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Chapter 1
Dressed for My Destiny


Istood trembling in front of the full-length mirror, staring at the reflection that barely looked human anymore.

She—I—was a fantasy made real: soft pink lace clinging to every curve, the tight thong of the teddy teasing between my cheeks with every nervous shift of my hips. Over it, Lisa had zipped me into a blush-pink cocktail dress, the sequins catching the low bedroom light with every movement. The dress was short. Obscenely short. Every step threatened to flash the lace underneath. Every sway reminded me there was no room for modesty left.

Just the delicate press of the teddy against the aching, caged thing between my legs.

Lisa circled me slowly, her heels clicking a steady rhythm against the hardwood floor. She was a goddess in black: a sleek, dangerous silhouette poured into a dress that clung to her every curve. Her legs seemed to stretch forever in stilettos sharp enough to slice through glass, and her lips—painted a bold, merciless red—curled into a smile that promised I wasn’t going anywhere she didn't want me to.

"Turn around for me, pet," she purred, the command so casual, so assured, it left no room for argument.

I obeyed instantly, pivoting awkwardly on the too-tall heels. The tight hem of the dress brushed my thighs with every step, teasing the exposed skin left bare by the teddy’s daring cut. I could feel the cool air whispering up under the fabric. I could feel the heavy gaze Lisa pinned me with—weightier than any touch—inspecting, savoring, owning.

When I completed the turn, she stepped closer, her perfume wrapping around me—dark, rich, and undeniably hers. She reached out, tugging the hem of my dress higher with a single finger until she could catch a glimpse of the delicate lace straining to hide my shame.

"That dress looks gorgeous on you," she murmured approvingly. Her fingertip traced the inside of my thigh, a light, teasing touch that left my knees trembling. "I knew it would. It’s perfect for tonight."

I bit down hard on my bottom lip, trying to hold in the whimper that threatened to spill out.

Lisa moved even closer, until the curve of her body almost touched mine, until the air between us seemed to sizzle. Her fingers caught my chin, lifting my gaze to meet hers in the mirror. My reflection looked impossibly small next to hers. Wide-eyed. Vulnerable. Helpless.

"You look perfect," she said, her voice softer now, but no less commanding. "Exactly how you were always meant to be."

I nodded, a shaky, desperate motion that only made her smile wider.

She leaned down, her breath warm against my ear, sending a shiver racing down my spine.

"Behave tonight," she whispered, "and I'll give you a reward you'll never forget. Maybe..." She let the word hang, let it soak into my bones. "Maybe even let you cum."

The cage throbbed violently at the promise. I squeezed my thighs together without thinking, but there was no relief. Only the steady, maddening ache of denial—and the growing, inescapable need to please her.

"I expect unwavering obedience," she continued, her tone sharpening ever so slightly. "Smile when I tell you. Stand tall when I command it. No hesitation. No whining. No second chances."

"Yes, Mistress,” I breathed, the words tumbling from my lips like a prayer.

Her fingers released my chin slowly, her touch lingering a moment longer than necessary. She circled me again, inspecting every detail: the shimmer of the dress, the soft curls of my chestnut-brown wig, the delicate gloss of my lips. Every inch of me had been crafted to her specifications, and under her gaze, I felt less like a person and more like a possession. A prize. A thing to be shown off.

"You’re going to make them drool," Lisa said, smoothing a wrinkle from the fabric at my hip. "They’ll never guess what’s hiding between those pretty legs."

I whimpered, the sound embarrassingly loud in the stillness of the room, but Lisa only chuckled—a rich, indulgent sound that made my stomach knot tighter.

Her hand drifted to the necklace she had fastened around my throat—a delicate silver chain that to any outsider would look like a simple, elegant touch. But we both knew what it really was.

A leash. Invisible. Unbreakable.

Lisa's fingers brushed the chain lightly, her touch so intimate, so final, it made my knees weak.

"You’re mine tonight, pet,” she murmured, almost to herself. "Every breath. Every step. Every smile."

“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed.

She moved to the dresser, plucking up a sleek black purse and slipping it over her shoulder. She clutched it as if it held some precious treasure—I had a feeling that it did.

