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What To Expect Inside?




Hiya!




First off I want to thank you for picking up my book! 

If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 




Okay, now for the fun stuff. This novel is an expanded version of my series The First Night of Our Female-Led-Relationship at a Femdom Birthday Party with a little over 11k words from the point of view of the women added to enrich the story (and the smut). Inside you'll also find the following: Chastity. Femdom. Light SPH. FFM. Group play. Girl-on-Girl. Humiliation. Light Feminization. Pegging. Impact play. And other mainstays of the genre. 




Have fun!




Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke



Act 1: Innocence 


Chapter One: The Luckiest Man Alive

“Seriously, what kind of a dress code is ‘Suits and Sluts,’ anyway?” Valerie pouted.

My girlfriend was so pretty when she pouted, arms crossed across her full chest, a tiny furrow forming beneath her blonde curls.

Dressed in a pastel pink slip that skimmed her soft thighs, I was trying to figure out how anyone could be both so sexy and so cute at the same time.

Valerie’s lips were warm and soft against my neck. “Stop smirking and agree with me.”

I chuckled and paused the video I’d been watching at 0.75 times speed, dropping my attempts at a Windsor knot. “It is very Melissa-frigging-Brentworth, isn’t it?”

“Do we really have to go?” Valerie said with a groan. “Couldn’t we just order takeout and screw?”

“The screwing I’m always up for, but I’d be a little overdressed for burritos, don’t you think?” I asked.

I was wearing my best suit, a dark charcoal three-piece with a new pair of brogues. I’d even gotten a haircut that morning.

“You do look very handsome,” Valerie sighed, her fingers trailing down my waist and cupping my ass. “Fine, we’ll go. But no longer than an hour.”

I assured her we would do exactly that before adding, “Melissa is your best friend, you might recall, not mine.”

Valerie rolled her eyes and made for the bedroom. “You really don’t understand girls. Now make me a drink, please. I need some caffeine if I’m going to get through this.”

“Sure thing, ma’am,” I joked.

I set about making a mocktail and turned on some EDM while I went, chilling the glass and putting the drink together. I made myself an espresso at the same time. Melissa’s parties were sorta famous for being boisterous and wild.

Each one only ended when the neighbors called the cops. Now she’d bought a house in the country, though, so I was genuinely worried for our internal organs. Valerie talked a big game, but she and Melissa had been best friends since freshman year of college, and the ten years since had made those two inseparable.

“How do I look?”

I turned and dropped the fucking coffee.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered.

For a second I just stared.

Valerie stood in the doorway like she had stepped out of some impossible, expensive fantasy and into our little apartment, one hand resting lightly against the frame, the other settled on her hip as if she already knew exactly what seeing her was doing to me. Her curls fell in soft blonde waves around her shoulders, bright against skin so fair it almost seemed to glow in the lamplight, and the ivory set she wore made her glow.

The bra was all sheer embroidered lace and delicate structure, cupping her beautifully while the fine ivory straps traced elegant lines over her shoulders and upper chest. Little gold rings caught the light at each point of tension, tiny flashes of warmth against all that softness. Below it, the suspender belt sat high on her waist, drawing it in and making her hourglass figure look almost absurdly perfect, the curve of her hips framed by more lace, more ivory, more glinting gold hardware. The matching thong was cut high on her thighs, and the garter straps led the eye down to white stockings stretched smooth over her long legs.

And then there were the heels.

White, glossy, sharp little things with slim high heels that made her legs look even longer and forced her posture into something impossibly graceful, thrusting her chest outward. They changed everything.

Sweet Valerie, whom I had seen in old college sweatshirts and muddy wellies and one of my oversized T-shirts, was suddenly standing in front of me looking like some decadent winter bride designed by a very wicked lingerie designer.

She shifted her weight, one heel clicking softly against the floor, and gave me a small, nervous smile that did not match the effect she was having at all.

“Well?” she asked sheepishly, a blush forming on her cheeks.

I opened my mouth, closed it, then tried again. “You look…”

She lifted an eyebrow.

I laughed under my breath, still staring. “No, that is not a sentence I can responsibly finish.”

Her smile widened, pleased now, a little smug and a little shy. “Seriously? That good?”

I stepped toward her carefully, as though any sudden movement might break the spell.

“Valerie,” I said, my voice lower than before, “you look so beautiful it is actually upsetting me. We can’t get married next month. Nobody would believe you’d actually settle for me. Nope, the whole thing’s off. I’m joining the priesthood.”

That made her laugh, soft and bright and pleased with herself.

Still blushing but a little more sure of herself, Valerie did a tiny turn, enough for the straps and lace and gold fittings to catch the light from every angle, enough to show me the whole breathtaking picture all over again.

“I still think Melissa is insane,” she said. “But at least I understood the assignment, right?”

I reached her then, my hands settling very gently at her waist, afraid to crush the lace and even more afraid that if I touched her properly I would never get us out the front door.

“You understood it,” I said, looking at her, really looking at her, “far too well.”

She slipped her arms around my neck, white heels lifting her just enough that our faces were almost level, her expression softening into that familiar sweetness that somehow made her even more stunning.

“We’re still only staying an hour,” she murmured.

I glanced once more at the ivory lace, the white stockings, the impossible heels, then back into her blue eyes.

“Right now,” I said, “an hour sounds extremely ambitious.”

“We better leave right away then,” she whispered, her breath hot and minty on my lips. “Before we do something bad.”

I gulped.

If this was how the night started, I could only imagine where we went from here.

Most of all I was thankful to the girl who’d chosen the theme.

Melissa friggin’ Brentworth...


Chapter Two: The Cabin in the (Not Haunted) Woods

“If you keep staring, I’m going to have to insist you let me drive,” Valerie giggled.

I gripped the wheel so tight my knuckles whitened. “Trust me, babe, I’m currently showing a ridiculous amount of restraint.”

I glanced in the mirror and felt my cock stiffen in my trousers. Under the glow of the passing streetlights, I could see the caramel peaks of her breasts hardening against the subtly sheer lace. The ivory cups were so fine they were almost translucent in the shifting light, every tiny embroidered flower and vine catching the beams like frost on glass. Each bump of the road made them jiggle in a way that made my mouth water.

“Do you ever think about the future?” I asked.

“Sure. Flying cars for both of us, a robot dog for you and a robot cat for me,” she said, touching my thigh with her delicate manicured fingers. The pale polish gleamed as her hand slid higher, innocent... but not really. “Why do you ask?”

I resisted the urge to pat the small box in my breast pocket and managed to croak, “No reason.”

We wove through tall pines as the land rose around us. Soon even the streetlights petered away until all that was left was a bare mountain road and dim light on the horizon.

“Fuck, when Melissa said she wanted to escape the hustle and bustle of the city, she wasn’t kidding,” Valerie sighed. “I think my ears just popped.”

“Mine too,” I replied.

Then we were driving past a weathered fence and up a gravel drive to a long, two-storey log cabin that looked like someone had taken a very expensive idea of rustic and turned the dial to eleven.

Massive honey-toned logs stacked high, the kind that still smelled faintly of fresh-cut pine even from twenty yards away. A wide wraparound porch with thick railings carved like twisted branches, fairy lights strung lazily between the posts so the whole place glowed warm amber against the dark trees. Floor-to-ceiling windows spilled golden light onto the stone patio below.

And it was not quiet. Aside from the hum of the music roaring inside, there were at least twenty cars parked haphazardly around the drive, a couple of sleek black SUVs and, shit, a pair of party buses tucked at the far end like bookends.

“What does Melissa do again?” I asked, unbuckling my seatbelt.

Valerie smiled. “Some kind of lobbyist. Or an oil thing. Maybe she sells arms? It’s evil anyway, whatever it is.”

“You’ve been best friends for ten years,” I laughed, stepping outside, walking around the car, and opening the door for her. “How don’t you know her real job yet?”

“Listen, I’m a little embarrassed,” Valerie whispered, blushing. “What if the outfit is too much?”

“Is there ever too much at a Melissa party?” I joked, stroking her shoulder. The lace felt impossibly delicate under my fingertips, like it might dissolve if I pressed too hard. I wanted to slip it off her and make love to her in the car right then.

“You look very demure,” I whispered.

“You can see my nipples!” she hissed, eyes going wide as they darted between me and the door. “You go inside first and tell me if it’s appropriate.”

“I don’t think anyone would describe that outfit as appropriate...” I grinned.

“Brendan,” Valerie pleaded.

I kissed her forehead. “Of course, baby.”

I walked up the drive, holding the nice bottle we’d bought on the way, and knocked on the door. After a moment with no answer I opened it myself.

And there in the entryway, paying me absolutely no heed were two beautiful women.

The one in black latex gleamed like wet obsidian had been poured over her thick curves. A raven-feathered masquerade mask covered the upper half of her face, turning her into something half-myth, half-hunger; crimson lips parted just enough to show the edge of teeth as she kissed the other woman with a fierce possessiveness.

Her partner (fuck, her partner) was bent slightly forward, one palm braced on the narrow entry table, the other hand grabbing her lover’s juicy ass like a lifeline. The PVC miniskirt had ridden up far enough that it was more suggestion than garment now, black vinyl shining under the light, creased where it bunched at her hips. Between her parted thighs the latex-gloved hand moved with lazy certainty, two fingers buried to the second knuckle, curling in that slow, knowing rhythm that made her knees tremble.

“Hi,” I said, not sure why I was interrupting them.

I had been greatly enjoying the show.

The latex woman broke the kiss first. Turned towards me and gave a bright smile. Her free hand stayed tangled in the other woman’s hair, holding her steady while those glossy fingers kept their patient rhythm.

“Oh sorry,” she giggled. “We’re blocking the door, how thoughtless of us.”

“Sorry!” the other woman winced and the pair teetered down a hallway, giggling all the while.

It took me about three seconds after that to turn around and beckon Valerie inside after that.

She stepped out of the car like she was testing thin ice, one glossy white heel first, then the other, the gravel crunching softly under those sharp points. The motion made the garter straps pull taut against her thighs, drawing faint lines in the sheer white stockings that caught every flicker of porch light.

She paused there for a second, one hand on the open door for balance, blonde curls shifting as she ducked her head a little, classic Valerie shyness kicking in even though she looked as good as anyone had ever managed. The suspender belt cinched her waist so perfectly it almost looked painted on, flaring out over hips that swayed just enough as she straightened. The thong disappeared between the curves of her ass, leaving nothing but smooth skin and lace straps framing everything. Her breasts rose and fell with a quick, nervous breath, those caramel nipples pressing insistently against the embroidered cups like they were begging for attention.

She crossed her arms briefly under her chest, making them look even more obscenely juicy, then dropped them again, cheeks flaming pink under the glow of the fairy lights.

Basically, Valerie looked fucking unreal.

“Are you sure it’s okay?” she asked, voice small, eyes flicking up to mine with that mix of hope and mortification that always melted me.

I opened the door and gestured inside, the thump of bass and laughter already spilling out.

She bit her lip, half-smiling now, the embarrassment easing into something warmer, a little prouder. Her hand slipped into mine.

“We really are staying for only an hour,” she reminded me softly.

I squeezed her fingers. “Let’s be brave.”

And just like that, we stepped into the madhouse Melissa had built.


Chapter Three: Holy Crap

Valerie’s POV

Holy crap.

I can’t believe I agreed to this.

I knew Melissa.

I knew exactly what she was like.

This wasn’t going to be some silly party where people dressed up slutty to play beer pong or flip cup. That just wasn’t how she played.

Somehow, I’d managed to keep Brendan away from that side of her.

Not all of it, of course — I wasn’t magic. He’d seen flashes of how forward and flirty and deliciously sadistic she could be.

But never pure, unfiltered Melissa.

This night could change everything.

And I had a sneaking suspicion I knew why she’d done it… but I wasn’t ready to even say it to myself yet.

Brendan looked gorgeous, of course.

Effortlessly handsome in that dark charcoal suit, the way the jacket sat across his shoulders making something warm and familiar flutter low in my stomach.

He looked a little flustered too, which was unfairly adorable.

I really did love him. With all my heart. But despite the strength of my own feelings occasionally I wondered what he felt about me lately. We’d talked about marriage a few months ago, but he hadn’t brought it up since. Weeks had passed. I hoped nothing was wrong, but I could never be sure.

As open as he was with me, I’d always held a part of myself back in this relationship.

And I was paying for that now.

I sighed softly.

At least I knew that I looked good.

The ivory lace was delicate, barely there, and somehow made me feel more exposed than being naked. The sheer cups cradled my breasts with just enough structure to make them look fuller, while the fine embroidery brushed against my nipples with every breath, sending little sparks of awareness through me. The suspender belt cinched my waist, and the garter straps tugged gently at the tops of my stockings with every small movement, a constant, teasing reminder of how much skin was on display. The white heels lifted me just enough to change the way I stood, the way I walked… the way I felt.

All told the outfit had cost me a god-damn arm and a leg but it had been worth it.

Because Brendan’s eyes had been roaming over me since I stepped out of the bedroom back in our apartment. Lingering on the curve of my breasts, the line of my throat, the long stretch of my legs.

I flushed under the heat of his gaze, a slow, liquid warmth spreading low in my belly. For one reckless second I wanted to push him back against the wall, feel the solid weight of him, and—

No.

That was the old Valerie.

The Valerie who scared boys away or got labeled a walking kink dispenser.

I was good now.

I was the proper, sweet, submissive girlfriend.

And if that wasn’t always as thrilling as I sometimes wished it was, it was still good. Most importantly, it was the version of me Brendan knew. The one he had fallen in love with.

I couldn’t show him the other side of me tonight.

The real side, as Melissa liked to call it.

Not tonight.

Maybe not ever.

I bit my lip, trying to convince myself I was probably overreacting.

Melissa wouldn’t go that crazy tonight, surely?

Then the door opened.

And I saw the dynamite-looking girl in the French maid outfit, glossy black latex hugging her like a second skin, small breasts bare except for those delicate butterfly pasties, the tiny skirt barely covering anything,and I realized I wasn’t overreacting at all.

I was so screwed.


Chapter Four: Collars and Bracelets

The front door had barely shut behind us before a woman appeared from somewhere deeper in the house, so silently and so perfectly put together that for a second she felt less like staff and more like part of the performance.

“Are you here for Miss Melissa’s party?” she asked.

“Uh,” I said, momentarily forgetting myself. “Yes, sorry, yes we are.”

Valerie smirked and elbowed me as the woman checked the guest list, giving us both a chance to drink her in.

She was a gorgeous Asian woman, about 25 years old, gorgeous and poised with smooth olive skin that glowed under the hallway lights and sharp features that made her look both delicate and commanding. Her dark hair was pinned up in a sleek bun, her lipstick a deep crimson that drew the eye to her full lips, and there was something in her calm smile that made it very clear she was enjoying herself.

She wore a latex maid outfit that screamed fetish fantasy, the glossy black material clinging to her slim frame like a second skin. The top was a tiny cropped apron-style bib that draped over her shoulders and tied at the back, leaving her small tits completely free and exposed except for delicate butterfly pasties in shimmering black that perched right over her nipples, the wings catching the light with every breath.

The outfit hugged her narrow waist before flaring into a ridiculously short pleated skirt that barely skimmed her hips, the latex so shiny it reflected the amber glow around us.

Below, garter straps snapped down to sheer black stockings that stretched over her toned legs, and she balanced on sky-high black platform heels that made her calves flex just right.

A frilly white headpiece sat perched on her hair, and matching latex cuffs circled her wrists.

"Suit or slut?" she asked politely.

Beside me, Valerie blushed and gestured awkwardly to herself, to the thong and stockings and sheer ivory bra that suddenly looked even more daring in the glow of the hallway. “Slut, I hope.”

“A wonderful choice,” the maid said smoothly.

From a small silver tray at her side, she lifted a black leather collar and stepped toward Valerie with the ease of someone who had done this a hundred times before. Valerie gave me a look that was half amusement and half disbelief, but she tipped her chin up all the same, letting the woman fasten it neatly around her throat. Against her pale skin and blonde curls, the black leather looked shockingly good.

“You’re to wear this,” she said, giving the collar one final little adjustment, “Don’t lose it.”

Valerie rolled her eyes, though I could already see her trying not to smile. “Classic Melissa. So over the top.”

The maid turned to me then, her gaze sweeping over my charcoal suit, crisp shirt, and polished shoes.

“And you, sir?”

“Suit,” I replied, gesturing at myself.

She gave a soft little giggle, as if the answer had been obvious from the moment she saw me, then lifted a white collar from the tray and stepped close. I held still while she fixed it around my neck and then clasped matching white bands around each wrist. The leather was cool at first touch, then strangely warm as it settled against my skin.

“Enjoy the party,” she said.

But she was no longer looking at me. She was looking at Valerie with open, hungry appreciation, the kind that made my stomach tighten even as it sent a hot spark of pride through me.

Valerie noticed too. I could tell by the way she shifted a little in her heels and straightened without meaning to, as if some part of her liked being looked at like that.

We thanked her and moved down the hallway together, slower now, our footsteps softened by some absurdly expensive runner rug in deep burgundy and gold. Music pulsed through the walls ahead of us, bass heavy and relentless, while voices and laughter rose and blurred into one long note of expensive chaos.

“This has a really kink vibe, doesn’t it?” I whispered.

Valerie glanced at me, then away again. Even in the low light I could see the color in her cheeks.

“She worked in that Berlin kink nightclub every summer when we were in college,” Valerie said, heat creeping into her voice. “She was quite popular.”

I looked at her. “Kink nightclub?”

A grin tugged at my mouth despite myself, my imagination already doing dangerous things with that information. Melissa Brentworth, who already treated ordinary social conventions like amusing suggestions, suddenly became much easier to picture in some wild underground place full of leather and strobe lights and people lining up to be ruined by her.

“Did you ever visit her?” I asked.

Valerie blushed crimson. “Once or twice. It was so long ago.”

“Once or twice,” I repeated.

She shot me a warning look, though the corners of her mouth twitched. “Behave.”

The hallway opened into the main room, and the sight of it hit me so hard I actually stopped walking.

It was enormous, all soaring timber beams and amber light and windows black with the woods outside, but whatever rustic charm the place might have had was completely overwhelmed by the party Melissa had poured into it. The room throbbed with music and movement. Bodies packed the dance floor, drinks flashed in manicured hands, and everywhere I looked there was silk, latex, mesh, satin, leather, heels, jewelry, skin.

The women were almost absurdly beautiful.

One redhead in a skintight black latex dress that clung to every inch of her body stood near the bar with one long leg crossed over the other, her dress cut so high on the thigh it barely qualified as clothing. A brunette beside her wore a cream satin corset and a tiny matching skirt that showed off her toned stomach and long, bare legs. Another woman danced in a sheer emerald bodysuit with panels of lace over her breasts and hips, the whole thing fitting her like a second skin. I saw stockings with suspenders, tiny dresses with plunging necklines, harness details gleaming over soft curves, glossy boots rising over sculpted calves, and enough lingerie worn as outerwear to make Valerie’s nerves suddenly seem very understandable.

The men, by contrast, were almost uniformly in suits, dark and expensive and impeccably cut, though a few had collars at their throats or bracelets at their wrists like the ones the maid had fastened on me. Some were dancing, some laughing into their drinks, some leaning close to whisper into women’s ears with the dazed expressions of men who knew perfectly well they had wandered into somebody else’s kingdom.

And in one far corner, half-shadowed by a velvet curtain, a scene was unfolding that made my pulse jump.

“Holy shit,” I whispered. “This is insane.”

“Thank you, darling. I do try.”

I turned.

And there she was.

Melissa Brentworth.


Chapter Five: Melissa Brentworth

I couldn’t help but stare.

Melissa Brentworth was the kind of woman who just had that effect.

She was slim and toned with these long, elegant legs that made her seem taller than she probably was, her narrow waist pulling everything into sharp focus above a flat stomach and soft hips that flared just enough to draw the eye. Her thighs looked lean and smooth, and her breasts were full and rounded, but not huge. Ridiculously perky though. She stood with one manicured hand on her hip, posture straight and confident, her body composed and so deliberately on display it felt like an invitation you couldn't ignore.

The outfit was pure black latex harness, glossy straps and panels teasing with what they didn't cover. The top crossed her upper chest in wide patent-black bands, leaving her chest, stomach, and sides bare. Her full bust was exposed except for matching black circular pasties, shiny material clinging to her skin and highlighting every curve. A thicker latex belt sat low on her waist, cinching it tight and defining her narrow middle against soft hips.

Below, a high-cut black latex thong with gold chain details at the hips vanished between her thighs, suspender straps running to broad latex bands around her upper legs, framing her hips and thighs like a cohesive body frame. Polished metallic hardware glinted against the black shine.

She wore a black latex cat mask with pointed ears for a playful dominant vibe, plus wrist cuffs with metal rings hinting at bondage. Black latex stockings rose high, clipped to the harness, stretching smooth over her calves and thighs. Tall black patent platforms made her legs endless and sharp. In one hand, a pink mocktail popped bright and feminine; in the other, a coiled whip completed the look.

I blinked, trying to process it all without staring too hard, but damn if she didn't make it impossible.

Melissa's dark hair spilled around the mask in loose waves, her lips painted deep red and curved into that knowing smile she always had, like she could read every filthy thought in my head.

"Brendan," she purred, stepping closer with a sway that made those thigh bands shift just right. "I’m so happy you made it. And you brought my favorite girl. Valerie, honey, get over here and let me see that outfit."

Valerie squeezed my hand tighter, her cheeks still flushed, but she stepped forward anyway, the click of her white heels echoing softly over the bass.

I could feel the heat radiating off her, that mix of nerves and the thrill of it all, and it took everything I had not to pull her back against me right there.

Melissa's eyes lit up as she looked Valerie over, slow and appreciative, the whip tapping lightly against her latex-clad thigh. "Oh, sweetie, you understood the assignment perfectly. That ivory lace? With the gold hardware? You're a vision. And those nipples poking through... chef's kiss. There won’t be a soul here who doesn’t want you by the end of the night."

Valerie laughed, embarrassed but pleased, her free hand tugging at the suspender belt like it might hide more. "Thanks, Mel. This place is... wow. And you look incredible. The cat mask is genius."

"Thought it'd add a little fun," Melissa said, twirling the whip once before setting it aside on a nearby table. She handed Valerie the pink mocktail. "Here, drink this. It's virgin, promise. Loosens you up without the hangover. Brendan, you want something stronger? The bar's got everything."

I nodded, still half-dazed by the room and her and the way Valerie's stockings whispered against each other when she shifted. "Yeah, I’ll take one of those matcha drinks. Thanks."

As Melissa waved over a server, a guy in a sharp suit with a leather collar.

I leaned down to Valerie's ear. "See? Told you it'd be fine. You're the hottest one here."

She elbowed me gently, but her smile was real now, blue eyes sparkling under the amber lights. "Flatterer.”

I winked.


Chapter Six: The Announcement

The party had officially crossed the line from “rowdy” to “completely unhinged” sometime after our second matcha.

I wasn’t sure exactly when it happened.

One moment Valerie and I were standing near the bar, laughing with a couple from Chicago who had shown up in matching skintight velvet outfits that looked like something out of a vampire movie.

The next moment the music had doubled in volume, the dance floor was packed shoulder to shoulder, and refreshments were flowing like someone had opened a fire hydrant.

Valerie had relaxed into it beautifully.

My shy, blushing girlfriend who had been nervous about her outfit ten minutes earlier now leaned comfortably against me, one hip tilted, white heel tapping lightly to the bass. The ivory lace still drew my eyes like a magnet every time she shifted.

The soft cups of her breasts caught the light whenever she moved. The garter straps hugged her thighs perfectly. And every now and then she’d notice me staring and give me that smug little smile that said she knew exactly what she was doing to me.

“You’re staring a lot,” she whispered at one point, nudging my ribs. “Ever consider controlling yourself?”

“I’m literally incapable,” I murmured back.

“Good,” she smiled and pressed her lips to mine.

That was when the music cut.

And suddenly there was Melissa, stepping up onto a low platform near the fireplace like she owned the damn world, her black latex harness gleaming under the lights, straps crossing her toned torso and leaving all that skin bare, her toned stomach and perky full breasts barely covered by those shiny pasties, thighs framed by bands that made her legs look endless in those platforms.

She tapped her whip against her palm, sharp and rhythmic, drawing every eye in the room.

"Listen up, darlings," she purred, voice carrying clear over the hum. "To shake things up tonight, the sluts are in charge. That's right, ladies—you're the queens, and these fine suits? They're your slaves for the evening. Obey, pamper, tease—do whatever your wicked hearts desire."

The women cheered, a wave of whoops and giggles rolling through the crowd, glasses clinking high. Valerie's hand tightened on my arm, nails digging in just a touch that sent a spark straight down.

Melissa's eyes found mine, dark and mischievous under that cat mask, her red lips curving wider. "And in honor of my 29th birthday—what better way to celebrate than with birthday suits? Come on, boys—strip down.You’ve spent the evening oogling me and the other girls, let's see what you've got. Though if you’re not comfortable, there is a ping pong table in the attic and an open bar…"

The room exploded, women jeering and catcalling, "Take it off!" and "Show us the goods!" echoing off the timber beams.

My face burned hot as a branding iron, cheeks flushing deeper than Valerie earlier in the night, as shirts started flying, pants dropping in heaps.

“What do you think?” I whispered to Valerie.

She smiled. “You’ve been staring at my ass all night, I think it would be hot to turn the tables a little.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I whispered.

“I like when you call me that, such a good boy,” she said, kissing me neck. “Now fucking strip already.”

I’d never really done anything like this before.

I’d probably never get the chance again.

I figured I’d make the best of it and enjoy myself.

I fumbled with my tie, my fingers clumsy and shaking as they worked at the knot I had tied so carefully back home. My charcoal suit suddenly felt like it was burning against my skin, as though it had been welded onto me. Every whoop from the women hit me square in the gut,  a hot little slap that made my cheeks burn even hotter, my stomach twisting tight like I had swallowed a fistful of nerves.

My pulse hammered so loudly in my ears that I could barely hear the music.

Valerie watched me, her smug little grin widening, blue eyes sparkling as I shrugged off my jacket and started unbuttoning my shirt.

Cool air kissed my bare chest, and my nipples tightened into hard, tingling peaks. Her hand trailed slowly down my arm, her nails grazing my skin in a soft, electric line that sent fresh heat straight to my cock.

“You’re actually so fucking hot,” Valerie breathed, biting her lip.

I kicked off my brogues, peeled off my socks, and then froze with my hands at my belt. My cock was already half-hard, throbbing from the sheer weight of all those eyes raking over me, hungry and laughing. The room suddenly felt too bright and too loud, every giggle amplifying the flush crawling up my neck like fire beneath my skin.

Pants next.

Then…boxers last.

The fabric slid down my hips and pooled at my feet, and there I stood completely naked, my cock springing free and bobbing shamelessly in the open air, leaving me completely naked except for a white collar and two cuffs.

My hands twitched with the instinct to cover myself, but the women whooped even louder, their applause crashing around me like waves.

The humiliation flooded through me so deeply that for a moment I felt like I might melt straight into the floorboards.

"Looking good, babe," Valerie whispered, voice low and teasing, her hand trailing lightly down my bare arm.

Melissa clapped once, her latex cuffs flashing her pasties twinkling in the light. "Have fun, everyone. Make it memorable."

Then she was beside us, whip coiled loose in her hand, leaning in close enough I could smell her perfume, floral and sharp. "I’m surprised you didn’t opt for the pin-pong party.”

“I suck at ping-pong,” Valerie smiled.

Melissa’s eyes dropped straight to my cock, her red lips curving slow under the cat mask.

“Oh, Brendan,” she said, voice light and casual like we were chatting about the weather, “That’s pretty. Cute, even. But hardly impressive.”

Heat flooded my face so fast my ears burned.

My cock twitched anyway, traitor that it was, bobbing harder under her stare while the nearby women giggled.

Valerie stepped in closer, her white heels clicking, one manicured finger tracing lightly up my shaft like she protecting an injured creature.

“Oh, but I love his cock,” she teased, affectionate and warm, blue eyes sparkling up at me. “It’s just right for me. Not to big, not too small. Just right, you know?”

Melissa shrugged, her glossy black straps shifting over her skin, and cupped her own tits, giving them a slow, playful squeeze.

The full, rounded flesh spilled soft over her fingers, making me throb naked and exposed right there in front of her.

“My girls are hardly the biggest at this party,” she said with a little laugh, “and I get along just fine, I suppose.”

Her breath was warm on my ear, my embarrassment throbbed visibly, cock bobbing with every step, hard and impossible to ignore.

"Want a tour?" she asked, glancing back with that knowing smile.

“Sure,” I managed.

Valerie rolled her eyes but took my hand in hers and we went upstairs.

Deeper into the palace of sin.


Chapter Seven: The Dungeon

Melissa turned with that knowing smile still on her red lips.

“Want a tour?” she asked, then started up the wide wooden stairs, her tall black platform heels clicking sharp on each step, the coiled whip swaying lightly against her glossy thigh with every sway of her hips and…okay, I’m lying, I barely noticed any of that. My eyes were absolutely fucking glued to her ass. Her firm cheeks bounced and jiggled teasingly with every stride, the glossy black straps hugging it tight.

My cock was rock hard, and I don’t know if you’ve ever walked up the stairs with your cock hard and no clothes but it’s an odd feeling.

“Like the house?” Melissa asked.

“I think Brendan’s more interested in your ass,” Valerie smirked, elbowing me as she caught my gaze. “But yes, we love the house. Are you still doing that BBQ next week?”

“Staring at my arse, he’s a naughty slut your Brendan isn’t he?” Melissa said, turning to stare deeply into my eyes before winking and adding. “And yes, I got a case of tomahawks, I can’t wait to fire up the grill.”

As they acted like I wasn’t there, I was painfully aware that I was still completely naked.

The cool air of the house brushed over my bare skin, making my balls draw up tight and my erection twitch even more. My face burned hot, cheeks flaming so deep I could feel the flush all the way down my neck, and every time my cock bounced I wanted to die a little. The women’s laughter from downstairs still rang in my ears, their eyes on me, their whoops echoing like they were still watching.

Valerie slipped her hand into mine, her manicured fingers warm and teasing as they traced slow circles in my palm. Her blue eyes sparkled with pure mischief, blonde curls bouncing as she leaned close.

“You’re adorable like this, trying not to stare at my friends ass with your cute cock all proud and obvious, I like it,” she whispered, voice soft and affectionate, thumb brushing the sensitive skin between my fingers while her stockings whispered against each other.

“Listen, there’s a shit tonne of rooms that are all very nice but this is a Melissa party which means no boring moment, so with that in mind,” she said casually, “Wanna see something cool?”

Me and Valerie glanced at each other and nodded.

“Definitely.”

She led us to a heavy door at the far end of the hall.

Unlike the others, this one was reinforced oak with thick iron hinges.

Melissa rested her hand on the handle and glanced back at us.

“Want to see the dungeon?”

Valerie’s eyebrows shot up.

I swallowed.

“Sure,” I said.

Melissa pushed the door open.

A staircase descended into the lower level, lit by warm, low lighting along the walls. The air grew cooler as we followed her down, the faint scent of polished wood and leather becoming stronger with every step.

At the bottom, the space opened into a wide room that looked nothing like the cozy cabin upstairs.

This place was built for something else entirely.

The floor was smooth stone, partially covered by thick rugs. Polished wooden beams supported the ceiling, and mounted along the walls were racks of equipment that gleamed under the soft lighting.

She pushed the door open and we stepped down into a dimly lit space that smelled faintly of warm leather and massage oil. Polished wood panels lined the walls, soft spotlights picking out racks of toys gleaming on hooks—paddles, floggers, cuffs in every size. Thick chains dangled from the ceiling beams, swaying gently. In the center sat a big padded table with leather restraints at each corner, and around the edges were custom benches and big X-frames, all built solid and waiting.

Valerie walked slowly into the room, turning in a slow circle.

“Okay, you clearly missed your Berlin days more than I realised,” she said quietly.

“This is… impressive.” I added.

Melissa leaned casually against one of the beams.

“It took a while to design, but I think it was worth it,” she said.

Valerie stepped closer to a wall display where a collection of paddles and riding crops were arranged with almost museum-like precision.

“You’re serious about this.”

Melissa smiled.

“Very.”

Then her phone buzzed.

She glanced down and groaned.

“Shit.”

She held up the screen.

“Tokyo.”

Valerie laughed.

“Business never sleeps?”

“Unfortunately,” Melissa said.

She stepped back toward the stairs.

“Give me ten minutes.”

She gestured casually around the room.

“Feel free to look around.”

Then she winked.

“Just don’t break anything expensive.”

And with that, Melissa Brentworth disappeared back up the stairs, leaving Valerie and me alone in the quiet, softly lit dungeon.


Chapter Eight: Bad Boy

As soon as the heavy door closed behind Melissa, I turned to Valerie, my naked cock still rock hard and pointing straight out from my body.

“So,” I asked with a grin, my heart beating fast, “you want to try some of this stuff out?”

Valerie’s eyes lit up immediately with clear excitement. She stood there in her sexy little outfit her sheer ivory lace bra hugged her full round breasts perfectly her tiny matching thong sat high on her hips and disappeared completely between her soft ass cheeks white stockings clipped tight to her garter belt and glossy white heels made her legs look incredibly long. I couldn’t stop staring at how perfect she looked. This girl was a fucking vision and I was the luckiest man alive.

“I didn’t know you were into bondage and stuff,” she said, her voice low and warm with new confidence.

“I’ve never seen you take charge before,” I whispered, my voice thick with arousal. “It’s really hot.”

She smiled slow, her blonde curls framing her sweet face as she stepped closer until I could smell her perfume. “You’re going to be my good slut tonight?” she asked softly, her blue eyes locked on mine.

“Yes,” I breathed, my cock hardening even more, the head already wet and throbbing.

“Red-belly is your safeword, got it?” she asked, suddenly serious.

“Got it,” I answered quickly.

She picked a sleek black paddle from the wall and ran her fingers slowly over the smooth leather. “Earlier you were staring at my best friend’s toned little ass without permission,” she said, her tone teasing but firm. “I think that makes you a bad boy, don’t you?”

“Maybe,” I smiled.

“Unfortunately for you, bad boys get punished,” she growled.

She grabbed my arm firmly and pulled me over to the padded bench, then bent me over it roughly so my ass was pushed up high and completely exposed.

The cool leather pressed against my stomach and my hard cock hung down heavy between my legs, already leaking.

“I’m doing this for your own good,” she whispered. “You need to learn you can’t be such a naughty slut.”

The first smack of the paddle landed sharp across my right cheek, sending a hot stinging burn straight through my skin that made me gasp loud.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “That really hurt.”

“Good,” Valerie growled.

My cock jerked hard at the impact.

She paddled me steadily, landing firm smacks across both cheeks again and again while soft giggles escaped her. Her free hand traced slowly down my bare back, her fingernails dragging lightly over my skin as she whispered close to my ear, “Your ass is getting so red and warm for me, baby. I love seeing it like this.”

“Thank you Ma’am,” I whispered.

“Goddess,” Valerie corrected with a hard spank from the paddle that made me yelp. “Call me goddess.”

