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Chapter 1: The Blowjob From Hell

"I bet you’ve never been woken up with a blowjob before, have you, bestie?"

Hannah whispered it right into my ear, hot and soft, her tongue flicking the edge like a dirty secret. I stirred, confused and already hard as I could be, with my cock locked in chastity. Dreams of goddesses and aching submission slipped away in a slow, melting haze as something wet and warm dragged across the tip of the silicone shaft clipped over my cage.

When I opened my eyes, I couldn’t make sense of it at first. There she was.

Hannah.

On her knees between my thighs, my beautiful best friend, licking the head of my fully erect free cock. I gasped. But then I realised. She had fastened a realistic dildo over my chastity cage while I slept, and now she was sucking that plastic turgid penis like she was born to do nothing else.

I gripped the sheets. Part of me wanted to yank away. The rest wanted to melt into the bed and give myself up forever. Hannah’s long pink tongue circled the realistic head in slow, perfect swirls. Her lips formed a delicate seal, her cheeks hollowing slightly as she sucked. Her emerald green eyes never left mine.

"Mmm, you like that, baby?" she moaned, her voice sliding into a pornstar falsetto. "You like it when I suck Daddy’s cock?"

My breath caught. I couldn’t tell if I was horrified or aroused. Probably both. I could feel it. Phantom cock syndrome….jesus someone could write a research paper on how desperate I was getting. Every stroke of her tongue made my imprisoned cock throb, my poor caged clit twitching, precum pouring down my taint in a steady stream.

"Aww, Daddy’s clitty is leaking so much," Hannah cooed, her voice almost innocent, fingers following the precum trail to my now soaked asshole. Her eyes went wide. "Do you want me to touch your special place?"

My brain short-circuited. I didn’t know what I wanted. No, that wasn’t true. I did.

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I gasped. "Please."

She cocked her head, raising one eyebrow. "Please what?"

"Please finger my asshole," I whispered.

Hannah gave a wicked little smirk. "If you insist, bestie."

She reached down with casual elegance, spreading my legs wider with one hand, sliding the other between my cheeks. Her fingers were warm and slick and sure. With an almost lazy grace she pressed two fingers into me and my back arched off the bed.

"Oh thank you Miss Hannah," I cried out, fake dick wagging over my stomach as she fingered me. "Please keep touching my asshole."

She grinned. "Oh no, sweetie. Men and women have assholes. Little locked bitches with clits have boy pussies. Now beg me not to stop."

"Please don’t stop finger fucking my boy pussy," I whimpered, every syllable making my face burn hotter.

"For you, bestie," Hannah said, bending down and kissing my balls with her pump, glossy lips. "Anything."

Then Hannah’s fingers curled deep inside me, brushing my prostate with maddening skill. I couldn’t believe how fast she’d learned to handle me like this, but then again, she was always a fast learner. My whole body went rigid. My thighs trembled. I was about to cum.

"I’m going to cum in my cage," I grunted, voice high and desperate.

"Oh good," Hannah said brightly, and just like that, her fingers slipped out. Without warning or mercy, abandoning me on the edge.

I jerked on the bed like a puppet with its strings cut. "Please," I whined. "Please, I was so close."

"That’s the point, bestie," Hannah said, holding out her manicured fingers with dainty satisfaction. "You need to learn that cumming is so far above your station that even a finger fuck is a reward. Now thank me properly and lick."

Jesus, I didn’t even hesitate. I licked her fingers clean, tongue dragging along the salty, slippery mess she’d pulled out of me. It tasted like precum and sweat and embarrassment. It tasted like her. It tasted like ownership.

I was becoming addicted.

Addicted to her, to the ache she nourished between my quivering thighs, to the helpless way she made me feel like both her toy and her treasure.

"Good boy," she said, patting my cheek. "Now let’s get you ready. Dina will be here any minute."

That’s when the doorbell rang.


Chapter 2: Chastity Footboy

Dina was beautiful as ever.

Her long, glossy black hair spilled down her shoulders in soft, expensive waves, glinting in the sunlight like polished ink. Her skin was a delicate caramel glow, smooth and warm and kissed with gold. Every inch of her looked soft and delicious. Her white nautical minidress clung to her curves like it was painted on, straining to contain the twin swells of her massive breasts. They jiggled with each step, heavy and proud, the dark outline of her nipples just visible beneath the fabric. Her thighs were thick and strong, her hips generous, and when she curtseyed to Miss Hannah; her purple lace thong contoured to the perfect curve of her bulging, wet pussy. Her heels — six inches high and baby pink with gold buckles — thudded across the floor like a countdown.

The gorgeous submissive queen stopped in front of Hannah and dipped into a flawless curtsy.

"May I kiss your feet, Miss?" Dina asked sweetly, her voice like warm honey.

Hannah gave a coy smile and bit her lip. "You may."

Dina squatted low and gracefully, her back arching, her ass jutting out so round and obscene it didn’t even look real. I could see everything. The thong split her cheeks with vulgar precision, her pussy lips glistening through the sheer lace. It wasn’t fair. She was too perfect.

Of course, I was still embarrassingly nude and locked. I could feel the cage throb with every second I stared, the soft ache of denial becoming a deep, humiliating heat. My clit twitched, leaking helplessly into the floorboards. I tried to look away, but I couldn’t. My face burned, but my eyes stayed locked on her body.

She pressed her plump lips to each of Hannah’s toes, one by one, kissing with reverent care. Her tongue flicked out for just a second to taste the arch of Hannah’s foot, and I almost whimpered. My own tongue ached for something, anything, even the floor they stepped on. God what was happening to me?