My gift.

If I was good.

Lisa turned back to me, tilting her head, surveying me one last time like an artist admiring her finished masterpiece.

"Let’s go," she said, her voice bright with wicked promise. "We’ve got a reunion to crash."

My legs wobbled as I followed her, the heels clicking uncertainly against the floor. Every step was a reminder of what I was. Of who I belonged to.

Of what I was about to risk.

Of what I was about to earn.

And somewhere, deep in the pit of my stomach, a strange, terrible thrill bloomed.

Tonight, there would be no turning back.


Chapter 2
Arrival


The moment the car rolled to a stop in the old school parking lot, my stomach twisted into tight, sickening knots. The gymnasium loomed ahead of us, floodlights casting long shadows across the peeling walls and sagging bleachers. I could hear the thump of bass even from here, could see the doors flung wide open, spilling golden light and the buzz of too-loud laughter into the warm night air.

It looked exactly the same. It smelled exactly the same. And somehow, that made it worse.

I sat frozen in my seat, hands clutching the hem of my dress, fingers worrying the sequined fabric into tighter and tighter knots. My heart hammered against my ribs so violently it hurt, and when I glanced over at Lisa, all I saw was calm, predatory amusement. She was already smoothing her sleek black dress into place, her lipstick impossibly perfect, her heels tapping out a slow, deliberate rhythm against the floor of the car.

"Come on, Felicity,” she said, her voice light, almost sweet. "Big night ahead."

I swallowed hard, my throat dry and raw. My hands trembled as I reached for the door handle. The air outside hit me like a slap—warm, heavy, smelling faintly of asphalt and cheap beer. I stumbled out onto the cracked pavement, my heels wobbling beneath me, the short hem of my dress whispering around my thighs with every tiny movement.

Already, I could see them—clusters of old classmates milling around the entrance, laughing too loudly, holding plastic cups of beer. Some of them looked almost the same, just a little thicker around the waist, a little more tired around the eyes.

But I recognized them.

Panic boiled inside me, clawing up my throat, thick and choking. What if people recognized me? What if they saw what I had become?

Lisa appeared at my side, slipping her arm casually through mine. Her grip was firm, unyielding, guiding me forward whether I wanted it or not.

I tried to dig my heels into the pavement, tried to resist, but she just smiled—that slow, wicked smile that made my knees weak—and leaned in close enough for her perfume to wrap around me.

"You’re shaking," she murmured against my ear. "Second thoughts?"

I nodded before I could stop myself, my whole body trembling.

Her laugh was low and delighted. She lifted her purse and shook it in front of me, grinning wickedly as I heard something fumbling around inside.

"You hear that, pet?" she whispered, her voice dripping with promise. "That's your reward. If you're a good girl tonight. You’re so close to getting everything you want.”

My mouth went dry. I nodded again, helplessly this time.

Lisa tucked her purse under her arm and tugged me firmly toward the gym doors. The music grew louder with every step. The bright, ugly lights overhead buzzed and flickered. My heels clicked frantically against the concrete, far too loud in my own ears. I tried to steady my breathing, tried to steel myself, but everything around me seemed too sharp, too real. The voices. The laughter. The thick, sticky air.

By the time we crossed the threshold, I was barely holding it together.

Inside, the gym was decked out in a half-hearted attempt at elegance—white tablecloths over folding tables, fairy lights strung haphazardly from the rafters, a rented speaker system blasting decade-old pop songs into the crowd. It was overcrowded and hot.

I wanted to run. I wanted to cry. I wanted Lisa to turn around and take me home.

But she kept her hand firm on my arm, steering me deeper into the crowd, cutting through the press of bodies with the same lazy confidence she always wore like armor.

And then I saw him. Trevor Martin.

Even after all these years, he was unmistakable—tall, broad, with that same cocky grin plastered across his face. He stood near the makeshift bar with a red solo cup in one hand, laughing too loudly at something someone said. His jeans strained over thick thighs, his letterman jacket slung over one shoulder like he thought he was still seventeen.