“Yes goddess!” I cried.

“Good boy,” Valerie said, tracing a manicured fingernail up and down between my cheeks. “And good boys get their cocks touched…would you like that?”


Chapter Nine: A Reward?

After my ass was burning hot and deliciously tingling from her firm paddling, Valerie finally set the paddle aside and stepped closer, her expression softening just a little as she reached up to undo the restraints.

The leather cuffs came loose one at a time, the pressure easing from my wrists as she worked patiently at the buckles. I flexed my fingers as feeling returned, but before I could move away she slipped her hand into mine.

“Come here,” she said quietly.

She led me slowly across the dungeon floor, her white heels clicking softly against the stone with each step. The room felt cooler away from the padded bench, the air brushing across my skin as we walked.

Ahead of us stood the tall wooden X-frame.

Even from a distance it looked intimidating, the polished beams rising high above us with thick leather restraints hanging neatly from each corner.

Valerie stopped in front of it and turned to face me.

For a moment she just looked.

Her eyes moved slowly over my body, taking in the faint flush still spreading across my skin, the lingering warmth in my muscles, the way I shifted under her gaze.

Then she gave a small, satisfied smile.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

Before I could respond, she turned me around and guided me gently back against the smooth wood of the frame. The surface was cool against my shoulders as she lifted my arms one at a time, fastening the thick leather cuffs around my wrists.

The straps were firm but comfortable, holding my arms high and wide.

She moved slowly, deliberately, making sure each buckle sat exactly where she wanted it.

Then she crouched slightly and secured the restraints around my ankles, spreading my stance wider until my entire body was stretched tight against the frame.

When she finished, she stepped back to admire her work.

There was no escaping the position.

My chest rose and fell with each breath, my muscles held open and exposed, every inch of me completely vulnerable under her gaze.

Valerie circled me slowly.

Her heels clicked softly as she moved, the sound echoing gently in the quiet room.

She stopped in front of me again and stepped close.

Very close.

Her body pressed warm against mine, the soft ivory lace of her bra brushing my chest as she leaned in. I could feel the warmth of her skin through the delicate fabric, the gentle rise and fall of her breathing.

Her stockings slid smoothly against my legs as she shifted her weight.

“You look very good like this,” she said softly.

Her voice had changed slightly.

Still playful.

But deeper now.

More certain.

She lifted her hands and rested them lightly on my thighs, her fingers moving slowly upward as if exploring something she had just discovered.

Her nails grazed my skin in soft, teasing lines that sent little sparks of sensation through me.

I shifted instinctively.

Valerie rose slowly and stepped in very close, pressing her warm, soft body right up against mine. Her full, heavy breasts pushed firmly into my chest through the delicate sheer ivory lace bra, her stiff pink nipples rubbing teasingly against my bare skin with every breath she took. The tiny damp ivory thong was soaked through, and I could feel the warm wet heat of her pussy pressing and rubbing slowly against my thigh as she rocked her hips gently. Her smooth white stockings felt silky and warm as they slid sensually up and down my bare legs, the garter straps pulling tight every time she moved.

Then she turned slowly, pressing her juicy, round ass right back against my throbbing cock. The soft, warm cheeks of her ass squeezed and ground against my hard length, sliding up and down the slick shaft so I could feel every inch of her smooth skin and the thin strip of her thong between us. My cock nestled perfectly between those plush cheeks, leaking warm precum all over her ass as she rolled her hips in slow, deliberate circles.

“Mmm, feel that?” she whispered hotly, her voice thick with teasing affection. “You can’t grab my ass right now, can you, baby? Hands all tied up nice and tight… you just have to stand there and take it while I grind this juicy ass all over your desperate cock.” She pushed back harder, letting her soft cheeks swallow my shaft completely for a moment. “Melissa’s ass is so toned and tight, isn’t it? But you like mine better, don’t you? So much softer and juicier… if you hadn’t been such a leery bitch staring at her earlier, maybe I’d let you fuck this ass tonight. But no way, not after that. You’re just going to stay right here leaking all over it.”

She ground back again, slower this time, her ass cheeks clenching around my cock while she reached behind her and gave my tight balls a couple of firm, playful slaps that made me gasp and jerk against the cuffs. The sharp little stings sent hot sparks straight up my shaft. Then she turned back around to face me, leaned in, and kissed my nipples one after the other, her warm wet mouth sucking gently, tongue circling the hard little peaks while her hand cupped my balls again and gave them another teasing slap.

She slid her warm, soft hands slowly up my inner thighs, her long manicured nails gently scraping over my tight, sensitive balls. She cupped them softly, rolling them in her palm and giving them a gentle squeeze that made my cock jerk violently in the air. I bucked my hips forward desperately, trying to get any kind of friction on my aching length, but she kept deliberately avoiding my throbbing cock, smiling sweetly as she watched me struggle and whimper.

“Look at this poor, desperate cock,” she whispered hotly right into my ear, her warm sweet breath sending shivers down my neck. “So fucking hard and dripping for me already, baby. You’re literally leaking all over the floor like a good little slut. You really love being tied up and spread wide open like this for me, don’t you? My big helpless slut with his red ass and his pretty cock throbbing and begging for attention.”

She kissed and sucked softly along the side of my neck while her fingers kept teasing my thighs and heavy balls, stroking everywhere except the one place I needed her most. “You want me to wrap my soft warm hand around this thick cock so bad, don’t you? You want me to stroke it nice and slow until you’re shaking? But you’re not getting that yet, my love. You’re going to stay nice and desperate and dripping for me tonight. I want to hear you beg before I even think about touching this pretty cock.”

I was shaking with raw need, my whole body straining hard against the tight leather cuffs, muscles trembling as my cock pulsed and leaked helplessly in the open air. Valerie finally reached up and slowly began untying my wrists, her beautiful blue eyes dark with lust and hungry for so much more.


Chapter Ten: Worship Goddess

“I’m done with it all being about you,” Valerie sighed theatrically.

Her blue eyes narrowed in that playful, dominant way that made my stomach flip with a wild mix of nerves and aching want.

She finished untying my ankles from the X-frame, her manicured fingers brushing the leather cuffs one last time before stepping back and crossing her arms beneath her full breasts. The ivory lace bra pushed them up even higher, those caramel nipples straining against the sheer fabric as if they were begging for my mouth.

I stared helplessly, my heart pounding as desire twisted tighter inside me.

“Are you going to offer to do something for me,” she asked, “or do I have to make you beg for that too?”

Her voice was low and commanding. Blonde curls fell softly around her face as she tilted her head, waiting. Her white stockings stretched smooth over her long legs, and those glossy heels made her tower just enough to emphasize how completely she had me under her control right now.

I felt small, exposed, and thrilled in a way that made my skin prickle.

I swallowed hard. My cock still throbbed painfully between my legs, dripping steadily onto the dungeon floor from all her teasing. My red ass tingled with leftover heat, a constant reminder of her power.

In my mind I was already on my knees, worshipping her like the goddess she was. Every inch of her soft, perfect body deserved my total submission. I craved it. The surrender made me dizzy with need.

“Please, Goddess,” I breathed, my voice hoarse and desperate.
“Please let me fuck you.”

She laughed softly. That sweet, affectionate sound carried a sharper edge beneath it.

Without warning, her hand darted out and slapped my tight balls just hard enough to make me gasp. I doubled over slightly as the sharp sting shot straight up my cock, making it jerk wildly.

“No, baby,” she corrected gently.

Her tone was firm but loving. Her fingers lingered now, cupping my balls more softly, rolling them in her palm as though they belonged to her.

Which, fuck, they absolutely did in that moment.

“That’s still all about you and this greedy little cock,” she said. “Try again.”

My cheeks burned with submissive embarrassment, but the humiliation only made my erection ache harder. Precum leaked faster, warm and slick down my shaft.

I straightened slowly and met her eyes with total surrender. The vulnerability hit me hard, sweet and overwhelming.

“Please, Goddess,” I whispered, my voice trembling.
“Please let me make you cum.”

“That’s better.”

Her smile widened, slow and wicked, blue eyes sparkling with approval.

She stepped closer until her warm body brushed mine, the scent of her arousal faint but intoxicating in the air between us.

Valerie took my hand then and led me toward the big padded table in the center of the dungeon. Her glossy white heels clicked in steady authority against the cool stone floor, each step making her hips sway just enough. Her soft ass cheeks shifted faintly beneath the high-cut thong while the garter straps pulled tight against her thighs like elegant little promises.

I watched, mesmerized, my cock twitching at the sight.

She pushed me down flat onto the leather surface with surprising strength. Her hands were firm against my chest, and I went willingly. My back hit the padding, cool and yielding beneath my heated skin.

She climbed up after me and straddled my waist first, the warm weight of her settling over my hips. Her damp thong pressed against my erection, the teasing contact making me groan under my breath.

But she gave me nothing more.

Just heat.

Just pressure.

Just denial.

She tied my wrists above my head with the thick restraints and buckled them tight, my arms stretching long and helpless above me. Then she secured my ankles the same way, spreading my legs wide until I was completely open for her again.

My cock stood straight up between us like a desperate flagpole, twitching slightly in the dim light.

“There,” she murmured.

Her fingers trailed slowly down my chest as she shifted forward and straddled my chest now instead. The silky fabric of her stockings slid warm against my skin while her breasts rose and fell above me in that sheer lace bra, nipples hard and visible through the delicate fabric.

The scent of her arousal grew stronger as she inched higher.

It made my mouth water.

My tongue slipped out instinctively.

She hovered there a moment, looking down at me with that mixture of affection and dominance that made my chest tighten.

Then she lowered herself slowly.

Her thighs closed around my head, soft and warm, muffling the outside world. The thin lace pressed against my mouth first before she reached down and shifted the fabric aside.

I moaned against her, the vibration running through her body as my tongue moved eagerly, worshipping her the way I had begged to.

Her breathing grew quicker, her hips beginning to move in slow, demanding circles as she held my head in place.

Time blurred.

Her body tensed.

Then she came, shuddering above me as her thighs tightened around my ears and her breath broke into soft, helpless sounds.

When she finally slid down my body again, her stockings dragging silky trails across my skin, she leaned down and kissed me deeply. Her tongue found mine, tasting herself there.

Her dominance softened then, melting into something warmer.

She rested her forehead briefly against mine, breathing hard.

One hand drifted slowly down my chest, over my stomach, inching toward my still-throbbing cock that begged desperately for her touch.

“You’ve never made me cum that hard before,” she whispered. “I don’t think anyone has.”

I glowed with pride. “You just have that affect on me tonight.”

“Well it may be too small for Melissa,” she said, reaching down and tantalizingly squeeze my cock. “And we won’t pretend I didn’t notice how hard it got when she called it small, but stick a pin in that point for now. I think you deserve a treat. Wanna cum?”

I gulped. “Yes…Goddess.”

“Good to know,” she smirked.


Chapter Eleven: A Treat for a Good Boy…

Valerie nuzzled my neck, her breaths still warm and uneven against my ear, and I could feel the shift lingering in the air like a promise not quite fulfilled. One hand trailed lazily down my chest, over the flat plane of my stomach, inching ever closer to my still-throbbing cock that begged silently for her touch. The anticipation twisted inside me like a slow-burning fuse.

She pulled back just enough to look at me. Her blue eyes were dark with that post-orgasm glow, blonde curls a little mussed and falling softly around her flushed cheeks. The ivory lace bra still cupped her full breasts perfectly, those caramel nipples peeking through the sheer fabric like little secrets I wanted to kiss forever.

“You were so good for me, baby.”

Her voice was husky and affectionate. Her fingers finally brushed the base of my cock, light as a feather at first, making me twitch hard against the restraints.

“Such a perfect little worshipper. I came so hard I saw stars.”

I groaned low in my throat. The praise hit me right in the gut, mixing with the lingering taste of her on my tongue, sweet and salty and unmistakably Valerie. My erection pulsed harder, the head slick with the precum that had been building since she first tied me down.

“Goddess,” I whispered, my voice rough. My hips lifted instinctively toward her hand, the leather cuffs biting just enough into my wrists to remind me who was in charge.

“Please… touch me. I’ve been dying here.”

She giggled. That bright, loving sound always melted me, but there was a wicked edge to it now. Her manicured fingers wrapped loosely around my shaft, not stroking yet, just holding it while the warmth of her palm seeped into my skin.

“Oh, have you?”

She tilted her head with playful sympathy.

“My poor, desperate boy. All tied up and leaking for me.”

She gave a tiny experimental squeeze, and I bucked upward, the motion pulling a gasp from my lips.

From a nearby shelf she grabbed a small bottle of oil. Melissa’s dungeon was stocked like a fetish wonderland. Valerie popped the cap open with her thumb. The faint scent of vanilla and sandalwood drifted into the air.

“Let’s make this even better.”

She poured a generous drizzle into her palm. The clear liquid gleamed under the dim lights as she rubbed her hands together slowly, warming it up while her eyes never left mine.

Her slick hands started on my chest first. She spread the oil in long, lazy strokes, fingers splaying wide to cover every inch. My skin glistened under the dungeon lights, every nerve ending sparking awake beneath her touch.

She traced the lines of my pecs, thumbs circling my nipples until they hardened into tight peaks. She pinched them gently and I hissed, the contrast of her soft palms against my oiled skin sending a rush of sensation straight through me.

“God, your body feels amazing like this.”

She leaned down and kissed my collarbone. Her breasts brushed my chest through the lace, soft and warm, her nipples dragging faint lines across my skin that sent shivers straight down to my cock.

“All shiny and slippery for me. My handsome boyfriend, reduced to a begging mess. It’s kind of hot, isn’t it?”

I nodded frantically as her hands moved lower, gliding over my stomach and down my abs. The oil pooled in the hollows of my muscles and made everything slick and sensitive.

“Valerie… please,” I managed.

My voice came out as a hoarse plea.

She smiled slowly, clearly enjoying herself. Her hands finally slid down to my thighs, kneading the muscles there with teasing pressure. Her thumbs pressed into the sensitive inner spots that made my cock jump without even being touched. Oil dripped warm between my legs, coating my balls in a slippery sheen that had me squirming against the table.

“Patience, baby.”

Her voice was affectionate but commanding.

“You’ve been such a good slut for me tonight. Paddled red, teased senseless, worshipping me until I screamed. You deserve a little reward.”

She leaned closer, her breath warm against my ear.

“But I’m going to make it last.”

Then her hands finally wrapped around my cock.

Slick.

Warm.

Perfect.

The oil made every movement glide effortlessly as she began stroking slowly from base to tip, twisting gently at the head and squeezing just right. I bucked against the restraints, my wrists pulling tight against the cuffs as my cock throbbed helplessly in her hands.

“Fuck, Valerie… that feels so good.”

My head fell back against the padding as she built a steady rhythm, her grip firm but teasing. Her thumb circled the sensitive underside with practiced familiarity.

She leaned over me as she worked, her breasts brushing my side through the lace, her hard nipples leaving faint lines across my oiled skin.

“You like that, huh?”

Her voice was playful.

“My hands all slippery on your cock?”

I groaned helplessly.

“Beg for me, Brendan. Tell me how much you need to cum.”

“Please, Goddess,” I whispered, the words tumbling out as my hips thrust upward into her hand.

“I need it so bad… please don’t stop.”

She edged me closer then, speeding up just enough to push me toward the brink. Her voice dropped into a soft purr beside my ear.

“That’s my good boy.”

Over and over she brought me right to the edge, then slowed again, squeezing the base and letting the tension ebb away. Each time left me panting harder, my balls aching and heavy with frustration.

By the fifth time I was shaking.

“Valerie… please. I can’t take it anymore.”

Finally she sped up, her strokes fast and firm.

“Cum for me, baby.”

Pleasure coiled tight inside me.

And just as it broke, just as the orgasm hit, she pulled away.

“Haha, oh poor slut,” Valerie giggled. “Have you never had a ruined orgasm before? Sucks doesn’t it?”

“Oh god,” I groaned.

My cum spilled weakly onto my stomach in pathetic spurts, the ruined release twisting the pleasure into sharp frustration.

I groaned helplessly, twitching against the restraints as the waves of almost-pleasure faded.

Valerie smirked down at me, her blue eyes sparkling with mischievous affection.

“Oh… what’s this?”

She reached to a nearby shelf and picked something up.

A chastity cage.

Pink.

Shaped like a delicate flower.

The curved plastic petals caught the light as she held it up between her fingers.

I stared at it.

“Valerie… you wouldn’t.”

She giggled and twirled it playfully.

“Wouldn’t I?”

She leaned closer, blonde curls falling around her face.

“After all that teasing… maybe it’s time to lock this greedy boy up.”

Her smile turned wicked.

And for some dumb reason I found myself smiling back. I was so fucking into this new side of her.

“What do you think, baby?” she asked.

Valerie lifted the little pink cage slightly.

“Ready to be my caged slut?”


Chapter Twelve: The Key to All of this

“Oh, I absolutely would.”

Her blue eyes danced with affectionate mischief. Blonde curls framed her flushed face as she leaned closer, her full breasts swaying softly in the ivory lace bra. Those caramel nipples pressed against the sheer fabric like little peaks I could not reach.

She poured another drop of oil into her palm. The vanilla scented slickness gleamed as she rubbed her hands together and then spread it slowly over my softening cock. Her manicured fingers moved gently, coaxing it just enough to make it twitch without hardening fully.

The touch was torture.

Affectionate and dominant all at once.

Her thumb circled the head slowly and I groaned in spite of myself, my balls drawing tight from the lingering ache of her earlier slaps.

“You’re mine tonight, remember?”

Her voice was low and warm near my ear.

“And this pretty cock is going in time out. You have had enough fun edging and ruining. Now it’s my turn to play.”

The cool plastic of the cage touched my skin. The contrast against the warm oil sent a shiver up my spine as she slid the flower shaped ring around the base of my cock and balls. The pink petals flared outward like some ridiculous bloom.

It was bright pink, girly and fucking completely humiliating.

My cheeks burned as she adjusted it carefully, tugging gently at my balls to fit them through the ring. The sensation pulled a gasp from me, half discomfort and half that twisted excitement that had my heart racing.

The tube slipped over my shaft next, enclosing it fully. The smooth plastic hugged tight but did not hurt. It simply trapped everything.

Then came the sound.

Click.

The tiny lock snapped shut. The sound echoed softly through the dungeon and hit me like a door closing on my freedom.

I looked down at it. The pink flower sat there absurdly against my oiled thighs, my cock already pressing faintly inside the cage as reality settled in.

A nervous laugh escaped me.

“Very funny,” I said lightly. “Where’s the key?”

She giggled. That bright affectionate laugh warmed my chest even now.

Her fingers trailed lazily over my stomach, dipping into the oil and cum there and smearing it slowly across my skin.

“What if I hid it?”

She leaned down and kissed my neck softly.

“And you had to find it.”

Her lips were warm and minty against my skin.

“Make it a little game.”

I grinned up at her, excitement and nerves tangling together in my chest.

“Okay,” I said. “Hide it. But you better not make it impossible, Goddess.”

Her smile turned wicked.

She straightened and stepped away from the table. Her white heels clicked sharply against the stone floor.

“Oh, it will be fun,” she promised.

She blew me a kiss over her shoulder as she walked toward the door, her soft ass shifting under the high cut thong, the garter straps pulling tight against her thighs with every step.

Then she slipped out of the dungeon.

The door creaked shut behind her.

I was left alone.

Tied up, naked and caged and at the mercy of whoever entered. The idea of it made my cock throb inside the cage.

The cool air brushed over my oiled skin while I immediately tested the cage, shifting my hips slightly. The pink flower stayed firmly in place, my cock trapped inside it, already trying to swell against the plastic.

No movement.

No escape.

I tugged at the restraints next. My wrists and ankles were secured tight in the leather cuffs, warm from my skin but completely immovable.

The vulnerability hit harder now.

I was naked and locked inside Melissa’s sex dungeon while the party raged upstairs. The faint smell of leather and oil hung heavy in the air.

What if she  hid the key too well?

The thought made my stomach flip.

Minutes passed.

The dungeon stayed quiet except for the distant bass thumping from the party upstairs.

Then the door opened again.

Valerie’s heels clicked back across the floor as she returned.

She walked over without a word and slapped my cheek.

The sting spread hot and I yelped, laughing helplessly while my cock pushed uselessly against the cage.

“Miss me?” she whispered.

She leaned down and bit my ear gently.

“Always,” I murmured, grinning and throbbing with denial.

I turned my head to kiss her but she pulled back teasingly, giggling softly.

Her fingers traced along the edge of the pink cage, making me twitch inside it.

“There are five women wearing masks at this party, big boy,” she whispered, tapping the tip of my caged cock. “And one of them has your key.”

Her breath was warm against my ear.

I blushed. “But that means…”

“That means you’re going to have to walk through the party, naked and caged, looking for them,” Valerie finished with a grin. “And even if you do find the right girl, you’ll have to impress her if you want your key back…won’t you?”

My heart started pounding harder in my chest.

Five masked women.

Somewhere upstairs in the chaos of suits and sluts.

My cock pushed helplessly against the pink flower as the reality sank in.

This was the most humiliating, exciting, perfect night of my life.

And Valerie stood there watching me with that smug, affectionate grin that I knew meant she was relishing every second of it.

“But before I let you go searching,” she purred, mounting the table again, her slick thong inches from my face. “I want you to make me cum again…”

I looked up at this woman I had never known existed inside my demure adorable girlfriend and smiled.

“Anything for you, Goddess.”


Chapter Thirteen: Holy Crap (Redeux)

Valerie’s POV

Holy shit.

I couldn’t believe I’d actually done it.

My hands were still trembling as I stepped out of the dungeon, the tiny key warm between my fingers. I had to find someone. Melissa. Avery. Anyone. I needed to tell them what I’d just done before I lost my nerve and took it all back.

I was so exhilarated.

I was even more turned on.

Honestly, I was soaked.

I hadn’t been this wet in years. Not since those nights in Berlin when Melissa would push me further than I thought I could go and I’d wake up the next morning still buzzing.

My thighs felt slick as I walked, the thin strip of my thong clinging to me with every step. Every time I shifted, I could feel it — that deep, aching throb that had nothing to do with Brendan touching me and everything to do with the look on his face when the lock clicked shut.

God, that sound.

I wished I could make it my text alert.

That soft, final little click that meant he was mine now. Completely. The memory of it sent another rush of heat between my legs.

Brendan had been perfect.

So adorably desperate to please, even when he was shaking and leaking and trying so hard not to beg. The way he’d looked up at me when I held the pink cage over him — nervous, excited, trusting — had made something in my chest twist tight.

I’d forgotten how much I loved that look.

How much I needed it.

I leaned against the wall in the hallway for a second, trying to catch my breath. My heart was racing.

Not from fear, definitely not fear, but from how right it had felt.

I’d spent the last few years being good. Being sweet. Being the version of myself I thought Brendan wanted — the one who didn’t scare people, who didn’t ask for too much, who didn’t need to tie her boyfriend down and ruin his orgasm just to feel alive again.

I’d told myself that part of me was too much. Too intense. That if I let it out, he’d look at me differently.

But tonight… he hadn’t looked scared.

He’d looked like he was falling in love with me all over again.

I closed my eyes and let myself remember the way his cock had twitched when I called him my good boy. The soft, broken sound he made when I edged him for the fifth time. The way he’d smiled — actually smiled — when I showed him the cage, like some part of him had been waiting for this too.

Maybe he had.

Maybe he’d been just as scared to admit what he wanted as I was. Or maybe this was all new to him and he needed space to figure it out without me pressuring him into anything.

Either way, I wasn’t going to push. Not tonight. I was going to let him explore.

Let him feel what it was like to be completely at someone else’s mercy. And if he hated it, if it was too much, we could stop. But if he loved it even half as much as I hoped he would…

I bit my lip, smiling despite myself.

I wanted to give him that.

I wanted to give us that.

When I stepped back into the dungeon, he was still exactly where I’d left him — wrists and ankles cuffed to the table, the ridiculous pink flower cage sitting pretty between his thighs. His skin glistened with oil and sweat, chest rising and falling a little faster when he saw me. He looked so fucking beautiful like this.

Vulnerable. Mine..

I climbed onto the table without a word and straddled his chest, the heat of his skin soaking through the thin lace of my thong. His eyes flicked up to meet mine, wide and a little dazed, and something in my stomach fluttered.

I leaned down and kissed him.

Slow and wet and deep. The kind of kiss that said everything I wasn’t ready to put into words yet. His lips were soft and warm, and he kissed me back like he was starving for it. My fingers slid into his hair as I rocked gently against him, letting him feel how wet I was even through the fabric.

God, I never thought I could love someone like this.

Not just the sweet, steady love we’d built over the years — but this. This wild, hungry, possessive thing that made me want to keep him caged and desperate and still kiss him like he was the center of my whole world.

I was so glad I had.

I pulled back just enough to look at him, my blonde curls falling around both of us like a curtain.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” I whispered, brushing my thumb across his bottom lip. “I’m so proud of you.”

His smile was small and shaky and completely genuine.

And in that moment, I knew.

Tonight was going to change our lives.

And I hoped it would be for the better.


Chapter Fourteen: Melissa’s Influence

Valerie’s POV

Years Ago in Berlin….

The second I stepped off the plane in Berlin, I felt it.

That low, electric hum I’d been missing for months back home. The kind of heat that started in my chest and slowly sank lower the longer I walked. I’d dressed for it on purpose. The short black skirt rode high on my thighs, the hem swaying with every step, while the fitted red top clung to my waist and dipped just low enough to draw eyes without crossing any lines. My favorite strappy black heels clicked against the polished floor, making my legs look longer and forcing a little extra sway into my hips. Nothing outrageous. Just enough to make men do that subtle double take as I passed.

And they did.

I felt their gazes like warm hands sliding over my skin. One man in a tailored suit looked up from his phone and let his eyes travel slowly from my heels to my thighs before meeting my gaze with a small, appreciative smirk. Another, younger, nearly walked into a pillar because he was too busy watching the way my skirt moved when I walked. I didn’t hide my smile. I let it curve slow and knowing across my lips. I’d forgotten how good it felt to be looked at like that — like I was something worth wanting.

By the time I collected my suitcase from the carousel and headed toward arrivals, my pulse had already picked up. The airport was busy but not chaotic, filled with the low murmur of voices in half a dozen languages and the scent of expensive cologne and jet fuel. Every step in my heels sent a little jolt through me, the friction of my thighs brushing together a constant, teasing reminder of how long it had been since I’d felt properly alive.

And then I saw her.

Melissa stood right at the front of the crowd, holding a big white sign that read THE SLUT CLUB! in bold, glittery pink letters.

She looked fucking hot. The tight black corset pushed her full breasts high and tight, the glossy leather leggings clung to every curve of her hips and thighs like they’d been painted on, and those sky-high black heels made her legs look endless. Big, dangly gold hoop earrings swung every time she moved, and the leather cuffs on her wrists caught the light. She was grinning like the devil who’d just won a bet.

I didn’t even think. I dropped my bag and ran.

We squealed at the same time, crashing into each other in a tangle of arms, perfume, and laughter. She smelled like vanilla, warm leather, and that expensive, slightly smoky perfume she always wore. Her body was soft and strong against mine, the boning of her corset pressing into my chest as we hugged tight. We pulled back just enough to kiss each other’s cheeks, and then — because we were us — we stopped pretending.

Our mouths met in a deep, filthy kiss right there in the middle of arrivals.

Her lips were warm and tasted faintly of cherry lip gloss.

One of her hands slid into my hair while the other gripped my waist, pulling me closer. I could feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of my top.

Someone nearby wolf-whistled.

I didn’t care.

I kissed her harder, tongues sliding together, the kind of kiss that said everything we hadn’t been able to say over months of video calls. When we finally broke apart, both of us were breathing hard, lips shiny and slightly swollen.

“Fuck, I missed you,” I whispered, still smiling like an idiot.

“I know,” Melissa laughed, squeezing my waist. “I missed you too. But I have so many plans for you while you’re here.”

I raised an eyebrow, already feeling that familiar flutter low in my stomach. “Oh yeah?”

“Mmhmm.” She linked her arm through mine and started walking, her heels clicking in perfect rhythm with mine. “But the first one you need to meet is Hans.”

“Who’s Hans?” I giggled.

She just gave me that wicked little smirk. “He’s parked outside. Come on.”

The drive into the city was quiet but charged. We climbed into a sleek black Volkswagen, the leather seats cool against the backs of my thighs. Hans turned around from the driver’s seat and gave me a polite, almost shy smile. He was tall and slender, maybe twenty-five, with sharp cheekbones, dark expressive eyes, and a mouth that looked like it had been made for begging. Beautiful in that quiet, almost delicate way.

“Valerie, this is Hans,” Melissa said casually as we pulled away from the curb. “Hans, this is my best friend from home.”

“Nice to meet you,” he said, his voice soft with a light German accent.

Melissa leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “He came to me a couple months ago looking to be a part-time slave for a dominant woman. Now he’s my live-in slut.”

I blinked, then grinned, heat blooming low in my belly. “Of course he is.”

Berlin at night slid past the windows in streaks of gold and neon. I could already feel the city getting under my skin — the low thump of music from passing clubs, the way the air smelled like rain and cigarette smoke and possibility.

Melissa’s apartment was on the top floor of a beautiful old building. When she unlocked the door and let me step inside, I actually paused. It was stunning. High ceilings, huge windows overlooking the city lights, sleek modern furniture mixed with dark wood and expensive leather. A massive sectional couch dominated the living room, and soft amber lighting made everything feel warm and intimate. The faint scent of her perfume lingered in the air.

Melissa locked the door behind us with a deliberate click and turned to me, that familiar wicked sparkle in her eyes.

“Watch this,” she said, already grinning. “It’s hilarious. Hans, you know the rules…”

Hans didn’t hesitate for even a second.

He moved to the center of the living room and stripped like it was the most natural thing in the world. His shirt came off first, revealing a lean, toned torso. Then his belt. When his pants and underwear hit the floor, I actually gasped out loud.

“Fucking hell,” I breathed.

His cock was massive. Thick, heavy, and already hard, hanging between his thighs like it had its own presence in the room. Nine inches easy, maybe more.

The kind of dick that made you do a double take.

“I know, right?” Melissa said appreciatively, tilting her head like she was admiring a sculpture.

Then she picked up an ice pack from the kitchen like she’d done this a hundred times before and pressed it firmly against his cock without warning.

Hans let out a soft, sharp hiss through his teeth but didn’t move or try to pull away. We both watched, fascinated, as that impressive cock slowly shrank under the cold, shrinking and softening until it was small and almost cute-looking.

Melissa glanced at me, eyes glittering. “His kink is denial. So you get to see the really funny part.”

She grabbed a small, flat metal chastity cage from a nearby drawer and locked him into it with smooth, practiced movements. The cage looked almost ridiculous against what had been there just moments ago — a tiny, shiny prison for something that had looked so powerful.

I pouted, crossing my arms under my breasts. “That’s no fun for us.”

“Oh, but it is,” Melissa replied sweetly. She looked at Hans. “Go find a real cock and show my best friend why I let you hang around.”

He disappeared into the bedroom and returned a minute later wearing a thick, eleven-inch bright pink strap-on that bobbed heavily with every step. The contrast was obscene — that huge fake cock swinging between his legs while his real one stayed locked away in its tiny cage.

Melissa turned to me, one perfectly shaped eyebrow raised. “Wanna watch… or experience?”

I was already wet. I could feel it between my thighs, the slow, warm ache building with every second.

I swallowed and smiled.

“I’m pooped after the plane, let me watch.”

I took a seat in one of the big, plush armchairs while Melissa peeled off her leather leggings with deliberate slowness. The glossy material slid down her legs like liquid, revealing smooth, toned thighs and the black lace thong underneath. She bent over the wide couch, ass up, back arched, and looked back at me with a filthy little smile.

Hans moved behind her without a word. He lined up that ridiculous pink cock and pushed inside her in one smooth, deep thrust.

Melissa moaned — low, rich, and completely unashamed.

And then she started talking.

“Look at you,” she purred, voice dripping with disdain even as she pushed back to meet his thrusts. “Big, strong man with a locked-up little clit and a fake cock. Can’t even feel how tight and wet I am, can you?”

“No, Mistress,” Hans answered immediately, his voice thick with worship and strain. “I can’t feel anything. Thank you for letting me fuck you anyway.”

I shifted in the chair, slipping my hand under my skirt and into my panties. I was soaked. The sight of Melissa getting fucked by her beautiful, denied live-in slave while she verbally destroyed him was doing something filthy and perfect to my brain.

“You’re so fucking pathetic,” Melissa continued, her voice getting breathier as Hans fucked her harder, the wet sounds of the strap-on moving inside her filling the room. “Walking around all day with that useless dick, just waiting for me to let you put on a strap-on so you can pretend you’re a real man. Aren’t you grateful?”

“So grateful, Mistress,” Hans groaned, still thrusting steadily, his lean body flexing with every movement. “Thank you for using me. Thank you for letting me serve your perfect pussy. I don’t deserve it.”

I rubbed slow, firm circles over my clit, eyes locked on them. Melissa’s full breasts bounced in the tight corset with every thrust. Her leather cuffs flexed as she gripped the couch. Every time Hans spoke in that worshipful, broken voice, another pulse of heat shot straight between my legs.

It didn’t take long.

Melissa came first, moaning loud and shameless, her whole body shaking as the orgasm rolled through her. The second I heard that beautiful, broken sound, I tipped over the edge too. My thighs clenched around my hand as I came hard in the chair, biting my lip to keep from crying out.

For a few long seconds, the only sounds in the apartment were our heavy breathing and the faint wet sound of the strap-on still buried inside Melissa.

Then she looked over at me, flushed and grinning, hair messy and beautiful.

We made eye contact and both started giggling like teenagers who’d just gotten away with something filthy.

“Fuck,” I said, still catching my breath, fingers slick between my thighs. “I really missed this.”

“Me too,” she smiled, warm and genuine.

Then she glanced up at Hans, who was still standing there obediently behind her, the thick pink strap-on glistening and his caged cock completely ignored.

Melissa’s smile turned wicked again.

“Round two?” she asked.


Act 2: The Journey


Prologue: Six Years Earlier: The Day I Met Melissa Brentworth

“So, how many women have you managed to satisfy in your life, Brendan?”

I nearly spluttered on my orange juice. It wasn’t the sort of opening question you expected from your girlfriend’s best friend the very first time you were introduced. I glanced around the little café, half hoping Valerie might be back from the bathroom already, but no such luck.

It was one of those crisp early fall afternoons when the light outside went soft and golden, turning the street beyond the window into something almost picturesque. People drifted past in coats and scarves, leaves skittering along the pavement in little bursts whenever the door opened. Inside, the place smelled richly of fresh coffee and warm pastries, and under other circumstances it might have been comforting. Right then it only made me more aware of how humiliating her question was.

Figuring I must have misheard her, I said, “Excuse me?”

Melissa Brentworth smiled over the rim of her coffee cup, those red pouty lips curling into a devious grin. Her hazel eyes flashed with wicked confidence, and she leaned forward on the booth as if she had all the time in the world, the motion drawing attention to her sun-kissed chest in a way that felt entirely designed to fluster me even further.