"Gods, you’re pretty," Hannah said, giggling as Dina moved to the next foot. "Too pretty, really. I would have hated you in college. Bestie would have loved you, though. Wouldn’t you, bestie?"

I stuttered. "I… I suppose."

That was all it took.

Hannah turned toward me with that evil smile she wore better than any lipstick. "Oh, bestie. You really are enamored, aren’t you? Would you have tried to fuck her?"

My breath caught. I didn’t know what the right answer was, but I knew what the honest one was.

"Yes, Miss Hannah," I admitted, blushing deep.

Dina tittered without even looking up from her task. Her lips pressed to the side of Hannah’s big toe, and she murmured, "If you’ll pardon me, Miss… though he’s pretty enough, I’d never let a little caged bitch like your friend ever enter my tight juicy pussy."

The words hit like a slap and a kiss all at once. My heart dropped through the floor.

Hannah giggled and nodded thoughtfully. "I don’t know. Obedience should be rewarded, no?"

Dina looked at me with cool, assessing eyes. Then she smiled — sharp and slow.

"Absolutely not," she said. "Obedience is the least he owes you. Only going above and beyond deserves a reward. Pfft, even kissing your perfect feet just now was a reward, Miss. Truly."

"Flatterer," Hannah said, but her toes curled slightly under Dina’s lips. I could tell she liked hearing it.

Dina licked the arch one last time before sitting back on her heels.

My head spun. I wanted to beg. I wanted to kneel between them both and cry. My cage pulsed with need. My balls ached like stones. I felt like I’d never cum again, like the idea of pleasure was something I used to understand in a past life. But the ache had become something else. It was more than devotion, it was surrender.

Hannah turned to me with a filthy glint in her eye.

"Very well," she said brightly. "Bestie, are you sexually attracted to Dina?"

There was no escape. I nodded. "She’s beautiful," I murmured. My voice was shaking. "She’s… perfect."

Hannah clapped her hands. "Good boy. You may kiss her feet."

The world stopped.

Dina turned toward me with a smug little smirk. She shifted her legs open just slightly, enough for me to catch another glimpse of that soaked purple lace, and said, so softly that only i could  hear, "Enjoy your reward… chaste little bitch."

I crawled forward on my knees, thighs trembling. My cage felt heavier with every humiliated breath.

Dina lifted her foot.

It was flawless. Narrow and elegant with high arches, glossy pink polish on her toes, and the faintest trace of lotion and perfume. I could smell the warm scent of jasmine and sex radiating off her skin. I pressed my lips to her smallest toe.

It was electric.

She tasted like lotion and sweat and seduction. I kissed the next toe. And the next. My cock throbbed in the cage, useless. I could feel the precum soaking its way down my smooth thighs, slick and humiliating.

I kissed her heel, then dragged my tongue up the soft arch of her sole. She flexed her toes against my cheek.

"Slower," she murmured.

I obeyed instantly, my body burning. The ache in my cage had turned to a low, steady torture. I wanted to hump the floor. I wanted to be kicked. I wanted to be spat on. I wanted to cum. I wanted something, anything that gave me release.

But I knew that wasn’t coming.

And that made it so much hotter.

"Good boy," Hannah whispered behind me.

Those words? Those words, I felt in my horny frustrated bones.


Chapter 3: The Yacht of Dreams and Nightmares

Hannah led us up the gangway like we were her pets, her fingers laced delicately through two thin leashes, mine black and connected to my cock cage beneath my overcoat, every step up the slope sending a soft jolt through my clit, a teasing little twitch that echoed deep into my stomach. The other leash was pink and dainty, and led from a soft handle to a collar around Dina’s elegant carmel coloured neck.

“Thank you for taking my leash, Miss Hannah,” She had whimpered. “I’m so grateful.”

Hannah had blushed but accepted her gratitude and seemed to grow bolder from it.

“And where’s my thanks from you, Bestie?” She said, with a coy smirk. “You know, Dina, he still hasn’t really properly thanked me for locking up his disgusting little peenie.”

Inwardly, I scoffed. It was hardly little without the cage. Wait, wasn’t it?

Dina was giggling. “You’ll have to tell Moxie, Miss, she’ll give your chastity bitch an extra hard punishment to make up for that lack of manners. She’s a firm believer in etiquette.”

“I believe I’ll do that, thank you, Dina,” Hannah said.

When Hannah had looked the other way, Dina reached her hand around my waist, licked my ear, and whispered. “You are so dead, slut.”

Aghast, I walked behind them both, staring at the curve of their hips as they climbed.

Dina’s were wide and beautiful, her legs sculpted and glistening with lotion, every flex of her caramel skin another reminder of how far above me she was. The anchor charms on her anklet chimed softly with each sway of her ass, the sound bright and cruel and carefree.

Hannah walked ahead with her usual casual grace, bare feet silent on the lacquered gangway, her tiny tennis skirt fluttering just enough to tease the creamy curve of her lower cheeks with every step. The leashes in her hand swung gently as we climbed, one taut, one limp. She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. The simple rhythm of her hips was command enough.

At the top of the gangway, the yacht gleamed like a temple, all marble railings and soft white cushions, gold trim catching the sunlight in flashes. It looked like it shouldn’t exist, like it had been imagined by someone whose only language was desire. It even smelled expensive and was alight with activity. Hannah paused at the final step, looked back, and gave our leashes a little tug that made my breath catch and my cage twitch.

“You’re both such good pets,” my best friend said, and she smiled that sunshine smile that made everything worse. “Now let's get you all trained up, Bestie.”

We stepped onto the deck, and there she was.

