet around her bare ankle. My eyes locked on it, heart pounding.

She followed my gaze and beamed.

“Aww, you see it? Such a desperate pet. Your little caged cock is leaking even more now... You must love this, huh?”

I was suddenly grateful I couldn’t speak. The truth was too humiliating to admit.

“Now that you’re all secure, and your pretty little dick isn’t in the way anymore, I’m going to untie you,” she said breezily.

She undid the knots with infuriating ease, like she’d been tying me up her whole life.

I instinctively reached for the gag, but Hannah clucked her tongue and wagged a finger.

“Nope. You wanted them so badly — now you keep them. They stay in until I say otherwise. Understand?”

I nodded obediently to this goddess in front of me.

“Yay!” she squealed, a part of the old Hannah sneaking through the dominant cracks. “Okay! I’m gonna run out and grab some stuff.”

She pointed to the mess I’d made on the sheets.

“In the meantime... shower, shave, and launder those sheets you ruined with your pathetic drippy cage.”


Evening: The Contract

I nodded again, embarrassment burning in my chest.

“Oh, and shave everything below the eyebrows,” she added with a wink. “Like I said, I’m a virgin, so I’ve never shared a bed with a boy before, and I don’t want your gross hair getting everywhere.”

Then she was gone, heels clicking, the door shutting with a finality that made my stomach twist.

In the bathroom, under the harsh light and hot water, I stripped myself bare. Every inch of hair gone. My skin tingled, hypersensitive and exposed. I stared at myself in the mirror.

The steel cage glinted coldly between my legs — thick, heavy, and so so small. Barely an inch long, my penis was now straining uselessly against its prison.

I brushed my fingers over it, desperate for any kind of release.

Nothing.

Just frustration. Just tantalizing, maddening denial.

She had me now.

Completely.

Afterwards, I cleaned the sheets like I was possessed, desperate not to disappoint her again.

When I returned to the living room, Hannah was still gone, the bedroom door was locked, and my backpack was nowhere to be seen.

All that remained was a cup of cooling coffee... and a piece of paper folded neatly beside it.

Written in Hannah’s looping girly handwriting:

Rules for the Week:

	                    You will no longer refer to it as your cock. It is Miss Hannah’s Pretty Little Dick. 
	                    All your choices will be made by Miss Hannah — what you eat, what you wear, if you cum. 
	                    Asking for permission to cum may result in punishment. Begging is pathetic. 
	                    You will complete all chores without being reminded. You are Miss Hannah’s houseboy now. 
	                    You will be a good little bitch for Miss Hannah at all times. 
	                    Failure to perform will dissolve our friendship. 
	                    This is not a game. This is to see if I can ever trust you again. 
	                    Miss Hannah’s pleasure is your only priority. 
	                    The safeword is: Hitchhiker 
	                If you consent to these rules, sign on the dotted line. 


I signed it without hesitating.

The coffee was still warm when I picked it up with trembling hands. My cock throbbed uselessly against its cold prison.

I had no idea what was coming next.

Then the doorbell rang, and I jumped, heart hammering in my chest. I turned, expecting it to be Hannah messing with me again — but before I could move, the door swung open.

“Oh, hi! I’m Naomi, just wanted to welcome you to the—”


Dusk: The Welcome Wagon

The woman at the door broke off with a choked laugh.

She was the polar opposite of Hannah.

Petite but wildly curvy, Naomi's massive tits strained against a black vinyl minidress, the tight fabric barely containing her. Her thighs were squeezed into sheer black stockings, with just a flash of white milky skin peeking between their tops and the hem of her scandalously short minidress. Heavy platform boots made her look dangerous and taller than she was. Her makeup had a gothic edge — thick black eyeliner, long clawed nails, dark lipstick — and her eyes, an electric witchy blue, zeroed in on my caged cock.

“Ohhh... uh-oh. I didn’t mean to interrupt,” Naomi purred, stepping inside like she owned the place and placing a vase of lilies on the countertop.

She still hadn’t looked away from my cage.

“I just wanted to welcome Hannah. I live across the hall — I actually own both apartments.” She cocked her head. “What did a sexy little thing like you do to get locked up in that, sweetie?”

Before I could even think how to respond, the door banged open again.

“I’m back, my drippy, messy lodger,” Hannah announced, struggling with two huge brown shopping bags. “I hope you still have those panties stuffed in that filthy mouth—”

She froze mid-sentence, mouth falling open as she spotted Naomi. A fierce blush flooded her cheeks, almost as bright as my own.

“Oh my god. I'm so sorry. We were just—"

Naomi was already picking up the paper on the counter — the Rules for the Week. Her lips curled into a devilish smirk.

“You were just... playing with your houseboy," she said lightly, her tone dripping with amusement.

Without warning, she stepped closer, flicked the metal cage enclosing my cock. To my shame, a small droplet welled up on the end of the chastity device and dripped onto the floor.

“Oh wow, this girl is needy,” Naomi giggled. She crouched gracefully — and in the process, flashed a glimpse of crotchless panties and a freshly shaved pussy — and swiped the droplet onto her fingertip.

“Good dolls clean up their messes," she cooed, pressing the finger to my lips.

Behind her, I could see Hannah biting that plump lower lip. “Do you want to try it?”

I nodded. Dazed, humiliated, desperate to obey, I parted my lips and sucked on this stranger’s finger. The taste was musky, salty — my own humiliation turned physical.

Naomi slapped me on the cheek, leaned close to Hanna,h and whispered something I couldn’t hear. Both of them burst into giggles like naughty coeds doing something they shouldn’t.

“It’s a date," Hannah said brightly.

And just like that, Naomi left — hips swaying, boots thudding heavily on the floor.

“What was that?” I mumbled through the panties.

Hannah rolled her eyes. “You can take them out now.”

Night: My Best Friend. My Keyholder. My Ruin.

I spat the panties out, and swallowing hard, I repeated my question.

"Never you mind," she said with a mischievous smile. "I bought a few things. But first... did you follow all my rules?"

I nodded obediently, desperate for her approval.

Hannah tapped her lip thoughtfully. “Hmm. I think you need to be... inspected.”

She pushed me down onto all fours, circling me like a lioness.

Her soft delicate hands were merciless — flicking my nipples, skimming between my thighs, slapping and squeezing my caged cock without warning. Every stray hair she found she plucked out with a cruel pair of tweezers, each pull followed by a sharp slap on my ass for my oversight.

Finally, satisfied, she pushed me face-first into the mattress.

“You’ve been such a good little bitch,” she murmured. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

I barely had time to register what was happening before she straddled me, her thighs pinning me down, her ass pressing against face. She worked my caged cock skillfully through the bars — slow, teasing strokes that built unbearable pressure but gave no relief.

“Good boys get milked,” she whispered, her voice sweet as poison.

She milked me for what felt like forever — dragging it out, slow and agonizing, teasing the orgasm out drop by drop. I squirmed helplessly beneath her, body trembling, gagging for release.

Finally, when I couldn’t take another second, she took out the vibrating wand, pressed it between my balls and my caged cock, and pushed me right over the edge.

The orgasm that hit was devastating — but just as it was about to peak, she took away the pressure. She choked it off, forcing it into a ruin — messy, stuttering, anti-climax. I cried out, a keening, pathetic sound into the bedsheets as only a trickle of cum seeped out of me, the wave of pleasure twisted into raw frustration.

“You’re such a pretty mess,” Hannah cooed mockingly, watching me shudder and whimper beneath her.

She dipped her finger in the warm evidence of my orgasm, then pressed it to my lips. When she finally pulled away, she gave me a soft, lingering kiss—my own release sweet on her tongue.

Grinning ear to ear, Hannah stripped slowly, sensually, leaving only a pair of pink cotton panties stretched over her perfect hips — the word Daddy printed playfully across the front. Her gorgeous bare breasts bounced freely, and my heart pounded in my ears at the sight of her, my cock struggling uselessly against its steel prison.

“If you do well, you may just get the honor of seeing my pussy by the end of the week,” she said sweetly, tapping her panties with one manicured finger. “Until then, you’re just my little plaything."

She traced a finger down my chest, smirking.

"Which means you have seven days to impress me, bitchboy. And just so you know. Tomorrow we're going for a morning jog to a certain event, and we’re meeting Naoimi there."

Her voice turned sing-song, a threat wrapped in a smile.

“So you better get a very good night's sleep...”

She leaned down, kissed my deflated caged cock mockingly, and turned off the light, leaving me trembling, aching, and utterly helpless in the dark beside her perfect body.

Desperate to find out what tomorrow might bring.


Night One: Mistress Naoimi Feeds Her Pets

Naoimi returned to her two-floor apartment with a smirk tugging at her lips and a wet stain blooming across the crotch of her sheer lace panties. Her nipples strained against the boned embrace of her corset bra, and her cunt throbbed with unsated hunger. Power coursed through her veins like champagne from a bottle.

When she’d first interviewed Hannah for the lease, she’d immediately clocked the beauty, the quiet resolve, the potential. Most people missed the spark in Hannah’s eyes. But Naoimi wasn’t most people. Vancouver needed a new Domme to stir the scene, and with a little help from her friends, she was going to make sure that’s exactly what Hannah became.

Of course, it was a little sad for Hannah’s old friend—the chastity slut who’d end up the cornerstone of Hannah’s sexual awakening. But he’d agreed to it. And if that meant edging, denial, humiliation, mockery, and having his little caged cock turned into a joke between giggling Goddesses—so be it. His purpose was to serve and to suffer beautifully. He’d thank them for it, eventually. Hell, by the end of the week he’ll be worshiping Hannah’s asshole and thanking her every time she spits on his chastity cage.

“I’m home,” Naoimi called out, peeling off her soaked panties and flinging them across the entryway like a set of keys.

Instantly, a scuffle broke out down the hall. Kitten and Puppy collided in a blur of naked flesh and desperate devotion.

Kitten had heard her first, her lush tits bouncing with every graceful step. A former figure skater turned full-time pet and oral enthusiast, she dropped to all fours with feline fluidity, her pink chastity belt glittering between her thighs. Her leash trailed behind her like a ribbon.

But Puppy was close behind—bulkier, stronger, panting hard through his leather muzzle. His steel cage jutted obscenely beneath his fluffy tail plug, balls tight and blue. With a growl, he grabbed Kitten’s braids and yanked, slamming her face-first into the plush carpet. She whimpered—more turned on than injured—but he was already lunging toward Naoimi.

For a moment, he pinned her—his caged cock grinding into the swell of her ass through her belt, his weight pressing her down while his breath came in ragged, frustrated bursts. Their bodies knew the rhythm, knew the shape of each other, even as metal denied them satisfaction. Kitten moaned beneath him, writhing, biting her lip, her fingers digging into the rug. They moved in sync—a married couple who used to fuck freely whenever they wanted, now helplessly rutting in chastity, bound by lust and denied by the same woman. Puppy whimpered her name. She whispered his. The tension between them was molten and cruel. Nothing made Naoimi wetter than this.

Naoimi watched with amusement and affection, cocking her head.

“Five years married and you two still sign up to spend every summer as my personal chaste pets,” she said warmly. “Aren’t you two so lucky I let you sleep in the same kennel? And just you wait to see what I have planned for your anniversary later in this week, I’m very proud of my plan…I may even uncage you two bitches.”

Puppy reached toward her again, but Kitten—no fool—snaked her hand between his legs and clamped down hard on his balls. He folded instantly with a strangled yelp, collapsing to the carpet in a heap of need and pain.

Kitten stood tall and smug, stepping over his twitching body like a cat over a fallen mouse. She made sure to grind her bare sole against his cage on the way, savoring the broken whimper it drew. Then she knelt before Naoimi, back arched, eyes reverent.

“May I?” she asked, voice thick with hunger.

Naoimi spread her thighs and smiled.

“Get licking, my beautiful little bitch.”

Puppy moaned, both from pain and the loss of the privilege of licking his mistress’s slit.

“Lick your wife’s feet while she worships me, Puppy,” Naoimi grinned, watching this powerful man debase himself in front of his wife just for her amusement. “You two are so lucky you have me.”


Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club


Later that day….

These two beautiful women were talking about my caged cock like they were discussing the weather. As if I weren’t kneeling right there at their feet, naked, red-faced and aching for release.

“Oh, it’s so cute and drippy,” the petite goth woman cooed, squatting to get a closer look at my embarrassing little cock, her breasts almost slipping out of her corset. “How long have you been caging him?”

Hannah chuckled, lying back on the lounge chair like she owned the whole beach. Her tits, small and pert, glistened with tanning oil.

“This is only day two,” she said, sipping from her iced coffee like it was no big deal.

The petite woman gasped, dramatic and delighted. “Day two? And he’s already this much of a mess? Hannah, you’re a natural torturer of men. You have to tell me, how’d you make him such a whimpering pathetic mess.”

I jumped when Hannah reached down casually and grabbed my swollen, aching balls, squeezing just enough to make me wince.

“I’m still figuring things out,” she purred, using her other hand to trace slow, maddening circles just behind them. “But I have so many ideas.”




The cage and the plug

Earlier that day***

Last night had been…difficult to describe.

Uncomfortable? Definitely.
Frustrating?  Utterly, inhumanly frustrating.

Hot? Hotter than hell itself.

Every time I drifted toward sleep, the pressure of the cage fading from my mind—Hannah would roll over, her round, impossibly soft ass grinding against my trapped cock like it was some kind of cruel reflex.

She’d moan in her sleep, or maybe just pretend to. She knew exactly what she was doing.

By sunrise, I was a wreck: hard and not hard, aching but finally drifting off to sleep.

“Wake up, sweetheart.”

Hannah’s voice broke through my haze. I opened my eyes to see her perched on top of me, straddling my hips like a throne. My shirt hung off her frame, hiding her tits—but I could see the outline of her hard nipples poking through the fabric. Her neon yellow panties clung tight to her pussy lips, the outline of the thing I wanted most in the world.

She was holding two things: a slightly burnt bagel… and a sparkling metal butt plug.