“I asked,” she said, her voice perfectly calm, if a little playful, “how many women have you satisfied in your life?”

“I… uh,” I stammered, suddenly very aware of my hands, my face, my entire existence.

Then, like a rescue helicopter descending through fog, my gorgeous new girlfriend Valerie appeared. She looked resplendent in a thigh-hugging minidress, her blonde hair swept up into a loose bun that somehow managed to look both elegant and effortless. A few soft strands had fallen free around her face, and the sight of her instantly made me feel steadier.

“What are you two talking about?” she asked, sliding in beside me and squeezing my thigh under the table.

“We were just—” I began.

Melissa interrupted smoothly. “I was asking Brendan here how many women he’s satisfied. I’m your best friend, Val, I need to know you’re being taken care of.”

Valerie blushed right along with me, but she kissed my cheek, sweet and warm and perfect.

“Oh, don’t worry,” she said, her hand moving upward from my thigh. “My Brendan is very eager to please…”


Chapter 1: Present Day; The Night of Melissa’s Suits and Sluts Party

It was kind of a funny situation.

There was me, completely naked except for a small, unyielding chastity cage.

And there was my girlfriend Valerie, looking hotter than anyone had any right to look.

Her blonde curls fell in soft waves around her shoulders, bright against skin so fair it seemed almost luminous in the low warm light, and the ivory set she wore made her look like some wicked, decadent bride dreamed up by a lingerie designer with a cruel streak.

The bra was all sheer embroidered lace and delicate structure, cupping her beautifully while the fine ivory straps traced elegant lines over her shoulders and upper chest. Tiny gold rings gleamed wherever the straps met, little flashes of warmth against all that pale softness.

The suspender belt sat high on her waist, drawing it in and making the sweep of her hips look almost absurdly perfect, more ivory lace hugging her curves and more gold hardware glinting whenever she moved. The matching thong was cut high on her thighs, and the garter straps led the eye down to white stockings stretched smooth over her long legs.

And then there were the heels.

White, glossy, sharp little things with slim high heels that made her legs look even longer and forced her into a posture that was somehow both elegant and filthy, her chest lifted, her hips swaying with every step.

“So, here are the stakes,” Valerie said, slipping onto my lap, her ass pressing down against my unyielding cage.

A shiver went through me the second her weight settled there. The room around us buzzed faintly with music and distant laughter, the whole party humming somewhere beyond us, but all I could focus on was her perfume, the brush of lace, and the maddening pressure of her body so close to what I wanted and couldn’t have.

Her voice was teasing as she continued. “I’ve given your key to one of five masked women at this party, and if you satisfy the correct one, she’ll unlock you. None of these women need to tell you whether or not they have the key until they feel you’ve serviced them adequately. Understand?”

I nodded. “First of all, yeah, that’s the hottest fucking thing I’ve ever heard, but secondly, babe, are you sure? We’ve never been in an open relationship before and—”

“Shhh, baby,” she whispered, sapphire eyes sparkling. “You’re sweet, but this is just one night of fun, and the only thing I forbid you from is making love to other women. Everything else is fair game. But here’s a question. Are you okay with me having a little fun? It’s been a long time since I renewed my bi-girl subscription and…”

“That’s super hot, yeah, go have fun,” I said, kissing her deeply.

She kissed me back and pulled my hair.

“Good boy. Now, they all know you’ve consented and they know your safe word, so have fun, okay? And baby?”

“Yeah, Val?” I asked.

She slapped me hard between the legs and I groaned, my hips jerking helplessly beneath her.

“Don’t forget who owns you, okay?”

I moaned at that. She was so hot.

“Yes, Mistress.”


Chapter 2: Melissa Brentworth’s Scent

It’s an embarrassing thing, walking back into a crowded party completely naked except for a small, humiliating chastity cage and searching for five masked women in a sea of lingerie models.

My nipples were rock hard and my balls had tightened in the cool ambient air. By the time I made it up from the dungeon and into the kitchen, my heart was hammering. The whole house seemed alive around me, bass humming through the floorboards, laughter spilling from somewhere down the hall, the air rich with perfume, sugary drinks, and expensive candles.

“Oh my, it seems Valerie finally took my advice.”

I turned and found myself face to face with Melissa Brentworth.

She looked ravishing.

Slim and toned, she had the kind of long, elegant legs that made her seem taller than she probably was, her narrow waist pulling everything into sharp focus above a flat stomach and soft hips that flared just enough to draw the eye. Her thighs looked lean and smooth, and her breasts were full and rounded without being huge, ridiculously perky all the same. She stood with one manicured hand on her hip, posture straight and confident, her whole body arranged so deliberately on display that it felt like an invitation no one with blood in their veins could ignore.

The outfit was pure black latex harness, all glossy straps and panels teasing with what they didn’t cover. Wide patent-black bands crossed her upper chest, leaving her stomach and sides bare, her breasts exposed except for matching black circular pasties, the shiny material clinging to her skin and throwing little reflections with every movement. A thicker latex belt sat low on her waist, cinching it tight and emphasizing the contrast between her narrow middle and soft hips.

Below, a high-cut black latex thong with gold chain details at the hips disappeared between her thighs, while suspender straps ran down to broad latex bands around her upper legs, framing her body in a way that felt less like clothing and more like deliberate presentation. Polished metallic hardware glinted against all that black shine.

She wore a black latex cat mask with pointed ears that gave the whole look a playful, dominant edge, along with wrist cuffs fitted with little metal rings that hinted at restraint. Black latex stockings rose high over her supple, athletic thighs.

She was sipping matcha through a straw in a way I found incredibly distracting.

“Excuse me?” I asked, blushing, because having your girlfriend’s best friend stare at you while you’re naked and locked in chastity is a truly singular experience.

Melissa rolled her wicked hazel eyes. “I’ve been telling Valerie to lock up your little cock for years, but she didn’t want to freak you out. But judging by this…” Giggling, she tapped a tiny bead of precum from the tip of my cage and smeared it lazily across my chest. “Judging by this, you’re as into this shit as she is.”

I blushed harder and managed to admit, “It’s pretty hot, I guess.”

Then my girlfriend’s best friend wrapped her arms around me and pressed her lips close to my ear. Her perfume filled my head at once, floral musk with that smoky edge that had always driven me half wild. I wanted to breathe her in forever, and suddenly my cock was throbbing uselessly in its cage as she reached down and squeezed my ass, her sharp fingernails making me jerk at the sting of it.

“You better hurry up if you want to find your chastity key before midnight. I’d check the billiards room first, if I were you,” she whispered, then slapped one ass cheek sharply enough to make me gasp. “Oh, and Brendan, you really shouldn’t be so careless with your clothes. You folded them so nicely earlier, but I suppose in all the excitement… well, don’t worry. My maid put them away for you. And told me about the diamond ring in the breast pocket.”

“I… I,” I stammered, flooded with equal parts arousal and humiliation.

“Don’t worry, Brendan,” Melissa said, spinning me around with surprising force and pointing me toward the door. “I’m a girl who knows how to keep a secret. Now have fun, and tell Avery I sent you.”


Chapter 3: A Cat Among Kittens

Melissa’s POV

I watched Brendan walk away, his bare ass still pink from my handprint, the ridiculous little pink flower cage swinging between his legs with every step. He looked so lost and turned on that I couldn’t help the small, satisfied smile that curved behind my cat mask.

He might actually be good for her.

The thought surprised me a little. I’d spent years assuming no man would ever be able to handle the real Valerie — the one who liked to make boys cry and then kiss them better. But watching the way Brendan had stood there, flushed and leaking, trying so hard to keep his composure while I teased him… there was something there. Not just submission. Something steadier. Something that might actually be able to hold her.

I hoped I was right.

I took another slow sip of my matcha, letting the cool sweetness roll over my tongue as I scanned the main room. The party was in full swing now — bodies moving, laughter cutting through the heavy bass, the air thick with perfume, sweat, and the sharp scent of latex. I moved through it all like I owned the place, because in this house, I did.

My hips swayed with every step, the high-cut latex thong disappearing between my cheeks and the gold chains at my hips catching the light. The wide patent-black straps of the harness framed my breasts like an offering, the circular pasties doing almost nothing to hide how hard my nipples had gotten from toying with Brendan. Every movement made the glossy material shift and cling, a constant, delicious friction against my skin. I liked being watched. I always had. But tonight, my attention kept drifting toward one person in particular.

Valerie.

I found her near the far end of the room, standing by one of the tall windows with a drink in her hand. The sight of her made something warm and possessive unfurl in my chest.

She looked devastating.

The ivory lace set I’d helped her pick out weeks ago looked even better on her now that she’d stopped fighting it. The sheer bra barely contained her full, soft breasts, those caramel nipples pressing visibly against the delicate embroidery every time she breathed. The suspender belt cinched her waist and made her hips look even more obscene, the garter straps tugging at the tops of her white stockings with every small shift of her weight. And those heels — glossy, sharp, and completely unfair — made her legs look endless. She was leaning against the window frame like she didn’t quite realize how many people were staring at her.

I smiled behind the mask and made my way over.

When she saw me, her whole face lit up in that way it only did for me and Brendan. I stopped in front of her, close enough that the scent of her perfume mixed with mine.

“You look like you’re enjoying yourself,” I said, letting my eyes drag slowly down her body and back up again.

Valerie blushed, but she didn’t try to cover herself. Progress.

“I am,” she admitted, taking a sip of her drink. “More than I thought I would.”

I stepped in a little closer, lowering my voice. “I saw what you did with Brendan.”

Her blush deepened, spreading down her throat and across the tops of her breasts. “Yeah?”

“I’m proud of you,” I said honestly. “I’ve been waiting years for you to let him see even a little bit of the real you.”

Valerie looked down at her glass for a second, then back up at me. Her blue eyes were softer than usual, but there was something sharper underneath.

“I didn’t do it just for him,” she said quietly. “I did it for me too. But… I also wanted to give him a chance to play in this world without me hovering over his shoulder the whole time. If he’s going to be with me — really with me — he needs to know what he’s signing up for. And I need to know if he can actually handle it.”

I studied her for a moment, then nodded. “Smart.”

She gave me a small, nervous smile. “I gave one of the keys to Avery.”

I laughed. “Duh. Who else would you give it to?”

Valerie bit her lip, looking suddenly unsure. “I don’t know who else to talk to though. I don’t want to completely terrify him on his first night. How about Henrietta?”

I actually gasped behind the mask. “You don’t want to scare him?”

Valerie’s cheeks went bright pink. “Okay, you’re right. Henrietta’s way too scary.”

“Way too scary,” I agreed, still amused. “What about Amanda and Leah?”

Valerie tilted her head, considering. Then a slow, coquettish little smile spread across her face. She turned in a slow circle, showing off the full effect of the ivory lace and white stockings, the way the thong disappeared between her cheeks and the garter straps framed her thighs. When she faced me again, her eyes were sparkling with something I hadn’t seen in her in a very long time.

“They’ve been wanting some quality time with me for years, haven’t they?” she said, voice low and sweet. “I think we could come up with a deal. Don’t you?”

I scoffed, though I was already smiling. “Isn’t that a little too spicy for tame submissive girlfriend Valerie?”

The change in her was instant.

Valerie’s smile sharpened. Without breaking eye contact, she reached down and hooked her thumbs into the sides of her tiny ivory thong, and slowly slid it down her legs. She stepped out of it, balled it up in one hand, and before I could say another word, she pushed the damp lace between my lips.

I made a soft, surprised sound as the taste of her arousal hit my tongue.

Then she grabbed a handful of my ass and spanked me — hard. The sharp sting bloomed across my skin and sent a rush of heat straight between my thighs. I felt myself get instantly, embarrassingly wet.

Valerie leaned in close, her lips brushing my ear as she growled, low and filthy:

“Watch your mouth, you sexy little bitch… or I’ll leave you gagged like this all night long.”

A full-body shiver ran through me.

I thrilled at it. At the sudden dominance in her voice. At the way she was looking at me like she used to — like she could ruin me and I’d thank her for it. My nipples tightened painfully against the pasties, and I had to resist the urge to press my thighs together.

Valerie pulled back just enough to look at me, her blue eyes dark with heat and something almost affectionate.

Then she smiled, sweet again, like she hadn’t just made my knees weak in the middle of my own party.

“Come on,” she said, linking her arm through mine. “Let’s go find Amanda and Leah.”

I followed her down the hallway without a word, the taste of her still on my tongue and the sting of her handprint burning on my ass.

And for the first time in years, I felt something like real hope settle warm in my chest.

Because it seemed to me like my old friend might be well and truly back.


Chapter 4: Inspection

The walk to the billiards room was exquisitely, unbearably embarrassing. As I padded barefoot down the long, lushly carpeted hallway, the thick burgundy pile felt decadently soft and warm against my bare soles with every hesitant step. Women in glossy latex and barely-there lingerie kept looking up from their sparkling drinks and intimate conversations, their eyes dragging slowly, hungrily over my naked body like warm honey. I blushed furiously the entire way, my face burning hotter with every single stare, while the ridiculous little pink chastity cage felt smaller and more humiliatingly tight with every step, the plastic petals tugging insistently at my trapped, swelling cock.

By the time I reached the heavy oak door and pushed it open, I was already flushed crimson — and the second I stepped inside, fuck me sideways, I blushed even harder.

The billiards room was pure masculine luxury wrapped in warm, flickering seduction. A grand stone fireplace dominated one wall, where a real log fire crackled and popped invitingly, casting dancing golden light and the rich, smoky scent of burning cedar throughout the space. Low amber wall lamps added a second, softer glow, illuminating the deep emerald felt of the expensive billiards table and the dark polished mahogany paneling.

Heavy forest-green velvet drapes framed tall windows looking out into the black pines, and the air felt noticeably warmer here, almost intimate, carrying that comforting woodsmoke laced with something sweeter and spicier, a faint trace of spiced cherry and warm vanilla drifting from the woman at the table.

There, leaning gracefully over the billiards table with the cue resting lightly in her long fingers, was a woman who looked like pure decadent sin brought to life.

She was pale and statuesque, her body all smooth, generous curves and elegant, dangerous lines. Her hair was glossy black, falling in rich, soft waves over her delicate bare shoulders and catching the firelight like liquid obsidian.

A delicate black bunny mask covered the upper half of her face, its long elegant ears giving her a playfully mischievous silhouette…though there was nothing innocent about the confident tilt of her hips or the power radiating off her. Beneath the mask, her eyes were a bright, sparkling emerald, sharp with amusement and already locked onto me like she’d been patiently waiting for exactly this moment all night.

What little she wore barely qualified as clothing, yet somehow looked impossibly expensive and sexy because of it. Intricate black filigree lace and structured panels wrapped around her narrow waist and between her supple pale thighs in an ornate, almost baroque pattern, the delicate design framing and accentuating rather than hiding her lush body.

Matching circular black pasties clung delicately to the pale, full swell of her full squeezable breasts, while ornate lace shapes which ran along her hips and upper thighs turned her into something closer to living erotic art than a dressed woman. A slim black choker circled her elegant throat, completing the look. In short this goddess was aristocratic, wickedly obscene, and breathtakingly elegant all at once.

“You must be Brendan,” she said smoothly, her sparkling emerald eyes traveling slowly down my naked, caged body with open appreciation. “Valerie’s poor locked-up little boyfriend.”

I felt my cock twitch and strain helplessly inside the tight pink cage at the sound of her voice, the plastic biting sweetly against my desperate flesh.

“You must be Avery,” I managed, voice already a little hoarse.

She rolled her eyes with elegant, affectionate disdain, the motion somehow both playful and commanding.

“Come over here and lean over the table, sweetheart,” she purred, her tone dropping into something deliciously authoritative.

Embarrassed but helplessly aroused, I obeyed.

The cool, smooth emerald felt of the billiards table pressed luxuriously against my palms and forearms as I braced myself, the contrast against my flushed, overheated skin sending a fresh shiver racing down my spine.

I could hear the soft clink of billiard balls shifting somewhere nearby as I bent forward.

“IT—”

Her hand cracked down hard and sharp across my bare ass with a resounding smack that echoed off the wood paneling.

“OW!” I yelped, the sudden hot sting blooming bright and fierce across my right cheek, the pain so sharp and perfect it made my eyes water even as my caged cock jerked helplessly.

“IS—”

Another powerful slap landed on the other side, even harder this time, the burning heat spreading instantly in a delicious wave.

“MISTRESS AVERY.”

The final massive slap cracked squarely across both cheeks, so firm it jolted me forward against the table with a gasp, my sore skin tingling and glowing.

“Aren’t you going to beg for my forgiveness, bunny?” she asked, voice dripping with teasing authority as her manicured fingers trailed lightly over the heated marks she’d left.

“Please, Mistress Avery,” I begged, the words tumbling out desperate and breathless. “Please forgive me. I’m so, so, so sorry.”

“Are you going to be a good boy for me?” she purred, delivering one last firm, lingering slap for emphasis that made my sore cheeks jiggle and sent fresh sparks racing straight to my trapped cock.

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I gasped. “I’ll be a good boy.”

She smiled then, slow and satisfied, those sparkling emerald eyes softening just a fraction. She gently turned me around to face her. I was still panting, my ass burning deliciously, my cock straining uselessly against its pink prison, when she pushed me down into a deep leather armchair opposite the crackling fire. The cool, buttery leather felt shockingly good against my heated, stinging skin as I sank into it. She gave a low, delighted little giggle, clearly pleased with both herself and her new toy.

“Let’s give you a little reward then…”


Chapter 5: The Tease

She sat me down in the deep leather armchair opposite the crackling fire, the cool, buttery-smooth surface kissing my overheated, still-stinging ass with a delicious shock that made my whole body jolt.

For a long, luxurious moment she simply stood over me, hands on her lace-clad hips, that black bunny mask tilting as she smiled slow and wicked behind it. Her sparkling emerald eyes drank in every inch of me — flushed, naked, cock locked tight and leaking in its ridiculous pink cage — and the sheer hungry satisfaction on her face sent a fresh wave of humiliating heat rushing straight to my face.

God, she was devastating.

The firelight painted gold across her pale curves, catching on the delicate filigree lace that framed rather than hid her body, and all I could think was how impossibly lucky I was to be here, trapped and desperate under that gaze.

My cock strained harder than ever, the unyielding plastic petals biting sweetly into my swelling flesh while a slow bead of precum already welled at the tip.

If Valerie could see me right now…

The thought made me throb even more helplessly.

Then she leaned in.

Her lips were soft and slow at first against the side of my neck, almost sweet, almost tender, like she was savouring the way my pulse hammered under her mouth. But there was nothing sweet about what it did to me.

I shivered hard, a full-body tremor that made the chair creak, as she trailed open-mouthed kisses along my throat and jaw, her warm breath ghosting over my skin.

One elegant hand slid possessively over my chest, nails lightly scratching, while the other toyed lazily with my nipples — pinching, rolling, tugging just hard enough to send sharp, electric sparks racing straight down to my trapped cock.

“Ugh, look at these poor little things,” she grumbled playfully, voice all chaotic bratty affection as she gave one nipple a firmer twist. “So hard already and I’ve barely even started. Why are you being so greedy tonight, bunny? I swear, if you don’t start leaking more for me I’m going to get genuinely offended.”

I gasped, hips twitching uselessly in the chair. “Mistress Avery… fuck…”

She hummed, pleased, then sank gracefully to her knees between my spread thighs, dark glossy waves spilling over one shoulder like liquid night.

The sight alone nearly undid me — this statuesque goddess on her knees for me, bunny ears framing that wicked masked face, emerald eyes locked on mine through the slits.

She kissed her way lower, soft lips brushing my stomach, then my thighs, before she leaned in and licked slowly, deliberately over my tight, aching balls.

The hot, wet drag of her tongue made me jerk violently in the chair with a strangled, desperate sound, my caged cock jumping and smearing more precum across my lower belly.

“Mistress,” I whispered, already half-gone, voice cracking with raw need.

Holy shit, her tongue… I’d do anything, anything…

She gave a pleased little hum that vibrated straight through me, then rose again in one fluid motion, turning so her plush, lace-framed ass pressed firmly back against my face in one forceful, devastating movement.

The warm, silky-soft ass cheeks smothered me completely, the intricate black filigree teasing my lips and nose while the sweet cherry-vanilla scent of her skin flooded my lungs.

At the same time her hand reached down between her thighs, manicured fingers toying with the bars of my cage — stroking, tapping, tugging the pink petals just enough to drive me absolutely insane.

The combination was too much and not enough all at once. Her perfect ass grinding slow and lazy against my mouth, her teasing touch making my locked cock throb and leak helplessly while the cage kept every drop of pleasure cruelly contained.

“Thank you Mistress Avery,” I moaned loud into her softness, tongue instinctively pressing forward, tasting her through the delicate lace.

“Why aren’t you cumming for me?” she asked grumpily, glancing back over her shoulder with an exaggerated pout that somehow made her even hotter. “Amn’t I pretty enough? I mean, come on, bunny! I’m literally smothering you with this perfect ass and you’re still just… dripping like a leaky faucet instead of exploding like a good boy should. This is so rude. I’m offended. Genuinely offended.”

“You’re so pretty, Avery—” I tried to gasp against her cheeks, voice muffled and desperate.

She slapped my balls sharply with her free hand, the sudden hot sting blooming bright and perfect between my legs.

I yelped into her asshole, the sound vibrating right through her.

“Mistress Avery!” I corrected frantically, voice cracking. “I’m sorry — my cock is all locked, I can’t —”

She sighed dramatically, like I was the most inconvenient little toy in the entire world, her hips still rolling lazily so my nose stayed buried between her cheeks.

“Sounds like a pathetic excuse to me, but alright, fine, whatever.” Her voice dripped with chaotic, affectionate exasperation as she gave my cage another teasing tug. “You’re lucky you’re cute when you’re desperate. I’ll tell you what, poor locked-up bunny… get on your knees. Right now. You can apologise properly with that eager little mouth of yours and maybe — maybe — I’ll think about being nice.”

She lifted off my face just enough for me to breathe, emerald eyes sparkling with wicked delight behind the mask, clearly loving every second of my helpless, throbbing frustration.

I was already sliding down to the plush rug before she even finished speaking, heart hammering, cock aching, mind spinning with nothing but pure, dizzying want.


Chapter 6: Pretty Heels

Avery leaned back in the deep leather armchair with that slow, satisfied smile still playing behind her bunny mask, the fire crackling warmly beside us and casting golden flickers across her pale skin and intricate black lace.

The whole room felt smaller, hotter, more intimate; just the two of us and the soft pop of burning cedar mixing with her sweet cherry-vanilla perfume that still clung to my face from when she’d smothered me so perfectly.

“Kiss my pretty heels,” Mistress Avery said, her voice dropping into that cool, instructive purr that made my stomach flip and my caged cock throb uselessly against its pink petals.

I was already on my knees, flushed and dazed and aching from everything that had happened in this room — the spanking, the facesitting, the relentless teasing — and I gulped hard before lowering my head, heart hammering so loud I could barely hear the fire.

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I whispered, voice hoarse with desperate need.

She extended one elegant foot toward me with lazy authority, the sharp little black heel gleaming wickedly in the firelight. God, it was ridiculous how beautiful the shoe looked from down here — glossy patent leather, severe arch, that dangerous point like a punctuation mark on every filthy thought racing through my head. My locked-up cock gave another helpless twitch as I leaned in and pressed a soft, reverent kiss to the cool surface. Immediately her fingers settled in my hair, nails grazing my scalp in a way that sent shivers racing down my spine.

Fuck… I’m actually kissing her shoe. And I love it. I love how small it makes me feel. What the fuck is wrong with me? I don’t think I care…

“Do you know why this matters, bunny?” she asked softly, tilting her head with genuine curiosity behind the mask.

I looked up into those sparkling emerald eyes, cheeks burning. “No, Mistress Avery.”

She smiled, clearly pleased to be the one explaining it. “Because a woman’s heels change everything,” she murmured, voice warm and deliberate. “They lift her up, lengthen those gorgeous legs, make every man in the room look at her differently. More importantly… they make him look at her differently.” She guided my mouth back to the glossy shoe, pressing my lips firmly against it. “A heel teaches a man exactly where he belongs. He sees the height, the shape, the pure elegance… and suddenly he understands he is lower. Beneath. Looking up. Worshipping what carries her.”

I kissed the heel again, slower this time, letting my lips linger as her words sank deep into my bones.

She’s right. I feel it. I’m literally beneath her right now and my cock is leaking like crazy because of it.

“It isn’t really about leather or shine,” she continued softly, fingers tightening just enough in my hair to make my scalp tingle deliciously. “It’s about the little shift in his mind. The moment he accepts that her pleasure, her beauty, her confidence are all above his. A good boy learns that quickly. A better one learns to enjoy it.”

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I breathed against the shoe, the words coming out shaky with arousal.

“Good boy.” She tilted her head, watching me with open delight. “And when he kisses her heel, he is kissing the very thing that elevates her over him. Symbolically delicious. Psychologically useful. It reminds him that he exists beneath feminine authority… and that devotion isn’t just expected…it’s beautiful.”

Her fingers tightened again, the pleasant sting sending fresh heat straight to my trapped cock.

“Do you understand now, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I whispered, voice thick. “I think I do.”

“I should certainly hope so.” She leaned back fully in the chair, crossing one long leg over the other with elegant grace. “Now take them off.”

My hands trembled as I reached for the delicate straps, undoing each glossy heel one at a time. I slid the first from her foot and set it carefully on the thick rug, then the second, revealing her pale, perfectly pedicured toes — each one neat and elegant, nails gleaming dark in the firelight like little secrets.

She watched me with open amusement, emerald eyes sparkling. “Don’t just stare, bunny. If you’re going to worship, worship properly.”

I bent over her foot at once, pressing a reverent kiss to the tips of her toes, heart racing.

“No, slower,” she corrected gently but firmly. “Make me feel admired. Start with the big toe. Use your lips gently. Then the others. Don’t rush like a greedy little animal.”

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I panted.

I obeyed, kissing each toe with trembling, careful devotion while she coached me through every second — telling me exactly where to linger, when to soften my mouth, when to let just the tip of my tongue dart out.

The whole thing was unbearably intimate and humiliating in the hottest way possible: my face buried in her lap, her foot cradled in my hands, her calm instructive voice floating above me like this was the most natural lesson in the world.

My caged cock throbbed painfully the entire time, leaking steadily onto the rug beneath me.

This is insane. I’m worshipping her feet like it’s the only thing I was destined to do… and I’m harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

“That’s better,” she murmured approvingly after a while. “A woman should feel cherished when a man is at her feet. Not slobbered on. Cherished.”

I nodded eagerly and moved to the other foot, trying even harder this time, kissing and licking the elegant curve of each toe until she finally let out a small, satisfied sound.

“There,” she said warmly. “Now you’re learning.”

I looked up, hoping desperately that meant I had pleased her.

Instead, her smile turned wicked again, eyes glittering with fresh mischief.

“Now go into the hallway and offer the first woman you see the same treatment.”

My stomach flipped hard. “Mistress Avery…”

Her eyebrow rose slowly.

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I corrected myself quickly, cheeks flaming.

Still burning with fresh embarrassment, I stood on shaky legs and made my way out into the hallway, naked except for the pink cage, cock still straining and leaking, skin flushed all over. The distant thump of music pulsed through the walls, laughter echoing somewhere nearby.

The first person I found was waiting just outside a bathroom door, leaning casually against the wall like she owned the entire hallway.

She was breathtaking.

Tall and sleek, with deep, glowing brown skin that seemed lit from within under the soft wall sconces. Long, straight black hair fell smoothly over one shoulder like liquid silk. Her body was sculpted perfection, she had full breasts lifted high and proud in a shimmering metallic gold bra that hugged every curve, a toned, narrow waist flaring into hips framed by matching gold bottoms with curved, teasing cutouts that revealed a smooth toned body. Gold garter straps ran down to sheer black thigh-highs, the whole look somehow glamorous, expensive, and effortlessly cruel all at once.

I blushed so hard I thought I might actually pass out.

She glanced at me, took in my nakedness and the ridiculous pink cage, and one corner of her full lips curled in amusement.

Before I could lose my nerve, I dropped to my knees right there in the hallway.

“M-may I worship your feet, Mistress?” I asked, voice cracking with humiliation and arousal.

She giggled softly, bright and playful.

“Oh my God, you’re adorable,” she said, tilting her head. “I’m Cynthia, by the way. And to anser your question; ew, but fine, I guess. Only for a sec though…my friend’s in the bathroom.”

“Yes, Mistress Cynthia,” I breathed, already lowering my head.

She leaned one shoulder against the wall, letting me kneel before her there in the open hallway while partygoers drifted past at the far end, laughter floating from distant rooms.

My face burned hotter than the fire I’d just left as I bent over her foot, kissing the top, then the arch, then each of her perfectly manicured toes while she looked down at me with sparkling amusement.

“Oh my God,” Cynthia said, laughing softly but warmly. “You’re really doing it. You’re actually, sincerely down there kissing my feet like a good little bitch.”

“Yes, Mistress Cynthia,” I muttered, voice muffled against her skin, my caged cock throbbing painfully at the fresh wave of humiliation.

“That is so funny,” she teased, voice light and delighted. “You’re blushing like crazy right now. Is this your thing, sweetheart? Getting all desperate and leaky in public for pretty girls and their feet?”

I kissed her toes again instead of answering, which only made her laugh more — a bright, affectionate sound that went straight to my aching cock.

“Aw, poor little guy,” she cooed playfully, reaching down to ruffle my hair. “You really are somebody’s good boy tonight, huh? So sweet and obedient… I love it.”

Before I could respond, the bathroom door opened and a redhead in glossy latex stepped out, adjusting one glove as she looked from Cynthia to me on the carpet.

“Men are so weird sometimes,” the redhead said dryly, grinning.

Cynthia snorted, still giggling. “You’re the girl who can’t come unless somebody’s slapping her clit, remember?”

The redhead shrugged, stepping closer with a wicked little smile. “Fine. Girls are weird too.”

Then she leaned in and kissed Cynthia, slow and easy at first, like this was their favourite old habit. Their bodies fit together instantly, hands wandering, glossy fingers sliding over shimmering gold fabric and bare glowing skin.

Cynthia made these soft, breathy little sounds that went straight to my trapped cock and kept it aching helplessly against the bars.

I kept kissing Cynthia’s feet exactly as I’d been told, face burning hotter and hotter as the two of them deepened the kiss right above me.

Their hands grew bolder, the redhead’s fingers slipping under gold straps, Cynthia’s thighs tightening, soft moans escaping between kisses while laughter bubbled up between them. The whole scene was filthy and tender and completely overwhelming.

At one point Cynthia gasped sharply and grabbed the redhead’s wrist, her thighs pressing together as she shook with sudden, quiet release. A few seconds later she exhaled hard, leaning her forehead against her friend’s shoulder with that dazed, beautifully satisfied smile.

Then she looked down at me, eyes sparkling.

“You’re dismissed now, cutie,” she said sweetly, giving my hair one last affectionate ruffle. “Run along back to whoever owns you.”

“Yes, Mistress Cynthia,” I managed, scrambling to my feet on shaky legs.

I stumbled back to the billiards room red-faced, dazed, and more turned on than I’d ever been in my life — only to find Mistress Avery waiting for me beside the fire, holding up a small black box between two elegant fingers.

Her emerald eyes sparkled with pure wicked delight.

“Hey, bunny,” she purred slowly. “Ever put anything in your ass?”


Chapter 7: A Deal Well Struck

Valerie’s POV

Melissa and I had been wandering the mansion for nearly twenty minutes, moving through the low-lit hallways like we owned them. The deeper we went, the thicker the air became — heavy with perfume, latex, sweat, and the unmistakable sounds of people losing themselves.

Every so often I’d catch a glimpse of something filthy through an open door: a man on his knees with his face buried between a woman’s thighs, two women making out against a wall while a third spanked them both, the wet sounds of skin on skin drifting out into the corridor.

My mind kept drifting back to Brendan.

I pictured him with Avery right now — probably on his knees, probably blushing, probably leaking into that ridiculous pink cage. The thought made my stomach flutter with a strange, possessive heat.

I wanted him to have this.

I wanted him to taste what this world could be like without me standing over his shoulder the whole time.

Melissa glanced at me as we walked, her cat mask tilted slightly. “You’re thinking about him.”

“I am,” I admitted. “I hope Avery’s being nice to him.”

Melissa laughed, low and knowing. “Avery doesn’t do nice. She does filthy and affectionate. He’ll be fine.”

We turned a corner and stepped into a dimly lit lounge.

The scent of leather and expensive perfume hit me immediately. Two women dominated the space, and for a second I just stared.

They were breathtaking.

The taller one, Amanda, was a stunning Black woman with rich mahogany skin that glowed under the amber lights. She wore a skintight golden latex bodysuit that looked poured over her body, hugging her full, heavy breasts and dramatically narrow waist before vanishing between the most spectacular ass I’d ever seen. It bounced and flexed with every small movement. Silky black stockings disappeared into sky-high platform heels. She sat with one leg crossed over the other, regal and relaxed, like she knew exactly how devastating she looked.

Beside her, Leah, was smaller, slimmer, and just as dangerous. An elegant white swan mask covered the upper half of her face, leaving only her full painted lips and sharp jaw visible. She wore a deep purple corset that pushed her small, pert breasts up, paired with a shiny black PVC miniskirt that barely covered her ass. Her legs were bare, ending in delicate feet with a perfect purple pedicure.

They both turned to look at us at the same time.

Melissa didn’t bother with small talk. She simply nodded toward me and said, “Valerie wants to make a deal.”

I stepped forward, heart beating a little faster. “I want you to boss around my boyfriend.”

Leah immediately stuck her tongue out and gave a dramatic little shudder. “Ew. Men are gross. I won’t fuck one of them.”

“I never said fuck,” I replied, trying not to smile. “Torture him a little. If he wants it.”

Amanda and Leah exchanged a look, then both smiled slowly.

“Fine,” Amanda said, her rich voice smooth as silk. “But we want you.”

I bit my lip.

This was part of the plan.

Still, hearing it out loud made my stomach flip.

“And what would you do to me?” I asked, voice lower than I intended.

Amanda leaned forward, golden latex creaking.

“It’s not what we would do to you,” she said, eyes gleaming behind her devil mask. “It’s what we want you to do to us.”

Amanda glanced at Leah, then back at me.

“I want you to fuck Leah while I watch.”

Leah made a soft, breathy sound and shifted on the couch, thighs pressing together.

Amanda’s voice dropped even lower, almost shy beneath all that confidence. “I want to be your little cuckquean.”

The word hung in the air between us, filthy and perfect.

I felt heat flood between my legs.

Melissa, who had been quietly watching from the side, let out a low whistle. “Well. That escalated nicely.”

I didn’t answer her.

I was already walking toward them.

Leah stood up as I approached, her swan mask tilted.

I reached for her without hesitation, cupping the back of her neck and pulling her into a kiss. She tasted like cherry and something sweeter. Her tongue slid against mine as I walked her backward until her thighs hit the edge of the wide leather couch.

Behind me, I heard Amanda’s soft, excited exhale.

