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Teaser…

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-Teeny Tiny Cage

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-Hannah Picks my next cage

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!"


Up Next: 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.”
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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.
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Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling  with chastity, feminization, femdom, public humiliation, foot worship and harem dynamics.
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.


From Best Friend to Keyholder Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club : (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation

It’s only Day 2 of chastity, and I’m already restless, frustrated, and totally under her control. My former best friend, Hannah, has embraced her dominant side—and I’ve surrendered to it completely.
When she brings me to The Dirty Minds Club, a sun-soaked private resort for the delightfully deviant, I discover what public obedience really means. Wearing her panties, carrying her toy, and kneeling at her side, I’m introduced to a new world where submission is expected—and punishment is pleasure.
Hannah’s confidence grows with every command, every teasing touch. By the end of the day, she’s orchestrating a display that pushes every boundary I didn’t know I had… and loving every second of it.
If you enjoy femdom, male chastity, playful humiliation, and the delicious tension between friends-turned-keyholders, you’ll love Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club.
From Best Friend to Keyholder is an ongoing erotic series filled with teasing, training, and the slow, exquisite surrender to a woman who knows exactly how to take control. Each book builds on the last—but each day brings a climax of its own.


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.
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