“I was nice and made you breakfast,” she chirped, waving the bagel in front of my mouth. “I give you permission to eat.”

With my hands still tied above my head, I strained upward, managing a bite. Hannah had always been a terrible cook. It was dry. Over-toasted. I ate gratefully.

She took a bite too, crumbs spilling across my chest.
She didn’t seem to care. She just used me like a plate, brushing stray crumbs onto my stomach like I wasn’t even there for anything but convenience.

But my eyes kept drifting to the plug.

It was chrome, bulbous, with a slim, elegant neck. The base was a sparkling heart-shaped gem, pink and ridiculous and humiliating.

Hannah noticed where I was looking. Of course she did.

“Ask the question, Bestie,” she said, voice sugar-sweet with that edge of mockery.

“…What’s that?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know what it is.”

Then, leaning forward, lips brushing my ear:
“It goes inside needy sluts, to remind them who they belong to. At all times.”

She sat back, twirling it like a pen. “My ex bought it for me, back when he said he wanted to make me his little whore. But I waited. I waited for you. I wanted to be taken by my best friend’s cock. I wanted you to make me your little bitch.”

She grinned, eyes glittering.
“Only, hah… you’re the little bitch now. So I guess… you’ll be the one wearing it.”

She didn’t even give me time to protest. She slicked it up, spread my legs, and slowly—firmly—pressed it against my hole.
I held my breath.

“Lesson One: Always obey,” Hannah said.

At those words, something inside me gave in. Obeying her was all I wanted. The plug slipped inside me with ease.

I gasped. My body jerked against the ropes. Pain. Pleasure. Embarrassment. But it was something hotter, more confusing, more total.

Full. Claimed. Owned.
Powerless in a new, deeper way.

“That’s better,” she said, slapping my thigh. “Now you’re finally starting to look the part of my owned little slut.”

And as she leaned back to admire her work, she announced:

“Time for a cage inspection.”

I flinched. I already knew what she’d see.

Sure enough, her pressing the plug inside my ass had caused a warm, clear trail of precum to leak out of my trapped cock, dribbling down the bars of the cage like a faucet I couldn’t shut off. I blushed, so embarrassed.

“Aw, baby,” she cooed. “Did getting your little plug make you that excited?”

I turned my face away, burning even hotter with shame.

She giggled and took another bite of the bagel. Crumbs rained down onto my bare chest like I was nothing more than her breakfast tray.

“Clean,” she demanded, and slipped her fingers into my mouth one by one. I was so humiliated as I sucked in her crumbs.

Then she slid down beside me, her fingers lazily drifting to my caged cock. She didn’t grip it, she traced it. Featherlight. Just the barest touch over the exposed sensitive flesh pushing through the bars. It was utterly maddening.

I whimpered.

“Today,” she murmured, “We’ve been invited to a special event. Do you want to go?”

She leaned in and pressed her lips to my ear, her voice low and silky. As she describe it my cock twitched uselessly. Once she finished, I nodded eagerly, excited and giddy. I knew there was a safeword and could get out of this at any time, but I had no wish to use it. What was I becoming?

“If you do a good job, I’ll unlock you for five minutes. Just five. But if you fail? If you disappoint me? Then you’ll be punished. Severely.”

My hips bucked at the word unlock. The idea of release made my entire body ache.

“How is that fair?” I moaned, desperate and already on the edge.

Hannah gasped theatrically, one hand to her chest like she’d just heard a blasphemy.

“This is exactly what I mean,” she said, tone sharp now. “You’re still my best friend. But things have changed. No more talking back. No more whining. Or else... this happens.”

Before I could ask what this meant, she flipped me over like I weighed nothing. Her strength caught me off guard—controlled, confident, dominant.

Then came the first slap.

Her open palm cracked against my bare ass, the sting immediate. I cried out. She didn’t pause.

“Ten should do for your first lesson.”

Smack.
Smack.
Smack.

Each one was sharper than the last. And with every strike, she tapped my new plug, sending jolts of stimulation straight into my core and tiny aftershocks that teased my prostate and made my vision blur in desire.

By the sixth hit, I was drooling into the pillow.

Then I felt her shift. Her hips straddled my thighs, and she peeled off her panties—damp, warm, intoxicating—and shoved them gently into my mouth.

“You’re one of those loud bitches,” she whispered. “Can’t have the neighbors hearing how much of a pussy you are.”

The next five were harder. Slower. More deliberate. Each one echoed through me. Until finally she gave an almighty smack, sending a flash of pain across both cheeks before she squeezed them tight with both hands.

“That’s Ten!” she cheered.

It was over.

My ass was red-hot and throbbing, and my cock was leaking uselessly again, helpless in its tight unforgiving cage.

Hannah got up, humming, and grabbed her instant camera from the shelf.

“For the fridge,” Hannah explained, and snapped a picture of my freshly punished ass.

She showed me the image, the mark of her palms signing my ass like it was a deed to my body. She was the owner now.

She untied me and I watched, dazed, as she sauntered off and posted it under a magnet shaped like a cherry.

Then she turned back to me, smug satisfaction in her voice.

“Go shower. There’s an outfit waiting in the dryer. And no stalling—your training starts in ten.”


The Panties

I reached for the laundry.

“Hannah?” I called out, staring at the pile.

A delicate white thong with little pink hearts. Tight white running shorts. Soft, ankle-hugging socks. And a skin-hugging white workout tee, practically sheer.

She popped her head around the corner. “What’s the problem?”

I held up the thong like it was on fire. “You said you had clothes for me.”

“I did. That is your outfit.”

“My cage will be visible. Anyone looking—”

She cut me off with a smirk. “Only if they’re looking. Besides, its a private trail and a private event. And if anyone does notice… well, maybe they’re supposed to.”

I hesitated, cheeks already burning.

“You didn’t even leave me underwear.”

She walked in fully now, eyes dancing. “Oh, I did,” she said sweetly. “You like my panties so much, I figured you should wear a pair. They make your little caged cock look adorable. And they’ll help hold that plug in place, so you don’t embarrass yourself by clenching and popping it out at the wrong moment. Aren’t I thoughtful?”

I opened my mouth, but one look from her shut me down. Her gaze dropped to my bright red ass like she owned it. Which, at this point, she kind of did.

“…Thank you, Hannah.”

“I think it should be Miss Hannah from now on,” she corrected, casually, like it had always been that way. “Good boy.”

Then she washed me—slowly, methodically, teasing every inch of my skin. Her fingers lingered on my caged cock, ghosting over the bars. Then down, slick and firm, to clean around the plug. She giggled when I squirmed.

When I was trembling, freshly dried, she clapped her hands. “Time to dress!”

She watched every motion as I slid into her panties, the lace snug and humiliating. Then the shorts—tight enough to leave nothing to the imagination. The T-shirt clung to my chest, slightly damp from the steam of the shower. I felt like a doll she’d picked out clothes for.

Then she went behind a folding screen to change.

“I’m shy.”

In bubblegum-pink workout shorts, obscenely tight, molded to her ass like paint. Her top matched—cropped, clinging, her nipples just barely visible through the fabric. She looked like a porn star in an ad for yoga classes.

She walked up, grinned, and slapped my caged cock with a flat palm. “Let’s go.”

We ran by the coast, the sea glittering beside us. I was burning with embarrassment, though I knew we both looked good. We were both lean, toned, and glowing with sweat.

She ran like a goddess, legs pumping, ass bouncing hypnotically in those pink shorts. Heads turned. I was almost glad to be in a chastity cage at that moment.

But what made my head spin was how normal she still sounded. As we jogged side by side, she chatted about video games, new movies, and mutual friends like nothing had changed—like I wasn’t leaking in her panties, like I wasn’t plugged and caged under the flimsiest of clothes.

From the outside, we were just two friends on a coastal run. But if you listened close—if you really paid attention—you’d catch the only two things that had really changed.

I only called her Miss Hannah now.

And she only called me her bitch.

Meanwhile, my cage kept bouncing with every step, a tight, rhythmic reminder that I was hers.

Halfway in, she glanced over her shoulder, smirking. “Wanna know how I got that cage?”

I grunted, winded.

“I won that cage at a bachelorette bingo thing. ‘Surprise prize’ for deepthroating the biggest banana. I thought I’d thrown it away.” She winked. “Guess I’m glad I didn’t.”

Eventually she slowed, breathing heavy but graceful. Breasts bouncing as she panted. “Carry me.”

“What?”

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “I own you remember. Chop chop. Unless you want me to pull down your shorts and show the world your pretty little panties.”

I stumbled, adjusted, and kept going—her thighs gripping my sides, her breath hot against my ear. Whispering how much I must love feeling her legs wrapped around me, and how useless my cock was.

Finally, we reached a gated section of the beach. A discreet orange wooden sign swung in the breeze:

THE DIRTY MINDS CLUB

Members Only.

Beyond the gated fence, it was like a farmer's market run by your filthiest fantasies. Stalls lined the boardwalk, but instead of jam jars and organic tomatoes, there were collars, cuffs, plugs, and paddles. Naked bodies glistened in the sun. Some people strolled casually in latex and leather, others were crawling, leashed, or tied to posts like obedient pets. Moans mixed with the sounds of laughter and waves.

She leaned down, kissed my cheek, and whispered, “Are you ready for an adventure.”


The Dirty Minds Club

The Dirty Minds Club was nestled right along the shore, velvet ropes and colorful tents spread out like a kinky carnival. The air was thick with salt, sweat, and sex.

A blonde woman in a glossy white maid outfit stopped us at the entrance. Her lips were overfilled and gleaming, made to give blowjobs. Her heavy makeup was perfectly exaggerated, and her breasts strained the corset like they might burst free. Her thighs—thick and firm—were cinched by flower patterned stockings held up by thick garters that glistened under the sun. The perfect bimbo maid.

“First-timers, huh?” she purred, eyeing me like a chew toy.

Hannah hesitated for the briefest second. She was confident, radiant—but I could see it. This was new for her too. Her cheeks flushed just a little.

“Oh, this and that,” she said airily, then grew brave and grinned. “Actually, I caught my bestie here sniffing my panties. So I locked up his needy little cock and stuffed it into a pair of my own.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “He has to obey me all week. Signed a contract and everything.”

The latex maid clapped, delighted. “Oh, goodie. We love when fresh panty-locked sluts join the community.” She winked at me. “Aren’t you just a pathetic little treasure?”

My cock throbbed behind the bars, humiliated and so very, very excited.

She pulled a map from her cleavage—a cartoony, illustrated thing that looked like it belonged at a theme park. She circled a few tents with a sparkly pen.

“My name’s Moxie,” she said, slipping a card into Hannah’s top. “If you ever need someone to house-sit your toy, let me know. I’m very good at giving etiquette lessons—and I’d love to teach this one how to curtsy.”

My cock throbbed through the bars of my cage.

Hannah laughed and tucked the card into her bra. “Careful. He’ll probably beg you to take him.”

I laughed, pretending it wasn’t true.

As we stepped deeper into the grounds, the noise shifted—moans, slaps, buzzing toys, laughter, commands. We passed a stall selling custom collars, one displaying decorative gags like designer jewelry, and a shaded tent where a bound man was having hot wax poured all down his cock.

“Wow,” Hannah whispered. “This is… a lot. I didn’t expect…” She trailed off as we both turned and saw three women strapped to wooden frames, their asses bare and pink, while another woman in full leather flogged them in slow, merciless rhythm.

I swallowed hard. “It’s hot.”

She smirked and slapped my ass. “You have a very dirty mind.”

Then the dominatrix with the flogger turned. It was Naomi, Hannah’s Landlord.

“Hannah, you made it!” Naoimi called, throwing one hard lash against each slave in turn before running over and squeezing Hannah into a tight hug, lifting her off her feet.


New Toys!

I couldn’t help but stare. Naoimi was so hot it was scary, or at least so scary it was hot. Her hair was in two space buns, and her black makeup made her wide eyes look witchy and malicious. The corset barely contained her heaving breasts, and I could see her round cherry red nipples and the rose-gold piercing glinting in the sun. She wore those boy-stomping platforms and glittery fishnets. Nothing but a gstring covering her pussy.

She caught me staring and raised an eyebrow.

“Slaves shouldn’t be so brazen,” she said sharply.

I dropped my eyes instantly.

“You’re good at this,” Hannah said with a low whistle.

Naoimi giggled. “I’ve had a lot of practice. Watch this!”

The goth goddess snapped her fingers.

Seemingly appearing from nowhere a handsome male slave around my age in a flat cage and latex harness crawled behind her, adjusted the string of her underwear and began to lick her asshole without hesitation. From the front, a tall girl with black dreads, full breasts with nipple tassles and a strip of tape over her pussy, attacked from the front and nuzzled between Naoimi’s thighs.

“May I have permission to taste you goddess?” she said begging, tongue panting like a pet’s.

“Yes, now hurry up or I’ll tie you to the flogger and leave you there for the day, just like last week.”

The girl purred and began licking and sucking at Naoimi’s clit. Hannah bit her plump lip as Naoimi gave a little moan and patted her slave’s head.

“You have a lot to learn,” Naoimi added, glancing at me with a smirk. “These two obedient slaves are Kitten and Puppy—my live-in submissives.”

She turned to Hannah with a grin. “So what do you think of the club? Crazy, right?”

“Yeah,” Hannah said, a little breathless. “But I think I’m getting the hang of it.”

Naomi moaned sharply and came with a guttural gasp, her knees wobbling just a little as the girl between her thighs lapped her through the aftershocks. She caught her breath and winked at Hannah.

“Okay, now tour time.”

She didn’t bother to cover up—just wiped her fingers on her slave’s tits and turned, leading us through the maze of tents and stalls with her hips swaying like a pendulum. Halfway down the path, she pulled out a gleaming credit card from somewhere inside her corset and handed it to Hannah with a grin.

“Apology gift. That idiot realtor listed it as two bedrooms instead of one. So… shopping spree?”

Hannah lit up. “You had me at ‘credit card.’”