I broke the kiss and turned Leah around, bending her over the arm of the couch so her ass was presented perfectly. The black PVC miniskirt rode up, revealing smooth, pale cheeks and a tiny black thong. I ran my hands over her ass, squeezing, then brought my palm down in a sharp spank.

Leah gasped, then moaned.

“Fuck, yes…”

I spanked her again, harder this time, watching the way her skin bloomed pink under my hand. Then I dropped to my knees behind her.

I pulled the thong aside and dragged my tongue slowly up the cleft of her ass.

Leah made a broken, needy sound and pushed back against my face.

I licked her again, slower, circling her tight little hole before pressing the flat of my tongue against it and licking in long, filthy strokes.

“Oh my god,” Leah whimpered, fingers gripping the couch. “Valerie…”

I heard Amanda’s voice from somewhere to my left, low and breathless. “That’s it… eat her ass while I watch. Fuck, you look so good like that.”

I kept going, alternating between long licks and pushing my tongue inside her. Leah was shaking, pushing back against my mouth like she couldn’t get enough.

Every time I spanked her, she moaned louder.

After a few minutes I pulled back, stood up, and turned her around again. I pushed her down onto the couch and climbed between her spread thighs.

I yanked her thong off completely and buried my face in her pussy this time, licking and sucking at her clit while two fingers slid inside her.

She was soaking wet.

“Valerie— fuck— your tongue—” Leah’s voice was high and desperate. Her purple-pedicured toes curled against my back as I sucked her clit and fucked her with my fingers.

I could hear Amanda beside us now, breathing hard.

When I glanced over, she had pushed the crotch of her golden latex bodysuit aside and was rubbing herself through her panties, eyes locked on where my mouth was between her girlfriend’s legs.

Melissa had moved closer too. She stood behind Amanda, one hand sliding around to cup one of Amanda’s heavy breasts while the other slipped between her own thighs.

“God, you two are so fucking hot,” Melissa murmured.

I focused back on Leah, licking her faster, curling my fingers inside her until her thighs started to tremble around my head.

“I’m gonna come—” Leah gasped. “Valerie, I’m gonna—”

I didn’t stop.

I sucked her clit harder and fucked her through it as she came with a loud, broken moan, her pussy pulsing around my fingers.

Before she could even catch her breath, I climbed up her body and kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on my tongue.

Then I shifted us both so I was on my back and pulled her on top of me, our legs scissoring together.

Our soaked pussies slid against each other, hot and slick. Leah moaned into my mouth as we started grinding, our clits rubbing together with every roll of our hips. The wet sounds of us fucking filled the room.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I breathed against her lips.

“You too,” Leah whimpered, grinding down harder. “Don’t stop— please don’t stop—”

We moved together faster, desperate and messy, our breasts pressed together, thighs shaking. I could feel my orgasm building fast, tight and overwhelming.

Beside us, Amanda had pulled her panties to the side and was openly fingering herself while Melissa stood behind her, one hand between Amanda’s legs and the other between her own. Both of them were watching us like they couldn’t look away.

“I’m close,” I gasped, gripping Leah’s ass and pulling her harder against me.

“Me too— fuck— Valerie—”

We came at the same time.

Leah cried out, her whole body shuddering as she ground down against me. I followed right after, the orgasm crashing through me in hot, pulsing waves while our pussies slid wetly together.

From beside us came two more broken moans — Amanda and Melissa coming together, fingers buried in each other as they watched us fall apart.

For a long moment, the only sounds in the room were our heavy breathing and the soft, wet sounds of us slowly coming down.

Leah collapsed on top of me, laughing breathlessly against my neck.

“Holy shit,” she whispered.

I stroked her hair, still catching my breath, and looked over at Amanda and Melissa. Both of them looked thoroughly fucked-out and extremely pleased.

Amanda met my eyes and gave me a slow, satisfied smile.

“Not a bad deal,” she said.

And at that we all couldn’t help but giggle.

What a party this was!


Chapter 8: A Red Cheek

“Are you having fun, bunny?” Avery asked, pursing her glossy red lips in that playful, slightly dangerous way that made my stomach tighten and my pulse stutter.

She was still lounging back in the deep leather armchair like a queen on her throne, firelight dancing across her pale, flawless skin and the intricate black filigree lace that barely covered anything important.

God, she looked filthy hot — those long, elegant legs crossed lazily, the delicate bunny mask framing her sparkling emerald eyes, her full breasts rising and falling beneath the ornate lace pasties, every soft curve glowing gold in the fire’s warmth.

She was pure dangerous beauty, and I couldn’t stop staring.

“Do you like all this… being passed around like a little party toy, kissing pretty feet in the hallway while girls laugh at your locked-up, dripping cock?” she teased, voice low and affectionate. “Basically, I’m asking…do you like being bossed around, like a bitch, by powerful beautiful women?”

I was still on my knees right in front of her, face flushed hot, ass still tingling deliciously from earlier spanks, and my poor caged cock throbbing uselessly against its ridiculous pink plastic prison.

A fresh, warm bead of precum had already dripped onto the rug beneath me, and I could feel another forming at the tip.

“I think I’m, like… really liking this,” I admitted, blushing so hard my ears burned. “Mistress Avery.”

Holy shit… I really am enjoying this way more than I should. What the hell is wrong with me? Valerie would be so proud… or maybe a little jealous? God, I wish she could see me right now — on my knees, leaking like a desperate slut for some hot random stranger.

Mistress Avery nodded slowly, those wicked emerald eyes sparkling behind the bunny mask with pure delight, then rose in one fluid, graceful motion that made every inch of her pale, lace-adorned body look impossibly long and commanding.

Before I could even draw a full breath she grabbed a fistful of my hair and yanked my head back firmly until I groaned, the sharp, delicious tug sending electric sparks racing straight down my spine and into my trapped, aching cock.

“Then answer my question properly, sweetheart,” she purred, voice low and commanding, her breath warm against my upturned face. “Have you ever had anything in your ass?”

“Just a finger, Mistress Avery,” I gasped, face burning hotter, scalp stinging in the most perfect way under her grip. “That’s all.”

“Oh? Just that much?” She tilted her head with exaggerated sympathy, still holding me there like I was her favourite plaything. “Awh, well… tell me, was it yours… or Valerie’s?”

I couldn’t help the small, shy smile that crept across my lips even through the overwhelming humiliation. “Valerie’s. She always does it at the end of a blowjob… right when I’m about to cum. It’s like… her little trick to make me explode.”

This is insane. I can’t believe I’m actually telling a stranger this.

“Clever girl,” Avery murmured wistfully, finally releasing my hair with a soft little pat that somehow felt even more intimate. “Associating the idea of an orgasm with a finger in the ass… I really must make a lunch date with that girlfriend of yours. Compare notes. Maybe steal a few ideas.” She gave a soft, affectionate laugh that made her breasts jiggle deliciously under the lace. “Now get on all fours in front of the fire, bunny. We’re going to increase your repertoire today.”

The thick rug felt warm and plush under my palms and knees as I crawled into position, heart hammering, the crackling fire bathing my bare skin in golden heat while the cool night air from the tall windows kissed my exposed back.

My ass was raised high, completely vulnerable, the pink cage hanging heavy and useless between my trembling thighs, still dripping steadily.

I can’t believe this is happening. I’m actually presenting my ass to a masked goddess while my girlfriend Valerie’s key is somewhere in this house.

Avery stepped behind me, her bare feet silent on the rug, and brought her hand down in a firm, stinging smack across my right cheek.

The sharp crack echoed through the room, followed immediately by a warm, blooming heat that made my cock jerk hard inside the cage.

“Mmm, look at this sexy little ass,” she cooed, rubbing the mark she’d just made with slow, possessive circles. “So round and firm… if you were a girl, boys would be constantly badgering you for anal. Begging on their knees just like you are right now.”

Another hard spank landed on the left cheek, then another, each one making me jolt forward and whimper helplessly. “God, it’s almost criminal how fuckable it is. So juicy and perfect… I could play with this all night.”

I moaned softly into the rug, face burning with incredulous arousal. She’s right. I feel so exposed… and so fucking turned on.

“Are you going to be a good boy for me, bunny?” she asked sweetly, giving my ass one last affectionate squeeze that made my plugged hole clench in anticipation.

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” I breathed, voice shaky with raw, desperate need.

“Good.” She opened the small black box with a dramatic little flourish, holding up the sleek vibrating butt plug between two elegant fingers.

It was smooth black silicone, tapered perfectly, with a flared base and a tiny remote already in her other hand. “Now open that pretty mouth, sweetheart.”

She pressed the cool tip of the plug against my lips, then slowly pushed it inside like it was her own thick cock, fucking my mouth in slow, deliberate strokes while she watched me with hooded emerald eyes. “That’s it… get it nice and wet for your tight little hole, bunny. Suck it like you mean it. Show me how grateful you are.”

I did — tongue swirling hungrily, lips stretching around the thickest part — while my caged cock leaked helplessly onto the rug in long, humiliating strings. The humiliation was dizzying, intoxicating.

Finally she pulled it free, glistening and slick with my spit, and knelt behind me.

One cool, manicured finger circled my entrance teasingly, then two, stretching me gently while the fire warmed my skin and her soft praises filled my ears. “Relax for me… good boy… you’re doing so well. Such a perfect little slut for me already.”

Then the plug pressed in — slow, relentless, stretching me open in the most delicious, full, overwhelming way.

It slid home with a soft, obscene pop, the flared base nestling perfectly between my cheeks. She clicked the remote once. Low, steady vibrations hummed deep inside me, tantalising and perfect and just enough to make my eyes roll back… but nowhere near enough to let me cum. My locked cock jerked and dripped in frantic frustration, the cage biting sweetly against my swollen, aching shaft.

“Feel that?” Avery whispered hotly, giving the base a little twist that made me moan loud and broken. “All full and buzzing for me… but still so desperate. Poor, sweet bunny. Look at you — trembling and leaking and loving every second.”

She stood, circling me slowly like a predator admiring her catch, then sank back into the armchair and spread her thighs wide. “Now I want to cum,” she announced simply, voice thick with desire. “And you’re going to watch every second of it.”

She rang a small silver bell on the side table. A moment later the heavy door opened and the maid stepped in — the same gorgeous Asian woman who had collared us at the start of the party.

She was every bit as stunning as I remembered: about twenty-five, poised and commanding with smooth olive skin that glowed under the firelight, sharp delicate features, dark hair pinned up in a sleek bun, deep crimson lips curved in a calm, knowing smile.

Her glossy black latex maid outfit clung to her slim frame like a second skin — the tiny cropped apron bib leaving her small, perfect breasts completely exposed except for those shimmering black butterfly pasties that fluttered with every breath.

The ridiculously short pleated skirt barely skimmed her hips, garter straps snapping down to sheer black stockings over toned legs, sky-high platform heels making her calves flex beautifully.

A frilly white headpiece perched on her head, matching latex cuffs circling her wrists.

“You rang, Mistress Avery?” she asked politely, voice soft and melodic.

“Oh good, it’s you, Tammy,” Avery said gladly, rising and pulling the maid into a deep, lingering kiss right there in front of me.

Their mouths moved slow and hungry, tongues sliding wetly while Avery’s fingers found those delicate pasties and pinched Tammy’s small, sensitive nipples until the maid whimpered into the kiss. “Set up the slave to fuck my ass, would you, darling?”

Tammy broke the kiss with a soft, breathless laugh, glancing down at me on all fours — ass plugged and buzzing, cock locked and leaking — and smiled with pure, wicked delight.

“Yes, Mistress Avery.”


Chapter 9: Watch the Expert

Tammy moved with that calm, professional grace that somehow made everything feel even filthier. She knelt in front of me on the thick rug, her glossy black latex skirt riding up just enough to flash the smooth olive skin of her thighs. Those shimmering butterfly pasties fluttered over her small, perfect breasts as she worked. Her crimson lips curved in a knowing little smile while she buckled the sturdy black leather strap-on harness around my waist and thighs, threading the straps carefully over my locked pink cage so the ridiculous little flower stayed snug and useless against my dripping cock. The thick purple silicone dildo, a solid eight inches of realistic veins and a fat, flared head, jutted out obscenely from my groin like it actually belonged to me.

“Oh, silly bunny,” Avery cackled, the sound bright and wicked and so full of delighted cruelty it made my stomach flip. She was still lounging in the armchair, one long leg draped over the arm, her pale curves glowing golden in the firelight. That black bunny mask made her emerald eyes look even more predatory. God, she looked devastating. Those full, lace-framed breasts rising and falling with every laugh, the delicate filigree patterns tracing her hips like they were painted on by someone who wanted to ruin men. “You didn’t think I’d actually let you fuck me with that pathetic locked-up thing, did you? Don’t be silly, sweetheart. That tiny caged clit stays right where it is. Tammy, get to work.”

“Yes, Mistress Avery,” Tammy murmured softly, her voice like warm honey. She leaned in without hesitation and wrapped her crimson lips around the thick purple head of the fake cock jutting from my harness. The sensation was crazy. Every slow, wet suck and swirl of her tongue sent the leather straps pulling tight against my cage, pressing the unyielding plastic petals harder into my swollen, desperate shaft. I could feel every bob of her head like a cruel tease. The harness tugged and ground right where I needed friction most, but never enough. Precum leaked steadily from the tip of my trapped cock, soaking the inside of the cage while Tammy’s tongue traced every vein of the silicone like she was worshipping the real thing.

Holy fuck. I can’t believe this is happening. I’m literally watching a gorgeous latex maid suck a dildo that’s strapped over my locked cock while Valerie’s key is somewhere in this house. If she saw me right now she’d probably laugh and call me her perfect little slut… and I’d love every second of it. The humiliation burned so hot in my chest I could barely breathe, yet the pleasure was sharp and addictive, every tug on the harness sending helpless little sparks straight to my denied cock.

Avery rose behind me like a shadow, her bare feet silent on the rug. She pressed her warm, soft body against my back, those full breasts brushing my shoulders as her manicured fingers found my nipples and started pinching, rolling, tugging in slow, merciless circles. “Mmm, look at you,” she purred right against my ear, voice sultry and dripping with teasing embarrassment. “Strapped up like a big strong man with that pretty purple cock… but we both know the only thing getting fucked tonight is your pride, bunny.”

She clicked the remote in her hand and the vibrations in my ass suddenly intensified, buzzing harder and deeper. I gasped sharply, hips jerking forward on instinct and driving the silicone cock deeper into Tammy’s warm, wet mouth.

“Feel that?” Avery whispered hotly. “I can make it buzz whenever I want. Feel how hard that little cage is trying to get? Poor desperate thing… leaking all over Tammy’s pretty face while she sucks your fake dick. Does it feel good, sweetheart? Knowing you’re just the mounting point for a real woman’s pleasure?”

I groaned helplessly, face burning with shame and overwhelming pleasure. “Yes, Mistress Avery… it feels so fucking good and so embarrassing.”

“That’s it, Tammy… get it nice and sloppy,” Avery cooed, pinching my nipples harder until I whimpered. She clicked the remote again, sending the plug into a stronger, pulsing rhythm that made my eyes roll back. “Make sure that big purple cock is dripping before our good boy slides it into my tight little ass. We want him to feel every inch of how wet you made it for him… even if he’ll never get to feel anything himself tonight. God, look at him tremble. Valerie would be so proud of her locked-up little toy right now.”

When Tammy finally pulled off with a wet pop, strings of spit connecting her crimson lips to the glistening purple shaft, Avery stepped away and turned, presenting herself to me like the gift she was. “Slowly, bunny,” she ordered, voice thick with anticipation. “Take my panties off with your teeth. Then rim me nice and deep while Tammy licks my pussy. I want to feel worshipped.”

I crawled forward on shaky knees, heart pounding so hard I could feel it in my throat. This is insane. I’m about to eat Avery’s ass while another woman eats her out… and my cock is locked tighter than ever. Valerie, baby, I love you so much for unlocking this side of me. The sheer embarrassment of it all made my face burn hotter than the fire, yet the aching pleasure in my plugged ass and the desperate throb in my cage kept me crawling forward like I was born for this. I caught the delicate edge of her black lace thong between my teeth and tugged it down inch by torturous inch, the fabric sliding over her smooth hips and the perfect curve of her ass until it pooled at her ankles. She stepped out gracefully, then bent forward over the arm of the chair, spreading her legs.

I pressed my face between those plush, pale cheeks without being told twice. My tongue found her tight little hole and circled slowly, then pushed inside, licking and sucking with reverent hunger while the vibrations in my own ass made my whole body tremble. On the other side, Tammy dropped to her knees and buried her face in Avery’s pussy, the wet sounds of her licking and sucking mixing with my own muffled moans against Avery’s ass.

“Fuck… yes, just like that,” Avery moaned, pushing back against my face. “Deeper, bunny. Get your tongue all the way in. God, you’re such a natural little ass slut… Valerie trained you so well.” She clicked the remote again, sending the plug into a fast, relentless buzz that made my trapped cock jump and leak even more. “Oh, that’s perfect. Feel how much harder it’s buzzing while you tongue-fuck my ass? Such a good locked-up toy.”

The pleasure built and built until Avery’s voice turned breathless and commanding. “Slap my ass,” she moaned, the words shaky with need. “You have permission, baby. Make it red for me.”

I brought my hand down hard across one perfect cheek, the sharp crack echoing through the room, then the other, kneading and spreading her plush flesh while I kept rimming her deeper, tongue fucking her tight hole in time with every slap. Her ass jiggled beautifully under my palm, the skin blooming pink and warm.

“Tell me how lucky you are,” she demanded, voice breaking into a desperate whimper as Tammy sucked harder on her clit. “Tell me right now, bunny. While you’re buried in my ass and Tammy’s making me drip all over her face.”

I pulled back just enough to gasp the words, voice hoarse and trembling with humiliating submission. “I’m so fucking lucky, Mistress Avery… thank you for letting me worship your perfect ass while I stay locked and desperate. Thank you for letting me tongue-fuck you while another woman eats your pussy. I don’t deserve any of this… I’m just your pathetic caged toy and I love it so much it hurts.”

That was all it took.

Avery came hard, shaking and moaning loudly as her whole body clenched and pulsed around my tongue. Her ass tightened rhythmically against my face while her pussy flooded Tammy’s mouth. Broken, beautiful cries spilled from her lips as she trembled violently through every wave. She shook and arched, fingers gripping the chair like she might fall apart. The sight of her coming undone like that, glowing and lost in pleasure while I stayed locked and plugged and aching beneath her, was the hottest, most humbling thing I’d ever seen in my life.

When she finally sagged against the chair, breathing hard and smiling that dazed, satisfied smile, she looked back over her shoulder at me, emerald eyes sparkling behind the mask.

“Good boy,” she whispered, voice soft and affectionate. “Such a very, very good boy.”


Chapter 10: Time to Shine

“Oh but Tammy you didn’t cum did you,” Avery sighed, still catching her breath against the chair.

Her voice was soft and affectionate like she genuinely cared.

She looked so beautiful right then, flushed and glowing, those full lace-framed breasts rising and falling while the fire painted gold across her pale skin.

God she was devastating.

“No ma’am,” Tammy pouted, her crimson lips glistening with Avery’s juices and her own spit.

She was still kneeling there looking so sweet and needy in that tiny latex maid outfit, those shimmering butterfly pasties fluttering over her small nipples.

The sight made my locked cock twitch helplessly inside its pink prison even though I was still buzzing and full from the plug.

Avery smiled that wicked little smile and glanced down at me. “Luckily we have this good boy right here. Kneel bunny. Right between her legs.”

I did as she said without hesitation, crawling forward on shaky knees until I was right in front of Tammy.

My face burned hotter than the fire.

Holy shit I’m about to eat out the maid while my girlfriend Valerie’s best friend’s friend watches.

Valerie would lose her mind if she saw this.

The humiliation of it all made my stomach twist in the most delicious way, yet the aching pleasure throbbing through my caged cock made it impossible to stop.

Avery reached down and gently spread Tammy’s smooth olive thighs wide, revealing her glistening pussy.

“She clearly got so wet licking my cunt,” Avery explained casually, like she was pointing out the weather. “Look at that pretty little clit already peeking out for you, bunny. Poor thing needs some attention. Remember this, sweetheart. The best skill a man can ever have is knowing how to lick pussy properly. Better than making money, better than being good in bed with your cock. A man who can make a woman cum with his tongue is priceless. Valerie knows that, doesn’t she?”

Then she settled behind me again, her warm body pressing close.

One hand slid down to rest on my stinging ass while the other held the remote. “I’m going to talk you through it, sweetheart. Nice and slow. Start with soft kisses on the inside of her thighs. Tease her. Make her wait.”

I leaned in and pressed gentle kisses along Tammy’s smooth skin, tasting the faint sweetness of her arousal mixed with the latex polish on her stockings.

The plug in my ass suddenly buzzed harder as Avery clicked the remote and I moaned against Tammy’s thigh.

“Mmm that’s it,” Avery purred, giving my ass a firm spank that made me jolt forward. Then her hand dipped lower and she gave my tight balls a sharp little slap that sent sparks shooting straight up my spine. “Now use the flat of your tongue. Long slow licks from the bottom of her pussy all the way up to her clit. Nice and wet. Like you’re savouring your favourite dessert.”

I obeyed, dragging my tongue slowly through Tammy’s slick folds. She tasted sweet and warm and so fucking good.

My caged cock throbbed painfully while the vibrations in my ass pulsed stronger with every lick.

The pleasure was overwhelming, yet the embarrassment of being used like this made everything feel ten times more intense.

“Good boy,” Avery cooed, spanking me again, harder this time.

Then her hand dipped lower and she gave my balls another firm slap that made me whimper into Tammy’s pussy.

“Feel how she’s dripping for you? That’s because you’re being such a perfect little pussy pleaser. Valerie would be so proud watching you eat another woman’s cunt while you stay locked and desperate. Now circle her clit with the tip of your tongue. Slow little spirals. Don’t you dare rush.”

Tammy whimpered above me, her fingers threading lightly into my hair.

Avery kept spanking me in rhythm with every swirl of my tongue, alternating between my ass and my sensitive balls.

Each sharp smack made the plug buzz even harder inside me. The mix of pain and pleasure and humiliation was so intense I could barely think straight. I felt so pathetic and so turned on at the same time.

“God you look so pathetic and hot like this,” Avery teased, her voice dripping with affectionate cruelty. She gave my balls another firm slap that made me yelp into Tammy’s pussy. “Kneeling there with your tongue buried in the maid’s pussy while your little pink cage leaks all over the rug. Does it feel good, bunny? Knowing you’re just a toy for our pleasure? Spank yourself if it does.”

I reached back with one trembling hand and slapped my own ass hard, the sharp sting blooming across my skin while I moaned helplessly into Tammy’s slick folds. Avery laughed softly and clicked the remote again, sending the vibrations in my ass into a fast, relentless pulse that made my eyes water with desperate need. The mix of pain, pleasure, and pure humiliation flooded through me until I could barely think straight. Fuck, I’m actually spanking myself while I eat out a stranger and my girlfriend Valerie’s friend watches. Valerie would be so proud… and I’m so embarrassed I could die… but God it feels so good I never want it to stop.

“That’s my good boy,” Avery purred, spanking my ass again, harder this time, then dipping lower to slap my tight, aching balls with just the right sting. “Now suck gently on her clit. Use your lips. Make her feel cherished. And keep that tongue moving. Yes, just like that. Fuck, you’re getting so good at this. Remember what I told you, sweetheart. The best skill a man can ever have is knowing exactly how to lick pussy. Better than money, better than charm, better than any cock in the world. A man who can make a woman shake and soak his face with his tongue is priceless. Valerie knows that, doesn’t she? She trained you so well for nights like this.”

I obeyed every word, circling and sucking Tammy’s swollen clit with slow, worshipful care while Avery kept spanking my ass and balls in perfect rhythm. Each sharp smack made the plug buzz harder inside me and sent fresh waves of humiliating pleasure crashing through my locked-up cock. I felt so small, so exposed, so utterly used… and it was making me leak even more.

Tammy’s breathing grew faster, her thighs starting to tremble around my ears. Her grip in my hair tightened and she pulled me closer, grinding softly against my mouth.

“Please Mistress Avery,” Tammy begged breathlessly, voice all sweet and needy. “Can I unlock him? Just for a minute? He’s being so good…”

Avery rolled her eyes playfully but I could hear the smile in her voice. “Fine. But just for a minute, Tammy. Don’t you dare let him cum. That little cock stays denied until I say so.”

Before Tammy could reach for the lock, Avery suddenly pulled the buzzing plug from my ass with a wet pop. The sudden emptiness made me gasp against Tammy’s pussy. Then two of Avery’s cool, manicured fingers pushed straight inside me, fucking me slowly and deeply while she kept coaching me. “Feel that, bunny?” she whispered hotly against my ear, curling her fingers just right and stroking that perfect spot inside me. “I want you nice and open and desperate while you make Tammy cum. Such a good little toy. Keep sucking her clit, sweetheart. Don’t you dare stop.”

The sensation of her fingers fucking my ass while I licked Tammy was almost too much. Pleasure and humiliation crashed over me in hot waves. I felt so filthy, so owned, so embarrassingly eager… and I loved every second of it.

Tammy’s thighs suddenly clamped tight around my head. She pulled my hair roughly, yanking me even deeper into her pussy as her whole body started to shake. “Oh fuck… oh my God… I’m cumming!” she cried out loud and vocal, voice breaking into desperate, beautiful moans that echoed through the room. Her pussy flooded my mouth in hot, sweet pulses, soaking my lips and chin while she ground against my face and trembled violently through every wave.

Right as her orgasm peaked, Avery shoved the still-buzzing plug back into my ass in one smooth, relentless push. The sudden stretch and vibration made me moan loudly into Tammy’s soaking pussy, my locked cock throbbing helplessly between my legs.

Tammy finally sagged back with a soft, satisfied sigh, still holding my hair and smiling down at me with dazed affection.

And I was throbbing like crazy in a chastity cage.


Chapter 11: To The Edge

Mistress Avery reached for a pocket that did not exist on her delicate lace outfit and let out a bright, delighted giggle.

“Oh wait I don’t have the key!” she said, eyes sparkling behind the bunny mask. “That’s okay though. We can still give him a reward.”

Avery stood up gracefully, her pale curves glowing golden in the firelight, those full lace-framed breasts rising and falling with every breath.

She looked so devastatingly beautiful and so completely in control.

Avery stepped over me, straddling my face with slow, teasing grace.

“Lie back, bunny,” she purred, lowering herself until her warm, slick pussy pressed right against my mouth. The taste of her hit me instantly, sweet and musky and still swollen from her first orgasm. She rocked her hips in one long, luxurious slide, smearing her wetness across my lips and tongue. “There we go. Nice and slow. I want to feel every inch of that eager mouth while Tammy edges you.”

Tammy giggled softly behind me and picked up the remote.

The plug in my ass suddenly buzzed harder, low and deep and perfect, pressing right against that sensitive spot inside me.

My locked cock jerked helplessly in its pink flowery cage as Avery started riding my face in earnest, sliding her dripping pussy back and forth across my tongue.

“Mmm that is it, sweetheart,” Avery moaned, grinding down a little harder. “Lick me just like you licked Tammy. Long, slow strokes. Make me feel worshipped.”

She reached back and gave my tight balls a firm slap that made me whimper into her pussy. “Good boy. Feel how full you are? Tammy is going to bring you right to the edge over and over while I use this pretty face. No cumming until you find the key, silly bunny.”

Tammy clicked the remote again, sending the vibrations into a fast, pulsing rhythm that made my whole body shake.

The pleasure built so fast, so intense, like a prostate orgasm was hovering just out of reach.

My hips twitched helplessly, the cage biting sweetly into my swollen shaft while Avery kept sliding her wet pussy across my mouth, her clit bumping my nose with every roll of her hips.

“God you look so fucking cute like this,” Avery gasped, voice thick with pleasure. She slapped my balls again, harder this time. “Press that eager little tongue deeper, bunny. Yes, just like that. You’re such a natural little facesitting toy. Valerie would be so proud watching you get edged while I cum all over your mouth….or at least she should be”

Another slap landed across my aching balls, the sting mixing perfectly with the relentless buzzing in my ass.

Tammy kept playing with the remote, bringing the vibrations right to the brink of a full prostate orgasm and then suddenly dropping them back down.

I moaned loudly into Avery’s pussy, the sound muffled and desperate.

Avery rode my face faster now, her thighs trembling around my head.

“Do not stop licking, bunny. I’m so close again. Tammy, edge him harder. Make him shake for me.”

She slapped my balls one more time as Tammy cranked the remote all the way up. The buzzing became almost unbearable, pushing me right to the trembling edge of an orgasm I could never quite reach.

My locked cock leaked steadily onto my stomach while Avery ground down hard and came with a long, shuddering moan, flooding my mouth with fresh wetness as her whole body shook above me.

When she finally lifted off my face, breathing hard and smiling that dazed, satisfied smile, she looked down at me with pure affection.

“Speaking of the key,” she said, still catching her breath, “in the movie room you will find a woman with a swan mask and her girlfriend, who I’m pretty sure is also wearing a mask. You have double the chances one of them will have your key.”

She giggled softly, then leaned down and kissed me deeply, her tongue fucking my mouth in slow, possessive strokes, tasting herself on my lips. “Now go have fun, bunny. Oh… and put your plug into Tammy’s ass before you go. The night is still young.”

She handed me the still-buzzing plug with a wicked little wink.

Giggling, Tammy turned around, bent over the arm of the chair, and looked back at me with a sweet, expectant smile, her short latex skirt already flipped up, pleading for me to fill her ass.

And in that moment, I knew I’d do anything any of these women asked.

Anything if it meant finding that chastity key.


Chapter 12: A Small Taste

Melissa’s POV

We slipped into one of the smaller side rooms off the main hallway — a cozy, dimly lit space with deep velvet couches, low amber lamps, and a heavy wooden table between them. The music from the main party was muffled here, reduced to a deep, steady pulse that vibrated faintly through the floor. It felt like we had stepped out of the chaos for a moment.

I poured us both fresh mocktails from the small bar cart in the corner — something with mint, cucumber, and a hint of lime that tasted clean and bright. The glasses were already sweating in the warm room. I handed one to Valerie and took the other for myself, sinking down onto the couch beside her.

For a few seconds, neither of us spoke. We just sipped our drinks and let the silence settle.

Then Valerie let out a soft, breathless laugh and shook her head.

“Fuck,” she said, licking a drop of mocktail from her bottom lip. “That was… really hot.”

I smiled behind the rim of my glass. “Which part?”

“All of it.” She turned to look at me, her blue eyes still a little glassy from everything that had just happened. “Amanda watching while I ate Leah out. The way Leah kept shaking. The sounds she made when I spanked her…” Valerie exhaled, a small, disbelieving smile tugging at her mouth. “I forgot how much I like being in control like that.”

I watched her over the edge of my glass, something warm and relieved blooming in my chest.

There she is.

I’d been waiting to see this version of her again for years. The one who didn’t second-guess herself. The one who took what she wanted and didn’t apologize for it. For a long time after she got together with Brendan, I’d worried that side of her had gone quiet for good. That she’d buried it so deep trying to be the “good girlfriend” that she might never let it out again.

But tonight… she was coming back.

And God, I was so fucking happy to see it.

“You were incredible with them,” I said, my voice low. “The way you had Leah falling apart while Amanda just sat there getting wetter and wetter… it was filthy in the best way.”

Valerie’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. If anything, she looked pleased.

“It felt good,” she admitted. “Really good. I’ve been holding back so much lately. With Brendan, with everything. I didn’t even realize how much I missed this until I had Leah moaning under me.”

I took another slow sip of my mocktail, letting the cool, crisp taste linger on my tongue. The ice clinked softly against the glass. My body was still humming from watching her earlier — the sight of her on her knees, the wet sounds of her mouth on Leah, the way her hips had rolled when she ground against her. I could feel the heat between my thighs, a slow, steady ache that hadn’t gone away since we left that room.

Valerie shifted closer on the couch, her bare thigh brushing mine. The contact sent a spark up my spine.

“I’m really glad you’re here,” I said quietly. “Not just at the party. I mean… like this. With me.”

She looked at me for a long moment, something soft and hungry in her expression.

“I missed this too,” she whispered.

The air between us changed.

One second we were just talking, and the next her mouth was on mine.

It wasn’t gentle.

Valerie kissed me like she’d been waiting all night to do it — deep, hungry, and a little desperate. I made a soft sound against her lips and kissed her back just as hard, one hand sliding into her soft blonde hair while the other gripped her waist. The taste of mint and lime from the mocktails mixed between us as our tongues slid together.

She pushed me back against the velvet couch without breaking the kiss, climbing over me so she was straddling my lap. I could feel the heat of her through the thin barrier of my dress, the way her body moved against mine with growing urgency. My hands roamed down her back, gripping her ass and pulling her closer as we kissed like we were trying to make up for lost time.

When she finally pulled back, both of us were breathing hard. Her lips were shiny and a little swollen, her eyes dark with want.

“I want you,” she said, voice rough.

I didn’t even hesitate.

“Then take me.”

Valerie slid off my lap and down between my spread thighs in one smooth motion. She pushed my dress up around my hips, and I lifted myself just enough to help her. The cool air of the room kissed my bare skin for only a second before her warm hands were on my thighs, spreading me wider.

She looked up at me once, blue eyes gleaming, then leaned in and dragged her tongue slowly up the length of my pussy.

I moaned, low and deep, my head falling back against the couch.

“Fuck, Valerie…”

She didn’t tease. She licked me like she was starving for it — long, firm strokes of her tongue, circling my clit before sucking it gently into her mouth. One of her hands slid up to grip my hip while the other slipped between my thighs, two fingers pressing inside me without warning.

I gasped, my back arching off the couch as she started fucking me with her fingers while her tongue worked my clit in perfect, relentless rhythm.

“God, I missed your mouth,” I breathed, tangling my fingers in her hair and holding her against me. “You have no idea how long I’ve wanted this again.”

Valerie moaned against me, the vibration shooting straight through my body. She curled her fingers inside me and sucked harder on my clit, and I felt my thighs start to tremble.

Somewhere in the back of my mind, I registered the distant sound of the party still raging outside the room — the heavy bass, the occasional burst of laughter — but it all felt very far away. All I could focus on was the wet heat of her mouth, the steady thrust of her fingers, and the overwhelming, dizzying happiness blooming in my chest.

My best friend was back.

And she was eating my pussy like she never wanted to stop.

I tightened my grip in her hair and rolled my hips against her face, chasing the pleasure building fast and hot between my legs.

“Don’t stop,” I groaned. “Just like that, baby. Fuck— you’re so good at this.”

Valerie made a soft, eager sound and doubled down, licking and sucking and fucking me like she was determined to make me fall apart.

And I was already getting close.

I could feel it building — that tight, perfect tension coiling low in my stomach, my thighs starting to shake around her head. My free hand gripped the edge of the couch as I rocked against her mouth, chasing it.

Somewhere in the haze of pleasure, I thought I heard the door open.

But I didn’t stop.

I was too far gone, too lost in the feeling of Valerie’s tongue and the deep, overwhelming joy of having her like this again.

I just held her hair tighter and let myself fall.