Moxie.

Seated like a queen at the stern, one long smooth leg draped lazily over the other, the fingers of one hand curled around a tall crystal glass, the other hand trailing the edge of a white riding crop across the bare back of the man who knelt beneath her. He was her chair, naked, trembling, spine arched beneath her ass, his face pressed into the deck.

Moxie’s feet rested on the toned ass-cheeks of a woman lying supine on the warm planks, and it took me a full heartbeat to realize I’d seen her on talk shows, magazines, and scandal blogs , this footrest was a minor celebrity, a gossip site regular, and due to spearhead a new superhero movie in September…but today she was nothing more than a cushion under Moxie’s pale, manicured toes.

Moxie herself wore white. A corset of sheer lace and boned silk hugged her torso, cinching her waist into an hourglass that defied sense. The cups were cut low to frame her tits, glorious melons which were pale and heavy and dusted with glitter. Pearls clung to her neck and wrists, woven into the coiled shine of her upswept hair, draped between the lines of her corset. Her gloves were elbow-length and flawless. Every inch of her was intentional. Nobody had ever made femininity look this dangerous.

This Goddess in white scanned us, and her eyes found Hannah instantly. She smiled, lazy and lovely and bright with hunger.

“Come here, darling,” Moxie said, her voice low and fluid, like warm oil. “Let me taste you.”

Hannah blushed. “You Vancouver girls really know how to get right to the point.”

Clearly a little embarrassed but obviously excited, Hannah walked forward, dropping the leashes and wrapping her arms around Moxie’s waist, melting into the kiss. It was slow and open-mouthed and wet, and it lasted longer than anything polite. Moxie’s fingers slid into Hannah’s hair, then down to her hips, then lower, teasing the edge of her skirt. When they finally parted, Hannah was pink-cheeked and glowing.

Moxie turned to Dina, grabbed her discarded leash, and pulled her forward, slipping her fingers beneath the hem of the sailor dress with practiced ease. Dina gasped, one knee giving slightly as Moxie pressed her fingers inside the slave’s glorious opening. I felt my cage twitch manically as Moxie brought her fingers to Dina’s mouth and had her suck them clean of her own girl-cum, one by one, slow and sensually.

“As beauteous as ever,” Moxie murmured, licking the tip of her middle finger. “You taste like mischief, my pet.”

Dina flushed and dropped her eyes, her whole body warm with pride.

Then Moxie looked at me.

It was oddly terrifying.

Dina pulled off my overcoat by unspoken invitation and Moxie’s eyes trailed from the collar at my throat down to my bare chest, my flushed skin, the pathetic cage between my shaved thighs. She rose without effort, the man beneath her trembling as her weight left him, and she circled me like I was prey, like I was a gift she hadn’t yet decided to keep. I didn’t dare breathe. Her scent enveloped me, a mix of white roses and power and something darker beneath.

She reached around me and grabbed my ass in one firm handful, squeezing until I whimpered, then let go like I wasn’t worth holding. Her fingers found my nipple next, pinched it hard enough to make my back arch, then released with a flick that made my clit pulse in its prison. She stepped in closer, her gloved hand cupping my balls with clinical coldness.

“Soft, pretty, and tender,” she said. “Very malleable.”

She gave them a sharp, ringing slap.

I yelped.

She smiled.

“I think he still is under the silly wittle impression that his man-thoughts matter,” she said to no one in particular. “That’s a problem.”

Dina smirked, stepping back. “He hasn’t even properly thanked Miss Hannah for locking him up yet too!”

Moxie raised an eyebrow.

“Is that so?”

“Mm-hm,” Dina said, folding her hands behind her back. “Can you believe it?”

Moxie didn’t respond. She just clapped her hands once, and two beautiful women appeared from below deck, each dressed in pink latex and carrying matching bags.

“Take this chaste bitch downstairs,” Moxie said. “We need to teach him a few things.”

“Yes, Mistress,” they replied in unison.

Moxie looked at me one last time, her lips curling in a smile that was almost pitying.

“If he ever wants to be useful, he has to start committing to the cause.”

I nodded, swallowing the lump in my throat.

The women led me below.


Chapter 4: A Proper Maid

Fuck, this boat was big.

I was led inside a massive baroque-style bedroom with stunning vistas of the Vancouver coastline as we took to the sea. The wardrobe alone was larger than my room back home, lined with floor-to-ceiling mirrors and lit with soft pink lights that made everything look decadent and secretive. Velvet benches, satin hangers, shelves of folded silk and lace and latex, drawers with labels like ‘anal’, ‘pain’ and ‘pleasure’.

The walls were pale marble veined with gold. The air smelled of perfume and leather and the faint metallic edge of control.

This was Moxie’s playhouse.

“These are my assistants,” she said, gesturing to the two women who followed close behind her, glossy in tight pink latex that hugged their curves like paint. “Trixie and Nancy. They’re visiting from the Caribbean, doing an apprenticeship under me for their women in business class. They’ve been perfect pets so far, I dare say you could learn a lot from them.”

Trixie was tall and freckled with red curls spilling out of her hood, her breasts huge and pushed high in a corset that looked more decorative than structural. Nancy was dark and sleek and smirking, her hips swaying like she was already in on the joke. They looked like fetish dolls. They looked like angels. They looked like executioners. And they looked right at me.

I stood there trembling, already halfway stripped, cage exposed, collar shining.

They tittered as if I were something halfway between a curiosity and a patient in a clinic for cute perversions. I was on display, and they didn’t even need to pretend otherwise.