We stopped at a boutique called Leash & Devotion. It looked like a cross between a luxury pet store and a high-fashion dungeon. Naomi grabbed a leash from the display—sleek black leather with a rose-gold clip.

“Oh, this one’s perfect for him.”

Hannah turned to me with a look that made my heart pound. “Strip.”

I hesitated for half a breath—just enough for her to raise one eyebrow.

“You know they have a great selection of paddles here,” Naoimi smirked, picking up something about the size of a baseball bat from the wall. “Maybe we should buy this instead.”

I stripped.

The cool air hit my skin, goosebumps everywhere. My cock, locked up in its snug little cage, pressed against the skimpy panties and bounced slightly with each nervous breath. All around us, women turned. One whistled low. Another giggled.

“Aww, look at that cute little nub,” someone purred. “Is it always that tiny?”

“No wonder she keeps it locked up,” another added.

“Is that a glittery plug in his slutty ass?”

Behind the counter, the saleswoman laughed. “I love his panties, I think I have the same pair at home.”

I went to take the panties of,f but Hannah stopped me.

“We can just pull them to the side, you look so pretty in them,” Hannah said, doing so before she clipped the leash to the front of my cage, tugged it once, and smiled like she’d just accessorized her outfit. “Perfect.”

We strolled the market with me trailing behind like a trained, humiliated puppy. Naomi picked up toys and lingerie like she was shopping for snacks. Eventually, we arrived at The Lockbox, a tent devoted entirely to chastity. The shelves glittered with cages in every shape and size.

There was a sleek, transparent plastic one with an internal anti-erection spike array—"for the chronic self-touchers," the sign read. Another was pure steel, polished like a mirror, with no room for growth at all. One display showed a Bluetooth-enabled cage, with an app and a heart rate monitor—“So your Domme can tell just how horny you are, anytime.”

Naomi leaned in, biting her lip. “Mmm. Let’s buy you a few surprises, dear.”

Hannah beamed. “What should I do in the meantime?”

Naomi said, bopped Hannah on the nose, “Could you find us a prime spot by the beach?”

We started toward the shoreline, and on the way, Hannah stopped at a cheeky little stall labeled Sub Hydration Packs. Really, it was just electrolyte water in a sippy bottle shaped like a cock. Of course it was. This day was becoming a parade of public humiliation—and I was loving every second.

“I give you permission to hydrate,” Hannah said sweetly, but with that delicious, malicious edge she’d started to perfect. “Good subs stay nice and wet… inside and out.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “That barely makes sense.”

Hannah snorted. “Just go with it, I’m having fun, aren’t you?”

In answer, I knelt and wrapped my lips around the cock-straw while she browsed toys. She picked out a sleek, remote-controlled butt plug—much bigger than the one already buzzing inside me.

“For beach vibes,” she said casually, like she was picking out a pair of sunglasses.

She dropped it into a bag and handed it to me—by placing the handle in my mouth.

“Carry it like a good little bitch.”


Punished at the beach

We found two loungers beneath a crimson umbrella, angled perfectly for the sun. Hannah dropped into hers with regal laziness, legs parted, sunglasses slipping down her nose. I tried to sit next to her, desperate for a little shade.

She raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me? Did my chaste pantyboy ask to sit?”

I froze. “N-no, Miss Hannah…”

“Naughty,” she tsked. “Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees immediately. “Sorry, Miss…”

She trailed a manicured nail down my chest, across my trembling belly, along the bars of my tight little cage. When she pulled her hand back, a rope of precum stretched between us.

“Good slaves clean their messes.”

Blushing furiously, I leaned in and licked it from her finger, cheeks hot enough to burn.

“I was going to wait until we got home,” she said, voice purring with pleasure, “but since someone tried to sit without permission… I guess your new plug goes in now.”

Just then, Naomi reappeared, breezing up a wicked smile, and a tall, sweating glass.

“Hi, Hannah. Mocktail delivery,” she sang, flopping down beside her like the queen she was. Kitten and Puppy, her perfectly trained subs, kneeled on either side and offered their backs—living tables for the drinks.

“Oh my god, thank you,its so hot” Hannah said, gulping down the mocktail and sighing dramatically. She held the glass up and grinned. “ I give you permission to lap up the rest of my drink like the thirsty little bitch you are.”

She poured the remaining droplets into her palm and held it out. I obeyed, tongue out, licking from her hand like a pathetic dog.

“Nothing as sweet as the first boy you break,” Naomi watched, amused. “If you’re too hot, Hannah, maybe you should lose your top. Let those beautiful tits bounce! Helps you blend in.”

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Hannah said with a cheeky grin, right before yanking her top off and tossing it aside, blushing despite the fact that I was kneeling in her panties in the middle of a group of strangers. “Oh well.”

Naomi raised her brows, catching the desperate look on my face.

“Let me rub you down, babe,” Naomi offered, already pouring lotion into her hands. “It’ll drive your little chastity bitch wild.”

She began working the lotion into Hannah’s skin—slow, deliberate. She rubbed Hannah’s nipples until they stiffened, then cupped and squeezed her breasts while Hannah giggled and moaned softly.

I whimpered. My cock throbbed in its prison, aching to reach, to touch, to do anything.

“Maybe I’ll never let you touch them Bestie,” Hannah cooed, eyes locked on mine. “I bet that idea makes you crazy.”

And then came the promised punishment.

Hannah pulled the new plug from the bag, slicked it up, and had me go on all fours at the end of her lounger. She took out my old plug, and I gasped as it popped free. My asshole was on total display and I burned with embarrassment.

“He’s got a tasty-looking hole,” Naomi said, coming over and spreading my cheeks. “Promise you’ll let me be there if you ever fuck it?”

Hannah laughed and slid in the new plug slowly. My yelp turned swiftly into a moan. She kept pushing steadily until it was buried deep, then connected it to the app on her phone with a little beep.

Naomi smacked my cage and grinned. “Good little ass slut.”

The moment she did, I let out a strangled moan. Precum drooled from my cage, shameful and unchecked.

Naomi laughed. “Oh, look at this leaky little thing. I think he needs a milking.”

“I agree,” Hannah said, suddenly bold. “I want to test my new toy!”

“Which one? The plug or the bitch?” Naomi giggled and flicked my cage again.

An involuntary moan escaped my lips.

Hannah turned to her new, infuriating friend. “Know anyone who’d want to watch?”


Cumming in my cage—to an audience

Hannah waved over two women from the next lounger. My heart stopped.

One was Moxie—the blonde bombshell maid from the entrance, the one with the blowjob lips and bimbo-perfect curves, her uniform now unzipped halfway to reveal the tops of her absurdly plump breasts, sweat glistening in the valley between them. Her thighs shimmered with body oil, her lips still lacquered and pouty, shaped like they were made for sucking. My cage ached just from looking at her.

The other was Fredrika, a friend of Naoimi. She was tall, Nordic, and statuesque in the way of a professional runway model. Her short black bob-cut swayed in the wind, and her full red lips parted in a mischievous smile. Starting at her navel she had a tattoo of a whip, lacing around and down her smooth, long legs before it wrapped around her ankles. She wore a crocheted bikini that barely counted as clothing, a camera between her small petite tits, and a smug, curious smile as she approached.

I wanted to crawl away. I wanted to die. I was thrilled.

Hannah glanced over her shoulder at them, totally relaxed. “Ladies,” she said, “I think my slut wants to put on a show.”

Moxie leaned forward, glossy pink lips parting as she caught sight of me bent over, cheeks spread, cage drooling like a broken pipe. “Ohhh, wow,” she purred, voice syrupy and amused. “Look at this messy little bitch.”

Fredrika crouched beside me, examining me like I was an art piece, one eyebrow raised. “He’s a cutie pie,” she said in a thick accent. “So twitchy. And leaking like a broken toy.”

I was dying. Burning. My whole body was shaking. The plug pulsed, and I gasped, trembling harder. The app in Hannah’s hand might as well have been my brainstem.

“Is this your first public scene?” Moxie asked, licking a lollipop that appeared from god knows where. She smeared it over my lips and tapped my cage with a long pink fingernail. “You're so reactive. I love that.”

“I think he’s been waiting his whole life for this,” Hannah said with a smirk. “He just didn’t know it.”

“Let me help with the show.” Naomi leaned over my back, her breasts brushing me, and spread my cheeks wider again. “Such a good little ass slut,” she cooed, “and very obedient. Want to show the nice ladies what happens when we turn the dial?”

Before I could even beg, Hannah began the show.

“You know,” she murmured, almost to herself, “they really make the UI on these things so user-friendly.”

She swiped delicately, scrolling through options like she was choosing a playlist. A low hum buzzed through the plug, and I gasped, knees sinking deeper into the hot sand.

Hannah smiled without looking. “Oh, that’s the gentle tease setting. Let’s see how long you last.”

My thighs trembled. The plug pulsed slow, maddening, like a heartbeat inside me—pressing against places that made my back arch and my breath catch.

“Such a good boy,” my best friend murmured, tapping another option.

The hum changed. A little sharper now, pulsing in irregular waves. Like it was toying with me. Mocking me.

“Oh,” Naomi said, watching with a wicked grin. “That’s the one I use on Puppy when he’s been especially pathetic.”

Puppy whimpered and rubbed his cheek against her calf, proud of the attention.

I was not proud. I was a wreck. My arms shook. Sweat trickled down my spine. I could feel every gaze on me—on the tight cage that throbbed with each buzz, the shiny dribble trailing from the tip.

Before I could even beg again, Hannah slid the setting up.

The plug throbbed—no, rumbled, like a living thing inside me. I moaned, choking on my breath. My knees buckled.

“She’s going to make him cream himself,” Fredrika whispered, delighted.

“Ugh,” Moxie moaned theatrically. “It’s so embarrassing when they cum in the cage. Gets all sticky and hot, and you can’t even clean it out until you unlock them. So un-demure. I love it.”

I was twitching. Panting. Drenched in shame. My whole body lit up from the inside, shaking like a leaf in the wind.

“Look at that face,” Naomi said sweetly. “Look how bad he wants it.”

Naomi leaned in and whispered something into Hannah’s ear, her lips brushing the shell of it. Whatever she said made Hannah grin—and blush, just a little. That’s when I knew I was fucked.

Hannah reached for her phone. The vibrations slowed. Torturously.

“No,” I gasped, voice cracking. “Please—don’t stop.”

I couldn’t believe I was begging not to be spared—but to be used more. My face burned.

Behind me, Moxie let out a delighted squeal, bouncing in her latex. “What a little slut! He’s adorable.”

Fredrika gave a low chuckle. “He’s going to cry if you take it away much longer.”

I started to moan like a pornstar. I couldn’t help it.

Hannah turned to them both with an innocent smile. “He is such a needy little thing, isn’t he?”

Then, her voice dropped—low, mean, and slow: “But he has to earn it.”

She lifted one foot and slid it under my chin.

Her soles were soft and warm from the lounger, her white toenails glossy and perfect. I could still smell the coconut lotion. She placed her other foot on the back of my neck, pressing lightly until I bowed my head lower.

Looking at Naomi with a wicked little grin, Hannah spoke with giddy cruelty. “Worship me, you slut. Kiss my feet. Kiss them while you kneel in soaked panties with your limp little clit locked away. Show all these strong, beautiful women just how desperate a loser like you really are. They’d never let you fuck them—but maybe, if you’re lucky, they’ll let you grovel.”

A wave of shame rolled through me—and I loved it.

I kissed her feet.

Softly at first. Then ravenously. I savored the taste of sweat and sun lotion and the humiliation of it all. I moaned against her arch.

Moxie clapped, giggling like a cheerleader. The tattooed Fredrika took out her camera and began capturing pictures of me.

Naomi leaned back on her elbows, biting her lip. “Ohhh, he’s such a natural footboy,” she purred. “Look at him go. Bet you could get him to cum just from licking your soles.”

I flushed deeper, thighs trembling. Hannah reached for her phone again.

“Since you’re being good,” she said sweetly, “you can have a little treat.”

She cranked the vibrations back up—and the plug roared to life inside me.

I gasped, buckling, drooling, hips twitching uncontrollably.

“Good footboy,” she cooed, stroking the back of my head with her toes. “Now let’s see if you can cum in your cage—like the pathetic little toy you are.”

The moment she slid the intensity to max, it was over. I screamed—not loud, but desperate. Shaky. Embarrassed.

The orgasm ripped through me, helpless and humiliating. I came in the cage, thick and slow and ruined. It pooled against the metal, smeared against the soft lining of the panties I still wore—soaked and shaming.

Moxie clapped.

“Good little cumslut,” she crooned. “You make such a pretty mess.”

The Scandinavian woman smirked and ruffled my hair. “He should be in the stocks more often. I want to see what other noises he makes.”

Naomi leaned in and pressed a kiss to my cheek. “You did so well, sweetheart. Not just any slut could spurt in their cage so quick!”

My vision blurred from pleasure and embarrassment. I wanted to melt into the sand, to become nothing but a puddle at their feet.

But I stayed where I was—plugged, caged, empty, and adored.

“Aww, you did so well, you get your reward now. 5 minutes.” Hannah purred, kissing my cheek and removing my cage with a flourish.

But so soon after cumming it was limp and useless, and I couldn’t reach it with my hands in the stocks. I bucked against the sand, but it was no good.

“There, there, Bestie,” Hannah cooed, locking me back up. “Let’s get you home to bed.”

Fredrika smacked me on the ass. “You'd better sleep well. I own the Dirty Minds club, and your Mistress has volunteered you as our new chastity and funishment model. You’re in for the photoshoot of a lifetime.”

Hannah gave me an affectionate squeeze of the balls.

Tomorrow couldn’t arrive fast enough.


Night 2: Naoimi and Moxie Hit the Town

The bar was upscale but rowdy, perched high above the Vancouver skyline, its rooftop lit with flickering candles and beautiful reflections. The city buzzed below, but up here, all that mattered were two dangerously gorgeous women sipping cocktails and laughing like they owned the night.

Because, in many ways, they did.