Act 3: Twice The Stakes


Prologue: The Night Continues

There were a myriad of reasons I let my adorable girlfriend, Valerie, lock me in chastity.

Part of it was the festive thrill of the night. A big themed ‘Suits and Sluts’ party at her best friend Melissa’s mansion in the mountains felt like the perfect place to let go of my inhibitions and let myself be paraded nude through the throngs of gorgeous latex-clad women.

Another part of it was Valerie’s promise: service the five gorgeous and sadistic masked women before midnight, and you’ll be rewarded.

But really, I only did it for two reasons.

Because my adorable girlfriend Valerie looked so fucking hot when she told me what to do.

And because I loved being her good boy…

This is the story of how in my quest for that little chastity key, I met Amanda and Leah, two of the meanest, hottest women I’ve ever met.

Trust me when I tell you…my time with them was not something I’ll ever forget.


Chapter 1: On Display

The heavy bass pulsed through the grand hallway of Melissa’s mountain mansion like a rollicking demon, vibrating deep in my bones and making my poor trapped cock strain helplessly against the unyielding bars of the chastity cage.

Every step I took completely naked felt electric.

Cool air kissed my flushed skin, raising goosebumps along my arms and thighs while dozens of eyes drank me in. Women in tight, gleaming latex and seductive outfits lined the corridor, their laughter and whoops rising above the music as I blushed my way past them.

“God, look at him go,” one called out, her voice dripping with wicked amusement.

Another let out a low wolf whistle that made my stomach flip.

I kept my hands awkwardly at my sides, fighting the instinct to cover myself, my face burning hot.

The contrast between their beautifully dressed bodies and my total vulnerability sent a fresh throb through my cage.

I loved it.

I hated how much I loved it….but love it I did.

A sharp, playful smack landed on my bare ass from behind, the sting blooming warm and sudden.

I let out a surprised little giggle, embarrassed but undeniably thrilled, my hips twitching forward on instinct.

“Keep walking, cutie,” the woman who had spanked me purred, her fingers brushing lightly over the spot she had just struck before she pulled away.

I swallowed hard and continued forward, heart hammering.

This was all for Valerie. For that adorable, commanding sparkle in her eyes when she had clicked the lock shut earlier that evening. For the promise of earning that tiny key back.

I pushed open the door to one of the side lounges and the sight that greeted me stopped me dead in my tracks.

“Holy shit,” I gasped.

There was my girlfriend, Valerie, on her knees…between her best friend Melissa’s spread thighs.

Valerie’s soft blonde curls spilled over her shoulders as she buried her face eagerly between the hostess’s legs.

Melissa lounged back on a plush velvet chaise like a queen on her throne, her glossy black latex dress hiked up around her hips, one hand tangled possessively in Valerie’s hair. Her slim, toned body looked incredible—long elegant legs stretched out, narrow waist tense with pleasure, full perky breasts rising and falling with deep, and from her lips escaped the soft luxurious moans that cut through the muffled music.

“Oh fuck, just like that, baby,” Melissa groaned thickly and lazily with pleasure. “Your tongue feels so fucking good on my pussy. Do not dare stop.”

Valerie made a soft, muffled sound of agreement, her hands gripping Melissa’s smooth, toned thighs as she worked with devoted focus.

The sight of my sweet girlfriend like this, so eager and lost in pleasuring another woman while I was kept in chastity, made my caged cock pulse painfully.

A fresh bead of precum leaked from the tip of my cage, utterly useless.

Melissa’s heavy-lidded hazel eyes lifted and locked onto mine across the room.

A slow, knowing smile curved her crimson lips.

She held my gaze for a long, charged moment, then winked at me playfully.

With a slight tilt of her head, she gestured toward the far door leading to the next room, as if to say, Keep going, good boy. Your night is just starting.

I stood there cock throbbing, my breath shallow, before nodding dumbly and backing out. My skin felt too tight, too sensitive.

Every inch of me was alive with anticipation.

The next room was dimly lit, heavy with the scent of perfume, leather, and warm bodies.

Two women dominated the space, exploring the room like they owned the entire mansion.

They were breathtaking.

The Devil and the Swan.

The goddess in the devil mask was a stunning Black woman with rich, deep mahogany skin that glowed under the low golden lights. She wore a skintight golden latex bodysuit that looked poured over her incredible curves. The shiny material hugged her full, heavy breasts and narrowed dramatically at her waist before disappearing between her massive delectable ass cheeks which bounced with every step.

Silky black stockings clung to her long, powerful legs, disappearing into sky-high platform heels that made her ass cheeks flex beautifully.

She moved with regal confidence, one leg crossed over the other, her posture relaxed yet commanding, fingers lazily tracing patterns on her own thigh.

Beside her sat an equally gorgeous Asian woman wearing an elegant white swan mask that covered the upper half of her face, leaving only her full, painted lips and sharp jaw visible.

Her lithe body was cinched into a deep purple corset that pushed her small, pert breasts up invitingly, the boning creating dramatic lines against her slender frame.

A shiny black PVC miniskirt rode high on her smooth thighs, barely covering the curve of her ass.

Her legs were gloriously bare, ending in delicate feet with a perfect purple pedicure that matched her long, manicured fingernails. She leaned back casually against the couch, one arm draped along the backrest, toes flexing playfully against the rug as she regarded me with obvious amusement.

They both turned their heads at the same time as I entered, their eyes raking slowly over my naked, blushing form.

Soft, melodic giggles spilled from their lips, light and teasing, sending heat rushing straight to my face and my straining cage.

I cleared my throat, my voice coming out quieter than I intended.

“Um… I hate to bother you two gorgeous ladies,” I asked hesitantly, “but do either of you happen to have my chastity key?”

The Asian woman tilted her masked head, those painted lips curving into a wicked little smile.

“There is only one way to find out, is there not?” she replied sweetly, her voice smooth and playfully condescending.

The Black woman uncrossed her legs slowly, the latex creaking deliciously as she leaned forward, giving me an even better view of how tightly her bodysuit hugged her magnificent chest.

“You are going to have to please us,” she said, her tone rich, low, and dripping with authority. “And since my girlfriend and I have no interest in boys…”

“Then you are really going to have to work hard to be of service,” the Asian girl finished for her, finishing the sentence with a soft, delighted laugh that made her bare toes curl cutely against the floor.

My heart raced as I stood there completely exposed before them, the weight of their expectant, amused gazes pinning me in place.


Chapter 2: Giggling

The air in that dimly lit lounge felt charged the second their giggles faded, as if the whole room had tightened around me and left me standing in the center of it like some ridiculous little exhibit put there for their amusement. The low amber lighting gleamed against leather and latex and polished wood, turning everything warm and intimate and dangerous at once. I stood there completely naked except for the cage locked tight around my useless cock, every inch of my skin prickling beneath the weight of their slow, amused stares. It was impossible not to feel exposed. Impossible not to feel small. My body seemed suddenly too bare, too open, too easy for them to read.

“I’m Amanda,” the Black woman said, her rich voice low and silky, dripping with playful authority as she traced one long manicured finger along her own thigh. She uncrossed her long, powerful legs with a soft creak of golden latex, her massive, delectable ass shifting on the arm of the leather couch so that the shiny bodysuit disappeared even deeper between those bouncing cheeks. The sight made my mouth go dry. “And this is my gorgeous girlfriend, Leah.”

Leah tilted her masked head, her painted lips curving into a wicked, knowing smile. “And you, pretty girl, are the cutest little locked-up toy we’ve seen all night.”

My face went scarlet.

Pretty girl.

The words hit me like a warm slap, gentle and humiliating and somehow far more effective than if she had barked them at me. My caged cock gave a helpless throb against the bars, and I felt a fresh bead of precum leak out before I could stop it. Of course they saw. Of course they would see every pathetic little reaction. There was no hiding anything when I was standing here naked in front of them, my body answering before my pride had any chance to catch up.

God, I was so embarrassed.

And worse, some traitorous part of me loved that they had called me that. Loved how easily they had decided what I was. Loved how feminine and silly and degrading it felt to be reduced from a man with a goal and a key to find into a pretty little locked-up toy for their entertainment. I hated how hard that made me throb. I hated that the humiliation only made it hotter.

Amanda leaned forward, golden latex stretching tight over her full, heavy breasts, the material gleaming like liquid sunlight poured over her massive tits. Her eyes dropped openly to my cage, not with hunger, not with even the slightest trace of real interest, but with pure teasing disdain, like she was looking at something silly and messy and faintly embarrassing that had wandered in uninvited.

“Look at that pathetic little thing,” she murmured. “All locked up and leaking already. So yucky, isn’t it, baby?”

Leah giggled softly and reached over to lace her fingers with Amanda’s. The casual affection between them made my stomach tighten in the hottest way. They looked so comfortable together, so sure of each other, so effortlessly united in their amusement at my expense. “Mmm, definitely yucky,” Leah said. “Boys and their messy little cocks. We don’t need any of that tonight, do we, love?”

They both laughed, light and melodic, and the sound wrapped around me like silk.

My heart hammered harder. Humiliation flooded hot through my veins, making my skin feel feverish, my ears burn, my knees a little weak. I wanted to speak. I wanted to ask again if either of them had my key, if this was the right room, if I was wasting time. But the words died in my throat because they were looking at each other, not me, smiling like I was already beneath them, already part of some shared joke that they were enjoying together.

“Turn around, maid,” Amanda ordered, her tone rich and commanding as she recrossed one leg, her massive ass flexing deliciously under the latex. “Let us get a proper look at what we’re working with.”

I obeyed immediately.

It was too fast, honestly, the way my body moved for them without hesitation, but I was desperate to please them on the chance either of them had my key, and maybe even more desperate to stay inside that hot beam of their attention. I spun slowly on the spot, the cool air kissing my bare ass and the backs of my thighs, making me suddenly aware of every vulnerable inch of myself. Their eyes dragged over me. Hungry, but detached. Appraising, but not admiring in any kind way. That contrast made my skin burn even more. They liked looking at me, but only as something cute, pathetic, and useful.

Leah let out a delighted little hum. “Oh, look at that cute ass. So round and smooth. Perfect for a pretty girl like you.”

Amanda’s laugh was deeper, warmer, somehow even more humiliating because of how fond it sounded. “Mmm-hmm. Slutty little bitch, aren’t you? All flushed and trembling just from us looking at your body.”

Her hand landed on my ass cheek in a casual, possessive squeeze, and I gasped.

The heat of her palm, the weight of it, the softness of that touch after all the teasing in her voice, sent sparks straight to my caged cock. I was so turned on it hurt. My cock strained uselessly against the bars, twitching, leaking more, my body trying so desperately to respond and finding itself trapped and denied. Amanda gave my ass a playful smack, not hard enough to sting much, just enough to make the cheek jump and make me feel handled.

“Such a good little maid already,” Leah cooed, her purple manicured fingers brushing my hip from the other side. “But we can make you even better.”

They exchanged a glance, and then both burst into soft, giggly laughter, leaning into each other on the couch like they shared the best secret in the world. Amanda’s full breasts pressed against Leah’s corseted side, golden latex creaking against purple boning, their affection so easy and real that it only drove the point home harder. I was not the center of this room. I was not the object of desire. I was a toy. An accessory. A little dressed-up inconvenience for them to play with while they enjoyed each other.

And Christ, that made it even hotter.

“Oh my god, baby,” Amanda whispered to Leah, her voice affectionate and low, “we should make her our maid tonight. Full service. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

Leah’s eyes sparkled behind the swan mask, and I saw her toes curl slightly with delight. “Yes. Text Tammy right now. She’ll love helping us dress up our new pretty girl.”

My stomach dropped.

Really dropped, a nervous swoop of disbelief and dread and excitement that left me feeling hollow and hot at the same time. Maid. Dress up. Pretty girl. The words tumbled around in my head until they barely felt real. I should have been thinking about my key. I should have been trying to steer this back to the game, back to the challenge, back to midnight. Instead my cock hardened even more in its cage, throbbing so hard it almost hurt.

Amanda pulled out her phone, her thumbs flying, while Leah kept her hand on my hip, her thumb stroking lazy circles that made my knees weak. I stood there burning with embarrassment, every second stretching out into humiliating awareness of how exposed I was, how pink my cheeks must look, how obvious my arousal was, how little dignity I had left.

A minute later the door opened and Tammy stepped in.

Tammy looked so hot that for a second I forgot to breathe.

I figured she was about twenty-five, with smooth olive skin glowing warm under the low lights, sharp delicate features framed by dark hair pinned up in a sleek bun, and deep crimson lips curved into a calm, knowing smile. Her glossy black latex maid outfit clung to her slim frame like a second skin, the tiny cropped apron bib leaving her small, perfect breasts completely exposed except for those shimmering black butterfly pasties that fluttered with every breath. The ridiculously short pleated skirt barely skimmed her hips, garter straps snapping down to sheer black stockings over her toned legs, and her sky-high platform heels clicked softly on the floor with every measured step.

And I knew, barely hidden under the hem of that tiny skirt, was the base of the sleek butt plug still nestled between her cheeks. The same one that had been buzzing inside me only twenty minutes ago in the billiards room. The memory flashed through me so vividly it made my pulse kick. She knew exactly what that toy felt like, exactly what it had done to me, exactly how desperate and shaky it had left me.

But she acted like she had never seen me before.

Her eyes slid over my naked, caged body with polite amusement.

“You rang, ladies?” she asked sweetly, her voice soft and melodic.

Amanda waved her over with a grin. “Perfect timing, Tammy. We’ve got a new maid who needs dressing up. Help us turn this slutty little bitch into something presentable.”

Tammy’s crimson lips twitched into a smile as she circled me slowly, her heels clicking with cool precision. She did not acknowledge our earlier encounter at all. That somehow made it more humiliating. She was treating me like fresh meat. Like whatever had happened between us before had not elevated me to anything special in the slightest. I was just another blushing body to be arranged and laughed at.

“Of course,” Tammy said. “She’s got the perfect body for it. Slim, smooth, already blushing so nicely.”

My face burned hotter. God. They were all talking about me like I was a doll they had found and wanted to decorate. A body. A shape. A thing to fit into lace and ruffles and lipstick. And I was standing there loving every second of it, my cock trapped and pulsing, my chest tight with shame and anticipation.

They moved fast after that, the three of them giggling and touching me like I was theirs.

Leah fetched a small black bag from behind the couch while Amanda and Tammy guided me to the center of the room.

I let them.

Of course I let them. They were hot, I was horny.

It really is that simple.

My body felt almost floaty by then, loose and helpless with arousal, every nerve awake.

The room smelled faintly of perfume and latex and leather and something sweet I could not place, and the low music pulsing from elsewhere in the mansion seemed to reach me through the walls like a distant heartbeat.

First came the lingerie.

It was a frilly black-and-white maid outfit that felt humiliatingly feminine against my skin, softer and daintier than anything had any right to feel while I stood there shaking in a chastity cage. Tammy slipped the tiny lace apron over my head, the sheer fabric brushing my nipples and making them harden instantly. I sucked in a breath. The skirt was absurdly short, barely covering my caged cock at all, white ruffles tickling the tops of my thighs every time I shifted.

This is insane, I thought. I look ridiculous. I’m standing here letting three beautiful women dress me like their little maid and I should be mortified.

I was mortified.

But underneath that was something warmer and more dangerous.

I felt pretty. Humiliated, yes, but also adorned.

Chosen in some kind of weird fucked up gratifying way.

It was awful how much that mattered.

Sheer black stockings rolled slowly up my legs next, Tammy’s cool fingers smoothing the nylon with professional care, her touch measured and intimate.

The glide of the material over my calves and thighs made my breath catch. It felt so different from ordinary clothes. Like every inch of me being covered was actually making me more naked.

Amanda fastened a lacy white garter belt around my waist, the straps snapping to the stockings with sharp little clicks that echoed in my ears.

“Such a pretty girl,” Leah murmured, stepping close enough that her purple corset brushed my chest.

I shivered.

She tilted my chin up and started on the makeup. Soft brushes dusted blush across my already burning cheeks, though clearly they wanted even more color there. A fingertip steadied my jaw while glossy pink lipstick was painted onto my lips with slow, deliberate strokes.

I stayed very still, not trusting myself to move, not trusting my voice not to shake.

“Look at those lips,” Leah said softly. “Perfect for serving.”

My stomach twisted again.

Perfect for serving. I knew what she meant.

Or maybe I knew ten things she could have meant, and all of them made my pulse race.

I stared at her masked face from inches away and could smell her perfume, sweet and expensive, and see the tiny shine on her painted lips, and all I could think was that she was enjoying this so much.

Not because she wanted me, but because she liked what I was becoming for her.

Amanda watched with affectionate amusement, one arm looped around Leah’s slender waist, her golden latex bodysuit creaking as she pulled her girlfriend closer for a quick, loving kiss.

“She’s going to look so cute cleaning up after us, baby,” Amanda said. “Our own little maid slut.”

The final touch came from Tammy.

She knelt in front of me, and my whole body tensed.

Her crimson lips hovered inches from my cage as she peeled a small pink heart sticker from a sheet. She did it with such deliberate slowness that I could hardly bear it, making me stand there and feel the closeness of her face, the warmth of her breath, the sharp humiliation of having someone so beautiful crouched in front of my locked cock without the slightest intention of giving me any real relief.

Then she pressed the sticker right onto the plastic bars of my chastity cage, directly over the leaking tip.

The cool adhesive made me flinch.

Then I thought about how Valerie would react if she ever saw me like this!

How could she go back to being my good little adorable slut if she saw me dressed like this?

The thought terrified me as much as it turned me on.

“Oh god,” I whispered, my voice cracking with embarrassment.

They all laughed softly in a way that told me this reaction was exactly what they had hoped for.

I looked down in disbelief and saw the tiny pink heart stuck there over my cage, turning it into something even more absurd, even more decorative, even more humiliatingly girly. I wanted to disappear. I

wanted to kneel.

I wanted to hide my face in my hands.

I wanted them to keep going forever.

“Perfect,” Amanda purred. “Now our pretty girl is ready.”

Leah’s painted lips curved in delight.

“Look at you, maid. Blushing so hard for us. That yucky little cock of yours doesn’t get any attention tonight. We’re just here to enjoy each other and watch you work. But you’re going to serve so well, aren’t you, slutty bitch?”

I nodded before I could stop myself.

What else was I going to do? Argue? Pretend I did not want this? Pretend I was not standing there in stockings and lipstick and lace, aching so badly in my cage I could barely think?

The frilly maid lingerie felt wrong and right all at once against my skin. The lace tickled. The stockings hugged my legs. The garter straps tugged whenever I moved. The heart sticker mocked me with every helpless throb.

I was rock hard in the cage, leaking steadily, face painted and dressed like their perfect little toy while these three women watched me with teasing delight.

Tammy stood, adjusting her own tiny skirt so the butt plug base peeked teasingly, and gave me an encouraging nod as if this were all perfectly normal, as if boys were dressed up and turned into blushing little maids every day.

Maybe in this mansion they were.

Amanda uncrossed her legs again, golden latex gleaming in the warm light, and pointed toward a small tray of drinks on the side table. “Let’s have you serve for us, maid. Start with fresh mocktails. And make it pretty.”

I swallowed hard and nodded. “Yes... Mistresses.”

The word came out so small and obedient that it sent another rush of heat through me.

My bare feet padded across the rug in those ridiculous stockings, the short skirt swishing against my thighs, every step bringing a fresh wave of embarrassment that made my caged cock pulse harder.

Behind me, I could hear their soft laughter and the rustle of latex and corsetry, could practically feel their eyes still on me, enjoying the view.

They loved each other so openly. Leah’s hand rested possessively on Amanda’s thigh. Tammy exchanged soft smiles with them both.

Their intimacy filled the room, warm and easy and utterly self-assured.

And me?

I was just the slutty little bitch maid. Dressed up. Locked up. Aroused beyond reason. Ready to serve.

And God help me, I had never been more turned on in my life.


Chapter 3: Valerie Takes a Dip

Valerie’s POV

The pool area was cool and quiet.

The night air felt good on bare skin, not cold, just crisp enough to raise goosebumps. Underwater lights made the big pool glow deep blue. The hot tub sat off to one side, bubbling hard, steam drifting up past the lounge chairs and into the dark sky.

The stone deck was still warm from the day. Farther out, the garden maze stood as a dark shape of hedges under the stars. I liked this spot. It felt private and expensive.

I had walked out here naked after slipping off my lingerie in the bedroom.

The fabric had slid down my legs and I stepped out of it without looking back. My nipples had tightened from the cool air the second I left the building. Now I stood at the edge of the hot tub. I dipped one toe in.

The water was hot, almost too hot at first, then perfect. I lowered myself in slowly, letting the heat climb up my calves, my thighs, my hips, until I sank down to my chest. Bubbles rushed against my skin.

It felt good.

Four people were already there when I arrived.

Two men sat on the far bench of the hot tub. Both were handsome. The bigger one had wide shoulders, a thick chest, and strong arms. His face was square-jawed and clean-shaven. The other man was leaner, with a flat stomach and a younger-looking face, but still good-looking in a nervous way.

Across from them sat two women.

One was a redhead with massive tits. They were heavy and full, the kind that hung and swayed when she moved. Her nipples were wide and pink and already stiff from the air or the water or both. She had a soft, curvy body, wide hips, and thick thighs. Her face was pretty, with full lips and green eyes.

The other woman was Asian with a goth look. Long black hair with purple streaks, heavy black eyeliner, dark lipstick, pale skin. Her body was slim and tight. Her tits were small and perky with silver barbells through the nipples. Her stomach was flat and her legs were long. She wore a black one-piece swimsuit that clung to her.

All four of them looked up when I got in. Their eyes moved over my body.

I could see the want in their faces.

I felt powerful right away. I knew I could make them do anything I wanted with almost no effort.

My pussy gave a small throb just from that look.

Melissa came out a minute later. She stripped as she walked, dropping her clothes on a chair. She was naked by the time she reached the hot tub. I gestured at her.

“Me and my friend need a break,” I said to the four of them. “Would you all mind putting on a show for us?”

All of them agreed and Melissa climbed in and sat right on my lap, facing sideways so her thigh was between my legs. Her skin was warm and smooth against mine. I loved how close she was to me. I needed her.

The water bubbled up around both of us. The other four got out of the hot tub and stood on the deck, still in their swimsuits.

I grinned at them. “You, redhead. We’ll call you Big Tits. Get on all fours right there on the deck.”

Big Tits blushed but did it. She dropped to her hands and knees. Her big tits hung down heavy, the nipples pointing at the stone. Her ass was up, round and pale. I could see the lips of her pussy from behind, already a little shiny.

“The two men,” I said. “Show us your cocks. Line up. The one with the bigger cock gets to fuck her.”

They pulled off their swimsuits.

The muscular man’s cock was long and thick, easily eight inches, heavy, with a fat head and big balls. It stood straight out, hard. The leaner man’s cock was small, only about four inches, thin, and it looked even smaller next to the other one. He was half-hard and getting red in the face.

Melissa and I both laughed.

“Okay,” I said. “Big Tits, you eat the goth girl’s pussy while big dick fucks you. Tiny dick, you jerk that little thing and shoot your cum into the goth girl’s mouth when I say. Sound good to everyone?”

“Yes, mistress,” all four of them answered at once. Their voices were quiet and embarrassed, but their bodies gave them away.

Big Tits’ pussy was visibly wetter.

The goth girl’s nipples were hard against the barbells.

Big dick’s cock twitched. Tiny dick’s small cock was now fully hard, even if it was still tiny.

I shifted Melissa on my lap so I could reach between her legs easily. My fingers found her clit. It was already swollen.

I started rubbing it in slow circles. At the same time I pressed my own pussy against her thigh and began to grind, sliding my wet lips along her smooth skin.

The hot water made everything slick.

On the deck, the goth girl stripped off her swimsuit. Her small tits looked even perkier without it, the silver bars catching the light. Her pussy was smooth and pale. She sat down in front of Big Tits, spread her legs wide, and leaned back on her hands.

Big Tits crawled forward and put her mouth on the goth girl’s pussy. She licked in long strokes, then sucked on the clit. The goth girl let out a soft moan.

Big dick moved behind Big Tits. He grabbed her hips with both hands. His big cock rubbed up and down her slit a couple times, then he pushed the head inside.

Big Tits groaned into the goth girl’s pussy as he sank in. He started fucking her with steady thrusts. Each time he drove in, Big Tits’ fat tits swung forward and back.

The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with the bubbling of the hot tub.

“Tiny dick,” I called out. “Get over there and start stroking that pathetic little cock. Don’t you dare cum until I tell you.”

Tiny dick knelt beside the goth girl. His face was burning red. He wrapped his hand around his small cock and started jerking it fast.

It looked ridiculous in his fist, but he kept going.

I rubbed Melissa’s clit faster. My pussy slid up and down her thigh, leaving a wet trail. I could feel how turned on she was. Her breathing was getting heavier.

“Look at that,” I said loud enough for all of them to hear. “Big dick’s cock is stretching Big Tits’ pussy wide open. Those fat tits are swinging like crazy. Tiny, stroke faster. Your cock is so small it’s embarrassing. Keep jerking it anyway.”

Big Tits was licking the goth girl harder now. Her tongue moved in quick circles over the goth girl’s clit, then she pushed it inside.

The goth girl’s hips started to move, grinding against Big Tits’ face. Big dick was fucking faster, his hips snapping forward, his balls slapping against Big Tits. Water and sweat ran down Big Tits’ back and over her ass.

“Deeper,” I told big dick. “Fuck her like you mean it. Big Tits, suck on that goth pussy. Get your tongue all the way in.”

Melissa moaned on my lap.

I slid two fingers inside her while I kept rubbing her clit with my thumb. My own pussy was grinding harder against her thigh now.

The friction felt good.

Every time I watched big dick’s thick cock disappear into Big Tits, my pussy got wetter.

Tiny dick was jerking fast, his small cock leaking. He looked humiliated but he didn’t stop. The goth girl was moaning louder. Big Tits’ face was shiny with spit and pussy juice.

I kept directing them.

“Big dick, pull almost all the way out then slam back in. I want to see her tits swing harder. Tiny, slow down a little. Edge that tiny cock. Don’t cum yet.”

Big dick did what I said.

He pulled out until just the head was inside Big Tits, then drove back in hard. Big Tits cried out into the goth girl’s pussy. Her whole body jerked forward.

Melissa’s thigh was slick under me. I ground my clit directly against it in short, fast strokes. My fingers moved faster inside her. She was close. I could feel it in the way her muscles tightened.

On the deck the pace picked up. Big dick was pounding Big Tits now, hard and deep. Big Tits was licking and sucking the goth girl like she was starving.

The goth girl’s head was tipped back, her mouth open, her small tits rising and falling fast.

“Get ready,” I said. “Big dick, cum inside her. Fill that pussy up. Tiny, when he starts cumming, you cum in the goth girl’s mouth. Aim it right in.”

Big dick thrust a few more times, then pushed in as deep as he could and stayed there. His cock pulsed.

I could see his balls tighten. He groaned loud as he came, pumping cum into Big Tits. Some of it leaked out around his cock and ran down her thighs.

Big Tits came right after him. Her legs shook and she moaned hard into the goth girl’s pussy, her own pussy clenching around big dick’s cock.

The goth girl was right on the edge. “I’m cumming,” she gasped. Her thighs clamped around Big Tits’ head. Her body arched and she came, grinding her pussy against Big Tits’ mouth.

Tiny dick moved closer.

He jerked his small cock fast, aiming at the goth girl’s open mouth. He came with a choked sound. His cum shot out in short spurts, landing on the goth girl’s tongue and lips.

Some dripped down her chin. She kept her mouth open until he was done.

Watching all of it pushed me over. I rubbed Melissa’s clit hard and ground my pussy fast against her thigh.

My orgasm hit strong. My body tensed and I came, my pussy pulsing against her skin, getting her thigh even wetter. Melissa came a second later.

Her pussy squeezed my fingers and she let out a long moan, her body shaking on my lap.

We stayed like that for a minute, breathing hard, the hot water still bubbling around us.

On the deck the four of them were panting and messy.

Big Tits’ pussy was leaking cum. The goth girl’s face had cum on it. Tiny dick’s small cock was going soft in his hand. Big dick was still inside Big Tits, catching his breath.

I stretched my arms above my head, feeling loose and satisfied. The cool night air felt nice on my wet skin.

I looked at Melissa. “Let’s dry off and have a look at that maze.”

Melissa turned her head and beamed at me. “Oh, I have a fun idea actually. Do you trust me?”

I grinned. “Always.”


Chapter 4: Service

After I’d fetched their mocktails, blushing the entire while, I learned my service with these two gorgeous women was far from over.

Amanda handed me the silver tray piled with delicate nibbles—tiny cheese bites glistening with honey, chocolate-dipped strawberries, and little caviar canapés arranged like jewels. The frilly black-and-white maid skirt barely skimmed the tops of my thighs, the sheer black stockings whispering cool and silky against my freshly shaved skin with every tiny shift. That ridiculous pink heart sticker on my cage peeked out from under the hem, already catching the low light on a fresh bead of precum that made the plastic bars feel slick and humiliatingly warm against my trapped, throbbing cock.

“Go serve the party, pretty girl,” Leah said sweetly, her painted lips curving behind the swan mask as she gave my bare ass a light, possessive pat, her purple-manicured fingers lingering just long enough for the warmth of her palm to sink into my skin. “And remember, that yucky little cock of yours stays locked and ignored while we enjoy ourselves.”

Amanda leaned back into her girlfriend, golden latex creaking softly over her massive, delectable ass like liquid metal stretching tight. “Be our good little maid, slutty bitch. We’ll be right here waiting.”

My face burned hotter than the party lights as I stepped out into the thumping hallway, tray balanced carefully in both hands.

The mansion pulsed with bass and laughter, cool air kissing my bare ass cheeks and the dripping tip of my cage like a constant, teasing reminder.

Every step made the short skirt swish against my thighs, the stockings glide smooth and electric over my calves, the ruffles tickling just enough to keep me hyper-aware of how exposed and powerless I was—dressed like their toy, heart sticker mocking every desperate throb.

The first woman I passed was a tall, fiery redhead poured into a skin-tight crimson latex catsuit that hugged her tiny tits and wide grabbable hips, the glossy material catching the light and creaking faintly as she moved.

Sharp green eyes locked on me and she plucked a strawberry, then let her hand wander, squeezing my ass hard enough to make the ruffles bounce and my skin flush hot under her grip.

“Mmm, what a cute little maid,” she purred, voice thick and steamy, her breath warm against my ear as her fingers dug in possessively. “Turn around and show me that ass, girl.”

I obeyed, cheeks flaming.

“Yes, Madam,” I whimpered, feeling myself grow more submissive as the evening deepened.

Three sharp spanks landed in quick succession, each one blooming hot and perfect across my skin, the sting radiating deep and making my cage jerk uselessly.

“Good girl,” she cooed, giving one last affectionate squeeze before sending me on my way with a playful pat.

Further down the hall a curvaceous brunette in sheer black babydoll lingerie giggled when she spotted me, her fat bouncy breasts straining against the delicate fabric, nipples clearly visible and hardening as she leaned in. She took a canapé, then lifted one perfectly pedicured foot in strappy heels, the soft arch glowing warm under the lights.

“Kneel and kiss it properly, maid.”

I dropped to one knee, tray wobbling in my hands, and pressed my glossy pink lips to the top of her foot, the smooth skin tasting faintly of lotion and perfume. The humiliation made my cage throb so hard I nearly whimpered, the cool floor pressing against my stocking-clad knee while her fingers stroked my hair gently.

“Such a well-trained little slut,” she murmured. “Your girlfriend must be so proud watching you like this.”

Hands kept finding me as I moved through the crowd and (and for some fucked up reason this was the most embarassing part) I was leaking so much precum I kept having to adjust the humiliating sticker to keep it fixed to the chastity cage.

A statuesque blonde in a white lace corset and thigh-high boots ran her fingers slowly up the inside of my stocking-clad thigh, the lace of her gloves dragging silky and teasing over the nylon until she stopped just short of the cage, her touch leaving goosebumps in its wake.

“Look how desperate you are in that pathetic little prison,” she whispered hotly, lips brushing my neck. “So powerless and pretty. I love it.”

Two women in matching silver sequin mini-dresses pulled me between them next, their bodies warm and glittery against mine, the sequins scratching lightly over my bare arms.

“Do a little twirl for us, pretty maid,” one ordered, bubbly and commanding.

I spun, skirt flaring up and exposing everything—the cool air rushing over my leaking cage, the heart sticker flashing—while they laughed delightedly and spanked me in unison, their palms leaving warm, stinging prints that made my ass glow hotter with every smack.

Every fondle, every casual caress, every mocking word sent fresh waves of shame and heat through me, the contrast sharp and overwhelming: these gorgeous women in their shiny latex and delicate lace, bodies confident and dressed, while I shuffled along half-naked in frilly maid lingerie, stockings whispering, skirt swishing, completely at their mercy.

Crazily, I was so into it—powerless, dressed like their toy, cock straining uselessly while they played.

My mind kept flashing back to Valerie’s adorable smile when she’d clicked the lock shut, her sapphire eyes sparkling with that loving command.

This was all for her, my good boy quest for that key… but god, the humiliation felt so sweet and overwhelming.

How could Valerie ever respect me again as a man if she saw this?

Me, her boyfriend, prancing around in stockings and a maid skirt, leaking and blushing while strangers spanked and fondled me like I was nothing but a silly, desperate whore.

A tattooed brunette in deep purple latex with cutouts exposing her full breasts grabbed my hips from behind, the cool, slick material of her outfit pressing against my bare skin as she ground against me playfully, her warm thighs squeezing while she reached for a chocolate strawberry.

The sudden pressure—firm curves and glossy latex sliding over my ass—made me jolt hard.

The tray tilted dangerously.

Two canapés and a small pile of strawberries slid toward the edge.

I gasped and tried to steady it, but one strawberry tumbled off and hit the floor with a soft splat, the honeyed juice smearing across the polished wood.

“Clumsy little maid!” she laughed loudly, the sound bright and teasing.

Before I could apologize she delivered five hard, deliberate spanks across my bare ass, each one sharper than the last, the impacts echoing through the hallway and sending stinging heat blooming bright and deep into my skin.

I whimpered, knees shaking, desperately trying not to drop the whole tray while the other women nearby chuckled and watched, their eyes drinking in every flinch and tremble.

By the time she finished my eyes were watering, my ass glowed warm and tender under the frilly skirt, and my cage leaked like crazy, the heart sticker now slick and glistening.

Heart pounding, I hurried back into the side lounge, tray still trembling in my hands, the short skirt brushing my stinging cheeks with every hurried step.

The door was slightly ajar. I pushed it open quietly.

And there they were.

Amanda and Leah had moved to the wide leather couch, completely lost in each other in a slow, passionate 69.

The crotch of Amanda’s golden latex bodysuit was shoved aside, the shiny material creaking with every luxurious roll of her hips as her massive, delectable ass rose high, those thick cheeks flexing and bouncing softly while she straddled Leah’s face. Her full heavy breasts swayed heavily beneath her, nipples dark and tight.

Leah’s purple corset was loosened, her lithe bare legs spread wide, purple-pedicured toes curling tight in pleasure while Amanda buried her face between them, licking with hungry, wet sounds that filled the room, soft and obscene and amazing.