I remembered Trevor. I remembered watching him from the bleachers during football games, the star quarterback, the most popular guy in school. The prom king.

I stumbled, faltering in my heels, and Lisa caught me without breaking stride. Her hand slid down my back, steadying me with a touch that was far too possessive to be mistaken for anything but ownership.

Before I could catch my breath, she was steering me straight toward him.

"Trevor," she said brightly, flashing him a devastating smile.

He turned, blinking at her—and then at me. His gaze raked over me from head to toe, lingering a little too long on the bare skin of my thighs, the soft shimmer of the dress, the nervous twitch of my glossed lips.

"Lisa Sanders," he drawled, his grin widening. "Long time no see. And who’s this pretty little thing? I don’t remember her from our class.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but no words came out. I could only stand there, trembling slightly, my heart pounding so hard I thought I might faint.

Lisa squeezed my hand hard enough to make me wince—a warning and a promise all at once.

"This is Felicity," she said smoothly, her voice rich with amusement. "My very special girl."

Trevor chuckled, lifting his beer in a mock toast.

"Well, damn. You always did know how to pick 'em. No wonder I never had a chance with you.”

I flushed hot from head to toe, the cage between my legs pulsing with every beat of my frantic heart.

Lisa’s hand slid lower down my back, just above the curve of my ass, a light, almost lazy caress that promised much, much more. To anyone watching, it would look like nothing more than a playful touch between lovers.

But I knew better. It was a wordless reminder, a claim, and a promise. It was her telling me to be good, to not embarrass her. To do everything that was expected of me.

I didn’t know what she had planned next, but I knew I’d obey. Whatever it was… I’d be ready.


Chapter 3
Truth or Dare


Ithought maybe, just maybe, Lisa would give me a moment to breathe. A drink. A corner to hide in. Anything to catch my breath before the next wave hit. But she had other plans.

Trevor waved us over to a group near the trophy case—a messy circle of old classmates sitting cross-legged on the floor, laughing too loudly, drinking cheap beer like no time had passed at all. I could feel the thick, humid heat of the gym pressing down on me as we approached, could hear the high, nervous laughter rolling off the walls. The smell of spilled booze and sweat and worn linoleum filled my nose. It was too much, too fast, but Lisa’s hand stayed firmly on the small of my back, a constant pressure guiding me toward the eye of the storm.

“Truth or dare? Just like we played in high school,” someone slurred, holding up an empty beer bottle. It spun lazily on the floor, catching the strings of overhead fairy lights and throwing flickering glints across the cracked tiles.

I froze. My heart thudded painfully against my ribs. I didn’t belong here as Freddy or Felicity—these were the popular kids, the ones Lisa and Trevor hung out with, the ones who never had the time of day for me.

Lisa’s hand pressed harder, almost pushing now.

"Go on, Felicity," she murmured against my ear, her voice warm and dangerous. "You want to fit in, didn’t you?"

The group shifted to make room for us. Or rather, for me. No one offered Lisa a seat. They just parted enough for me to stumble into the circle alone, sinking awkwardly onto the floor with my legs tucked carefully to the side, the hem of my glittering dress sliding high on my thighs. Every nerve screamed in protest, but I kept my head down, my hands folded tightly in my lap.

The bottle spun again, and I barely registered the whooping laughter, the jeers as someone else was dared to chug a beer. I barely breathed. The gym lights buzzed overhead. The music thudded faintly through the walls. Everything narrowed to a single, desperate hope: Please don't land on me.

But of course it did.

The bottle spun lazily, slower and slower, and then stopped—pointing straight at me.

A cheer erupted from the circle as Trevor leaned forward, his grin wide and feral, and raised his beer in salute. "New girl!" he crowed. "Truth or dare?"

I froze. For a heartbeat, two, I couldn’t even speak.

Lisa's heel tapped sharply against the floor behind me—not loud, but somehow it cracked across my skin like a whip. A silent command.

"Truth," I whispered, my voice barely carrying over the noise.

There were a few playful groans of disappointment, but Trevor just leaned in closer, elbow resting casually on his knee, looking at me like a dog eying a treat.