Naoimi and Moxie had been best friends since college—though “best friends” hardly covered it. They’d co-founded their first startup in senior year, a kink-positive lingerie brand now worth seven figures, and seduced half their business professors along the way. Both had thriving professional empires, private kink clubs, and more submissives than they could count. And tonight? They were celebrating. No birthdays, no launches. Just two filthy-minded girl-bosses blowing off steam.

Naoimi lounged back on a velvet couch, legs crossed, her heels dangling from her fresh pedicured toes as she stirred her second espresso martini with a jet black nail. She wore a strappy sheer black dress that made her look like a goddess mid-ascension. Her tits, full and barely contained, spilled forward with every breath.

Across from her, Moxie matched her energy perfectly—tight white corset, black mesh pants, and a huge teased platinum ponytail that made her look like a futuristic domme doll. Her eyes sparkled with trouble, her glossy lips perpetually smirking.

“You know what your problem is?” Moxie said, swirling her drink.

Naoimi raised an eyebrow, amused. “I’m bereft of genuine problems, forcing you to come up with imagined flaws to keep me interesting?”

“Please you’re too sexy to be dull,” Moxie laughed. “No, your problem is that with all your little chastity games, you haven’t gotten railed in months.”

Naoimi sipped, unbothered. “Neither have you.”

Moxie’s eyes narrowed with mock challenge. “You wanna flip for it?”

Naoimi grinned. This had been an old favourite of theirs in college.

“Oh my god. Are we really doing this?”

“We are absolutely doing this,” Moxie purred, digging into her cleavage and producing a shiny coin like she was some kind of tit magician  “Loser gets bent and fucked like a slut.”

Naoimi rolled her eyes dramatically, but her pupils dilated. “Call it.”

“Heads,” Moxie declared.

Naoimi flipped it—flick of a perfect thumb, graceful as ever—and they both leaned in as the coin landed between their cocktails.

Heads.

Moxie’s grin went feral. “Bend over, Daddy’s home.”



Half an hour later, they were tangled in silk sheets in Moxie’s penthouse, half-tipsy and giddy with excitement. The room smelled like desire and perfume and the raw electric anticipation of old lovers rediscovering their rhythm.

Naoimi was already stripped, heels still on, wrists tied with her own thigh-highs to the headboard. Her lipstick was smudged from Moxie’s kisses, and her thighs trembled slightly where they spread for her best friend.

Moxie stood at the foot of the bed, slipping into a thick, glittery pink strap-on like she was donning armor. Her body gleamed under the chandelier light—powerful, poised, tits perfect beneath the corset she hadn’t even bothered to remove. The strap-on looked absurdly oversized, veined and glistening, the kind of cock that made an innocent girl gasp.

But Naoimi was far from innocent.

“You like the color?” Moxie asked, teasing the tip against Naoimi’s glistening pussy lips. “You must get sick of everything being black and spooky all the time.”

Naoimi’s voice was low, thick with arousal. “I’ll take your dick anyway I can get it, bitch. Hurry up.”

“Oh, someone’s eager.” Moxie slid forward, the toy parting her with a slick, slow pressure that drew a choked gasp from Naoimi’s throat. “Look at you. My big bad goth dommy mommy all spread out and needy. Who’s the bitch now?”

Naoimi bit her lip, hating how much she loved this. “Still you. But I’m working on it.”

Moxie grinned and slipped the strap deep into her old friend.

Slow. Deep. Controlled.

Naoimi’s body arched at the first real thrust, muscles twitching. “Fuck—fuck, Moxie—”

Moxie tangled a hand in her hair and yanked her head back. “What’s my name, baby girl?”

Naoimi’s moan split the air. “Daddy. Fuck. You’re Daddy tonight.”

“Damn right I am.”

Moxie began to fuck her harder, the slap of hips on skin echoing in the room like orchestral music. The pink glitter strap-on disappeared and reappeared, glistening with lube and slick, and every thrust drove a shiver down Naoimi’s spine.

Naoimi writhed under her gorgeous friend’s body, her orgasm building like fire under her skin. “Harder, please—Daddy, please—”

“You used to top half this city,” Moxie growled, fucking her deeper. “Now look at you. Just a sloppy little cockslut, dripping around my cock.”

“I love your cock,” Naoimi moaned. “I love it. I missed it.”

“You missed me.” Moxie’s voice broke for a second, and she leaned in to kiss Naoimi’s throat, breath hot and close. “Say it.”

“I missed you,” Naoimi whimpered. “Missed your strap. Missed your voice. Missed being your girl.”

That did it.

Moxie thrust in hard, bottoming out and grinding there, fingers working Naoimi’s clit like she had done so many times before. Naoimi bucked once—twice—then let out a ragged, broken scream as the orgasm hit, soaking the bed and shattering her control.

“DADDY—fuck, Daddy—” she cried, voice gone, legs shaking as Moxie kissed her through it.

They collapsed together, sweat-slick and panting, giggling like dirty teenagers.

Naoimi blinked up at the ceiling. “Okay. You win tonight.”

Moxie grinned, tugging the strap-on loose. “Tomorrow?”

Naoimi smirked. “Tails. You’re mine.”


Night 2: Hannah borrows Naomi’s toys

The apartment was quiet.

Miss Hannah had finally tucked Bestie into bed—still wearing her panties, still locked up, still twitching in his cage like a good little housepet. He whimpered once in his sleep when she brushed his hair off his forehead. That made her smile.

She was lounging on her couch in just a tiny t-shirt and pair of white high-cut panties, her bare feet toeing the cold floorboards as she took a first sip of her wine. It had barely touched her tongue when a knock tittered at the door.

“Who is is?” Hannah asked.

“Gifts,” came a muffled reply. “From Mistress Naoimi.”

When she opened it, the two slaves from the Dirty Mind’s Club knelt in the hallway like an offering.

The man, Puppy, was tall and strong, posed on all fours with a tail plug wiggling between his muscular ass cheeks. His pink metal chastity cage gleamed between his thighs, precum glistening at the tip. God he had muscles to burn. In another world Hannah would have fantasised about being taken by a man with that build. But things were swiftly changing and she wasn’t sure she was that girl anymore.

Beside him knelt the beautiful woman with the black dreads, Kitten—tall, with toned thighs, she was wrapped in delicate pink lingerie which hugged a glittering steel chastity device locked snug against her slick lips. A matching pink collar circled her neck, her pretty mouth set in a proud smile.

“Mistress Naomi sent us,” Kitten purred. “She’s out with an old pal and thought we may be of service to you, Miss Hannah.”

Hannah blushed, she still wasn’t used to this new world of dominance and denial. “So what—this is like ordering dessert?”

Kitten giggled and tugged Puppy’s leash. “You get to choose one of us. For one night. You get to choose who serves you.”

Both looked up, eyes full of trained, desperate adoration.

Hannah hesitated. Then her eyes fell on Puppy’s form and she bit her lip.

“Sorry Kitten.”

She pointed at Puppy.

“I’ll take him.”

Kitten’s face didn’t fall—but her blush deepened.

“Of course, Miss,” she said softly. “My husband is yours for the evening.”



Two minutes later, Hannah was laying back on her couch with a fresh glass of vino, her thighs spread, her panties discarded by her feet.

Between her legs, Puppy, and there was no other word for this, Puppy worshiped her pussy.

His tongue was slow and steady, lapping her folds with trained devotion. He held her thighs in place like a zealot at the altar of a new goddess, his pink cage grinding helplessly against the rug beneath him.

Miss Hannah leaned her head back, eyes fluttering closed. “Fuck… Naomi wasn’t kidding. He really is good at this.”

Kitten sat naked and cross-legged on the floor nearby, sipping sparkling water, still dressed in nothing but her glittering cage and thigh-high socks. Her nipples were hard. Her cheeks flushed.

She watched with reverence—and unmistakable hunger.

“He trained himself, you know,” she said softly. “Years ago. He read every book on technique. Bought a dildo shaped like me so he could practice with flavored lube. Took notes.”

Hannah moaned, grinding her hips against Puppy’s mouth. “God. No one’s ever done it like this.”

Kitten bit her lip. Her voice trembled, but she kept her back straight.

“It’s so humiliating. Watching my husband serve another woman. Knowing how good his tongue feels and that I won’t get it—won’t get anything—until Naomi says I’ve earned it.”

She looked down at the pink metal locked over her pussy, fingertips brushing the cool surface.

“But I love it. I love being denied for her. I love being owned. I love being made jealous.”

Puppy groaned against Hannah’s slit, and the vibration sent a jolt up her spine.

Hannah moaned louder, one hand gripping his hair. “God, he’s—fuck, you’re gonna make me—”

Kitten whimpered at the sound, squirming where she sat.

“She told us no real orgasms all summer,” Kitten said dreamily. “Barely even ruined ones. Puppy hasn’t cum in twenty-four days. I haven’t cum in seventy-three. Mistress Naoimi says it makes us better. Tighter. Hotter. More… focused on her pleasure.”

She smiled at Hannah, eyes wide and dark with hunger.

“You’re lucky, Miss. You get to be the reason Puppy moans in his sleep tonight.”

Hannah came hard—legs trembling, her hips jerking against his face. Puppy didn’t stop. He didn’t even slow. He lapped up every drop of her pleasure like it was holy water, licking her through the aftershocks with reverence and awe.

When she finally pushed him away, panting, Hannah blinked and looked down.

Puppy stared up like a starving man, lips slick, muzzle hanging loose. His cage was leaking—glassy drips smearing the floor where he’d ground against the rug, untouched.

“Good boy,” Hannah whispered, petting his hair.

He whimpered with pride.

Kitten crawled over and kissed his forehead gently.

“You did so well, baby. Miss Hannah was pleased.”

Puppy leaned into her touch, but his eyes stayed locked on Hannah.

Kitten turned to her and bowed slightly. “If you ever get curious about what I can do to a pussy my lady, please don’t hesitate to ring our bell.”

And with that they departed, leaving Hannah flushed and fulfilled and dripping all over her couch.



Later, as Hannah dimmed the lights, her Bestie stirred under the blankets.

“Is everything okay?” he mumbled sleepily.

Hannah smiled, leaned down, and tucked the covers tighter around his waist.

“Everything’s wonderful,” she whispered.

She kissed his forehead.

“Now sleep, chastity bitch. Big day tomorrow.”

As she turned to leave, he murmured, “I dreamed I was licking you.”

Hannah paused in the doorway.

Her smile sharpened.

“Oh, Bestie,” she whispered, almost to herself. “One day. Maybe.”

And then she closed the door—leaving him aching, leaking, and alone in the dark.


Day 3: Chastity Model Photoshoot

Later that Day….

The studio looked like something off a model reality show. Massive, gleaming white, and blindingly lit by rows of spotlights that made every twitch of my caged cock impossible to hide.

Three ravishing women with tight waists and huge busts bounded about — each one naked except for their sleek collars and tight chastity belts. Their tits jiggled as they adjusted reflectors, fiddled with lights and giggled with the easy freedom of girls who weren't the ones about to have their humiliation documented for the rest of time.

At the far end of the studio, Hannah perched in a tall director’s chair, swinging her legs and flashing glimpses of her white, slick panties.

"Oh my god," my best friend squealed, clapping her hands and pointing at the pink prison encasing my cock. "That cage is teeny! How did you even fit him in there?"

"It was easy, Miss," Dina said brightly, dipping into an obedient curtsy. "His old cage was way too generous. Even this tiny one’s probably still a little too big."

The assistants giggled.

I caught Hannah's eye, silently begging her.

But she only grinned wider, absolutely thrilled with my humiliation and desperate need to cum.


Chastity House-Slave

"You missed a spot!"

The leash snapped taut, yanking at the ring of my chastity cage. I gasped, stumbling onto my hands and knees as Hannah pulled me toward a watermark on the hardwood. Dawn light spilled through the high-rises, painting the floor gold. My third day as my best friend's caged little chastity slut had just begun.

"You need to do a better job if you ever want me to let your tiny locked cock out again," Hannah purred, giving the leash a second, unnecessary tug — just to watch me blush.

She lounged on the couch like she owned the world — and me along with it.

Beautiful. Cruel. Impossible. She was all these things and more.

Her sheer white top did nothing to hide the firm curves of her breasts, raspberry-pink nipples dark through the delicate fabric. Long, smooth legs tucked beneath her in tiny white leather shorts. High white heels dangled from her pretty, pedicured toes. Around one slim ankle, the silver key to my chastity cage winked with every little movement.

That key had turned my cock into something smaller, embarrassing — her pretty little toy.

After twenty years of friendship, she'd caught me sniffing her panties — and turned me into her submissive houseboy for the week.

She was loving every second of it.

And as frustrating — as aching — as it was...

So was I.

"You're so pretty like that," Hannah said, tapping her heel against my cage. The sharp jolt made me moan helplessly. "On your knees, drooling over my key like a desperate little bitch."

She smiled when she saw the cage twitch.

"Oh my god, you're throbbing just because I called you a bitch. You like being my pathetic little plaything, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I whispered, eyes on the floor.

"Good boy," she said, clucking her tongue. "Come here."

I scrambled to kneel at her side.

She shifted lazily, her heel pressing directly against my cage, grinding gently.

I shuddered, helpless, my body starved for the tiniest touch.

Her hands roamed — slow, merciless — pinching my nipples, dragging her manicured nails down the insides of my thighs, tracing featherlight lines that made me tremble.

When she pressed her lips to my neck, I thought I might melt right there.

"Please," I gasped. "Please let me fuck you."

Hannah laughed — a sweet, cruel sound — and flicked my caged cock with her fingernail.

"All you've done so far," she said, voice dripping with scorn, "is sniff my dirty panties, spurt in your little cage like a messy bitch, and get a ruined anal orgasm in front of three dommes who wouldn't even waste a handjob on you."

She leaned closer, lips brushing my ear.

"And you think that deserves my pussy?"

The humiliation twisted in my gut — sharp, electric, unbearable — and still, my caged cock throbbed harder.

"Please," I whimpered, desperate.

Hannah clucked her tongue almost pityingly.

"Poor thing," she crooned. "You're so hopeless."