Leah moaned loudly into Amanda’s pussy, her manicured fingers gripping those thick mahogany ass cheeks and pulling her down harder, the latex edges digging gently into her palms.

Amanda’s devil mask sat slightly askew, but her rich voice still came out breathy and affectionate between long, slow licks. “That’s it, baby… just like that… god, you taste so fucking good tonight.”

They looked so beautiful together—so intimate, so wrapped up in each other’s pleasure, bodies moving in perfect, loving rhythm, the air thick with their shared scent and soft gasps.

The contrast hit me like a punch: while I had been out there getting spanked and fondled and humiliated for their amusement, they had been here loving each other deeply, lost in each other like the rest of the party didn’t even exist.

Amanda lifted her head just enough to glance at me, lips glistening.

“Well, well,” she purred, voice thick with pleasure, one hand still lazily stroking Leah’s thigh. “Look who’s back. Did our pretty little maid enjoy serving a shit ton of hot women?”

Leah moaned in agreement from beneath her, never stopping her eager licking, her toes flexing cutely as another wave of pleasure rolled through her.

I stood frozen in the doorway, tray shaking, ass burning, cock throbbing uselessly in its cage, completely overwhelmed by the sight.

Amanda looks over at me and winked. “Well, don’t you want to join us?”


Chapter 5: The Girls

Leah’s moan vibrated against Amanda’s cunt as she kept licking, but she managed a breathy little giggle from beneath those thick, bouncing ass cheeks. “Yes, maid. Crawl over here and lick our feet while we fuck. Be a good girl and don’t you dare touch that yucky little cage of yours.”

My face burned hotter than my freshly spanked ass. I set the tray on the side table with trembling hands, the frilly maid skirt swishing against my thighs, the sheer stockings whispering with every step as I dropped to my knees on the plush rug. The cool floor pressed against my skin through the nylon, and that ridiculous pink heart sticker on my cage caught the light again, mocking me with another slow leak of precum that made the bars feel slick and tight.

They were still tangled in their slow, passionate 69 on the wide leather couch, bodies moving in perfect, loving rhythm. Amanda straddled Leah’s face, her golden latex bodysuit shoved aside so her massive, delectable ass flexed and rolled with every grind, the shiny material creaking softly as those thick cheeks smothered Leah’s mouth. Her full heavy breasts swayed heavily beneath her, dark nipples hard and begging for attention. Leah’s purple corset was completely loosened now, her lithe bare legs spread wide, purple-pedicured toes curling in pleasure while she buried her tongue deep in Amanda’s dripping pussy.

I crawled closer, heart hammering, until my face was level with their feet. Amanda’s sky-high platform heels had been kicked off, leaving her powerful legs in those silky black stockings; Leah’s bare feet with their perfect purple polish waited right beside them, toes flexing cutely against the rug.

“Lick,” Amanda ordered, voice thick and affectionate as she rocked harder on Leah’s tongue. “Start with my girlfriend’s pretty toes, maid. Show us how grateful you are to watch real women fuck.”

I leaned in, cheeks flaming with embarrassment, and pressed my glossy pink lips to Leah’s bare foot. The skin was warm and soft, tasting faintly of lotion and the faint salt of her arousal. I licked slowly, tongue dragging up the arch, then swirling around each purple-painted toe, sucking gently like the desperate little slut they kept calling me. The contrast was insane—me in my frilly maid outfit, stockings sliding against the rug, cage throbbing uselessly, while these two goddesses used each other right above me.

Leah moaned louder into Amanda’s cunt, her toes curling tight against my tongue. “Mmm, that’s it… good girl. Keep licking while I eat this juicy pussy.”

Amanda laughed breathily, her massive tits jiggling with the sound. “Fuck, baby, your tongue feels so good on my cunt. Harder… yes, right there on my clit.” She reached down and spread her own ass cheeks wider, giving me an even better view of Leah’s face buried between them, tongue working wet and hungry.

I kept licking, switching between them now—long, slow drags of my tongue over Leah’s bare soles, then up Amanda’s stocking-clad feet, the silky nylon tasting smooth and warm against my lips. Every lick made my cage ache harder, the plastic bars biting into my swollen cock as it strained and leaked. God, I was so embarrassed, kneeling there like their foot-licking toy while they fucked each other senseless, moaning and gasping like I wasn’t even there. How could Valerie ever respect me again as a man if she walked in right now and saw her good boy reduced to this? Licking feet in a maid skirt, face burning, cock dripping uselessly while two women who wanted nothing to do with my yucky little thing lost themselves in each other’s pussies and tits and asses.

Their rhythm picked up, bodies grinding faster. Amanda’s heavy breasts bounced, nipples tight and dark, as she rode Leah’s face. Leah’s lithe thighs trembled, her bare pussy glistening and swollen right in front of my eyes while Amanda licked her deep and messy.

“Oh fuck, baby—I’m close,” Leah gasped, voice muffled against Amanda’s dripping cunt. “Don’t stop… eat my pussy just like that.”

Amanda moaned in response, tongue flicking faster. “Cum for me, love. Flood my mouth with that sweet cunt juice.”

They came almost together, cries echoing through the lounge. Leah’s toes curled hard against my tongue, her whole body shaking as she squirted messily against Amanda’s lips. Amanda’s massive ass clenched, tits heaving, a deep guttural moan spilling out as her own orgasm crashed through her, pussy pulsing visibly above Leah’s face.

The room smelled thick with their pleasure—warm, musky, feminine—and I kept licking their feet through every shudder, tongue never stopping, my own cage so painfully hard it felt like it might burst.

Finally they slowed, breathing hard, bodies glistening with sweat and cum. Amanda slid off Leah’s face with a wet sound and sat up, pulling her girlfriend into a slow, loving kiss that tasted of each other’s pussies. They looked so beautiful, so wrapped up in each other, tits pressed together, asses still flexing softly.

Amanda broke the kiss and glanced down at me, lips shiny. “Mmm, good little maid. You kept licking like a proper slutty bitch the whole time. Tell us, pretty girl—what would you like to kiss next? Be honest.”

Leah giggled, still flushed and breathless, her small pert breasts rising and falling. “Yeah, maid. Choose one thing. We might let you.”

My voice came out hoarse and cracking with humiliation. “I… I’d like to kiss Amanda’s big tits… and Leah’s juicy ass.”

They both burst into soft, delighted laughter, leaning into each other affectionately, their bodies still flushed and glistening from their shared orgasm. Amanda’s full, heavy breasts pressed warmly against Leah’s small pert ones, the contrast of mahogany skin and smooth olive making the moment feel so intimate, so private. I was intruding on something sacred while they used me as their giggling plaything.

“Oh my god,” Amanda purred teasingly, her voice low and rich as she cupped one of her massive tits in her manicured hand and gave it a slow, deliberate bounce. The heavy globe swayed hypnotically right in front of my burning face, the dark nipple already tight and glistening. “Look how hard that pathetic little cage is getting just from saying it, pretty girl. Your yucky cock is leaking like crazy, slutty bitch. You really are just a desperate titty and ass kissing maid, aren’t you? So throbbing and useless down there while we get to enjoy real pleasure.”

Leah turned onto her stomach with a lazy, satisfied sigh, arching her back so her smooth, round, juicy ass lifted invitingly toward me, the cheeks still warm and faintly glistening from Amanda’s earlier attention. She glanced back over her shoulder, painted lips curving in wicked amusement. “Mmm, and my juicy ass?” she cooed sweetly, giving her hips a teasing little wiggle that made the plush flesh jiggle softly. “You want to bury your pretty painted face in it while we laugh at how turned on you are, maid? Go on then. Start with Amanda’s big, beautiful titties. Kiss them nice and slow for us. But remember. No touching that locked up mess between your legs. That’s for real women only, you desperate little slut.”

I leaned in, face burning hotter than ever, my caged cock throbbing so desperately against the pink heart sticker that I could feel every frantic pulse of blood trapped inside the bars. A fresh, humiliating bead of precum oozed out and dripped onto the rug as I pressed my glossy pink lips to the warm, soft underside of Amanda’s heavy breast. The skin was impossibly silky and full, yielding gently under my mouth like warm velvet, the weight of it heavy and perfect against my cheek. I kissed reverently at first, then let my tongue drag slowly upward, circling the dark, pebbled nipple until it hardened even more against my lips.

Amanda moaned softly in approval, her fingers threading gently into my hair. “That’s it, pretty girl,” she purred breathily, voice dripping with affectionate mockery. “Suck on my nipple like you mean it. Feel how hard it is in your mouth? God, you’re getting so worked up just from tasting my tits while your yucky little cock stays locked and ignored. Look at you throbbing down there, leaking all over our floor like a pathetic bitch in heat.”

The nipple filled my mouth perfectly, warm, rubbery, tasting faintly of her skin and the faint musk of her earlier orgasm. I sucked harder, swirling my tongue around it, feeling it tighten and pebble even more as she arched into me with a soft, delighted laugh. The contrast was maddening. Her breast was so soft and heavy and feminine against my face while my own cock strained uselessly, denied and dripping. The cage bit sweetly into my swollen shaft with every desperate throb.

Leah watched us both, giggling wickedly as she reached back to spread her juicy ass cheeks a little wider for me. “Mmm, now come here and worship this ass, maid,” she cooed teasingly, her voice light and playful. “Bury that pretty face between my cheeks. Feel how soft and warm and juicy it is? That’s what real pleasure feels like. Something you’ll never get with that locked up clit of yours.”

I moved lower, heart hammering, and pressed my burning face right into the plush, yielding softness of Leah’s ass. The cheeks were so smooth and warm, so perfectly round and juicy they enveloped my cheeks like heated silk, the faint scent of her pussy and Amanda’s tongue still clinging to her skin. I kissed reverently at first, soft, open mouthed presses along the cleft, then let my tongue trace slow, hungry lines over the supple flesh, feeling it give and jiggle gently under every lick. The tactile heaven of it made my cage jerk violently, another thick drop of precum sliding down the bars as I whimpered into her ass.

“Ohhh, listen to her whimper,” Amanda teased with a low, affectionate chuckle, still cupping her own tit and idly pinching the nipple I had just been sucking. “So desperate and throbbing just from kissing ass and titties. You’re such a good little maid, aren’t you, slutty bitch? Getting harder and leakier by the second while we laugh at how pathetic you look down there.”

Leah moaned softly into the couch cushion, pushing her juicy ass back against my face a little firmer. “Mmm, deeper, pretty girl. Feel how soft it is? How it just swallows your face up? That’s what you get to worship tonight. Nothing but our perfect bodies while your yucky cock stays caged and useless. God, you’re dripping so much. I bet you’d do anything right now just to stay right here between my cheeks.”

I was lost in it, tongue working reverently over every inch of that soft, warm, juicy ass while my cock throbbed helplessly, the heart sticker now slick and glistening with my desperation. Their giggles and teasing purrs wrapped around me like silk, their bodies so affectionate and loving with each other, soft kisses stolen between them even as they used me, while I remained nothing but their throbbing, embarrassed little toy.


Chapter 6: Rewards?

Amanda’s full heavy breasts rose and fell with each breath, dark nipples still tight from her orgasm. Leah’s small pert breasts looked flushed and sensitive, her juicy ass still slightly red where Amanda had gripped her.

“You were such a good little maid for us,” Amanda said warmly, her voice low and teasing as she reached behind the couch and pulled out a thick black butt plug. It was big, easily the size of two fingers at the widest point, smooth silicone with a flared base and a small remote already attached. She tossed it lightly into my lap. The cool weight landed right against my caged cock, making me flinch. “You deserve a little reward, pretty girl. Put this in your ass right now while we watch.”

Leah giggled softly and leaned against Amanda’s shoulder, her purple manicured fingers tracing lazy circles on her girlfriend’s supple thigh.

“Mmm, yes. Slide that big plug into your tight little hole, maid. We want to see you stretch for us.” Amanda grabbed a small bottle of clear lube from the side table, squeezed a generous amount onto her fingers, and reached between my legs to rub it slowly and thoroughly around the tip of the plug.

Leah patted my head and said, “Listen baby, we already told you we have no interest in touching your gross boy clit but we are not mean. For every pair of feet you kiss we will turn on the super strong vibrate function for three seconds at the end. The more you kiss the more time you will get, the bigger the chance you will cum from your slutty little boypussy. Sounds like a deal?”

“Deal!” I replied, enthused.

My face burned with fresh embarrassment. I was still on my knees in the frilly maid skirt, stockings clinging to my legs, heart sticker slick on my cage. My cock throbbed helplessly at the thought of begging strangers while they watched and counted. How could Valerie ever respect me again as a man if she saw her good boy reduced to this? But the ache in my cage told me I was going to do it anyway.

I picked up the plug with trembling hands. The silicone felt heavy and smooth, now glistening with lube.

I reached back, spread my still warm ass cheeks, and pressed the tip against my hole. It was cold at first, then warmed quickly as I pushed.

The stretch burned sweetly, slow and relentless, until the widest part popped inside with a soft, humiliating sound. The flared base nestled snug between my cheeks. Amanda clicked the remote once.

A low, deep buzz started inside me, gentle but constant, pressing right against that spot that made my trapped cock leak even more.

“Perfect,” Leah cooed. “Now go earn your extra time, slutty bitch. We are right behind you.”

They stood, still half undressed and glowing, and followed me out into the hallway, giggling like schoolgirls on an adventure.

I walked ahead, plug buzzing, skirt swishing, every step reminding me how full and exposed I was.

The first woman I approached was a tall, athletic redhead in a glossy black latex catsuit that hugged her long legs and toned stomach. Her small perky breasts were barely covered by strategic cutouts that left her pale nipples exposed.

She raised one eyebrow when I dropped to my knees and begged, “Please, Mistress, may I kiss your feet?”

She laughed brightly, clearly thinking it was cute. “Oh my god, you are adorable. Go ahead, maid.”

I pressed my lips to her shiny black heels, then her bare arches.

Amanda and Leah counted it out loud.

Three extra seconds.

The buzz grew stronger.

Next came a short, really hot Filipino woman in her mid thirties wearing a tight red satin chemise that clung to her curvy hips and full breasts, her dark nipples clearly outlined through the thin fabric.

She smiled warmly and thought it was cute. “Aww, you are so sweet. Kiss away, honey.” I kissed her bare feet, the skin soft and warm from dancing.

Then a curvaceous brunette in sheer white babydoll lingerie, the delicate fabric so thin her full heavy breasts and dark nipples showed completely through. Her reaction was a mix of amusement and mild disgust. “Ew, but okay, whatever makes you happy, I guess.”

She lifted one foot in strappy sandals. I kissed it reverently, tasting faint lotion on her soft skin.

Another three seconds.

The plug hummed louder.

A statuesque blonde in a red lace corset and matching thong followed. Her breasts were massive and round, spilling over the top of the corset, nipples dark and puffy.

She found it hilarious. “This is the funniest thing I have seen all night. Kiss away, girl.”

Her bare feet were warm and slightly sweaty from dancing.

I licked between her toes while the girls behind me giggled.

Then a petite Asian woman in a tiny silver bikini top and micro skirt, her small pert breasts barely contained by the thin triangles of fabric. She thought it was sweet and stroked my hair while I kissed her bare feet.

“You are so cute doing this,” she said softly.

A muscular Black woman in green leather harness straps that framed her thick thighs and left her heavy tits completely bare, nipples large and dark, called it gross but let me do it anyway with a smirk. “Fine, kiss them quick, maid. This is weird but whatever.”

A gloriously chubby Chinese woman who was completely naked, her soft belly and wide hips on full display, her huge dark nipples thick and prominent on her heavy breasts, laughed so hard she almost spilled her drink. “This is hilarious. Keep going, pretty girl.”

By the tenth woman, a slender goth girl in black velvet lingerie with thigh high stockings and a tiny garter belt, her small breasts cupped in velvet cups with her pale nipples peeking over the top, my voice was hoarse from begging.

She found it funny and made me say “thank you, Mistress” after each kiss.

I kept moving, face burning hotter with every plea, the plug buzzing stronger with each new pair of feet.

A short, freckled redhead in baby pink lace teddy, her freckled breasts spilling out the sides and nipples a soft pink, thought it was the cutest thing ever.

A tall, slim Indian woman in emerald green satin slip dress that clung to her small pert breasts and narrow waist, nipples visible through the thin fabric, smiled politely and let me kiss while she chatted with her friend.

An older, voluptuous woman in a gold chainmail bra and matching thong, her massive breasts barely held in place, dark nipples large and prominent, found it funny and patted my head like a puppy.

By the time I reached the twenty first woman, a short, freckled redhead in baby pink lace teddy, her freckled breasts spilling out the sides and nipples a soft pink, the plug was buzzing hard and steady.

She thought it was the wildest thing ever and even took a quick photo on her phone. “For the memories,” she said with a wink.

Amanda and Leah had followed every step, giggling and counting out loud, their hands occasionally brushing my stinging ass or tugging my skirt to keep me moving. The plug buzzed hard by the end, a constant deep vibration that made my knees weak and my cock throb uselessly against the heart sticker.

We finally made it back to the original lounge. I was trembling, ass full and buzzing, face flushed, the maid outfit rumpled and damp with sweat. Amanda closed the door behind us and clicked the remote again, ramping the vibrations even higher.

Leah settled on the couch beside her girlfriend, both of them still glowing from earlier. “Look at you, pretty girl. Twenty one whole kisses.” Amanda’s voice dropped into a teasing purr. “Let’s see if you can cum from your ass?”

The buzz intensified again, pressing right against that spot inside me, and I dropped to my knees once more, heart pounding, completely at their mercy.


Chapter 7: Melissa Recalls The University Days…

Melissa’s POV

Many years ago…

We were on spring break in our last year of university when we decided to go to Italy. One afternoon we found a long, secluded nude beach tucked between two rocky cliffs. The sand was hot under our feet and the sun was beating down hard. Most people were completely naked. We had both kept our bikini bottoms on at first, but after an hour of watching everyone else walk around without a care, Valerie turned to me with that little smirk she got when she was about to dare me into something stupid.

“I dare you to go topless,” she said. “Right now.”

I laughed, but I did it. “You gonna leave me freeing the nipple all alone?”

We both untied our tops and let them fall onto the towels.

My nipples tightened immediately in the warm breeze. Valerie’s breasts looked full and soft in the sunlight, her pink nipples already stiff. We lay back on our towels and pretended we weren’t both a little nervous and a little turned on by how exposed we felt.

A few minutes later a completely naked woman walked past us. She was tall and tanned, with long dark hair and a shaved pussy. She looked straight at us, gave a slow nod, and kept walking without saying a word. Something about the way she looked at us made my stomach flip.

Then, when the rest of the beach emptied out, three guys came over.

They looked to be in their mid-twenties, all of them Italian, all of them very fit.

They were completely naked. Their cocks swung heavily between their legs as they walked — thick, uncut, and already a little swollen from the sun and the sight of so many naked women.

One of them had a smooth, heavy cock that hung low.

The second was longer and curved slightly to the left.

The third had a thick head and heavy balls that bounced when he walked.

They stopped right in front of our towels.

“Buongiorno,” the tallest one said with a smile. “You girls need anything? We have many talents…”

I was about to tell them to fuck off when Valerie sat up on her elbows, looked straight at them, and said in a calm, clear voice:

“Yeah. I want you all to cum for us.”

The three of them froze.

“What?” the one with the curved cock asked, laughing a little like he hadn’t heard her right.

Valerie didn’t even blink. She kept her eyes on them and spoke slowly.

“Jerk your stupid dicks. Tell us how hot we are while you do it. And when you cum, I want it on our toes. Right here.”

They stared at her for a second. Then they looked at each other. None of them left.

The tallest one wrapped his hand around his cock first. He started stroking slowly, eyes moving between my breasts and Valerie’s. The other two followed. Soon all three of them were standing over us, stroking their cocks while they looked down at our bare tits and hard nipples.

“Fuck… you two are so hot,” the one with the thick head muttered, pumping his fist faster. “Those tits… Jesus.”

“Love your nipples,” the curved one said, voice already getting rough. “So fucking pretty. I want to cum all over them.”

Valerie turned her head toward me. Her blue eyes were bright and a little wild.

“Play with my clit,” she said quietly but with a certain command. “I just want to watch.”

My hand moved before I even thought about it.

I slid my fingers under the front of her bikini bottoms and found her already wet. I started rubbing slow circles over her clit while I used my other hand on myself. My own pussy was throbbing. I was so turned on I could barely breathe.

The three guys kept stroking. Their cocks were getting harder and redder in their fists. The wet sound of skin on skin mixed with the sound of the waves.

“Tell us more,” Valerie said, voice low and steady. She was watching their hands move. “Tell us what you like about us.”

“You’re so fucking sexy,” the tall one groaned, stroking faster. “Those soft tits… I want to cum on them so bad.”

“Love how you’re just lying there letting us do this,” the curved one said. “So hot. I’m close already.”

I kept rubbing Valerie’s clit in steady circles. She was getting wetter against my fingers. My own clit was swollen and sensitive. Every time one of the guys moaned or said something filthy, I felt it between my legs.

Valerie’s breathing had changed. She was still watching them, but her hips had started to move a little against my hand.

“Faster,” she told the guys. “I want to see you cum.”

They obeyed. All three of them were jerking their cocks harder now, breathing heavily as they stared at our bare chests and spread legs.

“I’m gonna cum,” the one with the thick head grunted first. “Fuck— I’m gonna—”

He stepped closer and aimed his cock down at Valerie’s feet. Thick ropes of cum shot out and landed across her toes and the tops of her feet. Some of it dripped onto the sand.

The tall one came right after, groaning as he painted my toes with his load. It was warm and sticky against my skin.

The last one — the one with the curved cock — stepped right up to Valerie and came hard across both of our feet, mixing his cum with the others. It was a lot. It ran down between our toes and pooled on the hot sand.

Valerie looked at them, still breathing hard from my fingers on her clit.

“Now lick it clean,” she said.

None of them hesitated.

They dropped to their knees in the sand and started licking their own cum off our toes. Their tongues were warm and wet. I felt one of them suck my big toe into his mouth and clean it thoroughly. Another was licking between Valerie’s toes, swallowing everything they had just shot onto us.

I kept rubbing Valerie’s clit the whole time. She was close. I could feel it in the way her thighs trembled.

“Melissa,” she whispered, voice tight. “Don’t stop.”

I rubbed her faster, pressing two fingers against her clit in firm circles while I rubbed my own at the same time. My orgasm hit first — sudden and sharp. I came with a soft gasp, my fingers still moving on both of us.

Valerie followed a few seconds later. Her back arched off the towel and she came hard against my hand, thighs squeezing around my wrist as she moaned quietly through it.

When she finally relaxed, she looked at the three guys still kneeling in front of us.

“Thanks,” she said, voice calm again. “But we’d like to be left alone now.”

They stood up, wiped their mouths, and walked away without another word.

As soon as they were gone, Valerie turned her head toward me and started laughing. A bright, delighted, slightly shocked laugh. I started laughing too. We lay there side by side, topless, our feet still sticky with drying cum, laughing until we couldn’t breathe.

I looked over at her — my best friend, the girl who had just made three strangers jerk off and lick their cum off our toes like it was the most normal thing in the world — and I felt something shift in my chest.

I had always known Valerie had this side to her. But seeing her actually use it, seeing how naturally it came out of her, how much she clearly enjoyed it… I was in awe of her.

And I was already wondering what else she was capable of.


Chapter 8: Praise

Amanda and Leah both looked down at me with warm, affectionate smiles, their eyes sparkling behind the masks as they stood up from the couch. “You did so well out there, pretty girl,” Amanda praised, her rich voice low and proud. “Twenty one whole pairs of feet. Such a good little maid for us.”

Leah nodded, reaching out to stroke my hair gently. “Mmm, you were perfect, slutty bitch. Now watch us while we strip for you. You have earned this view.”

I stayed on my knees, heart pounding, as they started peeling off what little they still wore. Amanda slowly unzipped the golden latex bodysuit, the shiny material creaking as it slid down her mahogany skin. Her full heavy breasts spilled free first, dark nipples already tight and glistening. The bodysuit kept going, peeling away from her narrow waist and then over her massive, delectable ass until the whole thing dropped to the floor. She stepped out of it completely naked, her powerful legs and thick thighs flexing as she stood tall. Leah unhooked her purple corset, letting it fall open so her small pert breasts bounced free, nipples dark and sensitive. She wiggled out of the PVC miniskirt next, her bare legs and juicy ass completely exposed, purple pedicured toes flexing against the rug. They stood there side by side, bodies glowing and fully naked, and I drank in every inch. Amanda’s heavy tits and dark nipples, her thick ass cheeks still slightly marked from earlier. Leah’s small breasts, her smooth pussy lips puffy and wet, her round ass so soft and juicy. My cage throbbed painfully at the sight, the plug still buzzing deep inside me.

“Twenty one multiplied by three,” Amanda said, tilting her head with a teasing grin. “How much is that, Leah?”

Leah laughed softly. “Sixty three seconds of super strong buzzing, baby. That is a lot of time for our maid to feel that plug work her slutty little boypussy.”

“Get on the floor,” Amanda ordered, her voice dropping into that commanding purr. “Like we said, bitch. We are not into men but we will let you kiss both our feet for the next few seconds. Lie back and start worshipping while the countdown runs.”

I dropped flat onto my back on the rug, the frilly maid skirt riding up so my caged cock and the heart sticker were completely exposed. Amanda and Leah stepped over me, one foot on each side of my head, their bare soles hovering close. The plug buzzed harder as Amanda clicked the remote.

“Sixty three,” Leah started sweetly. “Feel that strong buzz in your ass, pretty girl? That is just the beginning. Keep licking our feet like the desperate slut you are.”

I pressed my glossy pink lips to Amanda’s warm sole first, tasting the faint salt of her skin while my tongue dragged slowly over her arch. The plug vibrated deep and hard, pressing right against that spot inside me.

“Fifty eight,” Amanda purred, wiggling her toes against my mouth. “Look at that yucky cock leaking all over your own balls while you kiss real women’s feet. So pathetic and throbbing. You are never getting to touch that gross boy clit tonight.”

My tongue moved to Leah’s purple pedicured toes next, sucking gently on each one as the vibrations kept building. The sensations rolled through me in waves, making my trapped cock strain harder against the bars.

“Fifty,” Leah cooed teasingly. “Mmm, suck on my toes just like that, maid. Feel how full your slutty little boypussy is? That plug is going to milk you dry if you are lucky. Keep going, bitch.”

They kept the countdown sporadic, dropping the number every few seconds while I licked and sucked at their feet, switching between Amanda’s thick soles and Leah’s soft, juicy arches. The filthy dirty talk poured out of them the whole time.

“Forty five. God, your tongue feels so eager on my feet while that cage drips like a broken faucet,” Amanda said with a low laugh. “You are such a good foot licking maid. No pussy for you tonight, just this buzzing in your ass.”

“Thirty eight,” Leah added, pressing her toes firmer against my lips. “Imagine if Valerie could see her good boy right now, flat on his back kissing our feet while his yucky cock stays locked and useless. You are going to edge so hard for us, pretty girl.”

The numbers kept falling, the plug buzzing stronger with every count. My hips twitched helplessly on the rug, the maid skirt bunched around my waist, stockings sliding against the carpet.

“Twenty five. Look how red and swollen those balls are getting,” Amanda teased. “You are so close already and we have barely started the real buzzing. Lick deeper between my toes, slutty bitch.”

“Fifteen,” Leah whispered hotly. “Feel that? The plug is pounding your boypussy now. You are going to cum from your ass like the desperate little toy you are.”

They slowed the countdown when they reached ten, drawing it out with more dirty talk and letting the vibrations hit harder between each number.

“Ten,” Amanda purred. “Ten more seconds of this strong buzz while you keep worshipping our feet. Your caged cock is twitching so hard, maid. You want to cum so bad, do not you?”

The plug surged, making me moan into Leah’s sole.

“Nine,” Leah said sweetly. “Nine seconds left and you are already leaking everywhere. Such a pathetic sight, flat on your back with your skirt up and your yucky cock dripping while two women laugh at you.”

Eight. The buzz grew relentless, pressing deep and constant.

“Eight,” Amanda continued. “Eight more and you are still not allowed to touch that locked up mess. Just feel it building in your slutty boypussy.”

Seven. My whole body trembled, the sensations pushing me right to the edge.

“Seven,” Leah cooed. “Seven seconds and you are whimpering like a bitch in heat. Keep licking, pretty girl. You are so close.”

Six. The plug vibrated harder, right against that perfect spot.

“Six,” Amanda teased. “Six seconds left and your balls are drawing up so tight. You are going to ruin it for us, are not you?”

Five. I was gasping, hips jerking uselessly.

“Five,” Leah said. “Five more seconds of this deep buzz. Your yucky cock is right on the edge, maid. Do not you dare cum yet.”

Four. The pressure built unbearably.

“Four,” Amanda purred. “Four seconds and you are still just our foot kissing toy. Look at you throbbing so desperately.”

Three. My cock strained violently against the cage.

“Three,” Leah whispered. “Three seconds left. You are so fucking close, slutty bitch. Feel that plug owning your boypussy.”

Two. I was right there, trembling, every muscle tight.

“Two,” Amanda said softly. “Two more seconds and you still can not cum without permission. Keep licking our feet like the good maid you are.”

One.

The buzz hit its peak, pounding inside me.

“One,” Leah finished with a wicked little giggle. “CUM! Cum for us baby, be a good girl and make your cummies!.”

I was right there, so close, the plug vibrating hard and deep, my cock pulsing uselessly in its cage, but I just did not get there.

The orgasm hovered cruelly out of reach, leaving me whimpering and desperate on the floor.

“Poor baby. Looks like you couldn’t cum! Aand I hate to break it to you, but we don’t have your key. Sorry!” Amanda said with fake sympathy, lifting one bare foot and pressing her warm sole firmly against my caged cock and balls.

The barest touch of her soft skin through the bars was too much.

“Oh no!” I gasped as that single press sent me over the edge.

My ruined orgasm hit hard, the cage forcing everything out in weak, humiliating spurts. Thick ropes of cum shot all over Amanda’s toes and splashed back onto my own balls, warm and sticky and completely unsatisfying.

Leah’s eyes narrowed behind her swan mask. She was furious. Her foot drew back and kicked my balls sharply, the sudden sting making me yelp.

“You pathetic little bitch. You came without permission. Now lick both our feet free of your yucky cum. Every single drop. Right now,” She commanded.

I obeyed instantly, face burning with embarrassment but still so turned on I could barely think.

I leaned forward and started licking Amanda’s toes clean, tasting my own warm cum mixed with the faint salt of her skin.

Then I moved to Leah’s feet, sucking and licking every sticky drop off her purple pedicured toes while they watched me, giggling and shaking their heads.

My tongue worked over every inch, humiliated and eager, the taste of my own ruined load filling my mouth as I cleaned them both completely.


Chapter 9: Humiliation

Amanda and Leah watched me finish licking the last sticky drops of my own cum from their feet, their giggles soft and satisfied.

“Good girl,” Amanda purred, her voice warm with praise. “You cleaned up every bit of that yucky mess like the obedient little maid you are.”

Leah stroked my hair once more, her purple pedicured toes still glistening from my tongue. “Mmm, such a perfect slutty bitch for us. You really earned your reward tonight.”

They helped me to my feet, their hands gentle but firm on my arms, then started peeling the frilly maid outfit off me piece by piece.

The short skirt slid down my thighs, the sheer black stockings rolled slowly off my legs, the lacy apron and heart sticker still stuck to my cage.

In seconds I stood completely naked again, nothing but the chastity cage locked tight around my spent, sensitive cock and the thick plug still buzzing deep in my ass.

My skin felt cool and exposed, every inch tingling from their earlier touches and my own humiliation.

“Come here, pretty girl,” Amanda said, guiding me closer to the tall window that overlooked the back of the mansion. “Trust me when I tell you that you’re going to want to see this.”

The glass was cool against my palms as I pressed close, the night air outside dark and inviting. Below us stretched a sprawling hedge maze lit by soft lanterns, its winding green walls alive with movement.

Dozens of women moved through the paths in every state of undress and pleasure.

A tall woman in shiny red latex swung a black whip with crisp snaps against the bare ass of a moaning blonde bent over a stone bench. Nearby, two athletic girls in matching strapon harnesses took turns fucking a curvy brunette on her hands and knees, the thick silicone shafts sliding in and out with wet, rhythmic sounds.

Further down a path, a group of women laughed as a muscular male stud thrust deep into one of them from behind while she licked another’s pussy.

Everywhere I looked, bodies writhed, latex creaked, skin slapped, and moans carried faintly up to us on the breeze. The whole maze pulsed with raw, open sex.

Amanda pointed toward the center of the maze, her full heavy breasts brushing my shoulder as she leaned in. “See that veiled lady right in the middle? The one in the knockout white corset?”

I followed her finger and my breath caught. There she stood under a lantern, a tall masked woman in an elegant white corset that cinched her waist dramatically and pushed her breasts high and full. The corset was pure white lace and boning, gleaming against her skin, and below it her ass curved out gloriously, round and plush and perfect, the kind of ass you wanted to eat waffles off and then beg to have on your face. A delicate veil covered the upper half of her face, but her body was on full display, glowing in the soft light.

Leah pressed against my other side, her small pert breasts warm against my arm. “We are pretty sure we saw your little chastity key with her earlier. Go find her in the garden, maid. That veiled lady is the one you need…but there’ll be a few obstacles if you want to find her before midnight.”

They both stepped back, already turning toward each other with hungry smiles.

Amanda pulled Leah close, their naked bodies pressing together, full heavy breasts against small pert ones, dark nipples brushing as they kissed deeply. Leah moaned softly into Amanda’s mouth, her hands sliding down to grip that massive, delectable ass.

“Go away now, pretty girl,” Amanda murmured against Leah’s lips, not even looking at me anymore. “We have better things to do than watch you chase your key.”

Leah broke the kiss just long enough to add with a wicked little laugh, “Run along and find that veiled lady. And remember…have fun.”

I stood there for one last second, cage throbbing, plug still buzzing inside me, watching them sink back onto the couch in a tangle of limbs and soft moans. Their gorgoeus bodies moved together again in that perfect, loving rhythm, completely lost in each other.

My heart hammered as I turned toward the door, still completely naked except for the cage.

The night outside waited, dominated by the maze and the veiled lady and whatever came next in my desperate quest for that tiny key.

Valerie’s adorable face flashed in my mind, her commanding sparkle, and I knew I would do anything to get unlocked and have her bossing me around once again…

I just had to find that goddamn key first!


Act 4: The Centre of The Maze


Prologue: Vulgar and Obscene

The maze was a little obscene.

I don’t mean in the vulgar way.

That part was undeniable and hardly needed mentioning.

Women in translucent minidresses padded barefoot in and out of the entrance, their heavy breasts bouncing and swaying under the sheer fabric as they led their men deeper inside with wandering hands sliding over asses and hungry eyes devouring every inch of exposed oiled-up skin.

No, I mean it was obscene in the grandiosity of it. Massive green hedges at least ten feet tall rose like walls on every side, thick, lush, and perfectly manicured. There was no cheating my way to the center.