"Alright, Felicity," he said, drawing my name out like a dare in itself. "Be honest. You and Lisa—who wears the pants?"

The group erupted into drunken laughter.

My whole face went up in flames. I could feel the heat rushing up my neck, behind my ears, flushing me so thoroughly it was a wonder I didn’t catch fire on the spot. I glanced anxiously at Lisa, sitting behind the circle, towering above it. She looked utterly serene—arms folded, one eyebrow lifted, waiting. Waiting for me to do what she expected.

I swallowed hard, the words scraping out of my throat like broken glass. "Lisa," I said, barely a whisper. “Definitely Lisa.”

The group howled. Someone slapped Trevor on the back. Someone else made a crass comment about whips and chains. I kept my eyes down, willing myself not to cry, willing the floor to open up and swallow me whole.

I turned toward Lisa, desperate for a reprieve, desperate for something.

"Will you play too?" I asked, my voice so small I barely recognized it. "Please?"

For a moment, I thought I saw something soften in her expression—some flicker of amusement, almost fondness. But it passed as quickly as it came.

Lisa laughed—a low, rich sound that curled around my spine like smoke. "Oh no, darling," she said, shaking her head slowly, like she was indulging a very silly child. "Silly games are for silly little girls. Not for women like me."

The dismissal was gentle on the surface, but it hit like a punch. It reminded everyone—especially me—exactly where I stood. I wasn’t her equal. I wasn’t even her partner. I was her plaything. Her little doll to dress up and parade around.

The bottle spun again. This time, it didn’t land on me. It landed on Trevor.

The group erupted into fresh laughter and jeers. Trevor grinned, lifting his hands in surrender.

"Alright, alright," he said, chuckling. "Lay it on me."

Lisa rose to her feet with a slow, lazy grace that commanded the circle’s attention without her saying a word. She took a single step forward, standing over me like a queen surveying her court, and smiled. "I have a dare," she said smoothly. "Kiss Felicity."

The group roared.

My heart stopped. Panic flared sharp and hot behind my ribs.

Trevor laughed, already leaning toward me, clearly thinking this was the easiest dare he'd ever gotten. I tried to shrink back, to shake my head, but Lisa's hand came down lightly—deceptively lightly—on my shoulder.

"Remember what’s at stake, pet," she murmured, low enough that only I could hear.

I froze.

I thought about my endless need for relief, the constant surge of arousal that had been coursing through my body since I ran into her at the cafe, and her mention that perhaps, just perhaps, she might let me cum tonight.

I couldn’t throw that away.


Chapter 4
Memories


Trembling, I lifted my face toward Trevor just as he leaned in. His mouth crashed against mine—warm and sloppy. I thought it would last only a few seconds, but just as I tried to pull away I felt his hand on the back of my head pulling me tightly against him.

That’s when I felt his lips part and his kiss became more passionate.

I gasped as I felt myself kissing him back, not mechanically, but with an ignited lust. All the desperation built up inside of me was surging from my lips, hoping this kiss would give me something that I had been needing for so long. The longer it went the more validating it felt and the more I truly became Felicity.

When we finally broke apart the group was hooting and hollering, and banging their fists against the floor. Trevor gave me a wink and a cocky grin like he’d just won something.

Lisa smiled down at me—slow, secretive, satisfied—telling me that I had done my part well.

The taste of Trevor’s kiss still clung to my lips, sour and wrong, even as the bottle spun again. I sat frozen, heart hammering against my ribs, wishing I could melt into the cracked tiles beneath me. My thighs quivered, the soft sequins of the dress scratching lightly as I shifted, the too-high heels biting into the balls of my feet. Everything inside me screamed to run, but Lisa’s hand rested firmly on my back, a subtle but unyielding reminder: Stay. Obey. Earn.

The bottle slowed, its spinning lazy and mocking, and then stopped—pointing straight at me once again. A loud, drunken cheer went up around the circle. Someone whistled. Trevor leaned forward with a grin wide enough to make my stomach twist.

“You already did a truth so that means you have to do a dare!” he crowed, lifting his beer in salute like this was the best thing he’d seen all night. Around him, the others started chanting, “Dare! Dare! Dare!” They pounded the floor and egging me on with gleeful cruelty.