Then her voice hardened:

"You know the risk of asking for release. Punishment time."


Punishment time

Slowly, never breaking eye contact, she peeled off her leather shorts to reveal a red rose-patterned thong with intricate gold bells along the sides. My mouth watered. I'd have given anything to taste her — to lick her to orgasm — anything.

"Don't get any ideas," Hannah grinned, pushing my head down between her thighs, trapping me there. The leash shortened until my neck strained against it.

"You may never get the privilege of seeing my pussy," she whispered sweetly. "But you're going to watch me cum without you."

From somewhere behind her, she pulled out a wand — wicked, familiar — and pressed it between her legs, grinding it slowly against the damp cotton of her panties.

I knelt there, helpless, staring up at the soaked outline of her lips through the fabric, my cage throbbing uselessly.

She dragged her toes along my caged cock, smearing precum onto the floor without a care.

I whimpered.

Hannah’s breath hitched. Her hips rolled lazily against the toy. Her voice turned taunting:

"Look at you, bestie. Leaking all over my clean floor like a horny little slut."

I dripped onto the hardwood I'd just cleaned, humiliated, desperate, needing her.

"You're so easy," she moaned, rubbing harder, her thighs trembling around my head. "You're going to lick up your little mess when I'm done. Like the good housepet you are."

I shivered helplessly.

As she ground the wand against her soaked panties, her breathing turned ragged — little gasps and moans escaping her lips.

The scent of her arousal thickened the air. My cage throbbed with every tremble of her muscles.

She pressed harder, hips rolling in frantic little circles. Her thighs clamped tight around my head, and she let out a choked, desperate cry — not loud, but raw.

She started whispering — low, broken, brutal:

"Such a messy boy," she gasped.

"You never even deserved my fingers, let alone my pussy."

"Just a pathetic little cage-pet... leaking at his Mistress’s feet."

"Good boys clean floors. Good boys beg. Good boys don’t dare to think about cumming inside me."

Each word stabbed into me, embarassment and arousal tangling tighter until I thought I might collapse just from the sound of her voice.

Her moans blurred the words into a symphony of beautiful cruelty:

"My pretty little housepet..."

"My drippy little toy..."

"My desperate, useless, caged little cum rag."

Her thighs quivered violently. I could feel the orgasm building inside her — wild, unstoppable — and her fingers tightened in my hair, holding me in place as she came.

With a final broken sob of pleasure, Hannah shuddered and came hard, grinding helplessly against the wand, soaking the thin cotton between us.

The wand slipped from her hand with a soft thud against the floor.

She slumped back on the couch, legs spread shamelessly, chest heaving, a beautiful flushed mess.

For a long moment, she just sat there, breathing hard, lazily playing with a lock of damp hair.

Then, finally, she looked down at me.

Her smile was pure sunshine — cruel, fond, devastating.

"Now," she said brightly, ruffling my hair, "time to clean up."

I crawled forward on trembling arms and licked my own leaking precum from the hardwood — cheeks burning hotter than the sun outside. The taste of shame filled my mouth. Hannah just watched, laughing.

"My sweet little floor-licker," she murmured, tapping my nose with her toe before skipping into the bedroom. "Did you like watching your Mistress cum all over herself without even touching you?"

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I said quickly. Then, trying to get on her good side, I added, "Thank you."

"Oh, very good boy," Hannah purred, emerging from the bedroom in a tiny white tennis skirt that barely covered anything at all.

On my knees, I had the perfect — humiliating — view.

She’d changed into a barely-there white G-string, the thin strip of fabric doing nothing to hide the plump curve of her ass cheeks. When she spun playfully, they bounced, jiggling just enough to make my cage throb helplessly.

"Cute, right?" she teased, lifting the hem flirtatiously. "But now it's your turn to get dressed."

She tossed something at me — it landed in my lap in a damp, humiliating heap.

A red rose-patterned thong, delicate and wickedly feminine, with tiny golden bells stitched along the sides.

I stared at it, heat crawling up my chest.

"It's bad enough you cage my cock," I whined, voice cracking with mortification. "Why do I have to wear your panties too?"

Hannah just winked, utterly unbothered. "Because you're my cute little pantyboy, obviously. And because..." — she leaned down, lips brushing my ear — "I love watching you blush."

She straightened, smirking wickedly. "Also, you called it your cock." Her voice dropped into a mock-stern purr. "You'll be punished for that little slip later."

She clapped her hands like an excited teacher. "Now hurry up, Bestie! Unless you want it to get worse..."

Shaking with embarrassment, I obeyed, sliding the damp thong up my thighs. It barely covered anything — the bells chiming softly with every trembling movement.

My heart was still hammering when the doorbell buzzed.

Hannah squealed in delight. "That's the driver, Bestie! Fredrika sent her to take you to the photoshoot!"

For a flash of a second, the old Hannah — silly, bubbly, giggly — lit up her face. But it only made it worse. She was still her. She was still my best friend. And she was doing this.

"Let's go," she said brightly, grabbing a beige trench coat from the hook. "You'll need this. Can't have everyone staring at my pretty little toy too soon."

She draped it around my shoulders and buttoned it up herself, the fabric brushing against my bare, trembling thighs.

Then — with infuriating tenderness — she clipped the leash to my collar, kissed my cheek, and gave it a playful tug.

"I'm having so much fun," she whispered, eyes shining with mischief. "Aren't you?"

Before I could answer, she yanked the leash and pulled me stumbling out the door — straight toward my public chastity humiliation.

The bells on my panties jingled softly with every step.


The Dirty Minds Lounge

We pulled up outside a gargantuan granite building, its gold-plated doors and gleaming black windows rising like some obscene shrine in the middle of a sleepy industrial park. It looked utterly out of place — like it had been dropped from another, filthier universe.

At the entrance, two female door attendants stood stiffly — if you could call it that — dressed like 1950s flight attendants, only sluttier. Their candy-colored uniforms barely held back the bounce of their massive tits, skirts so tiny the bare curves of their asses peeked out.

Something was buzzing.

As we approached, one of them gasped, biting her lip as she panted, "Hannah and her toy? Miss Fredrika is waiting for you..."

The other — drooling openly — giggled breathlessly. "We’re beta-testing the new vibrating eggs," she explained, legs trembling, the motor inside her audible even over the pounding in my ears.

Hannah flushed, took a steadying breath, and tugged me through the doors.

Inside was a decadent, obscene dream.

The marble lobby was dominated by statues of powerful women — each one wearing strapons, holding leashes, towering over imagined lovers. The air was thick with lavender, peony, and sex. The floor was warm under my bare feet, almost welcoming.

Against one wall, a naked Japanese woman was strapped to a free-use wall, her moans echoing through the grand space as a man and a tall African woman fucked her from both ends, the use making her body shudder violently.

Near the center of the room, a man whimpered and came right there in the lobby, moaning into the mouth of a girl kneeling before him in a tiny white maid costume.

The girl wiped her mouth, flashed a wicked smile — and I realized with a jolt it was Moxie.

Then — without missing a beat — she dipped her head and went right back to slurping him clean, her perfect blonde hair bouncing, her red cocksucker lips gleaming in the light.

Like it was the most natural thing in the world.

God, I wanted her mouth on me so badly I ached.

But before I could embarrass myself, Fredrika appeared.


The Photographer

She strode across the marble like a woman who owned the place. To be fair, I was pretty sure she did own the Dirty Minds Club.

Fredrika was tall, lethal, and impossibly gorgeous. A whip tattoo curled around one of her long Nordic thighs, barely hidden by the tight black mini skirt hugging her hips. She wore a cupless corset that thrust her petite, pierced nipples proudly into the air, long sheer gloves, and dangerous black stilettos that clicked wickedly with every step.

Her heavy black bangs bounced as she blew them from her angular face with an impatient huff.

Hannah practically squealed, throwing her arms open for a hug — but Fredrika had other ideas.

Before my best friend could say a word, Fredrika grabbed her by the hair and kissed her hard, pressing her lips to Hannah’s plump mouth, claiming her.

Hannah melted instantly — moaning into the kiss, one hand snaking around Fredrika’s waist, the other finding Fredrika’s tiny tits and tweaking the piercing between her fingers.

Fredrika gasped into her mouth — and slid a hand under Hannah’s little white tennis skirt.

I could only stand there, ignored and aching, as Hannah’s legs trembled, barely able to hold her upright.

Finally, Fredrika broke the kiss with a soft, amused laugh.

"It’s great to see you too, Hannah," she purred, licking her lips. Then her cold blue eyes slid over to me. "Now... take off that trench coat."

My hands shook as I obeyed.

The coat fell away, exposing the humiliating panties — the rose-patterned thong with its delicate golden bells chiming pathetically with every movement.

Fredrika laughed.

"Oh, such embarrassing, feminine little panties," she crooned. "Your idea, Hannah?"

"Yes, Fredrika," Hannah said brightly, beaming with pride.

Fredrika’s eyebrows lifted approvingly. "God, you’re a top-grade domme already. Keep this up, sweet thing, and I might make you a full member here for free. And I never do that."

I swallowed hard.

Fredrika reached out and tugged the leash clipped to my cage, making me stumble forward.

She grabbed a camera from behind the front desk, humming cheerfully.

She crouched low, studying me with a predator’s gaze.

"God, his balls are practically blue," she laughed. "You must be driving him insane."

Fredrika gave the leash a playful snap, making the bells on my panties jingle. Moxie turned from her blowjob just to giggle at me.

Fredrika turned to Hannah and pointed at the silver anklet.

"You know," Fredrika said casually, "I think it’s time we unlocked him."

Her smile was sharp, promising trouble.

And Hannah — sweet, giggling, merciless Hannah who I had once thought was the most innocent girl in the world— just grinned wider.


The Dressing Room

"Alright, pantyboy," Fredrika said crisply, fiddling with her camera like it was any other day. "I know you love wearing them, but for the shoot, you're only allowed to wear Dirty Minds merch. So — off they go."

She snapped her fingers. "Dina!"

A gorgeous Egyptian girl bounced over immediately, grinning ear to ear. She was completely naked except for a thick leather collar stamped PROPERTY OF DIRTY MINDS CLUB.

Her skin was a deep caramel glow under the harsh white lights, her full, heavy breasts swaying slightly with every step, her dark nipples begging for attention. Her hips were wide, her thighs strong, her whole body radiating cheerful, obedient sexuality.

"Take off this chastity bitch-boy’s panties," Fredrika ordered.

"Yes, Ma'am!" Dina chirped happily — and without hesitation, dropped to her knees.

For one heart-shattering moment, I thought she was going to suck my cock.

I froze, breath hitching, helpless with need.

Instead, she just smiled wickedly — and bit down on the waistband of my thong, peeling it down my trembling thighs with slow, lazy cruelty, using only her teeth.
Like stripping the wrapper off a candy she had no intention of eating.

The humiliation burned through me like wildfire.

"May I wear them, Ma'am?" Dina asked brightly, holding up the sodden panties like a prize. "I haven’t been granted permission to wear clothes for a week... and I want to see if I’m missing anything."

Hannah giggled and nodded, but Fredrika chuckled, shaking her head.

"Later, if you're good. Right now, you're getting the slave ready."

"Oh goody!" Dina squealed, grabbing my leash and giving it a firm tug.

She led me down a narrow hallway into a cold, clinical medical room, the walls gleaming sterile white. In the center stood a padded massage table — with a hole cut perfectly for a cock to dangle through.

Before I could hesitate, Dina had me strapped down: tight leather belts across my wrists, ankles, and thighs. She disappeared behind a partition, humming cheerfully.

The table spun slowly, tilting me upright. The cool air kissed my bare skin, raising goosebumps along my thighs, my belly, my chest — and when it slid over my exposed ass and caged cock, it felt like a delicate caress.

Every tiny movement made the leather restraints creak.

Every breath made my caged cock twitch helplessly in the open air.

I was already a mess.

Emerging from behind the partition, Dina looked like every filthy dream brought to life — wrapped in a skintight, high-gloss PVC nurse's outfit that clung to her caramel curves.
The deep plunging neckline thrust her heavy tits forward, while the scandalously short hem flashed teasing glimpses of her bare ass with every step she took in gleaming thigh-high boots.
A tiny red cross over her heart was the only hint of innocence.

She winked at me as she pulled on a pair of pink latex gloves with a loud snap.

"I’m a fully qualified nurse," she said conversationally, checking my bonds. "But then I found Dirty Minds... and, well..." She laughed. "Let's just say the lifestyle suits me better."

I nodded mutely, humiliated and aching.

"You’ll fall in love with it too," she teased, smoothing her gloved hands along my bare thighs. "Eventually."

She talked me through it clinically — like it was just another patient form — as she lubed up a bright pink vibrating buttplug much bigger than anything I'd worn before.

"You'll need this for the shoot," she said sweetly. "Helps keep the slave... pliable."

She covered it in lube, and then — slow, relentless — worked it in.

I gasped as she forced me wider, the stretch sharp and burning, my thighs trembling against the restraints.
The plug slid deeper, deeper — until with a soft, merciless pop, it snapped into place with humiliating finality, sealing me helpless and full.

Still humming, Dina produced a tiny silver key — Hannah’s key — and unlocked my chastity cage.

My cock sprang free immediately, hard and aching, bobbing helplessly through the table’s hole.

Dina smiled indulgently.

"Would you like me to touch it, pretty boy?" she asked conspiratorially.

I whimpered and nodded, desperate.

Her fingers danced lightly along the shaft — slow, maddening strokes — running teasing nails up the sensitive seam, circling the leaking head.

She giggled.

"Aw," she cooed mockingly, "it's so tiny compared to the real studs who come here. But it’s cute. You're cute."

Just as I started to buck, chasing the orgasm I so desperately wanted — she pulled away.

The denial hit me like a punch.

"No cumming for you, precious," she whispered with a wink. "Your swollen balls need to stay pretty and full for the cameras."

Before I could even beg, she retrieved a tiny pink chastity cage — even smaller than the last — and expertly locked me back up.