The night was warm and balmy, the air thick and sweet with the scent of night-blooming jasmine mixed with the unmistakable musk of sex and anticipation. It wrapped around my bare skin like a kind of magical shroud of lust.

Every breath felt heavier, slower, the humidity pressing in like a cruel woman’s grip on my balls, like it was enjoying my suffering.

Why suffer?

Because I stood completely naked except for the chastity cage locked tight between my legs. The device had me trapped completely.

Every single throb sent sharp, aching frustration shooting through my body.

“You look daunted,” came a smooth, confident voice right beside me.

I turned and found myself almost nose to nose with gorgeous and evil Melissa Brentworth.

The same woman who had my girlfriend Valerie’s soft mouth buried between her thighs just an hour ago, licking her to a loud, shuddering orgasm while I watched helplessly from the corner.

And she had changed her outfit…


Chapter 1: A Proposition

I stood there exposed in front of Melissa. My skin was already damp with a light sheen of sweat from the humid night, every inch of me on full display except for the steel chastity cage locked tight around my cock. The obscene flower shape forced my desperate, throbbing dick to bloom outward in the most humiliating way, the flushed head pressed tight against the cold metal center, leaking steadily.

“So you’ve been locked in chastity all night,” Melissa giggled, biting her plump lower lip as she stared mockingly at my caged cock. “How’s it feel?”

“Believe it or not, Mel,” I sighed, equal parts exasperated and painfully turned on, “pretty damn frustrating.”

I was rock hard inside the unforgiving steel petals, my balls heavy and aching. I tried not to squirm under her hungry gaze. “I’m looking for the last two masked women. The girls told me—”

“You’ll find them in the center,” Melissa said, grinning wide in her sexy new outfit.

God, she looked incredible. She posed with one leg lifted high in those glossy black platform heels, her smooth calf and thick thigh completely on full display. Wavy brown hair tumbled down her back, a black bow keeping it half up, while her parted lips and smoky eyes dared me to come closer. Her full heavy tits pushed hard against the shiny black top, the crisscross straps digging into that soft, warm flesh and forcing her cleavage high and tight. The glossy material clung to every curve of her body, tight around her slim waist before stretching over her wide hips to frame that thick juicy ass. The tiny thong rode up between her plump ass cheeks, connected by delicate garter straps with little bows that pressed into her warm thighs. She looked so soft and fuckable wrapped in that tight shiny black.

“But almost nobody can make it there without help,” she added, her voice dripping with tease.

“Can you help me?” I asked, my voice thick with desperation to finally get out of this cage.

“Well…” Melissa stepped even closer, the heat of her body radiating against my bare skin. “You know you could use your safeword at any moment and get out…”

I blushed hard, hating how much I was enjoying the humiliation.

She could clearly see it.

“And the other way?” I asked, relenting even as I blushed harder.

She smiled wickedly and whispered, “You make me cum with your mouth like a good horny slut.”

Melissa closed the last bit of distance, wrapping her arms around me. Her nails sank into my bare ass so hard I groaned, the sharp sting mixing with a helpless moan that slipped out of me. Her full heavy tits pressed firmly against my chest through the glossy material.

“What do you say, locked boy?” she whispered, hot and heavy into my ear.

The balmy night air felt even hotter now, her nails still digging possessively into my ass as she waited for my answer.


Chapter 2: What are Friends For

“You’re my girlfriend's best friend though,” I said, voice rough, my naked body already flushed at the idea of it, my stupid cock hardening more and more behind the bars.

“Exactly,” Melissa purred, “so you should impress me.”

She slid her hand into my hair, fingers tightening, and pushed me down to my knees on the soft grass. The humid night made everything stick to my skin—sweat already beading across my chest and thighs while my caged cock strained hard inside the steel flower petals, the flushed head leaking steadily against the cold metal center.

I was eye-level with her now. The glossy black outfit hugged her curves like it was painted on. Her full heavy tits pushed tight against the shiny top, crisscross straps digging deep into that soft warm flesh and forcing her cleavage high and plump. The tiny thong rode high between her thick juicy ass cheeks, the garter straps with their little bows pressing into her smooth thighs. I could smell the sweet, warm scent of her pussy right through the sheer black material—wet and ready to be tasted.

I could almost see her swollen lips outlined beneath it.

I leaned forward without thinking, desperate for a taste.

“Ah ah ah,” she said, yanking my hair back hard. “Beg like a good boy.”

My scalp stung, but my locked cock twitched harder.

“Please,” I breathed, suddenly desperate to taste her. “can I lick your pussy?”

She smirked down at me, smoky eyes gleaming. “Beg better.”

“Pretty please,” I groaned, cheeks burning, “can I lick your perfect pussy?”

She grinned wide. “Good boy.”

Her fingers stayed tangled in my hair as she pulled my face forward and ground her pussy right against my mouth.

The sheer thong was soaked.

I licked and sucked through the thin fabric, tasting her, feeling her clit swell under my tongue while her thick juicy ass flexed with every roll of her hips.

She fucked my face like I was nothing but her toy, grinding harder, faster, her full heavy tits bouncing above me with every thrust.

“Fuck, yes,” she moaned, nails scraping my scalp. “I’m gonna cum all over your face.”

She squeezed my hair tighter, hips bucking wildly.

Her thighs clamped around my head as she came hard, shuddering, her pussy flooding hot and wet against my mouth while she groaned loudly.

When she finally eased off, breathing heavy, she looked down at me with that wicked satisfied smile. My face was slick with her, my caged cock aching worse than ever.

“Now,” she said, voice husky, “I suppose I ought to give you the key to the maze. Follow me, locked boy.”

She turned, that thick juicy ass swaying in the glossy black thong as she started walking deeper into the garden path, heels clicking softly on the stone.

I stayed on my knees for a second, heart pounding, then pushed up and followed—naked, dripping, and more desperate than I’d ever been.


Chapter 3: Into the breach once more

I followed Melissa deeper into the maze, my bare feet pressing into the cool grass.

The hedges towered ten feet high on either side, thick walls of deep green foliage so dense I couldn’t see through them even if I tried. Leaves brushed my shoulders as we walked. Every step made the humiliating chastity cage between my legs shift and tug. The cold petals forced my cock to stay small, the flushed head pressed tight against the metal center, already leaking embarrassing precum steadily down the underside. My balls hung heavy and full beneath it, aching with every movement.

The path curved gently at first, the garden lights spaced far apart so pockets of shadow swallowed us and then spat us back out under soft yellow glows.

I could hear distant laughter and soft moans drifting over the hedges, other people somewhere inside, other games playing out, but the sound felt miles away. The air smelled thick with jasmine and earth and sex.

I had never had a night like this in my life.

I just wondered what, amidst this madness and lust, my girlfriend Valerie was getting up to…

The thought terrified me as much as it made me drip.

“Wasn’t this super expensive?” I asked, voice a little hoarse as I stared up at the towering foliage.

Melissa glanced back over her shoulder without slowing down. Her wavy brown hair swayed with the motion, the black bow still holding half of it up like a neat little present….a present for someone else.

“Incredibly so,” she said, the glossy black material of her top catching the light. The crisscross straps dug deeper into the soft flesh of her full heavy tits as she moved, lifting them higher and tighter together. “But it came with the house.” She laughed low, the sound rich and teasing. “It’s the kind of place rich people hunt the poor for sport.”

I frowned. “Like… seriously or—”

“I didn’t ask,” she interrupted smoothly, “and I don’t want to know.”

Her wide hips rolled with each step in those glossy black platform heels. The tiny thong disappeared completely between her thick juicy ass cheeks, the thin straps pulling tight while the little bows on the garters pressed small indents into the warm skin of her thighs.

I was enjoying that view immensely.

“What’s your job again?” I asked hesitantly.

Once again I got that beautiful and wicked Melissa smile as she whispered. “Honey, if I told you that…well, I’m sure we’d both be disappeared.”

“Seriously,” I scoffed.

She shrugged. “Honestly I don’t know, but I’d rather not find out.”

We walked on.

The path narrowed, forcing us closer together. Her bare arm brushed mine, warm and smooth. I felt the heat radiating off her body.

After a few more turns the path opened into a small circular clearing.

Melissa smiled. “We’re here!”

A low stone bench sat in the center, smooth and cool-looking under the single overhead lantern. Three distinct toys waited on it, lined up neatly beside a clear bottle of lube that caught the light.

One was shaped like a thick cock, complete with a ring at the base meant to wrap snug around balls.

The second was a massive butt plug, heavy and flared.

The third was glittery and ridiculous and so long I blanched at the sight of it.

Melissa stopped and turned to face me. She ran her fingers slowly along the edge of the bench, nails tapping the stone.

“One of those will buzz every time you make a correct turn,” she said, giggling softly. Her smoky eyes dropped to my pathetic caged cock and stayed there. “But you gotta figure out which one first. See you later…maybe.”

But she seemed to consider it and she didn’t leave right away.

Instead she stepped closer. I could smell the peppermint on her breath and the musk of her perfume. In that moment I wanted to lick every inch of her skin.

Her full heavy tits brushed my chest through the glossy black top, the straps creaking as they dug deeper into that soft warm flesh. She looked down between us, studying the obscene flower shaped chastity cage locked around my desperate abandoned cock.

“Poor locked boy,” she murmured, voice dripping with mock sympathy. “ Bet it aches.”

Her fingers trailed down my stomach, stopping just above the cage.

Then to my immense surprise, Melissa sank slowly to her knees on the grass in front of me, the garter bows stretching against her thighs as she settled. “Let me give you something to remember me by before I go.”

I stood there completely exposed, heart hammering, while she leaned in.

Her parted lips hovered over the steel petals. S

he blew a warm breath across the leaking head first, making it twitch helplessly against the metal.

Then she dragged her tongue slowly around one of the petals, tracing the edge like she was tasting the shape of my frustration.

The contrast between her soft wet tongue and the cold steel made my breath catch.

“Mmm, look at you leaking like a fucking faucet already,” she said, glancing up with a wicked little smile. “Does it feel good when I lick your pretty cage?”

She opened her mouth wider and took the entire exposed head between her lips, sucking gently while her tongue swirled around the sensitive tip.

“Oh fuck, that feels good,” I moaned.

The suction pulled at me but the steel kept everything locked exactly where it was—no stroke, no thrust, nothing but teasing pressure.

My hips jerked forward on instinct and she pulled back just enough to deny me. “Please don’t stop!”

“Uh-uh,” she scolded lightly, lips still brushing the cage. “No fucking my mouth tonight. You’re just going to stand there and feel it.”

She sucked again, harder this time, cheeks hollowing while her hand cupped my heavy balls and rolled them gently in her soft delicate hands. It felt so amazing I could help it.

“Oh god,” I groaned.

The ring on the first toy caught my eye and I wondered if that was the one, but the thought dissolved when she hummed around the head and the vibration shot straight through the steel into me.

I groaned low, hands clenching at my sides. Sweat slid down my back. The balmy air felt thicker now, every breath heavier as she worked me over with nothing but her mouth and fingers. She pulled off with a wet pop and licked a long stripe up the side of the cage, collecting the steady leak that had dripped down the petals.

“God, you’re making such a little mess,” she teased, voice playful and cruel. “All that frustration just dripping out because you can’t do anything about it. Imagine if you weren’t locked—how fast you’d be filling my slutty little mouth with your cum, sliding down my throat right now.”

She took me back in, sucking with slow, deliberate pulls that made the steel petals shift and tug.

My cock strained harder inside the cage, the head throbbing against her tongue, but the cage held firm.

The ache built deeper, spreading into my balls, into my stomach, until my thighs started to tremble.

She kept going for what felt like forever, alternating between long slow licks along the bars and tight sucking on the head.

Every time I tried to push forward she dug her nails into my ass and held me still, laughing softly around me.

“Pathetic little clitty,” she whispered between strokes. “All dressed up and nowhere to go. You’re going to be thinking about my mouth the whole time you’re crawling through this maze, aren’t you?”

My legs felt weak.

The cage was slick with her spit and my own leaking precum.

Every throb sent a fresh wave of frustration through me, sharp and endless.

I was panting now, the warm night air filling my lungs while she kept me right on the edge of nothing.

Finally she sat back on her heels, lips shiny, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She rose slowly, letting her full heavy tits brush up my body on the way. The glossy black top clung tighter now from the humidity and her own movement, the straps pressing fresh lines into her soft skin.

She gave my cage one last playful flick with her finger, making it swing.

“There,” she said brightly. “That should keep you nice and motivated.”

She pointed at the bench again. “Pick the right one, follow the buzzes, and maybe…just maybe, you’ll find the center before midnight. Or maybe you’ll stay lost and desperate all night. Either way, I’m going to have a great night.”

She turned on her heel, that thick juicy ass swaying as the thong stayed buried between her cheeks.

The garter bows stretched and released with each step, heels clicking softly on the stone path. She didn’t look back.

Just disappeared around the next bend, leaving me standing there naked, cage glistening, balls aching, and the three toys waiting silently on the bench.

The maze felt bigger now.

The hedges loomed darker.

I stepped forward on shaky legs and reached for the bottle of lube, the warm balmy air brushing over my wet, frustrated cock like a promise of more teasing to come.


Chapter 4: A Generous Audience

I stood there naked in the small clearing, the stone bench cool under my fingers as I stared at the three toys lined up beside the bottle of lube. The hedges rose high on every side, thick and impenetrable, turning the space into a private little stage whether I wanted it or not. My cage hung heavy between my legs, steel locked tight, the head of my cock pressed firm against the center and already slick with steady leaks that cooled in the night air. Every tiny shift made it tug, a constant reminder of how exposed I was.

“Here goes nothing,” I sighed, secretly thrilled.

If only Valerie could see me now…

I picked up the smallest one first. It was a slim, smooth plug.

My face burned as I squeezed lube onto it, the slick sound loud in the quiet. I bent forward slightly, one hand bracing on the bench, and reached back.

The rounded tip pressed against my hole and I pushed, slow and careful.

It slid in with a stretch that made my breath catch, filling me until it was seated deep. The fullness settled inside me, pressing right against that spot and making my cage twitch and leak even more.

I straightened up, legs shaky, and took a tentative step. Nothing. No buzz. Just the toy shifting inside me with every movement, making my thighs clench.

That was when she appeared.

She stepped out from the path like she’d been waiting just around the bend. Incredibly tall — easily six-two or more — with a powerfully muscular build that made her shoulders broad and her arms defined under smooth golden skin. Chinese features showed beneath the shimmering mermaid mask, high cheekbones and full lips curved in amusement. Her body was barely covered by a tight, scale-patterned top that hugged her full breasts and left her strong midriff bare. A short skirt of the same iridescent material rode high on her thick, powerful thighs. She looked like she could pin me down without trying.

“Can I service you or—” I started, voice cracking with embarrassment.

She laughed, low and rich, and closed the distance in two long strides. “I don’t have the key to your clit, sorry babes,” she said, and smacked my balls hard with her open palm. The sharp sting exploded through me, making my knees buckle and a helpless groan slip out. My cage bounced, fresh leak dripping down the steel.

“But I do wanna watch this,” she continued, eyes sparkling behind the mask. She dropped onto the edge of the bench, legs spread wide so the short skirt rode up and I could see her bare pussy already glistening. “Continue, would you? And moan a lot. I love a show.”

My face went scarlet. I could feel the heat crawling down my neck and chest. Someone was watching — really watching — while I stood here naked with a toy already stuffed in my ass. The hedges suddenly felt like walls with eyes. I reached back anyway, gripping the base of the small plug, and started to pull it out slow like she wanted. The drag made my hole flutter and my cage strain.

“Yes mistress,” I mumbled, humiliated.

“No,” she corrected, one hand already sliding between her legs, fingers circling her clit lazily. “Yes Erika.”

“Yes… Erika,” I moaned, the words dragging out as the toy left me with a wet pop. My hole clenched around nothing, aching from the sudden emptiness.

She grinned, fingers moving faster between her thighs. “Good boy. Now the next one. The big butt plug. Aww, your hole is still too tight — you’re really gonna have to work it. Go on.”

I lubed the massive plug, the flared base thick enough to make my stomach tighten with nerves. Bending over the bench again, I felt her eyes on my ass like a physical touch. I pushed. The stretch burned, slow and relentless, forcing my hole wider and wider until the widest part popped inside and my body clamped down around the neck. It was so full I could barely breathe. My cage leaked in a thin steady stream now, the head throbbing against the steel.

“Test it,” Erika ordered, voice husky as she pumped two fingers into herself, the wet sounds filling the clearing. “Walk for me. Let me see how it looks in that tight little ass while you move.”

I took a step. The plug shifted deep, pressing hard and making my legs tremble. Another step. My hips rolled without meaning to, the fullness forcing me to walk differently, ass clenching around the heavy toy. I could feel every inch of it inside me, rubbing that spot with every movement while my cage swung and my face burned hotter. She was right there, tall and muscular, thighs flexing as she fingered herself openly, watching my every awkward step like it was the best entertainment she’d had all night.

“Pathetic,” she cooed, degrading and sweet all at once. “Look at you. Naked, caged, stuffing toys up your ass in the middle of a maze because you can’t get unlocked any other way. Moan for me again, baby. Let the bitches deep inside the hedges hear how much you need this.”

I moaned, low and broken, as I turned in a small circle. The plug felt enormous, stretching me open and making my balls draw up tight.

No buzz. It wasn’t the right one. The embarrassment crashed over me in waves — being watched, being commanded, my body on full display while she pleasured herself to the sight.

“Out,” she demanded, fingers still buried deep, thumb working her clit in tight circles. “Slow. And tell me exactly what you’re doing.”

I reached back, gripping the base. “I’m… taking the plug out of my ass, Erika,” I said, voice shaking as I eased it free inch by inch. The stretch on the way out made me whimper.

She laughed softly. “Such a good little toy. Now the last one.” She pointed at the realistic cock dildo with the ring at the base. “But first — roll your eyes up like the desperate slut you are and say ‘I love cock’ while you slide it in.”

My cheeks flamed. I picked up the thick realistic cock, lubed it fast, and bent over.

Staring up at the dark sky above the hedges, I rolled my eyes back and forced the words out.

“I love cock,” I moaned, pushing the thick head against my hole and sliding it in.

It stretched me wide, filling me completely as the ring snapped snug around my balls. I straightened up, took two steps toward the next path, and—

“Oooohhh,” I moaned humiliatingly.

A sudden, strong buzz pulsed deep inside me, vibrating hard against that spot and making my whole body jolt. My cage strained violently, fresh slick dripping down my thighs.

Erika cheered, loud and delighted, her fingers flying over her clit. “Yes! That’s the one!” Her muscular thighs shook as she came hard, back arching, a low groan tearing out of her while she rode her own hand through it. Her pussy clenched visibly around her fingers, wet and shining under the garden lights.

She finally slumped back against the bench, breathing hard but smiling. She wiped her fingers on her thigh and stood up, towering over me again.

“Have fun,” she said, voice still husky from her orgasm. “The girl in the center of the maze has been waiting.”

She turned and disappeared down the path she’d come from, leaving me standing there with the buzzing cock buried deep inside me, cage aching, face still burning, and the maze suddenly feeling a whole lot longer.


Chapter 5: A Taste of Heaven

I started down the next twisting path, the thick realistic cock still buried deep inside me from the clearing. The ring around my balls tugged with every step, keeping me stretched and full while the toy buzzed once more against that spot when I made the correct turn. My cage hung heavy between my legs, steel locked tight, the head of my cock pressed firm against the center and leaking steadily down my thighs. The cool night air brushed over my completely naked skin, making every drop feel sharper, every throb more obvious. I was exposed out here, no clothes, no cover, just the constant reminder of how desperate I looked as I followed the buzzes deeper into the maze.

The hedges towered ten feet high on both sides, their thick green walls brushing my shoulders and leaving faint damp trails across my chest. The paths wound in unpredictable loops, soft garden lights casting long shadows that made everything feel closer, more intimate. Distant sounds drifted over the foliage — moans, slaps, laughter — pulling me forward even as my face burned with fresh embarrassment. Anyone could step out and see me like this: naked, caged, stuffed, walking funny because of the toy shifting inside with every step.

I rounded the first bend and froze. In a small alcove lit by low lanterns, two women were tangled together on a wide stone ledge. One had her back against the hedge, legs spread wide, her full tits heaving as the other knelt between her thighs and licked slow, deliberate stripes up her pussy. Their skin glistened under the light, fingers digging into soft hips, nails leaving little red marks. The woman on her back arched, pushing her tits higher, nipples hard and dark. I stood there longer than I meant to, the toy buzzing again as I took the correct turn, sending a jolt through me that made my cage twitch and leak more. My throat felt tight. I forced myself to keep moving, but the image stayed burned in — the wet sounds, the way their bodies pressed and slid together, completely lost in each other while I had to keep walking with my own need locked away.

The path opened wider after that. Four oiled men, bodies gleaming under the lights like they’d been rubbed down with something slick and shiny, had two women bent over a low padded bench. They were spit-roasting them in perfect rhythm. The first woman was a chubby redhead with small perky tits that barely moved as she rocked forward and back. Her perfect jiggly ass rippled every time the man behind her thrust deep, his oiled hips slapping loud against her cheeks. The second man had his thick cock buried in her mouth, her lips stretched wide, drool sliding down her chin.

Beside her, the rail-thin Mexican woman took it just as hard — her long dark hair swinging, small tight ass flexing as another oiled man drove into her from behind while she sucked the fourth.

Their bodies contrasted sharply: the redhead’s soft curves bouncing, the Mexican woman’s lean lines trembling. The men’s muscles flexed and shone with every push, grunts mixing with the women’s muffled moans.

I passed so close I could smell the sweat and sex in the air.

My cage strained harder, the toy buzzing deep as I chose the next correct path, forcing a low groan out of me. I felt ridiculous — naked and leaking while they all got to fuck and be fucked right there in the open.

I hurried on, cheeks hot, only to stumble into another scene a few turns later.

Tammy, the Asian latex maid, moved with that same poised grace through a little courtyard. Her sleek olive skin glowed against the black latex outfit, the material creaking softly as she raised a riding crop and brought it down across a man’s bare ass with a sharp crack.

He was bent over a stone pillar, cock hard and untouched, groaning each time the crop landed. Two more men waited their turn nearby, naked and flushed, watching with wide eyes. Tammy’s small perfect breasts shifted under the butterfly pasties, her dark hair in that tight bun, deep crimson lips curved in polite concentration as she corrected their posture with another stinging smack.

“Hold still, please,” she said calmly, like she was serving drinks instead of spanking grown men raw.

The crack of leather on skin echoed off the hedges.

I stood there watching her work, the toy buzzing again inside me, making my legs tremble.

The sight of it walloped me; her polite, professional demeanor while she turned their asses red, and me, caged and stuffed, unable to do anything but stare and leak.

The next stretch of path curved sharply, and I heard running feet.

Two men in loose white togas sprinted past me, laughing and breathless, their cocks bouncing free under the fabric.

Right behind them came two hot Greek women, completely naked except for golden laurel wreaths in their hair and thick white strap-ons bouncing between their thighs. Their breasts swayed heavily as they chased, straps harnessed tight around their hips, the dildos gleaming.

One of the women called out something teasing in a sultry voice, swatting at the nearest man’s ass with her hand as she gained on him.

The men glanced back, grinning but clearly turned on, letting the women close the distance.

The whole group disappeared around the next hedge in a tangle of limbs and laughter, the strap-ons ready to claim whoever got caught first.

I followed the buzz, my own steps awkward from the fullness inside me, cage throbbing in time with my heartbeat.

I kept going, the maze feeling endless, every correct turn making the toy pulse deeper and my cage ache worse.

My skin was damp with sweat now, the night air cool against it, heightening every sensation. The embarrassment never faded.

I was the only one out here like this; fully naked, locked in chastity, plugged, forced to watch everyone else play while my own body stayed denied.

Yet I couldn’t stop watching.

The scenes pulled me in, made my hips roll a little more with each step, the toy rubbing that spot relentlessly.

Finally the path straightened and opened into a wide circular center.

Tall hedges enclosed it completely, soft lanterns hanging from hidden wires casting a warm glow over everything.

And there she was.

In the middle, on a wide cushioned platform, a blonde woman sat splayed in a gorgeous white outfit.

The blonde knelt there in her gorgeous white outfit, the corset cinched impossibly tight around her waist, pushing her full breasts high and full, the white material smooth and shiny against her skin. A delicate veil covered the upper half of her face, but her lips were parted, breath coming fast. Her gloriously plush ass arched back, perfect and round.

Melissa was on her knees in front of her, still wrapped in that glossy black outfit, the shiny material clinging tight to every curve of her body. The crisscross straps dug deep into the soft flesh of her full heavy tits, forcing her cleavage high and tight. The tiny thong rode up between her thick juicy ass cheeks, connected by delicate garter straps with little bows that pressed small indents into her warm thighs. Her wavy brown hair tumbled down her back, the black bow keeping half of it up, while her smoky eyes stayed locked on the blonde’s pussy. She had her face buried between those spread thighs, tongue working hungrily.

The blonde moaned low, pushing her pussy forward against Melissa’s mouth.

“Right there… fuck, Melissa, don’t stop licking my clit like that,” she gasped, voice rich and shaky.

Melissa pulled back just enough to speak, lips shiny with wetness. “Mmm, you taste so fucking good,” she murmured, voice low and teasing. “All sweet and dripping for me. You want my tongue deeper?”

She dove back in, sliding two fingers deep while her tongue flicked fast over the swollen clit. “Come on, grind that pretty pussy against my face. I want to feel you fuck my face.”

The blonde’s tits strained against the white corset with every breath, nipples hard and visible through the thin material.

Her hips rocked, plush thighs trembling as Melissa ate her out with slow, deliberate strokes, fingers pumping steadily.

“Yes… oh god, just like that,” the blonde panted. “Your fingers feel so good inside me. Don’t stop sucking my clit—fuck, Melissa, you’re gonna make me come.”

I stood at the edge of the clearing, hidden just enough by a tall hedge but close enough to see every detail.

The toy buzzed hard one final time as I stepped fully into the center, sending a fresh wave through me that made my cage leak in a long drip down my leg.

My heart hammered. This was it — the center. And there she was, the blonde in white, getting licked to the edge by Melissa, whose red pouty lips and tongue were working her closer and closer.

The blonde’s moans grew louder, hips rocking harder, pressing firmer against Melissa’s face.

“Yes, just like that—fuck, Melissa, I’m so close,” she cried. “Lick harder, please, I’m right there!”

Melissa hummed against her pussy, fingers curling inside. “That’s it, come for me, you gorgeous slut. Flood my mouth. I want to taste every drop when you lose it.”

The blonde shuddered hard, thighs clamping around Melissa’s head, a long cry spilling out as she came right there on Melissa’s tongue. Her whole body tensed, tits heaving, ass clenching while the orgasm rolled through her in visible waves.

Melissa finally pulled back, lips shiny and wet, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She glanced over her shoulder, hazel eyes locking right on me where I stood naked and leaking at the entrance to the center.

A slow, wicked smile spread across her face.

“Oh Valerie,” Melissa called. “Your boyfriend came, right on time.”


Chapter 6: The Grande Finale

Melissa’s wicked little smile lingered as she wiped her shiny lips with the back of her hand.

The blonde on the cushioned platform was still catching her breath, corset rising and falling, plush ass still arched back from where Melissa had been buried between her thighs. Then the blonde reached up, fingers hooking the delicate veil, and lifted it away.

My stomach flipped.

Soft blonde curls tumbled free around that familiar luminous fair skin.

Valerie.

My gorgeous, sweet, adorable, girlfriend.

Her full soft breasts pushed high in the white corset, hourglass curves on full display, long legs folded beneath her as she turned toward me with the brightest, most affectionate grin.

“Baby, there you are!” she cried, bouncing up from the platform in one fluid motion. Her heels clicked across the stone as she closed the distance, full tits bouncing softly with each step. “You made it to the center! I had so much fun watching you on the cameras; you were such a good bitch for all those women, being a silly silly, an anal slut aaaand a little cuck, fuck me that was all so hot, I love you so much babe. Now you deserve a reward. Would you like that?”

“Desperately,” I whispered and kissed her.

She beamed. “Oh we can do better than that.”

Bursting with exuberance, Valerie wrapped her arms around my naked body and kissed me deep, tongue sliding warm and familiar against mine. Her soft curls brushed my cheek, her hourglass figure pressing close so I felt every inch of her warmth through the corset. The steel cage between my legs throbbed harder, the thick realistic cock still buzzing deep inside me, keeping me stretched and full.

My face burned.

I was completely exposed, leaking down my thighs, while my own girlfriend kissed me like we were alone instead of standing in the middle of a maze while her best friend smirked at my locked cock.

Valerie pulled back just enough to look at me, eyes sparkling with playful dominance.

“Look at you,” she murmured sweetly, one hand cupping my cheek. “All naked and desperate, cage dripping, ass stuffed because you followed every rule. My sweet locked chastity slut.”

She glanced sideways. “Melissa, you ready?”

Melissa stepped forward in her glossy black outfit, the shiny material still clinging to her full heavy tits, crisscross straps digging into that soft flesh, tiny thong riding high between her thick juicy ass cheeks.

She held up two strap-ons—one huge and white, the other even larger and black.

“Oh, I’m more than ready,” she said, voice light and teasing as she buckled the black one around her hips.

The thick shaft bobbed heavily.

Valerie did the same with the white one, the massive dildo jutting out from her hourglass frame.

“You wanna get fucked by your girlfriend and her best friend?” Valerie smiled.

It was so strange to think that before tonight I never thought of myself as submissive.

Well.

That had fucking changed.

I nodded frantically. “Yes please. I’d fucking love that.”

Giggling and glorious, they guided me to the center of the platform.

My heart hammered with embarrassment.

Two women—my girlfriend and her best friend—were about to spitroast me right here in the open maze, and I was already so full from the buzzing toy that every movement made my cage tug and leak.

Valerie kissed me again, soft and loving. “Get on your hands and knees, baby. Let us take care of you.” Her voice was all honey and gentle command.

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered.

I dropped down, knees pressing into the cushion, ass up. The toy inside me shifted, sending a fresh wave of fullness through me. Melissa knelt in front, black strap-on level with my mouth. Valerie moved behind me, hands stroking my back soothingly.

“Open up that whore mouth for me, locked boy,” Melissa said with a light laugh, tapping the thick black head against my lips. “Show me how grateful you are that I sent Erika your way. She told me you said you love cock now. Fucking prove it, slut.”

I parted my lips and she slid in, slow and steady, stretching my mouth wide. The silicone was smooth and heavy on my tongue.

Valerie reached back first and wrapped her fingers around the base of the buzzing cock still buried inside me.

“Time to take this out, sweetie,” she cooed.

She yanked it free in one firm, steady pull.

The sudden emptiness hit me hard—my hole fluttered around nothing, aching from the loss of fullness, while the toy’s buzz cut off mid-vibration.

I groaned around Melissa’s shaft, the contrast sharp and immediate.

Then Valerie pressed the thick white dildo against my now-empty hole.

“Relax for me, baby,” she whispered lovingly. “I’m going to fill you up nice and slow.”

She eased the strap-on in, stretching me open inch by inch until it was buried to the hilt. The pressure was intense, every ridge sliding deep and rubbing that spot until my eyes rolled back.

It felt incredible—full and warm and relentless—while my cage strained harder, the head of my cock leaking in thick drops onto the cushion.

They found their rhythm fast.

Melissa rocked her hips, fucking my mouth in steady strokes, the black strap-on sliding over my tongue.

“That’s it,” she teased lightly. “Suck a little harder, good bitch. Look at you taking two cocks like you were made for it.”

Valerie thrust from behind, her long legs flexing, hands gentle on my hips as she drove the white dildo deep.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” she praised sweetly. “My perfect chastity bitch, letting us use your slutty little boypussy. Feel how deep I am? That’s all for you.”

It was so fucking hot.

My girlfriend’s affectionate voice telling me how good I was while her best friend degraded me, both of them spitroasting me right in the center of the maze where anyone could wander in and see.

The embarrassment twisted tight in my stomach, but the sensations were overwhelming, the thick black cock sliding over my tongue, the huge white one stretching my ass with every thrust, the cage locked tight and useless between my legs.

Every rock of their bodies sent sparks through me, pleasure building sharp and deep.

After a few minutes Melissa pulled out of my mouth with a wet pop.

“You’re a grade-A cocksucker,” she said, ruffling my hair and smacking my cheek hard.

Then she unbuckled her strap-on, letting it drop, then bent over the edge of the platform on all fours.

Her thick juicy ass arched up, glossy thong pulled aside, hole glistening.

“I’ve always thought you were hot, you know,” she said over her shoulder, voice playful. “Now be a good boy and fuck my ass while your girlfriend fucks yours.”

Valerie reached down and finally unlocked the cage.

The steel fell away and my cock sprang free, rock-hard and aching.

“Fuck,” I groaned, delighted and overcome with the freedom.

The rush of my cock finally getting hard made me groan even more—it felt so good, almost too good, the cool night air on my bare skin after hours of denial.

Valerie stroked my trembling shaft once, gentle and loving. “There we go, baby. Now your perfect dick is nice and free for your reward.”

She pressed the white dildo back into my ass as I lined up behind Melissa.

“You wanna fuck my asshole?” Melissa said, suddenly hungry.

“Fuck yeah,” I growled.

“Then what are you waiting for,” Melissa scoffed. “Bitch.”

I pushed forward, sliding into Melissa’s tight asshole. The feeling was unreal—hot and slick and gripping around me while Valerie kept fucking me from behind.

Every thrust from Valerie pushed me deeper into Melissa, a chain of pleasure that made my head spin.

Melissa moaned softly. “Mmm, not bad, locked boy. Fill me up with your cum.”

Valerie’s voice stayed sweet behind me. “That’s my good boy. Fuck her nice and deep while I take care of you. You’ve earned this.”

The sensations layered on top of each other: Melissa’s ass clenching around my cock, Valerie’s thick strap-on stretching me full with every roll of her hips, their bodies warm and close, the soft cushion under my knees, end of the hottest night of my life.

My face stayed flushed with embarrassment—I was literally sandwiched between them, naked and moaning, while they used me so casually.

Yet it felt incredible, pressure building fast in my balls after all the teasing.

Valerie leaned over my back, her full soft breasts pressing against me through the corset.

“You’re getting close, aren’t you, sweetie?” she whispered lovingly. “Melissa and I are going to count you down. Be a good boy and hold it until we say.”

Melissa glanced back, smirking lightly. “Ten… nine… keep fucking me just like that, bitch.”

Valerie picked up the rhythm. “Eight… seven… you look so hot fucking my bestie, baby. I love watching you like this.”

“Six… five…” Melissa continued, voice teasing. “Look at you, all desperate and dripping. Don’t you dare come early.”

“Four… three…” Valerie’s voice stayed sweet and steady, her thrusts never slowing. “You’re doing perfect. Almost there, my sweet boy.”

“Two…” Melissa pushed back against me harder.

“One…” Valerie kissed the back of my neck. “Come for us, baby. Come right now.”

The countdown hit and I spilled over, cock pulsing hard inside Melissa’s ass as I came in long, shuddering spurts.