“Now,” Moxie said, her voice perfectly pleasant, “we don’t want to scare you too much. But you’ve worn panties before, yes?”

I nodded, blushing immediately. My hands itched to cover the cage, to run and hide, but I stayed still. I had learned by now what hesitation would earn me.

“And how does that make you feel, little chastity bitch?”

I opened my mouth, but it was Trixie’s hand that closed around my cage, fingers firm, grip light but undeniable. She squeezed it briefly. “Don’t lie to us, Petal.”

“It’s… very humiliating,” I whispered. “It’s so feminine and embarrassing and the cage makes it worse and I feel so… so…”

“Emasculated,” Nancy purred, her breath warm in my ear. Her hand brushed my hip, soft and cruel.

I shivered.

Moxie nodded once, pleased.

“I figured as much,” she said. “Boys and their egos. Always the silliest part of them. Don’t worry. We’ll start working that out of you today.”

She smiled, slow and bright and dangerous.

“Now, seeing as it’s humiliating, we’ll continue in that vein. You’re not a full sissy bitch, no your  Miss Hannah insisted she had little interest in that so don’t worry. You’re a chastity bitch. There’s a difference. But today, we’re going to keep you blushing and pretty.”

Nancy pouted, lips shiny and full of false innocence.

“But he’s very pretty, Mistress. I wanted to do his nails.”

Moxie didn’t miss a beat.

“If you want to make sissies, go back to F.U.”

She clicked her tongue and set her attention fully on me.

“Here in Vancouver, I break boys.”

I swallowed.

“Now,” she added, clapping her hands, “let’s get you in some lingerie.”

What followed was somehow more embarrassing than anything else that had happened all week. Worse than the leash, worse than the cage, worse than licking cum off polished toes. They pulled me onto a raised plinth in the center of the wardrobe, surrounded by mirrors, and began dressing me like a doll.

First came the pastel-blue babydoll set, barely sheer, trimmed in lace, the hem tickling my thighs. The panties were frilly, satin, and soaked with humiliation the second they went over my cage. My nipples pressed tight against the see-through mesh, and when Nancy adjusted the ribbon at the center of my chest, I flinched like she’d slapped me.

Next was a crimson garter teddy that plunged low enough to expose everything, the back cut so high my ass felt completely bare. Trixie slid the straps over my shoulders with delicate precision, her fingers brushing my skin, her eyes never leaving the way I twitched.

After that, a lavender playsuit in glossy latex, hearts cut out over my nipples, the back open to show off the cage and the blush just above it. Nancy made me bend over in it and touched the tip of her boot to my clit through the slit.

Each change brought a new round of giggles, new comments, new mirrors catching me in positions I would never forget. I couldn’t stop looking. I couldn’t stop leaking.

But Moxie only smiled when they finally found the one.

Black and white, decadent and devastating, the kind of lingerie set that looked like it had been designed for an angel. The bra — if it could even be called that — was nothing more than two silky black half-cups trimmed in white lace, lifting my small chest high and proud, leaving my nipples entirely bare and helpless, soft pink buds standing stiff in the cold air. Nancy gave them each a soft tap with her knuckle as she fastened the back, and I whimpered, my whole body jolting like a string had been pulled.

The panties were even worse. Crotchless, sheer, embroidered with tiny white flowers, the waistband sitting high and girlish on my hips while the open slit left my little cage fully exposed, dangling through the gap, thrusting my humiliation out for all to see. These panties clung to me like a second skin, every soft brush of silk against my thighs a cruel reminder that I was totally owned.

Trixie added the garter belt with delicate precision, her tongue poking slightly between her lips as she clipped each suspender into place. The belt was a slim corset in itself, cinching my waist tighter than I thought possible, hugging my tummy into soft feminine curves and forcing my hips to flare just so. It was trimmed with little bows and scalloped lace, and every time she pulled a strap tight, she whispered a different word into my ear: be pretty, be obedient, be soft.

The stockings were sheer and pale, like powdered sugar clinging to skin, the tops banded in black silk with satin bows perched just above the knee like invitations. They slid up my legs with a whisper, and Trixie didn’t even try to hide her smirk as she tugged them smooth. My thighs looked fragile in them, trembling, ladylike, ridiculous.

Then came the gloves — ivory silk, wrist-length, with tiny pearl buttons that Nancy fastened with the care of a woman handling heirlooms. The gloves were cool at first, but warmed quickly to my skin, clinging to my fingers in a way that made my hands look foreign to me, smaller, prettier, less useful. I flexed my fingers and watched them twitch like doll hands, helpless and decorative.

By the time they added the corset, I was already floating. It wasn’t just tight. It was transforming. Each tug of the laces reshaped me, pulled me inward, lifted my chest, narrowed my waist until I felt like my breath belonged to someone else. I looked in the mirror and saw a parody of a maid, a submissive porcelain thing trembling in satin and shame, a boy dressed so sweetly he barely looked like one at all.

And just when I thought I couldn’t be dressed any more completely, they brought out the shoes.

Four-inch stilettos, black patent, the toe pointed, the heel a needle. They gleamed like mirrors, the kind of shoes you could see your future in — or your downfall. Nancy knelt in front of me and took my foot in her gloved hand, her grip gentle but firm. She slid the shoe on with reverence, lifting my ankle like I was a bride about to walk down the aisle toward disgrace. Then she leaned in and kissed the inside of my ankle softly, her lips brushing the skin just above the strap before buckling it shut.

I was trembling. Every part of me.

“Today,” Moxie said, finally satisfied, “your name is Chastity Maid.”

Nancy and Trixie left the room as Moxie walked around me once more, pinching the flesh of my bottom, then brushing her hand against my nipple just to watch it harden.