“I dare you to give Trevor a lap dance!” I heard someone shout out.

I turned toward Lisa automatically, eyes pleading, body betraying me with every tremble. I wanted her to save me, to say it was enough. But all she did was smile—that slow, indulgent smile that meant there would be no mercy tonight—and gave me the smallest nod.

I pushed myself to my feet, wobbling slightly in the unfamiliar heels, the dress feeling even shorter now under the sudden glare of attention. The sequins caught the string lights overhead, casting little glimmers across the floor as I shuffled forward. My heart thudded against my ribs so loudly I thought they would hear it.

Trevor pushed himself up into a nearby chair and grinned at me eagerly, awaiting his dance. As if on cue, the music shifted, the speakers grinding into a bass-heavy song with a slow, suggestive beat.

I started to move—clumsy at first, my hips stiff and mechanical—but the catcalls and cheers spurred me on. I forced my body to sway, to twist in time with the rhythm, every step towards Trevor an internal struggle.

Then I began. I lowered myself onto his lap, my hips twisting and turning as my ass brushed against his lap. I swayed back and forth, teasing him just as I had seen done in movies.

I could feel everyone’s eyes on me. All of them. Hungry. Mocking. Admiring.

And somehow, buried under all the shame, something inside me liked it.

The movements felt foreign, but somehow right. I lowered myself further and could feel his excitement and approval pressing against his slacks.

Heat bloomed under my skin, sliding down my body like oil. The tight lace of the teddy rubbed against the aching cage between my legs with every sway of my hips, sending little electric shocks of frustrated pleasure through me. I hated how good it felt. I hated myself for wanting more.

A part of me—the part I barely admitted even to myself—wanted to be seen. Wanted to be adored. Wanted to be used. And now, here I was, center stage, the pathetic little plaything I’d secretly dreamed of becoming, too exposed to hide, too desperate to stop.

The shame and arousal tangled together until I could barely tell them apart. I could feel Trevor’s hands on my hips, his breath against my exposed skin. It was fueling me, pushing me to continue.

But then I felt a grip on my hands and a jerk forward. Lisa was there, grabbing me and pulling me away. “That’s enough fun for tonight,” she said lightly, loud enough for the group to hear, but there was nothing casual about the way she yanked me away, pulling me against her side.

There were a few groans of disappointment, a few jokes tossed after us, but I barely heard them. Lisa’s fingers dug into the soft inside of my arm as she dragged me through the crowd, across the floor, and out into the cool night air. The heels clacked frantically against the pavement as I stumbled to keep up, my heart pounding even harder now that the darkness swallowed us whole.

She didn’t speak. She didn’t need to. Her grip said everything.

We ducked around the side of the building, through a gap in the fence where the chain link sagged from years of neglect, and then under the old bleachers, where the weak light from the gym couldn’t follow. It was cooler here, the air smelling faintly of rust and dirt and old memories. The iron beams groaned overhead in the slight breeze, and somewhere in the distance, I could still hear the muffled pulse of the reunion’s music.

Lisa released me without ceremony, stepping back and surveying our hiding place with a kind of lazy amusement. She reached out and traced her fingers along one of the rusted beams, nails clicking lightly against the metal.

"I lost my virginity under here," she said after a beat, voice rich with nostalgia. "Senior year. After prom.”

The words hit me like a slap. Of course she had. Of course she had lived all the moments I had only ever dared to fantasize about.

I stood frozen, feeling small and stupid and fake in my glittering dress and trembling heels. I hadn’t gone to prom or homecoming or any dance. I hadn’t had the magical, fumbling, messy rites of passage everyone else seemed to take for granted. I hadn’t even come close.

Lisa moved slowly through the shadows, her fingers brushing the cold steel as she spoke.

"Jason Montgomery," she said, chuckling low in her throat. "He lasted maybe two minutes. It was awful. But..." She shrugged. "At least it happened."

I couldn’t look at her. I couldn’t even lift my head. I had no stories like that. No memories soaked into the rusted bones of this place. Only years of pretending I didn’t care, of watching from the sidelines and telling myself I was better off alone.