The new cage had no bars and no gaps to even see my cock.
It locked directly to the base of the vibrating buttplug, completely sealing my manhood away.

Dina helped me off the table, sat me down in a salon chair, and turned the plug’s vibrator on low.

I bit back a moan as the steady, maddening hum coated my ass and caged cock.

Dina cooed and began applying makeup with deft, efficient hands — powdering my cheeks, glossing my lips, lightly lining my eyes.

"There we go," she said, admiring her work. "Now you’re ready to be the club’s little poster boy."

She clipped the leash to my collar again and led me back toward the bright white room, my thighs trembling, my new cage already glistening with leaking precum.

It was time for the photoshoot.

And everyone was waiting.


The Shoot-Cage 1

The room looked like something off a model reality show — massive, gleaming white, and blindingly lit by rows of spotlights that made every twitch impossible to hide.

Three ravishing, large-breasted women bustled about — each naked except for sleek collars and tight chastity belts. Their tits jiggled as they adjusted reflectors, fiddled with lights, giggling with the easy freedom of girls who weren't about to have their humiliation documented forever.

At the far end, Hannah perched in a tall director’s chair, swinging her legs and flashing glimpses of her slick white panties. She waved when she saw me.

"Oh my god," my best friend squealed, clapping her hands and pointing at the pink prison encasing my cock. "That cage is teeny! How did you even fit him in there?"

"It was easy, Miss," Dina said brightly, dipping into an obedient curtsy. "His old cage was way too generous. Even this tiny one’s probably still a little too big."

The assistants giggled.

I caught Hannah’s eye, silently begging her — but she only grinned wider, absolutely thrilled.

Meanwhile, Fredrika circled me like a shark, camera flashing over and over. She looked amazing and powerful as she worked, commanding the entire room without fear. Each burst of light made me feel smaller, more naked, more exposed.

I instinctively tried to shield my caged cock with my hands.

"That won’t do," Fredrika said coolly, pressing a button on her belt remote.

A sharp, buzzing jolt ripped through the cage and the plug buried inside me.
I bucked helplessly, gasping into the sterile air, my thighs trembling against the spreader bar.

The women laughed like I was a naughty puppy failing obedience class.

"This," Fredrika said, snapping another picture, "is our new Chastity Trainer Model: PleasurePain — for the slut who can be either a sweet little princess or a very bad boy."

The remote buzzed again — harder — and I whimpered as my body betrayed me.

"Stare at my tits, slave," Fredrika ordered lazily, dialing the vibration up another notch. "I want that tiny cage dripping."

I had no choice.

I lifted my gaze to her perfect, petite breasts — her pierced nipples stiff under the lights — and I could feel my caged cock twitching, leaking helplessly against the unforgiving metal.

It hurt to want her so badly.
It hurt worse knowing I couldn't even get hard.

"Now," she said, clicking a few more pictures, "tell me what you want to do to me."

"I..." My voice cracked, pathetic.

"Louder," she snapped, hitting the remote again.

"I want to suck your pierced nipples!" I blurted, voice shaking with need.

Hannah burst out laughing. Fredrika just smiled coldly.

"No," she said, another brutal flash popping in my face. "What else?"

I dropped my eyes, feeling like a pathetic little bitch.

"I... I want to eat your pussy," I whispered.

The assistants giggled again, delighted by my shame.

Fredrika chuckled.

"Absolutely not. You haven’t earned that. Slaves here train for a year before they're even considered for that honor."

She tossed a wink at Dina. "You should see what she can do. Dina could kill me with an orgasm if she wanted."

Another vicious spike of arousal stabbed through me — frustrated, hopeless, unbearable.

My cage was leaking steadily now, rivulets of precum painting my thighs.

"What else, slut?" Fredrika demanded.

My cheeks burned. I glanced down and saw her toes poking out from her heels, glossy black polish gleaming.

"I want to... kiss your feet," I mumbled.

Fredrika smiled — slow and devastating.

"If you're a very, very good boy," she purred, "that might be arranged."

She clapped her hands sharply. "Next cage!"


The Shoot-Cage 2

An assistant brought over a velvet tray with three new cages —
each one somehow smaller and crueler than the last.

"Hannah," Fredrika said sweetly, "you own this dripping messy footboy. It's your choice."

Hannah leaned forward eagerly, running her fingers over the options:
one flat and seamless, one lined with wicked little spikes, one a transparent tube running straight down.

"Eeny, meeny, miny, mo..." she sang — then picked up the flat one with a flourish.

"This one!" she giggled. "Though surely he won’t even fit."

Everyone laughed.

Fredrika smacked Hannah’s ass playfully. "Oh, you should see Dina work."

The slave blushed with pride, bouncing slightly.

I whimpered helplessly as Dina knelt before me, removed my old pink cage with brisk efficiency, and replaced it with the new one.

The sensation was devastating.

I could feel nothing.
No pressure.
No friction.
Just emptiness — the most literal, complete denial imaginable.

My cock was reduced to a smooth, neutered bulge under the gleaming flat plate.

"Oh my goodness," Hannah gasped through a giggle, stroking my ear. "It’s like we’ve erased his cock."

“Don’t be sad, Bestie!” She kicked the flat plate lightly with the tip of her heel. "It’s still the cutest little clit I’ve ever seen!”

Everyone burst out laughing.


The Shoot-Toy Time

Fredrika wasn’t done with me.

Not even close.

"Spreader bar next!" she barked.

The assistants locked my ankles into a heavy steel bar, forcing my legs wide apart, displaying all my vulnerabilities. I was forced to go on all fours. 

That’s when Fredrika offered out a small tray of bondage toys:

● A heavy cherry-red ball gag gleaming under the lights

● A set of leather blindfolds edged in delicate white lace.

● Brutal nipple clamps connected by a fine silver chain.

● A soft suede flogger coiled like a serpent.

● Sleek black rubber cuffs designed to bind wrists cruelly tight.

"You get to pick one, little slut," Fredrika said, still snapping pictures.

I looked at the array. Some tiny mercy, maybe. Trembling, I pointed to the cherry-red ball gag.

Fredrika chuckled. "Good choice. Gags always make chastity boys cuter."

Hannah skipped over and gently slid the ball gag into my mouth, stretching my jaw wide and muffling my whimpers to soft, pathetic little moans.

As I remained there trembling, dripping, Dina clapped her hands in excitement.

"Mistress Fredrika!" she chirped. "Can I dress him in the special panties now? I think he’ll look even cuter! And it will be great for the campaign."

Fredrika arched a dark eyebrow, amused. "Of course, pet. Go ahead."

Dina skipped to a nearby cart and selected a pair with obvious glee — sleek, high-end latex panties with two cruel little slits:

One to frame the pathetic bulge of my tiny caged cock.
 

Another at the back to proudly expose the thick, buzzing base of the plug lodged deep inside me.

Dina held them up proudly. “Oh they’re so pretty.”

"Look, Bestie!" Hannah called from her director’s chair, laughing. "They picked ones that show off your best features!"

I flushed hot, my whole body tingling with mortified anticipation.

Dina crouched by my feet, pouting dramatically.

"Aww, but I can’t get them on properly with this spreader bar in the way..." she said, tugging lightly at the heavy bar.

Fredrika smirked.

"Take it off, but only for a moment. And don't let him forget where he belongs."

"Of course, Mistress!" Dina chirped.

She quickly undid the locks, letting the spreader bar clatter to the floor.

For one stupid, fleeting second, hope surged through me. But Dina almost immediately grabbed my ankles and forced them even farther apart with her bare foot, pushing me into an even more exposed, humiliating position.

"There," she said sweetly. "Much better for dressing the doll."

The women giggled wickedly.

Every tiny movement made the plug shift and buzz deep inside me, sending involuntary shivers through my leaking, useless body. Dina slid the latex panties up my thighs herself, her fingers dancing lightly over my sensitive skin.

The latex was cool and slick, clinging mercilessly to every trembling muscle, every shameful twitch.

When she snapped them tight into place, I could feel the front slit hugging the flat cage snugly — framing it like some obscene centerpiece — and the plug at the back jutting proudly through the second slit, leaving no doubt what I was.

Every shift made the tight latex squeak and rub against the cage, teasing my aching cock without mercy.

I whimpered low in my throat, biting the gag.

The feeling of being locked, displayed, and denied so completely was almost unbearable —
and everyone was watching.

Dina stood back proudly, dusting her hands.

"Perfect!" she chirped. "Now he looks ready!"

Fredrika snapped another photo, her lips curling in cold satisfaction.

Behind her, perched in the director's chair, I saw Hannah fidgeting — cheeks flushed, biting her lower lip.

She lifted the hem of her tiny skirt, sneaking one hand under the waistband of her panties.

Blushing furiously, she started rubbing herself, trying to stay quiet.

Fredrika caught the motion immediately and laughed — a rich, throaty sound.

"Oh, honey, don't be embarrassed," she cooed, turning so everyone could see Hannah squirm. "Getting horny watching your little bitch be used like this? Completely natural."

Hannah whimpered, her hand still moving under her panties, her cheeks glowing bright red.

Fredrika tilted her head thoughtfully.

"Dina!" she barked. The slave girl snapped to attention instantly.
"Show our guest your special talent. If you can make her squirt in your mouth, I'll give you a present."

Dina’s face lit up like it was Christmas.

"Yes, Mistress!" she chirped, practically skipping over to Hannah.

In one smooth motion, she knelt between Hannah’s spread thighs, ducking under the lifted skirt.

Her dark curls cascaded down, hiding the view — but there was no hiding the sounds.

Wet, obscene slurping.
The soft slap of thighs trembling and jerking.
Helpless, broken gasps spilling from Hannah’s parted lips.

Hannah’s head lolled back against the chair, her mouth open in a silent moan, eyes squeezed shut as Dina worked eagerly between her legs.

She was panting, trembling, leaking onto Dina’s tongue with messy abandon — and I was forced to watch it all.

Helpless. Plugged. Locked.

Every nerve in my body screamed, straining uselessly against the cruel flat chastity cage that crushed my aching cock. I could feel myself leaking steadily inside the latex, warm slickness smearing against the fabric — a pathetic, messy stain marking my shame for everyone to see.

My best friend — the girl I'd secretly worshipped for years — was cumming right in front of me, her cries filling the room, her thighs clenching around Dina’s greedy mouth...

And all I could do was kneel there, bound, drooling behind my gag, twitching in frustration and shame, dripping like a broken toy.

I had never felt more desperate.

I had never felt more owned.

And I knew, deep in my gut, it was only going to get worse.

It was only going to get better.




The Shoot-The Money Shot

Finally, Fredrika retrieved the most evil device of all — a spiked chastity cage.

"This one is simple, but she sells well," Fredrika said, her Nordic voice soft with anticipation. "Hurts when you try to get hard."

Dina reappeared. She removed the flat cage with brisk efficiency and locked the spiked one onto my leaking cock — tiny metal teeth pressing cruelly into the sensitive skin.

I shuddered violently, every instinct screaming to avoid arousal — but the plug’s vibrations, the heat of the gaze on me, the sound of Hannah giggling, made it impossible.

Even the idea of getting hard sent sharp, stabbing warnings through my cock.

I moaned into the gag, leaking even harder, my whole body trembling.

Fredrika smirked.

"And now," Fredrika said smoothly, handing a flogger to Hannah, "I need everyone’s help — for the money shot."

Hannah’s eyes lit up like it was Christmas morning.

She twirled the flogger playfully in her hand, looking dangerously good holding it — her pretty face shining with excitement and arousal.

"You’re going to cum," Fredrika purred, slipping off her stilettos and sitting elegantly in a low chair, "you are going to cum in that nasty little spiked cage like the desperate, drooling chastity slave you are."

She placed her bare, perfect soles on a velvet cushion in front of her — toes glossy with black polish, her arches high and delicate.

The soft, musky aroma of leather and sweat wafted up, dizzying and warm.

They were gorgeous.

They were all I'd be allowed.

Still on all fours, the heavy spreader bar holding my legs wide, I shuffled forward, the latex panties squeaking obscenely with every inch.

Fredrika leaned down, removed my gag with slow, maternal gentleness, and brushed my cheek with her fingertips.

"You're doing so well, little model," she cooed. "The drippiest chastity boy we've ever had, right girls?"

All the collared slaves cheered and nodded enthusiastically.

I flushed crimson, humiliated beyond words.

I dared a shy glance sideways —
Only for Fredrika to slap my cheek — light but firm — snapping my attention back to her feet.

"Eyes on your place," she said coldly.

She turned back to the crowd, issuing crisp orders like a general.

"Hannah — flogging and vibration control. Dina — pictures and dirty talk."

"Divine!" Hannah squealed, practicing swinging the flogger with little flicks of her wrist. "I love this club!"

Dina raised her camera, grinning ear to ear like it was her birthday.

Everyone was cheering.
Everyone was watching.

And me — dripping, burning, helpless, exposed — right where I belonged.

"Lick, pantyboy," Fredrika said lazily, nudging my face with her foot.

I obeyed immediately, dragging my tongue along the soft arch of her sole, shivering as the plug buzzed inside me.

The women laughed and egged me on.

Dina snapped pictures rapidly, her voice dripping with mockery.
"You're making such a mess on our nice clean floor, slut."

I licked between Fredrika’s toes, tasting the faint salt of her skin, my cage throbbing with every desperate, humiliating motion.

Fredrika smiled down at me like a bored queen.

"How does it feel," she murmured, "knowing you’ll never get to fuck us?"

"Ew," giggled one of the other slaves.

"Yeah," another added, wrinkling her nose. "Why would we let a little clit like that near our glorious wet pussies?"

"You're a lot of things," Dina said, snapping another photo. "A chastity bitch."

CRACK! — Hannah flogged my ass, making me jolt.

"A pantyboy!" she chimed in.

The vibrations inside me rose higher, crawling up my spine.

I could feel them grinding into the plug, sparking painfully against the spikes in my cage — every pulse a mixture of pleasure and raw, aching pain.

"A desperate little foot-licking bitch," Fredrika added gleefully.