“You will serve with grace,” she said softly. “Or you will suffer with purpose.”

Moxie snapped her fingers again.

The two beautiful girls reappeared, already dressed in matching French maid uniforms, each flawless in posture and movement.

Moxie gestured.

“Obedience drills,” she said.

And that was how it began.

“First you’ll be polishing cutlery,” Nancy chirped.

“Well,” I smirked. “That doesn’t sound too hard.”

And speaking like that, ladies and gentlemen, is what makes me such a prime idiot.

Oh I cleaned the cutlery, one trembling piece at a time-but of course I was bent low over the table with my ass high in the air and my knees trembling in delicate stockings and towering heels. Moxie herself had placed a pink glittery dildo on the seat of the ornate white chair, slicked it with lube and coconut oil, and looked me in the eyes as I lowered myself onto it. It was thick and veined and unforgiving, but with my dicklet locked up I knew this was the most action I was going to get for a long time. The moment the tip pressed past my ring, I felt the breath leave my body and my pride crumble a little more. I was not allowed to sit — not really — only bounce, a soft, slow rhythm of submission while I worked.

The cutlery was endless. Spoons, forks, tiny gold knives. Each one was to be polished by hand. Each one requiring my full attention, because every time I slowed, every time my bouncing my ass up and down the silocne cock, anytime Ihesitated or my hips trembled off rhythm, a lash would streak across my thigh. Trixie used a long riding crop with a pink tassel at the end, and Nancy preferred a thin, short crop with a gold handle. Both left marks.

“Enough,” Moxie said with a bored sigh. “Now it's time for you to fold the panties.”

There were so many. Dozens. Hundreds. Every shade of blush and cream and black. Lace, silk, mesh, gossamer little nothings that whispered secrets when you picked them up. I folded them carefully, hands in trembling gloves, laying each one onto the table for Nancy to carry away.

I tried to keep my pace even. I tried to keep the dildo deep inside me. But each new lash across my thigh blurred the edges of thought.

“Now,” Moxie announced with a hard clap. “Pour the coffee.”

The pot was silver, gleaming and very, very heavy. My hands shook as I poured cup after cup, the spout trembling just inches from fine porcelain. My heels dug into the rug with every downward bounce, and the dildo pushed against something inside me that made my cage leak helplessly. I tried to keep my arms still, but the rhythm of my hips betrayed me. My cage twitched with every pulse of the plug, every tiny clench, every humiliating drip that soaked through my panties and slid down my thigh.

Every spilled drop meant another strike.

Nancy stood with her arms crossed, watching with open hunger. Trixie kept time with a silver bell, chiming once when I slowed, twice when I whimpered, three times when I disrespected the rhythm of my body.

And through it all, Moxie watched from her throne, legs crossed, one hand holding a crystal glass, the other idly stroking the stem like it was a cock she’d allow someone else to worship. Her gaze was calm, clinical, a soft smile touching her lips.

“We just might make a decent maid out of you yet….”


Chapter 5: Reprogramming

“It’s time for you to change your attitude about manhood,” Moxie said softly, her tone somewhere between amusement and decree. “Don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice trembling with excitement.

Trixie and Nancy buckled me into a velvet-lined chair, the kind you’d expect to find in a boudoir. My wrists and thighs were strapped with leather bands that gleamed under the dim, pink glow of the studio lights. My cage pulsed with nervous anticipation as the screen flickered to life before me.

The first image was Hannah, my best friend, beaming down at me from yesterday’s photoshoot. She was pointing at my cage and laughing, pure joy in her expression, her fingers dancing over the air like she was painting humiliation directly onto my soul.

“I have two things for you today, Chastity Maid,” Moxie said as she knelt before me, businesslike but smiling. Her gloves were soft against my skin as she clipped a strange black clamp around the base of my balls, the cold plastic hugging tight. “This is a shock collar. And this,” she added, looping a wired tube over the front of my chastity cage, “is a vibrator.”

I blinked at the screen, heart thudding.

The first clip played — a man, muscular and eager, fucking a beautiful blonde woman. Her moans echoed through the speakers, slow and syrupy, her legs wrapped tight around him as he grunted into her body. The man looked eerily like me. I opened my mouth, confused, aroused, but before I could even feel my cage twitch, a brutal jolt ripped through my balls.

I gasped. My entire body bucked. My toes curled inside their silky white stockings.

“This,” Moxie said calmly, folding her arms as the man continued to pump away onscreen, “is unnatural. Dicks should be locked up.”

The next video loaded. Same man, same woman — but now the roles were reversed. He was on all fours, his cock securely locked away, while the blonde beauty pounded into him with a thick black strap-on. My cage began to hum, the vibration subtle but deep, and I moaned before I could even catch myself.

“In this version,” Moxie said, nodding toward the screen, “he is caged, obedient, and devoted to her pleasure. Feels much better, doesn’t it?”

The vibrator buzzed harder. My thighs trembled. My back arched. I whimpered like a broken pet.

Then the show truly began.

The screen flickered again. Moxie tilted her head, a lazy smile curling on her lips as she turned the dial on the remote in her hand.

“Next clip,” she said sweetly.

The image changed. A man knelt before a curvy redhead, her thighs parted, his tongue lapping eagerly between her legs. The camera lingered on his face — flushed, adoring, desperate. I watched, entranced, my cage beginning to hum again. The vibration started slow, like a whisper along the seam of my clit, and I couldn’t help the moan that spilled from my lips.

“This,” Moxie murmured, stepping closer, “is the natural order of things. Locked. Humbled. Devoted to pleasure that doesn’t belong to you.”