Lisa turned to face me then, her silhouette framed by the skeletal structure of the bleachers. "You never got to experience this, did you?" she said, voice almost gentle. “The naughtiness of sneaking away. The wondering if you’re going to get caught.”

I shook my head, the shame burning hotter than any spotlight ever could have.

She stepped closer, her heels crunching softly on the gravel, and reached up to tuck a loose curl of my wig behind my ear. Her fingers lingered against my cheek, stroking once, tenderly.

"Don't worry, pet," she whispered, her breath warm against my skin. "You’ll get your moment now."

Her thumb brushed over my lips, slow and claiming, sending a helpless shudder through me. The cage between my legs throbbed, and I whimpered before I could stop myself.

Lisa smiled wider—not sweet, not kind—but triumphant.

She trailed her fingers down my throat, to the delicate silver necklace hidden beneath my dress—the invisible leash she had fastened around my life.

"Tonight, my sweet Felicity," she whispered, "you're finally going to experience everything.”


Chapter 5
Under the Bleachers


The cold metal of the bleachers pressed into my back as Lisa shoved me against the rusted support beam, her hands greedy and sure, yanking my dress higher until the sequins bunched uselessly around my waist. The air was cool against my bare thighs, but my skin burned with heat, with need, with terror and desperate excitement tangled so tightly together I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

I whimpered—a high, broken sound—and Lisa’s smile sharpened into something wolfish.

“You’ve been such a good girl," she purred, her voice dark and dripping satisfaction.

Before I could even catch my breath, she grabbed my hips and spun me around, my hands catching on the metal row before me. I balanced precariously in my heels as she dropped her purse and began to dig inside it.

“You’ve earned your reward, my pet,” she growled. “And I’m going to enjoy giving it to you.”

She was suddenly on me again, her body throbbing against mine—and something else there, too. Something pressing against my back. Something long and hard.

I didn’t need to see it to know what it was. I still remembered it vividly from our first encounter, from when she had given me my first taste of true pleasure. And I was desperate to feel it again.

"Look at you," she murmured against my ear. She ground the strap-on against the vulnerable lace of my teddy. Teased the blunt head of her cock against my aching, desperate hole. "Just a stupid little thing, trembling for her Mistress’s cock."

I sobbed, the sound ripped out of me without thought, without dignity.

She didn't wait.

My teddy was swiftly pulled aside then with a sharp, brutal thrust, she buried herself inside me—thick, filling, stretching me so suddenly that my mouth dropped open in a silent scream.

My body tried to resist, instinctive and terrified, but there was no space for refusal anymore. There was only her, everywhere, splitting me open, making me hers with every inch she sank into me.

I gasped and writhed, my hands bracing myself against the cold steel of the beam, the lace of the teddy rasping against my over-sensitized skin. The cage between my legs throbbed and ached, the cruel pressure of the locked metal mixing with the shock of being so full for the first time.

Lisa paused once she was fully inside, savoring the way I clenched desperately around her. Her hand slid to my throat, holding me still—not choking, just claiming—her fingers a steady, unbreakable chain around my neck.

"You're mine now," she whispered, low and lethal. “And I always take what’s mine.”

Then she started to move.

Slow at first—grinding, dragging her cock against every nerve ending inside me, making me sob with each filthy, shuddering pull.

Then faster.

Harder.

The metal structure before me rattled faintly with every thrust. My heels scraped uselessly against the gravel, my toes curling, my body bouncing powerlessly under her control. Every time she pulled back, I felt hollowed out; every time she slammed back inside, I felt whole again—wrecked and rebuilt in her image.

I couldn’t catch my breath.

I didn’t want to.

I was floating on the edge of something vast and terrifying and beautiful, my body reduced to pure sensation—the delicious burn of being stretched, the thick ache of fullness, the humiliating rasp of the teddy’s lace against my throbbing, useless cock.

Lisa fucked me mercilessly, setting a brutal rhythm that made my head spin. She didn’t ease up when I whimpered or when I cried out. She just gripped my hips harder and drove deeper, her teeth flashing in the dark.