"And he asked me to make him cum back in the dressing room," Dina added loudly, snapping another photo of my red, leaking face.

"Naughty boy!" Hannah gasped, twirling the flogger again.

She turned the vibrator's intensity down just as I was about to break, leaving me shaking and gasping in frustrated agony.

"Punishment time," Hannah declared. "Without stopping — tell everyone here what you are."

I whimpered into the air, licking desperately at Fredrika’s toes.

"I’m a chastity bitch," I sobbed, "a pantyboy, a house slut, Miss Hannah’s drippy mess—"

The buzzing grew stronger again, climbing mercilessly.

"Aww, look at him beg," Dina cooed, snapping photos.

"I bet you'd do anything just to hump my feet, wouldn’t you?" Fredrika said, voice dripping with cruelty.

"Miss Hannah," Fredrika said mock-sweetly, "may he beg?"

"Of course!" Hannah chirped, clapping her hands in delight.

I broke — desperate and destroyed:

"Please, Mistress Fredrika," I gasped, "may I hump your perfect feet through my tiny spiked chastity cage?"

Fredrika smiled — a slow, wicked smile.

She pressed the toes of one foot against my lips — and with the other, pressed her bare sole firmly against my caged cock.

The buzzing turned brutal.
The spikes dug in deep.

The heat and pressure built fast, unstoppable.

My hips twitched helplessly, rutting against her foot like the shameless, pathetic bitch I was.

Fredrika leaned back and said it loud enough for the entire room:

"Make a mess, little spurty bitch. Cover my perfect feet. Make cummies for Miss Hannah."

The buzzing climbed higher — unbearable, shattering —
And with a high, pathetic moan, I came.

It was a ruined orgasm — slow, messy, leaking pathetically through the spikes and splattering across Fredrika’s gorgeous feet.

The women erupted in cheers, whistles, and laughter as I bucked helplessly.

Fredrika gave a lazy, amused command:

"Lick it up, pantyboy."

Sobbing with shame and gratitude, I obeyed — dragging my tongue across her cum-slicked soles, swallowing every sticky drop.

And just as I finished, the door swung open — revealing Moxie, her chin shiny and glistening from someone else's orgasm.

She leaned against the doorframe, grinning wickedly.

"Aww," she said, winking. "Looks like we’ve got two cumsluts today."

The room roared with laughter.

Fredrika snapped her fingers casually, already plotting my next degradation.

"Since you're so eager to please," she said lazily, "I'm loaning Dina out to Miss Hannah. She's going to teach you how to make a woman cum with your mouth."

"Oh, I'm coming too!" Moxie said, her breasts bouncing in her corset as she jumped up and down excitedly. "I have a few things to teach this pretty thing myself — obedience training... maybe how to curtsey."

The women cheered again.

And me —
I was still dripping, still trembling, still licking cum from a goddess’s feet —
So I could only nod and pray for mercy.

Which I knew I wouldn’t get.

Hannah stroked by as she removed the plug from my ass, leaving me gaping helplessly before the entire room.

"Let's get you home, little slut," Miss Hannah chirped, tapping the bars of my cage. "Tomorrow, Moxie and Dina are going to train you to be the best bitch you can be!"


Night 3: Hannah gives herself attention

The Vancouver night air was cool and honeyed, tinged with the scent of ocean breeze and city lights. From the twelfth-floor balcony, the skyline glittered like a crown, all glass and promise. Hannah sat barefoot in an oversized chair, a yellow pair of cotton panties, a floral bralette and a silk robe—short enough to reveal the full length of her tanned thighs, open enough to show her taut tummy. A milkshake dripped lazily between her fingers, cold against the heat of the day still clinging to her skin.

Bestie sat at her feet, caged and quiet, sipping his own shake through a ridiculous bachelorette dick-shaped straw. He didn’t complain. Not tonight. Not after everything.

But he did blush everytime he took a sip, and that brought Hannah no small amount of joy.

They’d just come back from the club. His thighs were still trembling from the vibrating plug she’d kept inside him for most of the afternoon. His cage ached with denial. His heart pounded with worship.

And yet, here he was—at her feet—utterly devoted all because of that little clit between his legs.

Boys, Hannah reflected, were absolute weirdos.

“You’ve been quiet,” Hannah said, swirling the whipped cream with her straw.

“Just... thinking, Miss Hannah.”

Her smile was lazy and confident. She’d never felt more herself than she did this week—barefoot, worshipped, and in total control. It was something she could see herself getting used to.

“Thinking about what?”

He looked up. “You. Mostly.”

She arched an eyebrow. “What about me?”

He hesitated.

“Its strange isn’t it? Like you’re still my best friend, but things are so different,” He swallowed. “I never thought of you as a commanding dominant woman. I wanted to fuck you, I adored you, but I never even fantasised about a situation like this. But at the same time I’m having fun, and I feel like we’re closer than ever. You know? It’s like... like everything about you pulls me closer, and I don’t know how to resist. I don’t want to resist.”

Hannah watched him for a long moment, unsure of how to respond.

“I totally understand what you mean.” Then she took a slow sip from her straw. “Tell me what you actually find so alluring. Go on. Use your words.”

He shifted, suddenly shy. “Your eyes. The way you look at me like you already know what I’m going to do next. Your mouth, when you smirk at me like you’re enjoying a private joke. Your legs. Your voice when it drops and you give me an order like it’s the only truth in the world.”

He paused. “But mostly... it’s that fact that even with all that’s happened. You’re still my best friend. You’re still Hannah. You’re still you. Just….more in control.”

“We’ll always be besties,” Hannah chirped, pressing her toes against his cage. “But for the rest of the week I’m still Miss Hannah. You understand that, right?”

He nodded, eyes burning with devotion. “Yes. Miss Hannah.”

She smiled and stretched, her robe slipping open further to expose the gentle swell of one perfect breasta. She didn’t bother to adjust it. “You know what’s crazy?” she murmured, voice low. “I really have spent the last few years idolising you. The way you smile. The warmth of your laugh. I dreamt of being railed by you in every dark corner we passed. I prayed you’d fuck my mouth in every hostel room we shared.”

She looked out at the city.

“But now I realise there’s more to me. I always thought confidence had to be forced. That it was just... posture and pretending. But this week? I don’t have to fake anything. I feel powerful. Wanted. Worshipped. Like my body is a temple and my words are law.”

She turned back to him, her voice soft but firm.

“And you made that happen.”

His chest swelled with pride.

Then she stood, finishing her milkshake with one long, satisfied sip. “But I think I need some time to myself.”

He blinked. “Of course, Miss—should I go back to—”

“No,” she interrupted, turning toward the sliding doors. “Draw me a bath.”

He scrambled to obey.



The bathroom was candlelit by the time she entered, soft light flickering over white marble and glistening tile. The tub steamed with jasmine-scented water, bubbles thick and high. Her best friend stood beside it, flushed, nervous, naked but for the tiny metal cage locked around his cock, which had been leaking steadily since he bent to adjust the faucet.

She barely glanced at him.

“Corner,” she said simply. “Face the wall. Hands behind your back. You still haven’t earned the sight of my bare pussy.”

He obeyed instantly, biting his lip.

She let the robe fall to the floor.

Then, naked and radiant, Hannah slipped into the bath with a sigh that made his knees wobble. She leaned back, bubbles rising over her thighs, breasts glistening with warmth and foam.

“Don’t turn around,” she said gently. “But I want you to listen. Really listen.”

He froze in place, trembling.

She dipped a hand between her legs, found the waterproof wand she’d stashed at the side of the tub—and clicked it on.

The hum filled the space instantly.

“You’ve spent the last three days gagging for me. Leaking like a pathetic chaste bitch. Whimpering into my panties. Demeaning yourself in front of so many people” She slid the wand between her thighs and moaned low. “And it’s been fun. But sometimes... sometimes I just want to do this for me.”

She dragged the toy slowly over her folds, teasing herself, letting the tension build.

“Remember. You’re not my boyfriend. You’re not my lover. You’re not entitled to anything I have. You’re my pet. You make my drinks. You lick my feet. You beg to be free, knowing I’m entirely in control of your little clit. And you worship your Bestie…at least if you want to have any hope of fucking me at the end of the week.”

The buzz deepened.

“And while you beg to be touched, I get to fuck myself.”

Her breath caught.

She retrieved a second tow, her favourite dildo—long, sleek, bright purple—and slid in with practiced ease. She bit her lip, both toys now in play, she worked the wand over her clit and the dildo deep into her slick cunt.

From the corner of the bathroom, her bestie trembled, fists clenched, eyes squeezed shut.

Every sound she made—every gasp, every wet squelch, every whispered moan—she knew it burned into his mind.

“Oh god,” she whispered. “It’s better like this. Better when you can’t access your desperate little cock. Better when I’m the only one who cums.”

She gasped louder now, her hips rising from the bath, waves splashing over the sides.

He couldn’t help it. He moaned. Quiet. Pitiful.

She heard.

“No,” she snapped, breath ragged. “Not a sound. You don't even get to whimper while I cum.”

He bit his tongue, tears of frustration leaking off the tip of his cage.

Hannah came hard, body shaking, the water sloshing around her like a tidal wave. Her moan echoed off the tile, low and triumphant. The kind of sound a goddess makes when she knows the whole world belongs to her.

Then silence.

Steam. Breath. Dripping water.

Eventually, her voice again—calmer now. Still cruel.

“You can go to bed now, we have a big day tomorrow.”

He did left like the obedient little bitch he was.

And Hannah enjoyed her bath.

After all, she deserved it.


Night 3: Moxie Lets a Sissy Chastity Maid Cum

Moxie wasn’t expecting anyone in her bedroom.

She’d just come back from the club, the taste of that gorgeous gentleman’s cum still lingering delightfully in her mouth, glitter clinging to her thighs like stardust, and her corset unzipped and ready to be traded for a comfortable silk slip. Her manor glowed in candlelight, the city skyline glittering across Vancouver Bay.

She was exhausted, content and ready to relax.

Until she opened her door and saw her.

Kneeling by the vanity, scrubbing at the mirrored drawers with trembling precision, was her housemaid. Not just any maid.

Her Thursday and Friday maid.

Roderick-ahem-Marissa.

Twenty-seven. Brilliant. A chemical engineering grad from MIT. And now, on her own terms, a caged submissive in a frilly apron, who spent two nights a week serving cocktails and polishing crystal in a humiliating pink latex uniform.

Her cage was metal, anodized rose gold, shaped like a perfect spiral—and at the moment, it was dripping.

Moxie leaned against the doorway, amused. “Marissa.”

The maid froze. Then dropped the sponge and sat back on her heels, head bowed. “Miss Moxie. I’m—I didn’t mean to intrude—”

“Oh, you meant to be here,” Moxie said, stepping into the room. Her heels clicked like punctuation. “Don’t insult both of us by pretending otherwise.”

Marissa swallowed. Her cheeks were flushed. Her cage twitched.

Moxie raised an eyebrow. “Well?”

“I… I wanted ask you for a special favor, Miss,” Marissa whispered. “It’s my birthday.”

Moxie’s smile curved slowly. “Is it now?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“And you thought sneaking into my room and scrubbing the baseboards like a desperate little Cinderella was the best way to celebrate?”

“I just wanted ask…well…you see.”

Moxie laughed, delighted. “You poor, caged nerd. And when’s the last time I let you cum?”

Marissa hesitated. Then, shame-faced: “Just after Christmas, Miss.”

Moxie sucked her teeth. “That was, what—five months ago?”

“Four months and twenty-three days, Miss.”

“Oh, honey. No wonder you’re leaking.”

Marissa lowered her head again. “I didn’t come to beg. I just wanted to...okay, I wanted to beg.”

Something in Moxie’s chest fluttered. Not affection—amusement. Maybe just enough warmth to consider being generous.

“Well,” she said, walking toward her bed. “Since you’re here. Since it’s your birthday. And since I’m in a very good mood…”

Marissa looked up, hope blooming in her eyes.

“I’ll make you a deal,” Moxie said, pulling open a lacquered drawer and removing two toys—one a sleek remote-controlled vibe, the other a thick, gleaming glass dildo.

“You get to cum. Once. On your knees. While you watch someone else fuck me.”

Marissa gasped.

“And while you do,” Moxie added with a smirk, “you’ll be touching yourself with permission. Not your cock. Not that sad little cage. But this.”

She handed the birthday girl the vibrator.

“I want to watch you edge. I want to see how desperate you get. You don’t get to cum until I say so. And I’m only going to say it while I’m getting railed.”

She tapped her phone.

Within seconds, there was a knock.

A tall, sculpted female submissive entered—blindfolded, already lubed, strap-on cock harnessed and fixed. Moxie thought her name was Stud. She’d used her before. She’d use him again.

“On the bed,” she commanded.

Stud obeyed.

Moxie didn’t waste time. She stripped quickly—letting her corset fall open to reveal her breasts, her hips, the slick trail of arousal between her thighs. She stepped out of her heels, then crawled onto the mattress, straddling the sub’s cock.

She looked down at Marissa, still kneeling with the vibrator in hand, cage gleaming and face flushed.

“Start,” Moxie said.

Marissa turned on the vibe and pressed it against her cute little cage, her mouth dropping open as the first jolt ran through her system.

Moxie lowered herself slowly onto the strap-on cock beneath her, gasping as it filled her. She rocked her hips forward, slow and sinful, her hair falling in waves around her shoulders.

“Oh god, yes,” she moaned, riding the strap like it was the only thing that mattered. “God, I needed this.”

Marissa whimpered, grinding the vibe harder. Her thighs shook. Her cage pulsed.

“Look at you,” Moxie panted, smirking as she bounced harder. “Valedictorian. Published researcher. Now kneeling on my rug with a vibrator against your cage as a birthday present.”

Marissa’s breath caught.

“Don’t cum yet,” Moxie growled, sweat glistening on her breasts. “You cum when I do. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Moxie,” Marissa gasped.

The room filled with the wet sound of Moxie’s thighs slapping against the submissive, the scent of sex and heat, and the low desperate hum of the vibrator pressed against metal and nerves.