She reached out and stroked a single finger along my cheek, her touch barely there.

“I want you to imagine it’s you between her legs. Wouldn’t you love that? Getting to lick a real woman? Getting to serve her until your whole body aches?”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, Mistress.”

The screen flashed.

New scene.

A man spanking a woman bent over his lap. Her ass red. His cock hard. His face smug.

The shock slammed through me like lightning.

My legs jerked against the restraints. My throat clenched around a strangled cry. My balls throbbed with stinging pain, trapped under the collar’s cruel ring.

Moxie’s tone darkened.

“No,” she snapped. “No arrogance. No pleasure in domination. That’s not for you.”

She leaned in, her breath warm on my neck.

“You aren’t here to lead. You aren’t here to teach. You are here to kneel and serve and ache.”

The next clip rolled.

A naked man on all fours, a gorgeous Black woman standing above him with a cocked brow and a riding crop in hand. Without a word, she swung — the sound of impact sharp and final. His balls bounced under the blow, and his whimper echoed through the room.

I braced.

The vibrator kicked on again — and something inside me twisted.

It wasn’t just pleasure. It was… something worse. Something deeper.

I was drooling through my moans now, my head lolled back, my thighs trembling.

“See?” Moxie said, chuckling. “Punishment becomes you. Just a little pain and your clit twitches like it’s being praised.”

The next image was a hard cock.

Erect. Veined. Heroic.

It glistened as a woman wrapped her lips around it, her mascara running as she gagged herself deeper.

The shock was immediate, so sharp it felt personal.

I couldn’t help myself, I screamed.

The sound burst out of me like a confession. My back arched, the collar lit up, and I shook in the chair, weeping with frustration and need.

Moxie’s voice was steel.

“You will never be that man. You will never have that kind of cock. You will never be sucked like that.”

I sobbed.

“I know,” I whimpered. “I know, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

Next clip.

A tiny pink cage. It was locked tight and leaking in a way I had come to understand well.

A soft, merciless finger traced along the bars, slow and cruel. A woman laughed, then kicked him gently in the balls.

The vibrator buzzed again, stronger now, crueler. I gasped and writhed, overwhelmed.

Moxie’s voice melted into something almost gentle.

“That’s better. That’s more like it. Pain when you pretend to be a man. Pleasure when you remember you’re just a little chastity maid.”

I couldn’t speak. I was panting. Shaking. My clit ached so badly I thought I might pass out. And still the videos kept coming.

A hard cock came on a girl’s face.

Immediate, scorching shock.

My whole body seized. The collar clamped tight around the base of my balls. My voice tore itself into pieces, screaming from somewhere deep and awful.

“You will never cum like that,” Moxie growled. “You don’t deserve release. You don’t even deserve to be hard.”

Then the screen showed me.

Me?

There I was, caged, locked and squirming pathetically under bright lights. Twitching helplessly as Hannah laughed as I sprayed my embarrassing seed all over a beautiful pair of women’s weet. I recognized it immediately — the footage from yesterday, at the end of the shoot. My own moans, high and hopeless, echoed through the room.

The vibrator hummed to life and surged.

A burst of pleasure shattered me.

I cried out, leaking so hard it splashed against my thighs, soaking through the lace panties I was still wearing like some pathetic afterthought. The buzz didn’t stop. It pressed into me, coiling tighter, teasing the edge of something I couldn’t reach.

“You see?” Moxie purred, crouching beside me, licking her lips as she watched my hips buck helplessly. “When you are humiliated, when you are owned, when you are truly degraded, that’s when your clit gets excited. Not when you dominate. Not when you fuck. Only when you’re beneath us.”

My breath was coming in ragged sobs. My limbs were trembling. My vision blurred with tears and heat.

Moxie rose to her full height.

She stood before me in her crisp white corset and gleaming gloves and smiled.

Her voice, when it came, was soft.

“Now,” she said, brushing a stray lock of hair from my damp forehead, “you’re ready for Dina.”


Chapter 6: Pussy Licker

Dina lounged on the sun-drenched deck like she was the star of a music video and the yacht was just her weekend toy. The ocean glittered behind her in lazy waves, but nothing compared to her. She wore a ridiculous nautical bikini — white and blue crochet strings that barely covered anything, hugging every curve of her caramel-glazed body like they were in love with her. The fabric shimmered slightly in the sunlight, but not as much as her skin did. Her breasts bounced with each shift of her hips. Her belly was flat and smooth, her thighs thick and golden, her hips wide and framed by anchor charms that chimed softly whenever she moved. I ached just looking at her. My cage pulsed miserably. My whole body longed for something I knew I would never get.

She stretched like a cat and looked at me with lazy amusement. “Okay, Chastity Maid,” she purred, “today you’re going to learn how to worship a woman properly. Understand?”

I nodded quickly, cheeks burning, my knees already aching from being on them so long. She was terrifying in her beauty — and worse, she knew it.

“Good,” she said, dragging a manicured nail slowly across the top of my cage, making me shudder. “Now to worship a woman’s pussy, you need to understand the fundamentals.”

She sat up a little straighter, resting one elbow on her knee, her fingers toying idly with the string tied over her clit. “You’ve got the clit, of course — top of the mountain, baby. Don’t go near it too hard unless you want to get kicked in your soft little balls. Then there’s the lips — outer and inner — think of them like the gates to heaven, and you're the unworthy sinner licking the floor outside. Then there's the hole. Some girls want you to tongue fuck it, really get in there, really work. Others?” She shrugged. “They want gentle. Slow licks. Tickles. Breathy kisses. Graceful little laps.”