"That's it," she growled. "Take it. Take all of it like a good little slut."

I keened under her, overwhelmed, every nerve ending alight. My body betrayed me utterly, arching into every thrust, begging for more even as the pleasure and pain blurred into one searing, perfect sensation.

Lisa shifted her angle slightly, grinding her hips in tight, devastating circles, and I screamed—a raw, broken sound that echoed under the bleachers and made my knees buckle.

"Good girl," she whispered, and kissed the corner of my mouth, a filthy parody of tenderness.

She never slowed.

Not even when tears spilled over my cheeks, when my body shook uncontrollably, when I moaned her name over and over like a prayer.

Lisa’s hand slid down between us, palming the bulge of my locked cock, pressing it cruelly against the tight lace of the teddy.

"Touch yourself," she ordered, her voice thick with arousal and pride. "Rub your little clit for me, baby. Show me how much you love getting fucked like this."

I hesitated—for a single, stupid second—and she rewarded my disobedience by slamming harder into me, knocking the air from my lungs.

Then I obeyed.

My fingers fumbled desperately at the cage, rubbing the lace against the trapped, throbbing flesh beneath. The friction was maddening—sharp, painful, perfect—a filthy mockery of real pleasure that only pushed me higher.

Lisa shifted again, driving into me with deep, brutal strokes that lifted me onto my toes, using my body like a toy built only for her pleasure.

And I was.

I belonged to her.

I had always belonged to her.

"That's it," she coaxed, breath hot against my ear. "Good girl. Cum for me. Cum while I fuck you like the dirty little thing you are."

Her words fueled me. I started rubbing harder. Faster. I thought about everything I had done tonight, everything Lisa had done to me, and everything I wanted her to do to me.

The orgasm rose up fast, terrifying, inevitable. A tidal wave of sensation that stole my breath, blanked my mind, reduced me to nothing but a trembling, desperate mess clinging to her like she was the only thing keeping me from flying apart.

I sobbed her name once—a broken, frantic sound—and then I shattered.

My whole body locked tight, shuddering violently as pleasure ripped through me, blinding and total. I rubbed faster, grinding into the lace, my cock straining helplessly in its cage, my muscles spasming uncontrollably. I cried out again, the sound raw and ruined, lost somewhere between sobbing and screaming.

The feeling was white-hot, endless, searing every nerve, every thought, until there was nothing left but Lisa—inside me, around me, owning me.

I wasn’t just cumming.

I was becoming.

Becoming Felicity.

Becoming hers.

Becoming real.

The world dissolved around me. The taste of her sweat on my lips, the scent of her perfume in my nose, the brutal, perfect fullness of her cock still pulsing inside me—it was all that existed.

When it finally ended, I sagged against her, a boneless wreck, whimpering quietly into her shoulder. My body trembled with the aftershocks, little helpless twitches that she steadied with firm, possessive hands.

Lisa pressed a kiss to my temple, slow and lingering.

"My good girl," she whispered against my skin. "My sweet, ruined little pet."

I clung to her with the last shreds of strength I had left, tears spilling silently down my cheeks, not from sadness, not from shame—but from pure, overwhelming, exhausted joy.

I felt so close to her, closer than I had ever felt with anyone else before. She had done so much to me—for me—and I never wanted to let go.

And I wouldn’t. I would be hers forever.


Chapter 6
Hers


Islumped against the cold metal of the bleachers, my legs too weak to support me, my chest heaving with every gasping breath. The night air felt cool against my flushed, skin, but it did nothing to calm the heat still roaring through my veins. I could feel every part of me—every stretch, every bruise, every lingering pulse of pleasure vibrating through my ruined body.

I had never felt anything like this before.

Not from touch.

Not from sex.

Not even from dreams.

This was beyond pleasure. Beyond satisfaction. It was euphoria—pure, blinding, soul-deep.

Lisa stood over me, perfectly composed despite the wreckage she had made of me. Her black dress clung to her curves like it was part of her body, her lipstick barely smudged, her hair shining even under the dim, broken lights of the parking lot. She watched me like she owned me—not just my body, but my heart, my soul, my future.