Moxie gripped the headboard. “God, I love being worshipped while I fuck. It’s better than foreplay.”

She looked down at Marissa—wide-eyed, cage dripping, eyes glassy.

“Fucking cum,” she commanded, her own orgasm cresting as she slammed down hard one last time. “Now.”

Marissa screamed, body convulsing as the vibrations crashed through her. Her cage pulsed, spurting helplessly against itself. Her thighs trembled, her chest heaved, and she collapsed forward, whimpering against the rug as her orgasm ruined itself inside the metal coil.

Moxie came seconds later—hard, grinding against the strap and the friction, moaning as she threw her head back and bathed in the release.

Silence followed. Only breathing. And then, laughter.

Moxie rolled off the bed, completely satisfied. She stepped over Marissa’s still-quaking body and bent to lift her chin.

“Happy birthday, slut.”

Marissa looked up, eyes glazed. “Thank you, Miss Moxie.”

Moxie smirked, tugged her robe from the floor, and strutted back toward her vanity.

“Clean the sheets, and lick up your mess” she called, waving one hand. “Then go ice your cage. I’ll let you cum again next year...probably!”


Night 3: Bestie Dreams

I drifted off aching to cum.

The cage throbbed with every heartbeat—tight, merciless, my balls full to the point of madness—as if my manhood had forgotten how to be anything but swollen, teased, and untouched. Every breath carried the scent of her on the sheets, on my skin and into my soul. My thighs were slick with my pathetic dribbling precum while my hips were twitching involuntarily, grinding against the mattress like the submissive chastity bitch I was. I had no idea if I’d whimpered aloud before sleep took me, only that I hated how much I hoped Hannah’d heard it.

In the dream, I stood barefoot between two towering doors, carved from old, pulsing wood—like they had hearts of their own, beating in time with my frustration, watching, waiting.

The first door, to the left, radiated warmth. I reached for it and it eased open with a moan like breath against my neck. And there she was.

Hannah.

Laid out across silk sheets the color of the night sky, my Best Friend’s body was wrapped in tight black leather and straps that clung to every curve like reverence. Her boots reached her thighs, her breasts pushed high in a glistening harness, her lips parted in a gasp as she clawed at the bed, begging.

“Please,” Hannah whispered, voice cracked open with need. “Please, I need to feel you cum inside me. I need it. I want it. Fill me with your big powerful cock.”

And I was inside her. Free. Thick. Whole. For once, not caged, not aching, not reduced. Her body wrapped around mine like worship, and her voice—God, her voice—shaking with every thrust, pleading for me to finish, to let go, to give her everything.

It should have been perfect.

But I hesitated.

Because behind me, the second door loomed.

It was heavier, colder, resistant to my touch until I leaned into it with reverence, pressing my forehead to the wood like it was an altar, an apology.

And then it opened.

Hannah sat on a throne. And I instantly dropped to my knees.

The throne was impossibly tall, carved from marble and steel and velvet, wicked and divine, exactly the kind of seat a goddess like Hannah deserved. She was draped across it in a sheer black gown, her legs crossed lazily, one perfect manicured foot extended in silent command. Her eyes sparkled with absolute certainty. Her smile knew every secret I’d never dared say aloud.

“You know its all you deserve.”

I was already crawling, cheeks burning with shame, the cage between my legs aching so violently it felt like punishment just to move. I reached her foot and began to grind my caged clit against it, humping like a filthy, broken toy. That’s exactly what I was. And I was in heaven.

Each thrust sent a jolt of unbearable sensation through my locked cocklet—no pleasure, only pressure, only more need, only the raw friction of metal against skin and the horror of how wet I was getting. My own drool. My leaking arousal. It soaked me, painted her foot, made me whimper with how utterly degraded I was—and how helpless I felt in the ecstasy of it.

Hannah just laughed all the while, mocking me for the bitch I had become.

And then—just as I felt I might break—she whispered it.

“Good boy.”

Two words. Soft as silk. Utterly ruinous.

I came undone without even orgasming, my whole body shaking from the inside out, my mouth open in a sob, my cheeks flushed so hot I could barely breathe from the shame of it. I collapsed forward, clinging to her ankle, rutting with the same clumsy, pathetic motion as before, but now with tears in my eyes and the quiet understanding that I belonged there, that I had chosen this, and that I would choose it again.

When I looked up, the first door was gone.

There was no choice anymore.

There was only the throne.

Only her.

And my place—where I had always secretly longed to be—at her feet, hard and helpless and humiliated, desperate not for pleasure, but for permission.

Even in dreams, I don’t want to fuck her.

I wanted to serve her.

And it was only day three.

Holy shit, I am completely fucked, aren’t I?

As if in answer I heard an alarm buzz and a soft palm squeeze my leaking cage.

“Wake up, Bestie,” Hannah whispered into my ear, sending shivers down my body. “Moxie and Dina are outside, they’re going to spend the whole day training you on how to be an obedient chastity slave.”

Oh yeah.

I am completely fucked.

And I’m loving it.


Like this? Why not try these other titles by Lexie Locke:


From Best Friend to Keyholder-Day 4: Chastity, Obedience, and Maid Training

Moxie had a lot of maids.

There were the pink ones, each fluttering about in frilly dresses that showed their thonged ass-cheeks as they teetered about in towering platform heels. 
There were the latex ones—sealed in gleaming black or bubblegum-tight gleaming suits, their faces masked, their mouths parted for use, and between their legs, only wet slits or locked cocks on glossy display.
 And then there were the proper French Maids. These goddesses were buttoned up in crisp uniforms that hugged their curves and gave them a professional bitch vibe that made my hearth quicken. Their expressions were sharp, and whenever they glanced my way, I felt as though they were looking straight through me. These last three days had changed me. Even the idea of their discipline made my little cage throb.

And then… there was me.

I was naked, save for a blush-pink ribbon tied around my balls and the humiliating pressure of a microcage flattening whatever manhood I used to have. The air bristled against my sensitive skin, and I could feel every pair of eyes devouring my humiliation.

“Um,” I ventured, shifting awkwardly. “I feel a little exposed.”

Moxie’s eyes lit up.

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she purred, squeezing my wrist in her warm, soft hand.

“Let’s make you a proper, obedient chastity maid.”


Pride and Predjudice and Punishment by Lexie Locke

Later that night, after chardonnay was drunk and the Bennet Sorority House had quieted, Jane and Elizabeth curled up in Jane’s oversized bed, both of them wearing very little as they bathed in the post-party glow.

Jane, radiant and soft, her golden hair brushed out and flowing over her shoulders, lay on her side with her knees tucked up and her lips parted in a private little smile. She wore a white pair of panties with the word ‘mommy’ emblazoned across the front.

Elizabeth was stretched beside her in black lace lingerie, long legs bare, with a glass of scotch perched on her stomach.

They spoke in whispers. Not from fear of being overheard — but from the weight of the moment.

“Bingley is just what a pretty boy should be,” Jane murmured at last, dreamily. “Good-humoured, generous, and so… so open. I never saw anyone so comfortable in their skin.”

Elizabeth smirked, swirling her scotch. “Not to mention that jawline. And those shoulders. Honestly, it’s indecent for someone that rich and subby to be built like a cavalry officer.”

Jane giggled, biting her lower lip. “I was so flattered he asked me to dance again.”

“You shouldn’t be. I expected it. He couldn’t have looked away from you if he’d tried. You were glowing, Jane. Honestly, it’s a miracle the poor man didn’t just fall to his knees right there and beg to eat your pussy.”

Jane flushed and buried her face in the pillow for a second before whispering, “I don’t want him on his knees. Not at first.”

Elizabeth arched an eyebrow.

“I want him happy,” Jane said softly, with that unique serenity only she could deliver. “Obedient, yes. But… sweet. I want him to sit at my feet, head in my lap, and just… breathe. I want to pet his hair and tell him he’s doing so well. I want to make him beg for affection, not punishment.”

Elizabeth’s smirk melted into something warmer.

“I want to hold his cock in my hand,” Jane whispered, voice thickening, “And not let him cum until he’s completely pliant. Not just a toy or a slave, but something else.”

Elizabeth exhaled slowly, heat rising in her core. She turned her head to look at her sister. “You really are a gentle domme, aren’t you?”

“I think so,” Jane said, her voice distant, dreamy. “I want him to fall in love with pleasing me. I want to ruin his sense of self—with kindness.”

Elizabeth reached over, sliding her fingers along Jane’s bare thigh. Her skin was so soft.

“You’re going to be so dangerous once you realize how powerful that is.”

They fell into silence again, the air between them pulsing with arousal.

Then Jane shifted slightly. Her hand slipped beneath her white cotton panties.

Elizabeth watched, mouth parting slightly.

Jane let out a laugh, soft and breathy. “I don’t want to own him. I want him to offer himself to me. Willingly. Like he can’t imagine doing anything else.”

She turned toward Elizabeth, their knees brushing above the sheets. Her voice dropped into a reverent hush.

“I want to lay him across my lap and pet his hair. Make him shiver just from my voice. I want to take away his orgasms, his pride, his choices… gently. I want him to love me for it.”

“God, Jane,” she murmured, her breath catching. “You’re so soft about it. So cruel.”

Jane’s cheeks flushed pink, but her hand moved beneath her panties, fingers stroking between her folds with delicate purpose. She gasped lightly, eyes fluttering closed for just a moment.

“I want him to ache for me,” she whispered. “To sit at my feet while I read. To ask permission just to kiss my toes. To cry a little the first time I let him cum.”

Elizabeth groaned quietly. “You're going to destroy him.”

“Softly,” Jane breathed, voice growing shaky. “And with a lot of hugs.”

For a moment, only the sounds of rustling sheets, wet fingers, and soft breathing filled the room.

Elizabeth turned toward her fully now, her knee brushing between Jane’s legs, slow and deliberate. “Show me what you'd do to him.”

Jane hesitated—but only for a breath.

Then her fingers slid from beneath her own waistband and reached across the bed. She pressed her hand between Elizabeth’s thighs, cupping her heat gently through the silk, her touch reverent and slow.

Elizabeth inhaled sharply. “Jane…”

“You asked,” Jane whispered. “Now let me practice.”

Elizabeth’s hips lifted, her pussy lips parting with a quiet moan.

Jane leaned closer, her mouth brushing against Elizabeth’s ear. “You’d like that too, wouldn’t you? Someone kneeling between your legs... or over them.”

Elizabeth let out a low, involuntary laugh — and then, almost without meaning to, she whispered:

“Only if I get to spank Darcy first.”

“Oh, Lizzy,” she purred, stroking her sorority sister’s clit through the fabric, slow and teasing. “He got in your head?”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Yes, you did.” Jane's voice was silk-wrapped heat now. “You want to drag him across your lap. Cold, proud Mr. Darcy. You want to make him beg you to keep going.”

Elizabeth whimpered, biting her lip, clit twitching into Jane’s palm.

“I want to leave handprints on that perfect ass,” she growled.

And that was it. Jane pushed aside the silk, slid her fingers deep, and Elizabeth gasped — loud, wet, needy. Their mouths met halfway in a kiss that was more breath than pressure, lips barely touching, sighs shared like secrets.

Jane kept her rhythm slow, firm, devastating.

Elizabeth’s hand slid down Jane’s back, pulling her closer, her own fingers finding their way between Jane’s thighs again.

They came together — not in silence, but in soft cries and shared trembling. Sheets tangled. Legs entwined. The room filled with heat and reverence and the electricity of power spoken aloud.

They lay in the aftermath, slick and shining, heads pressed close.

Elizabeth was the first to speak.

“I really am going to spank that man.”

Jane laughed.

“I hope I get to watch.”


Sissy Maid of Honor by Lexie Locke

“Eeee! I knew you’d say yes!” Julia beamed. “Okay, first things first—I need to see what I’m working with. Strip.”

My jaw dropped. “Wait... what?”

She blushed faintly at her own boldness, then straightened with mock-serious authority. “Come on! If we’re going to do this properly, I need to see my doll.”

I hesitated.

“Don’t make me take them off for you, Missy,” Julia said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. “Chop chop.”

That name hit me like a shot of tequila at 4am.

Missy.

With trembling hands, I peeled off my boxers and stepped out of them.

Julia’s eyes swept over me and she let out a low whistle.

“Well, damn,” she said, circling me like a sculptor studying a blank statue. “You’ve got such a pretty little figure. So lithe, so slim... Barely any body hair. Hardly any muscle. This is going to be easy.”

I flushed. Her words were compliments, but they made me feel small. Soft. Like, I just a doll.

Then her gaze dropped to my groin.

“Oh my god,” she giggled, biting her lip. “Is... that it?”

I tried to speak but Julia was laughing so hard.

“You really are one of the girls!”
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Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)


Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)

I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.


Chastity Model Photoshoot: From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 3 (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal) ... Friend to Keyholder-7 Days

Chastity Model Photoshoot
(From Best Friend to Keyholder – Day 3)
When a shy young man is caught with his best friend Hannah’s lingerie, she decides it’s time he put his submissive urges to better uses...as the new chastity model for The Dirty Minds Club, the city's most exclusive and decadent venue for dominant women.
Locked up tight and teased to the brink, he’s stripped, styled, and photographed by a ruthless dominatrix and her entourage of gorgeous assistants; each one determined to test his limits and see just how far a blushing housepet will go for approval. From vibrating delights to designer cages, there’s no shortage of toys — or creative ways to showcase them.
Under the strict eye of Fredrika, a seductive Nordic photographer with a mean streak, and Dina, a “nurse” with a clinical obsession for frustration, the photoshoot spirals into an unforgettable spectacle of training, control, and shameless submission. And with his best friend cheering them on, he’s learning the hard way what it means to serve, obey, and stay locked — no matter how badly he aches.
Chastity Model Photoshoot is part of the From Best Friend to Keyholder series — a steamy, serialized journey through feminization, teasing, obedience, and surrender. Perfect for readers who crave playful power exchange, aesthetic kink, and wickedly creative chastity torment.
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