She leaned forward and cupped my caged clit, squeezing gently as if weighing it. “Some girls want you to mash your nose into their clit while your tongue goes wild, rough and deep until you’re drooling and she’s flooding your pathetic little mouth with squirt. Others want to feel like their pussy is royalty and your tongue is a silk scarf dancing in reverence.”

She let go and flicked the cage lightly. “What does Miss Hannah like?”

I blinked, my mouth suddenly dry. “Um... I don’t know. She won’t even let me see her pussy.”

Dina’s eyes sparkled. Her smile turned wicked. “Ohhh she is evil. No wonder Fredrika was so excited about her. You poor thing. You’re locked in that tiny pink clit-prison, made to beg, edge, serve, and she won’t even let you get close enough to smell her?”

I nodded, humiliated. “Not even once.”

Dina threw her head back and laughed, her tits bouncing with the motion. “God. That’s the most humiliating thing I’ve ever heard. Caged. Tortured. And denied the one thing you were born to worship.” She leaned in, her voice dropping to a teasing whisper. “You must feel so pathetic.”

I whimpered.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now open your mouth.”

I obeyed. She slipped a finger in between my lips and pressed down on my tongue, letting me taste the salt of her skin and the faint, intoxicating trace of coconut oil and power.

“First rule,” she said, climbing to her feet with impossible grace and pulling her bikini bottom aside, exposing the glistening folds of her pussy to the sunlight, “you’re not here to get off. You’re not here to impress. You’re here to please.”

She sat back on the padded bench and spread her thighs with royal command, her pussy wet and beautiful and already leaking.

“Now crawl.”

I scrambled forward on all fours, thighs trembling, leash trailing behind me.

“Tongue out.”

I obeyed with ease, this was coming so naturally to me now.

And she pulled me between her legs.

The first taste was heaven.

Salty. Sweet. Sharp with sweat and musk and her own arousal. I moaned into her, my whole body alight. She was so wet, so soft, so impossibly perfect. I licked slowly at first, tracing her lips with reverence, then dipping between to drag my tongue over the hood of her clit.

“Good,” Dina murmured, brushing my hair back. “That’s it. Worship.”

I obeyed. My whole world narrowed to the heat between her thighs and the aching pulse in my cage. I licked and licked, let my lips suck gently on her clit, let my tongue dip into her dripping cunt, tasted every slick, sacred inch. She ground against me lazily, curling her toes against my back, breathing soft praise.

When she came, she gripped my hair and bucked her hips forward, grinding her pussy hard against my face, drenching me in her climax with a deep, guttural moan that echoed across the deck.

I sagged against her legs, panting.

But it wasn’t over.

Not even close.

“Now,” came Moxie’s voice from behind me, “try it on a real Domme.”

I turned, dazed, and saw her stepping forward in a white bikini that clung to her body like it had been painted on. Her nipples were hard through the cups. Her eyes burned.

“Dina taught you the basics,” she said, strapping a small remote around my balls again. “Now you’ll learn precision.”

She pulled the strings of her bikini aside and revealed her pussy, smooth and already glistening. She sat in the shade, one leg draped either side of the lounger.

“Begin,” Moxie said with a glittering wink.

I leaned in and licked once. Trying to gague her needs, I started gently.

“Good.”

I licked again, trying not to rush.

“Too fast!”

The shock made me yelp.

“Slower.”

I licked again. Softer.

Buzz.

A moan from her.

“Better.”

I focused, desperate to please. My tongue moved in slow circles, pausing to flutter. To flick. To gently kiss the edge of her clit, to dance over her lips. She sighed. Ground herself into my face. The scent of her arousal filled my lungs.

Every time I moved too fast, the shock reminded me.

Every time I moved just right, the vibrator rewarded me.

I lost track of time.

She came slowly, powerfully, gasping as a sudden flood burst across my face. It soaked my cheeks, my mouth, my nose, and she didn’t let me pull away. Not until I had swallowed every drop. Not until I was drenched in her approval.

I was shaking.

Covered in cum.

My cage throbbing. My clit aching.

And somewhere in the distance, the party was beginning.

But I had done something right.

I had made a woman cum.

And for the first time all week, I felt useful.

Even if I was just a chastity maid.

Even if I’d never taste Hannah.

Even if this was all I was good for now.


Chapter 7: The Demonstration

I was shaking with every step.

Dina led me through a different corridor of the yacht, this one even more lavish than the others, its marble inlays and soft gold detailing gleaming like the interior of a palace. The scent of citrus perfume and sea air wrapped around me as the doors opened onto the upper deck lounge — a sun-drenched garden of decadence, scattered with cushions, gauzy curtains, and women in various states of pampered bliss.

And right in the center, stretched out like a cat in heat, was Hannah.

She was reclining on a padded chaise longue, wearing a dark sapphire one-piece that clung to her like a dream, the curve of her breasts and waist outlined in silky shadows. Her long bare legs were crossed elegantly, her hair up in a high, bouncing ponytail, and her face lit with lazy satisfaction as the celebrity — the same actress who had been Moxie’s footstool hours before — now massaged Hannah’s feet with devoted focus.

I stopped in my tracks.

I couldn’t move.

Because I was standing in the doorway dressed in full lingerie — the black-and-white set they’d chosen for me earlier. My little cage dangled through the crotchless slit in the panties. My nipples were still stiff and exposed in the lace demi-cups. My garter belt hugged my waist like a cruel ribbon of ownership. The heels on my feet clicked with each trembling shift of my weight. I had never felt more naked.