"My good girl," she murmured, her voice thick with pride. She reached down and cupped my chin, tilting my face up toward hers. Her fingers were warm, steady, a leash disguised as affection. "You took it all so well."

I whimpered under her touch, my whole body shivering with need and desperate gratitude. I couldn’t help it—I leaned into her hand, aching for her, craving more even as my legs trembled and my heart raced.

"You’re glowing," she said with a laugh, low and indulgent. "Like a well fucked little princess."

I flushed hot, too wrecked to even be embarrassed. I was glowing.

Inside and out.

Already, the first faint, humiliating throb of new arousal stirred inside the tight confines of my locked cage. Even after everything—even after the mind-shattering orgasm she had ripped from me—my body was already responding to her again.

And I knew—deep in the aching, desperate center of myself—that there would never be enough.

That no matter how much she gave me, no matter how many times she used me, I would always crave more.

Because only Lisa could make me feel this way.

Only Lisa could make me whole.

She pulled her hand away with a little pat to my cheek, stepping back with an air of casual finality. She smoothed the front of her dress, adjusted the strap of her purse, and gave me a wicked little smile.

"Well," she said breezily. "The reunion’s over. And so is our little game."

The words cut deeper than anything else she could have said. I gasped, the air punching out of me like a physical blow. My hands scrambled forward, clutching at the hem of her dress, the fabric cool and smooth under my shaking fingers.

"No," I whispered, voice cracking. "Please, Mistress—please don’t."

She looked down at me with one perfectly arched eyebrow, amusement flickering across her beautiful, cruel face. "Don’t what?" she teased. "Don’t leave my silly little toy here to fend for herself?"

I nodded frantically, too overwhelmed to form words. Tears burned behind my eyes—not from shame, not from exhaustion—but from the sheer, desperate terror of losing her. Of losing the only person who had ever seen me for what I truly was and wanted me anyway.

"I’ll stay locked," I promised, the words tumbling out of me in a frantic rush. "I’ll obey. I’ll do anything you ask. Just... just don’t leave me."

Lisa hummed thoughtfully, tapping one finger against her lips. "Anything?" she said, drawing the word out like it tasted sweet on her tongue.

"Anything," I swore, breathless, broken, already willing to offer up whatever pieces of myself she demanded.

She crouched down then, sinking gracefully to my level, cupping my face in her hands, forcing me to meet her gaze. Her thumbs brushed along my tear-damp cheeks, soft, tender, devastating.

"You'll stay caged for me," she said, her voice a low, possessive purr. "You'll serve me. You'll kneel when I command, spread your legs when I demand, cry when I want you to, smile when I allow it."

"Yes," I whispered hoarsely. "Yes. Anything. Forever."

Lisa smiled—slow and wicked and impossibly beautiful. "Maybe...” she said, tilting her head as if considering. “Maybe I do have a use for a sweet little sissy pet after all."

I sobbed—a sound of pure, helpless relief—and leaned into her hands, desperate for her, needing her touch like air.

She leaned in and kissed me, soft and slow, sealing the moment with something infinitely more binding than words. When she pulled away, my lips tingled, my heart soared, and my cage pulsed miserably against the damp lace of my ruined teddy.

She stood then, offering her hand.

I took it without hesitation.

She tugged me to my feet, steadying me when my legs threatened to collapse again, and kept my hand firmly in hers as we started to walk away from the gym, from the broken lights, from everything I had ever been before tonight.

The gravel crunched softly under our feet. The night was cool and open and full of possibility.

My caged cock throbbed helplessly with every step, already swelling again despite the tight, cruel prison she kept me in. The ache was constant, humiliating, perfect.

And I loved it.

As we walked, she squeezed my hand lightly—a subtle reminder of her ownership—and my whole body lit up in response. I could already feel the excitement building again, low and hot and relentless, the helpless, desperate need for her simmering just below my skin.

I didn’t know what tomorrow would bring. I didn’t know what rules she would set, what games she would play, what humiliations she would invent for her new pet.

But I knew one thing with absolute, breathtaking certainty: I would be hers.

And the fun was only just beginning.
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