Dina gave a delighted giggle and clapped her hands to get everyone’s attention.

“Ladies,” she announced, “may I present your new and improved chastity maid.”

The world turned.

Everyone turned.

Moxie clapped first — slow, loud, wicked. Then the other women joined in. Their laughter rang out across the deck, sweet and cruel and hot with delight. Hannah looked up from her pampered daze and took one long look at me, and her mouth fell open in delighted shock.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, sitting upright. “Bestie, you look like a frilly little slut maid!”

She got up and circled me like a lioness, eyes bright with glee.

“What did they do to you?” she laughed, reaching forward to tweak one of my nipples, then giving my pantied ass a solid grab. “These panties are obscene. Your little caged clit looks even smaller in them.”

I burned. The humiliation coated my skin like oil.

Moxie beamed. “Let him show you. Go on, Chastity Maid. Tell them what you’ve learned today.”

I swallowed hard.

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured.

I stood tall — or tried to — and lifted my chin as I recited the five most important lessons they’d drilled into me since morning.

“One: My clit belongs to my superior. It is not mine to touch or use.
Two: Pleasure is not a right. It is a gift, to be earned or denied.
Three: A good chastity maid always thanks her keyholder.
Four: I must serve with grace or suffer with purpose.
And five: My orgasm means nothing. Her orgasm is everything.”

There was a moment of silence.

Then Hannah clapped her hands with delight. “So well-trained! I’m honestly impressed.”

She walked closer and slid her hand between my legs, wrapping her soft fingers around the cage. “But I think we should test you,” she purred. “Don’t you?”

I didn’t know what she meant until she pulled a delicate silver anklet from her pocket — the one that held the key — and, with a little twist, unlocked my cage.

The click echoed louder than it should have.

I gasped.

I hadn’t been out of chastity in so long I had forgotten what it felt like to be bare. My cock surged forward, hard in an instant, flushed and twitching with need, throbbing like it had been waiting its whole life for this moment.

“Shhh,” Hannah murmured, cradling it in both hands like something sacred. “No cumming. Not yet.”

She looked up at me with that innocent smile I’d known for twenty years, the one that used to mean sleepovers and inside jokes, the one that now meant ruin.

“I want you to beg me to lock you back up before you cum,” she said, her fingers stroking me gently, her touch so light it made my knees buckle. “Beg me to lock up your useless little clit and deny you your orgasm.”

I whimpered. I couldn’t think.

“But it feels so good,” I moaned. “I haven’t been touched in so long, please, just a little more—”

She pouted. “That’s not what I said.”

Her hands moved faster.

“Say it. Say the words.”

I groaned, my hips bucking forward against her grip. My cock throbbed harder. My balls clenched. I was so close.

But I couldn't disobey her.

I couldn’t disappoint her.

“Please,” I cried, voice high and pathetic, “please lock me back up before I cum. Don’t let me finish. Don’t let me have an orgasm. I don’t deserve it. Please, Miss Hannah.”

She grinned like it was her birthday and released me instantly.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now sit down and open that mouth.”

Dina took her place on my face.

She lowered herself slowly, her thighs strong and soft on either side of my head, her pussy wet and swollen from earlier. I moaned into her folds, licking without hesitation, drinking in her flavor, my tongue worshipping every inch. I had barely started when Moxie placed something in my hand.

A wand. The vibration buzzed to life with a deep, rumbling purr.

“Use it,” she whispered. “Hold it against your clit. But only when I tell you.”

I obeyed, holding off, embarrassingly excited for this opportunity to put a vibrating wand against my locked aching pathetic clit.

Wanting to be a good chastity maid, I licked and moaned and obeyed.

“Now,” Moxie said.

I pressed the wand to my aching cock.

The stimulation was instant. As devastating as it was humiliating.

I bucked beneath Dina, tongue frantic, my cock leaking embarassingly, my body overwhelmed with pleasure.

I was about to cum.

And then — without thinking — I pulled the wand away at the last possible second.

My orgasm twisted, stuttered, leaked out of me without any pleasure whatsoever.

I collapsed under Dina, shaking.

“Did he just—” Hannah gasped. “Oh my god. Did he even ruin his cummies?”

Moxie leaned forward, laughing softly. “He did. And we didn’t even have to command him. He’s finally learned that his clit’s too pathetic even a caged orgasm.”

Dina clapped her hands and bounced gently on my tongue. “We’re very good at what we do.”

Still panting, I opened my eyes, flush with embarrassment and some twisted sense of pride.

Hannah was crouched beside me now, her fingers scooping the dribble of cum from the tip of my cock.

“Open,” she said, voice firm and fond.

Used to this now, I hurried and obeyed. She slid her fingers into my mouth, feeding me the mess of my ruined orgasm. I swallowed without hesitation.

She kissed my forehead, sending shivers down my sweating body.

“We need to get home,” Hannah said, standing. “You’ve had quite a day. And tomorrow’s going to be even bigger.”

She turned to Moxie, her eyes gleaming. “He’s going to be the only boy in attendance, isn’t he?”

Moxie nodded. “At the Gala for Dominant Women, yes.”

I stared up at them, still kneeling, cum-slicked, caged and aching, exhausted, and glowing with shame and pride.

“Lets get you some rest, Bestie! Or should I say, Chastity Maid?” Hannah said, looping the leash back onto my collar. “Tomorrow, you’re going to make us proud.”

And with that, I followed her down below deck.

My panties were damp, my thighs were trembling and my cage was tighter than it had ever felt before.

And still, I was aching to serve.

And tomorrow, it seemed, I would get my chance and then some.
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