The pleasure crashed through me, every muscle tightening while Valerie kept fucking me through it, drawing it out.

Melissa moaned softly, ass clenching around me as I filled her.

When I finally stopped shaking, Valerie eased the strap-on out and guided me gently by the hair.

“Now clean up your mess, sweetie,” she said affectionately. “Lick every drop out of Melissa’s pretty ass. You made it, so you finish the job.”

I leaned in, tongue sliding over Melissa’s hole, tasting my own cum as it leaked out.

Valerie’s fingers stayed tangled in my hair, guiding me slow and firm.

“That’s my good boy,” she murmured. “Such a sweet, obedient thing. I’m so proud of you.”

Melissa glanced back with a light laugh. “Yeah, clean it all up like a proper little bitch. You look good down there.”

I licked and sucked until Melissa was spotless, face burning the whole time, while Valerie kept stroking my hair and whispering how well I’d done fucking her best friend in front of her.

It was a strange night.

A strange and beautiful night.

But all things, I suppose, must end.


Chapter 7: A Dream Come True

Valerie’s POV

Melissa pulled back from between my legs, lips shiny and wet, and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She gave me that wicked little smile I knew so well. My thighs were still trembling from the orgasm she’d just pulled out of me. The white corset felt tight around my ribs as I tried to catch my breath, my pussy still pulsing with aftershocks.

I reached up and lifted the delicate veil away from my face.

The second Brendan saw it was me, his whole expression changed. His eyes went wide, then soft, then hungry all at once. My stomach flipped in the best way.

“Baby, there you are!” I said, unable to keep the joy out of my voice. I stood up from the cushioned platform and walked straight to him, heels clicking on the stone. My full breasts bounced with every step, pushed high by the corset. I didn’t care who was watching. I just wanted to get to him.

He looked wrecked in the most beautiful way — naked, flushed, the thick realistic cock still buried in his ass, the pink chastity cage dripping steadily between his legs. And he was still looking at me like I was the only thing that mattered.

I closed the distance and kissed him hard.

God, I loved him.

I had spent years keeping parts of myself locked away because I was scared he wouldn’t want all of me. The dominant side. The filthy side. The part that got wet watching her boyfriend get used and degraded and praised all at once. But standing here in the center of the maze, with Melissa smirking behind me and Brendan kissing me back like he was starving for it, I finally understood something I should have known months ago.

This was exactly what I wanted.

And I was done hiding any piece of it from him.

I pulled back just enough to look at him properly. My hand came up to cup his cheek.

“Look at you,” I murmured, letting my thumb brush over his bottom lip. “All naked and desperate. Cage dripping. Ass stuffed because you followed every single rule I gave you.” I smiled, warm and proud. “My sweet locked chastity slut.”

He shivered under my hand.

I glanced over at Melissa. “You ready?”

She stepped forward, already holding the two strap-ons. The black one for her. The thick white one for me.

“Oh, I’m more than ready,” she said, voice light and teasing as she started buckling the black harness around her hips.

I took the white one and did the same, the heavy silicone cock jutting out from between my legs. It felt good. Heavy. Right.

Brendan was staring at both of us like he couldn’t believe this was happening.

“You wanna get fucked by your girlfriend and her best friend?” I asked, smiling.

He nodded so fast it was almost cute.

“Yes please,” he breathed. “I’d fucking love that.”

We guided him onto the cushioned platform on his hands and knees. His ass was still slightly red from earlier, the base of the buzzing toy visible between his cheeks. I ran my hand down his back, soothing and possessive at the same time.

Melissa knelt in front of him and tapped the thick black strap-on against his lips.

“Open up that whore mouth for me, locked boy,” she said with a little laugh. “Show me how grateful you are.”

I watched as he opened his mouth and let her slide in. The sight of my boyfriend taking Melissa’s cock into his throat while I stood behind him made something hot and possessive twist low in my stomach.

I reached between his legs and wrapped my fingers around the base of the toy still inside him.

“Time to take this out, sweetie,” I said softly.

I pulled it free in one steady motion. He groaned around Melissa’s strap-on, his hole fluttering and clenching around nothing. I didn’t give him time to recover. I pressed the thick head of my white strap-on against him and pushed in slowly, steadily, until I was buried to the hilt inside my boyfriend.

He felt so good around me. Tight and warm and trembling.

I started fucking him with long, deep strokes while Melissa fucked his mouth. The wet sounds of both cocks moving in and out of him filled the quiet center of the maze. Every time I thrust forward, he was pushed deeper onto Melissa’s strap-on. Every time she pulled back, he rocked back onto mine.

It was filthy. It was perfect.

And I had never felt more like myself.

I leaned over his back as I fucked him, my breasts pressing against him through the corset.

“You’re doing so well, baby,” I praised, voice soft and loving even as I drove the strap-on deeper. “My perfect chastity bitch. Letting us use your slutty little boypussy like this. Feel how deep I am? That’s all for you.”

He moaned around Melissa’s cock.

After a few minutes, Melissa pulled out of his mouth with a wet pop and ruffled his hair.

“You’re a grade-A cocksucker,” she said, then smacked his cheek hard enough to make him jolt.

She unbuckled the black strap-on and let it drop, then turned and bent over the edge of the platform on all fours, arching her back and presenting her ass. She reached back and pulled the thin strip of her thong aside, exposing her glistening hole.

“I’ve always thought you were hot, you know,” she said over her shoulder, playful and filthy. “Now be a good boy and fuck my ass while your girlfriend fucks yours.”

I reached down between Brendan’s legs and finally unlocked the pink chastity cage. It fell away and his cock sprang free, rock hard and leaking heavily. He groaned like he was in pain and relief at the same time.

I stroked him once, slow and gentle.

“There we go, baby,” I whispered. “Now your perfect dick is nice and free for your reward.”

I pressed the white strap-on back into his ass as he lined himself up behind Melissa. He pushed forward and sank into her with a low, broken sound. I stayed buried inside him and started moving again, fucking him steadily while he fucked my best friend.

Every thrust I gave him pushed him deeper into Melissa. Every time he pulled back, he slid along my strap-on. The chain of it was obscene and perfect.

I leaned over his back again, my lips close to his ear.

“You’re getting close, aren’t you, sweetie?” I murmured. “Melissa and I are going to count you down. Be a good boy and hold it until we say.”

Melissa glanced back, smirking. “Ten… nine… keep fucking me just like that, bitch.”

“Eight… seven…” I continued, voice warm and steady as I kept thrusting into him. “You look so hot fucking my bestie, baby. I love watching you like this.”

We counted him down together, slow and deliberate, while I fucked him and he fucked Melissa. His whole body was shaking by the time we reached the end.

“Two…” Melissa pushed back against him harder.

“One…” I kissed the back of his neck. “Come for us, baby. Come right now.”

He came with a broken, desperate sound, cock pulsing deep inside Melissa’s ass as he filled her. I kept fucking him through it, drawing it out, feeling every twitch and shudder of his body around my strap-on.

When he finally stopped shaking, I eased out of him and gently guided his head down by his hair.

“Now clean up your mess, sweetie,” I said affectionately. “Lick every drop out of Melissa’s pretty ass. You made it, so you finish the job.”

He leaned in without hesitation and started licking Melissa’s hole, cleaning his own cum from her with long, obedient strokes of his tongue. I kept my fingers in his hair, stroking gently, praising him the whole time.

“That’s my good boy,” I whispered. “Such a sweet, obedient thing. I’m so proud of you.”

Melissa looked back and laughed softly. “Yeah, clean it all up like a proper little bitch. You look good down there.”

I watched him work, my heart so full it almost hurt.

This was it.

This was exactly what I wanted. The filth. The control. The love. All of it, together, with the man I loved watching me be exactly who I was without shame or apology.

I wasn’t going to hide any piece of myself from him ever again.

Not one single part.


Chapter 8: The Start of Something Beautiful

The next morning I lingered on Melissa’s wide back patio, the sunrise painting everything soft gold and rose.

I sat at the little wrought-iron table in comfy clothes and my loose gray sweatpants, my cock finally free and resting heavy against my thigh after last night’s long unlock.

Valerie was still in the shower, steam drifting out an open window somewhere behind us.

Melissa and I nursed our coffees, barefoot, the wooden deck warm under our soles.

I turned my mug in my hands. “Thanks again for throwing such a good party, Mel. Seriously. I don’t think I’ve ever felt that… free, before. Not ever.”

She leaned back in her chair, glossy black robe slipping open just enough to show the inner curve of one full heavy tit, the same soft flesh I’d watched strain against straps only hours ago.

Her wavy brown hair was loose now, still carrying that faint bow-shaped crease from the night before.

She smirked over the rim of her cup. “You know, Brendan, I wasn’t sure about you at first. I knew you were nice and kind—Valerie wouldn’t date a jerk—but I missed doing these kink parties with her. I’m glad she’s back. And I’m glad you’re… sturdy enough to keep up.”

I smiled, the warmth in my chest spreading like the sunrise. “We’re both in for whatever you have next. Hopefully without any keys this time.”

Melissa’s hazel eyes sparkled.

“Oh, we’ll see.” She reached into the pocket of her robe and tossed a small velvet box across the table.

It landed with a soft thud by my coffee. “You have my blessing, chastity slut.”

I scoffed, cheeks heating even as I laughed, and snatched the box before she could tease any more.

Inside, the engagement ring caught the early light. I closed it fast and slipped it into my sweatpants pocket, the weight of it solid against my thigh.

“I don’t need your blessing,” I said, voice steady.

Melissa winked, slow and wicked. “Atta boy. Show me who’s boss.”

Then, casual as breathing, she tugged the robe open wider, letting both full heavy tits spill free for a heartbeat—nipples dark and soft in the cool morning air—before she stood, robe fluttering shut again.

“Something to think of during the next wank session,” Melissa smiled before rolling her eyes. “Though I imagine after last night, you’ve no shortage of material.”

Then with a final wink, she sauntered off toward the house, thick juicy ass swaying under the silk, heels of her bare feet lifting with every step.

The door clicked behind her.

And I let out a shaky, very excited, breath.


Chapter 9: Avery Returns!

Valerie POV

I stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel around myself for only a moment before letting it drop. My skin was still warm and slightly pink from the hot water. I pulled on one of Brendan’s old gray t-shirts that barely reached the tops of my thighs and a pair of sheer black tights. My hair was damp and loose around my shoulders. I could still feel the faint ache between my legs and the tenderness in my ass from the night before. Every time I moved, I was reminded of how thoroughly I’d been used.

I padded barefoot down the hallway toward the bedroom, the wooden floors cool under my feet. Morning light spilled through the tall windows, soft and golden. From outside I could hear the low murmur of voices on the patio — Brendan and Melissa already up and having coffee.

I pushed open the bedroom door and stopped.

Avery was sitting on the edge of the bed.

She was wearing a long black coat that had fallen open, revealing she had almost nothing on underneath — just a tiny pair of black lace panties. Her long black hair was loose over one shoulder, and without the bunny mask her sharp, beautiful face looked even more striking in the morning light. She looked completely at ease, like she belonged there.

She turned her head when I entered and gave me a slow, knowing smile.

I closed the door behind me.

“Thank you,” I said quietly. “For what you did with Brendan last night. For taking care of him. For pushing him the way you did. He needed that.”

Avery’s emerald eyes moved slowly down my body, taking in the oversized t-shirt and sheer tights.

“So,” she said, her voice low and smooth, “you’re here to fulfill your part of the bargain.”

My stomach flipped. Heat bloomed instantly between my legs.

I had made the deal with her the night before. When I asked her to take Brendan and break him in, I told her she could have me afterward. However she wanted. I hadn’t forgotten.

I swallowed, my cheeks warming, but I didn’t hesitate.

“Sure thing.”

Avery stood up from the bed and walked toward me. She stopped right in front of me, close enough that I could smell her cherry-vanilla perfume.

“On your hands and knees,” she said calmly. “On the bed.”

I climbed onto the bed without a word and got onto all fours, facing away from her. The t-shirt rode up over my hips, exposing the curve of my ass through the sheer black tights. I arched my back slightly, offering myself to her.

Avery let out a soft, pleased sound.

“Oh, you’re even better than I hoped,” she murmured.

She stepped up behind me. One of her hands came down hard on my right ass cheek — a sharp, stinging spank that made me gasp. She didn’t rub it. She just let the sting settle.

“Look at this pretty little ass,” she said, voice warm and teasing. “Still marked up from last night and already presenting it to me again this morning. You really are a filthy little thing underneath all that sweetness, aren’t you?”

Another hard spank landed on my left cheek. I moaned into the mattress.

Avery slid her hand between my thighs from behind and pressed her fingers against the thin fabric of my tights, right over my pussy. She rubbed slow circles, feeling how wet I already was.

“God, you’re soaked already,” she said, almost fond. “Did you get wet the second you saw me sitting on your bed?”

“Yes,” I admitted, pushing back against her hand.

She spanked me again, harder, then hooked her fingers into the crotch of my tights and pulled them aside. Two fingers pushed straight into my pussy and started fucking me with slow, steady strokes.

“You’re such a good little slut for letting me have him first,” she praised, even as she degraded me. “Such a generous girlfriend. Letting other women break your boy in while you get to watch. I bet you loved every second of it.”

“I did,” I breathed, rocking back onto her fingers. “I loved it so much.”

Avery fucked me like that for a minute, curling her fingers inside me while she spanked me every few strokes. My arms were starting to shake. Then she pulled her fingers out and climbed onto the bed.

“Turn around,” she said. “On your back. Head between my thighs.”

I rolled over quickly. Avery swung one long leg over my face and lowered herself onto my mouth, pulling her tiny black panties to the side. She was already wet. I moaned into her pussy the second my tongue touched her and started licking her in long, firm strokes, sucking on her clit the way I knew she liked.

Avery sighed above me and reached down between my legs. Her fingers found my clit through the sheer tights and started rubbing in tight, perfect circles.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “Eat my pussy like a good girl while I play with this needy little clit. You’re so fucking wet for me.”

I licked her harder, pushing my tongue inside her before going back to her clit. Every time I sucked on her, she pressed down harder against my face and rubbed my clit faster. My thighs were already trembling.

Her breathing grew heavier. I could feel the muscles in her thighs tensing around my head.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” she breathed. “Keep going. Don’t stop.”

I didn’t. I licked and sucked and moaned into her while she played with my clit, two fingers now sliding through my soaked folds and teasing my entrance through the tights without pushing in. The denial made everything feel more intense.

Avery started grinding against my face, her breath coming faster.

“I’m close,” she said, voice tight. “Come with me. Come on my fingers while you make me cum on your tongue.”

She finally pushed two fingers inside me and fucked me with them while her thumb worked my clit in fast, firm circles. The sudden fullness pushed me over the edge.

I came hard, moaning loudly into her pussy as my thighs shook and my back arched off the bed. The orgasm rolled through me in hot, pulsing waves.

Avery came right after, grinding down hard on my mouth as she flooded my tongue. Her thighs clamped around my head and she let out a long, broken moan, her pussy pulsing against my lips while she rode out her orgasm on my face.

We stayed like that for a few long seconds, both of us breathing hard in the quiet morning.

Eventually Avery lifted off me and sat back on the bed. She looked down at me with a soft, satisfied smile and gently brushed my damp blonde hair out of my face.

“You’re even better when you’re not pretending to be tame,” she said quietly.

I smiled up at her, still catching my breath, my lips shiny with her.

“I know,” I said.

And I meant it.

Epilogue: A Perfect Ending

A few minutes later Valerie appeared, blushing, damp curls loose, wearing one of my old t-shirts that barely reached the tops of her thighs along with a pair of sheer tights.

We said a hasty, warm goodbye—Melissa pulling us both into a quick three-way hug that pressed Valerie’s soft breasts against my chest and made Melissa’s robe slip again just enough for one last teasing flash of skin.

We made plans for brunch next Saturday, nothing more, nothing less, and then we were in the car heading home.

The drive was easy, windows down, Valerie’s hand resting on my thigh while we replayed the night in low, laughing voices.

“I still can’t believe you let Erika watch you stuff toys up your ass,” she teased, squeezing gently.

My cock stirred under her fingers, thickening against the soft fabric of my sweatpants, no steel to stop it.

I pulled over at the overlook just as the sun climbed higher.

The sky stretched bright and endless, city sparkling far below.

Valerie turned to me, luminous fair skin glowing, full soft breasts shifting under my t-shirt.

I knew, right then, that we could do anything together.

I took the ring from my pocket, opened the box, and held it out. “Marry me.”

Her eyes went wide and soft all at once.

“Yes,” she whispered, voice cracking with happiness. “Oh my god, Brendan, a million times yes!”

She leaned across the console and kissed me, slow and deep, tongue sliding warm against mine while her hand slid higher up my thigh.

My cock hardened fully under her palm, thick and free, pressing eagerly into her touch.

She pulled back just enough to grin, then grabbed her phone. “I have to call Melissa.”

The speakerphone clicked on. Melissa’s voice came through bright and loud. “What’s up, you two?”

Valerie laughed. “He proposed! I said yes!”

A beat of silence, then Melissa screamed, “OH MY GOD I LOVE THAT BOY!!! Let me organize the bachelorette party? I have so many ideas—”

Valerie rolled her eyes, but her fingers kept stroking me through the sweatpants, slow and affectionate, thumb circling the head until I was leaking a small wet spot against the fabric. I stayed hard the whole drive home, pulse steady and warm in my lap.

A bachelorette party organized by Melissa?

Well… anything could happen.

The End….

Teaser: The Femdom Dating Deal by Lexie Locke (available today!)

Chapter 1: The Breakup Blues

If you looked up friend-zone on wikipedia, you’d probably find a picture of me at the top of the page.

Not that I’m bitter, because while my best friend just so happens to be the hottest girl in the world, she’s also really my best friend.

And today was not her day.

“Why am I so unlovable?” she said, tears streaming.

I sighed.

Sienna was curled against my side, long legs tucked beneath her like she was trying to disappear into the cushions. Her blonde hair which was usually a sleek, golden curtain now hung in damp, tangled strands across her flushed cheeks.

She was still in the oversized charcoal sweater she’d worn to her meeting with her cheating ex earlier that afternoon, the sleeves bunched at her wrists, one hand clutching the hem like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart completely.

She was crying with the kind of exhausted sobs that come after the loud, wrenching ones have burned themselves out. Each hitch of her breath made her small, perky breasts rise and fall beneath the soft wool. But it was her lower half that always stole the air from my lungs when I let myself notice, those impossibly long legs, the grabbable flare of her breedable hips, and that huge, juicy ass that turned heads on every subway platform and sidewalk in Manhattan. She hated when people reduced her to it, and God, I understood why now more than ever.

So, with a godly level of effort, I powered through.

I slid my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer.

Sienna fell into me, it was like we were two puzzle pieces slotting into place.

“You’re not unlovable,” I said softly, pressing my lips to the crown of her head. Her hair smelled like her coconut shampoo. “You’re the least unlovable person I’ve ever met, Sienna.”

She let out a watery laugh that broke halfway into another sob. “Five times, Alex. Five. He didn’t even have the decency to ghost me. He sent a fucking voice note. A voice note. While he was balls-deep in someone else.”

My stomach twisted. I’d never liked that prick Jared, too much adjusting of his man-bun, too many “I’m an empath” T-shirts, but hearing the details still made me want to put my fist through something.

Preferably his face.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, rubbing slow circles between her shoulder blades. “He’s garbage. They all were.”

She lifted her head just enough to look at me.

Her eyes, storm-gray and usually so sharp with wit, were red-rimmed and glassy. “I keep thinking maybe it’s me. I mean we’re both in our twenties and this has happened every time to me and, like, never to you. I must be the problem! Maybe I’m too much. That I talk too much or complain to much or that I’m too ambitious. Too… everything.” Her voice cracked. “Maybe I’m just not the kind of girl men stay faithful to. Maybe I’m the kind of person who will get cheated on in every relationship for the rest of her life…”

I cupped her face with both hands, thumbs brushing away the fresh tears that slipped free.

“Hey. Look at me,” I whispered.

She did, reluctantly.

“You are brilliant. You’re funny as hell. You design clothes that make people feel powerful just by wearing them. You remember every single ridiculous story I tell you about my shitty auditions, and you’re always there for me when I bomb so hard they don’t call me back. You tipped the bodega cat with half your lunch last week because he looked ‘emotionally constipated.’ You are—” I swallowed, searching for the right word and landing on the only one that ever felt big enough, “—you’re everything, Sienna. Anyone who cheats on you isn’t seeing you. They’re just too small to handle someone who actually gives a damn.”

Her lips trembled. For a second I thought she might start crying harder, but instead she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to mine.

Our breaths mingled in the small space between us.

“I don’t know how to feel like I’m enough anymore,” she whispered. “My confidence is just… gone. Shattered. I can’t even look at myself in the mirror without hearing all the things they said…or didn’t say.”

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes again. An idea had been simmering in the back of my mind for the last hour, ridiculous and reckless and maybe exactly what we both needed.

“What if we fixed that?” I asked quietly.

She blinked. “What?”

“What if, and stop me if this is as insane as I think it is,” I began before continuing quickly. “What if for the rest of February—you dated me.”

A startled laugh burst out of her. “Alex—”

“No, seriously, I want you to hear me out.” I kept my hands on her soft teary cheeks, grounding her. “Not real-real. Not some big dramatic thing. Just… a fake relationship. Thirty days. You get to be in charge, completely. You call every shot. You decide when we go out, what we do, how far it goes. And at the end of the month, you break up with me. Clean break. No hard feelings. You walk away knowing you were the one who ended it. You were the one in control. You get your power back.”

She stared at me like I’d suggested we rob a bank.

Then slowly, very slowly, the corner of her mouth lifted.

“You’d really do that?” she asked. “Let me… boss you around for a whole month?”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool even though my heart was hammering against my ribs. “You’re my best friend. I trust you. And honestly? I think you’d be really good at it.”

She studied me for a long moment. The tears had stopped.

Something else was flickering behind her eyes now; curiosity, maybe?

A spark of the old Sienna fire.

“You’re cute,” she said finally, voice still thick but steadier. “And you’re the best friend a girl could ever ask for. You know that, right?”

I tousled my hair and gave a shaky laugh. “I try.”

She bit her lip. Then, in a move so sudden it stole my breath, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t hungry or desperate. It was soft. Careful. Her lips brushed mine once, twice, testing this new boundary. I stayed still, letting her lead, letting her decide how much pressure, how much time. When she finally pulled back her pupils were blown wide and her cheeks were flushed a soft pink.

I was in awe.

“Okay,” she whispered against my mouth. “But if we do this… I’m one hundred percent in charge. You say yes to whatever I want. You follow my rules.” She paused, searching my face, her gray eyes steady and serious. “But you always have a safeword. It’s ‘Tunamelt.’ You say it, everything stops. No questions, no guilt, I’m serious about that. We reset. I might be in charge, but I’m not going to hurt you, Alex. Not ever. You trust me completely, and ideally don’t cheat on me. Deal?”

A shiver ran down my spine.

I’d never seen this exact look on her face before.

Commanding, resolute and completely certain.

A little dangerous in the best way.

“Deal,” I said, voice rougher than I meant it to be.

She smiled then, a slow, wicked, beautiful smile. “Good boy.”

The words landed like a spark on dry grass.

Sienna noticed, and her smile widened.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, tongue tracing the seam of my lips until I opened for her. When she pulled away she rested her forehead against mine again, breathing hard.

“I’m going to take such good care of you, Alex,” she murmured. “And you’re going to take such good care of me. No more boys who only care about getting their dicks wet. No more nights where I go to bed aching and ignored. Tomorrow I’m going to make a list of rules for you to follow and everything is going to change. This month… it’s about me. And you’re going to love every second of giving me what I deserve.”

I swallowed hard. “You bet your ass I will.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest. Then she tucked herself back into my side, head on my shoulder, one long leg thrown over mine like she was claiming territory.

I grinned into her hair. “Remember the night we tried to prank the RA by filling his room with balloons while he was at the library?”

She snorted. “And we got the wrong room.”

“And we spent three hours filling the parent’s guest accommodation with balloons!”

“And you popped one so loud the whole floor thought someone got shot.”

We both dissolved into quiet laughter, the kind that shakes your shoulders and makes your stomach hurt. She clung to me tighter, and I wrapped both arms around her, holding on like I could keep all the hurt from finding her again.

“I love you, you know,” I said, the words slipping out easy and true. “Not as my fake February girlfriend. As my person.”

She tilted her head up, eyes shining. “I love you too, dummy. Always have.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, then settled back against me with a contented sigh.

“The kissing is weird though,” she smiled.

“Good weird,” I added.

“Great weird,” she agreed.

Outside, snow had started falling again with fat, lazy flakes drifting past the window. Inside, the apartment felt warmer than it had in weeks.

February was going to be interesting. To say the least.

Eventually the night grew deep, and as I knew I would, I dreamed of her.

The next morning, I woke to the soft clink of dishes and the rich smell of coffee drifting down the hallway.

Sunlight slanted through the blinds in thin gold bars across the rumpled sheets. For a second I forgot where I was, what had changed.

Then memory hit me like warm water: Sienna’s lips on mine last night, her voice low and sure when she called me “good boy,” the way her long leg had draped over me like she was already claiming every inch of me.

My cock stirred at the thought, thickening against the cotton of my boxers. I pressed the heel of my hand against it for a second, breathing slow, then forced myself out of bed.

No point starting the day jerking off if she was going to set rules today.

Rules. The thought of that word alone sent a shiver through me.

I pulled on gray sweats and a faded black T-shirt and padded barefoot into the kitchen. Sienna was already there, leaning against the counter in nothing but an oversized cream-colored button-down that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. The shirt was one of mine, stolen months ago during a lazy movie night. Seeing it on her now felt different. The top three buttons were undone, revealing the delicate hollow at the base of her throat and the gentle swell of her small, perky tits pressing against the fabric. Her nipples were faint shadows beneath the cotton, tight from the cool morning air. Her blonde hair was loose and sleep-tousled, falling in soft waves over one shoulder. And when she turned to pour coffee, the shirt rode up just enough to show the lush lower curve of her huge, juicy ass, the kind of ass that made you half-cum in your pants just from looking at it.

“Morning, sleepy-head,” she said without turning around. Her voice was warm honey. “Sit.”

I obeyed, sliding onto one of the mismatched stools at the narrow breakfast bar. She set a steaming mug in front of me, black the way I liked it, then leaned across the counter so her tits rested softly against the wood and her lips were close enough that I could smell mint toothpaste and the faint sweetness of her lip balm.

“Rule one,” she began, eyes locked on mine. “This month is about my pleasure. Full stop. Your dick and your orgasms? They belong to me now. You don’t touch yourself without permission. You don’t come without permission. You don’t even think about coming without asking me first. Understand?”

My throat clicked when I swallowed. “Yes.”

She smiled, slow and pleased. “Good boy. Rule two: honesty. If something feels too much, you use your safeword. Tunamelt. I stop, we talk, we adjust. I mean it, Alex. This only works if you trust me to take care of you.”

“I do,” I said, and I meant it. My heart was thudding so hard I was sure she could see it through my shirt.

“Rule three: you serve me. Not just sexually. You make my coffee. You rub my feet after long days at the studio. You listen when I need to vent about work or exes or the way some asshole on the subway stared at my ass like it was public property. You remind me I’m desirable. Powerful. Worthy. And in return…” She reached across and traced one fingertip along my jaw, light as a feather. “I’ll make sure you feel how much I want you. How much I appreciate you. Every single day.”

I nodded, words failing me. My cock was already half-hard, pressing insistently against the loose fabric of my sweats.

She noticed. Of course she did. Her gaze dropped, lingered, then flicked back up with a wicked little spark.

“Rule four,” she said softly. “Chastity.”

My breath caught.

She straightened, walked to the small drawer beside the sink—the one where we kept takeout menus and spare keys—and pulled out a small black velvet pouch.

With a little theatrical flourish Sienna tipped it onto the counter, a gleaming steel chastity cage tumbled free.

Sleek, medical-grade stainless, the ring thick and unyielding, the cage itself curved and compact with thin vertical bars spaced just wide enough to let skin peek through but nowhere near enough for real relief. The head would be trapped behind a narrow slit, every throb visible but untouchable. A small brass padlock hung from the hasp, shining like a promise.

“I bought it on impulse a few months ago,” she admitted, cheeks pinking. “After ex number four. I was so angry at how selfish he was, how he’d come in thirty seconds and then fall asleep while I was still shaking. I thought… maybe if I controlled someone’s pleasure, I’d feel powerful again. I never used it. Until now.”

She picked up the cage, turning it in her fingers so the light caught every polished edge. “I want you to wear this for me, Alex. Starting tonight. Think of it like a symbol. Your body, your cock, your orgasms… they’re mine to decide. Finally a man’ll learn what it feels like to ache for someone else’s release instead of your own.”

My mouth was dry. My pulse hammered in my ears. Part of me wanted to bolt. The bigger part—the part that had been in love with her since sophomore year—was already nodding.

“Okay,” I managed. “I’ll wear it.”

Her smile was radiant. “Nice. Well… maybe this evening you’ll let me put it on you. Does that sound fun?”

Holy shit. She’s going to see my dick. Really see it. Not in passing, not in the blurry way friends sometimes glimpse each other changing.

She’s going to touch it.

Hold it.

And…lock it away.

My cock jumped visibly under the sweats, a dark spot of precum already blooming at the tip.

“Yeah,” I said, voice cracking. “Super fun.”

She laughed, bright and delighted, then leaned over the counter and kissed me. Soft at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding against mine like she was tasting my surrender. When she pulled back her lips were glossy and her pupils were huge.

“Finish your coffee,” she murmured. “We’ve got all day to build anticipation.”

The hours crawled. I had a callback for a small Off-Broadway part, but my brain was useless.

When I got back later Sienna was waiting on the couch in a silk camisole the color of champagne and tiny black sleep shorts that hugged the full, round cheeks of her ass like they’d been painted on. Her long legs were stretched out, bare feet flexed, toes curling lazily against the cushion. The high arches were flawless, the soles pale pink and impossibly soft-looking. Her small tits pushed against the thin silk, nipples dark and peaked.

“Come here,” she said.

I crossed the room on unsteady legs. She patted the space beside her. When I sat she swung one leg over my lap, straddling me without quite touching where I needed her most. Her ass settled warm and heavy on my thighs, the heat of her cunt radiating through the thin layers between us.

“Tell me about your day,” she said, fingers playing with the hem of my shirt.

I babbled something about the audition. She listened, nodding, then slid her hands under my shirt and pushed it up. Her palms were warm on my stomach, nails grazing lightly.

“Take these off,” she whispered.

I lifted my hips. She tugged my sweats and boxers down in one slow motion. My cock sprang free, already painfully hard, flushed dark and glistening at the tip. A thick bead of precum rolled down the shaft.

Sienna’s breath hitched. She stared for a long moment, then grinned, wide and delighted.

“Oh, Alex,” she purred. “What a pretty cock you have. Not too big, not too small. Just right.”

She wrapped her fingers around me. Her soft grip was loose at first, exploratory. That grip was perfect, warm, confident. She stroked once, slow, collecting the slick precum on her thumb and spreading it over the head until I was shining.

“Look at how much you leak for me,” she murmured. “You’re actually so cute. So sexy. You’re already dripping and I’ve barely touched you.”

She began to work me in earnest. Long, twisting strokes. Her other hand cupped my balls, rolling them gently, tugging just enough to make me gasp. My hips jerked up into her fist. Pleasure coiled tight and fast.

“Sienna,” I panted. “I’m… fuck, I’m close.”

She slowed immediately, grip loosening to feather-light teasing. Her thumb circled the slit, smearing more precum, keeping me right on the razor’s edge.

“Not yet,” she said softly. “You don’t come until I say. And tonight… you don’t come at all.”

She reached for the cage on the coffee table. The steel was cool against my overheated skin as she fitted the ring around the base of my cock and balls, snug but not painful. Embarassed my cock softened which made the next part easier.

“Awh, he’s shy,” Sienna grinned.

She slid the cage over my shaft, the thin bars pressing lightly against the sensitive skin, letting me feel every frustrated throb without giving any real friction. The head pushed uselessly against the narrow opening, precum welling up but unable to escape fully.

She clicked the padlock shut.

The sound echoed in my skull.

She leaned down and kissed the locked cage once, soft as a promise, then kissed my mouth, deep and slow.

“Ex number one,” she whispered against my lips. “Was so obsessed with me making him cum every day. No matter what he was always ready, and never repaid the favor. Months I spent with that guy, untouched and never even got close to cumming myself...”

She kissed me again.

“And he absolutely loved my tits. Sucked them raw, but never once went down on me. Never asked what I liked. He’d come on them sometimes, like he was marking territory, then fall asleep. I’d lie there sticky and unsatisfied, staring at the ceiling.”

Her hand wrapped around the cage, giving it a gentle shake. The bars shifted against my trapped cock, a maddening tease.

“You’re going to be different,” she said. “You’re going to learn exactly how good it feels to put me first. And maybe, if you’re very good, I’ll let you feel how wet that makes me.”

She climbed off my lap, leaving me aching and locked and desperate. Then she curled against my side, head on my chest, one long leg thrown over mine again.

“Tomorrow we start the real teasing,” she murmured. “But tonight… just hold me.”

I wrapped my arms around her, breathing in the scent of her hair, feeling the steady beat of her heart against my ribs. My cock throbbed uselessly in its steel prison, every pulse a reminder of who owned it now.

And somehow, even aching, even denied, I’d never felt closer to anyone in my life.
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The Femdom Dating Deal: From Best Friend To Dominatrix

A fake dating deal.
A locked-up best friend.
One month of her completely in charge...

Alex has been in love with his bestie Sienna for years, but she has only ever seen him as her loyal, funny, dependable best friend. Then another selfish ex breaks her heart and her confidence is shattered.

To help Sienna feel powerful again, Alex offers her a deal: for the rest of February, they will pretend to date but she will be completely in charge. She makes the rules. She calls the shots. She gets to be worshipped, adored, and obeyed by a man who would never take her for granted.

But Sienna’s new rules are far stricter than Alex expected...and they involve a small unyielding cage.

No touching without permission. No unlocking without approval. No forgetting who is in charge.

Soon their fake relationship becomes a sensual female-led arrangement full of chastity, teasing, denial, service, foot worship, playful humiliation, and a new intimacy that feels dangerously real. As Sienna discovers the thrill of being desired, obeyed, and completely in control, Alex discovers just how far he will go to make the woman he loves feel like a goddess.

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?

The Femdom Chastity Resolution: Be Her Good Boy From January First

“Hey, pretty boy,” Calliope said softly, nails tracing the sensitive skin of my neck. "Aren't you going to beg for me?"

After being broken up with for being too submissive and meek, Sebastian meets a stunning dominant woman on New Year’s Eve who decides those exact qualities make him perfect. By midnight, he has agreed to obey her for all of January, and is quickly locked in her chastity cage and under her strict rule...
After a painful breakup leaves Sebastian questioning himself, his confidence, and his future, his roommate Penny pushes him to go on one simple date.

Then he meets Calliope.

Confident, beautiful, and impossible to ignore, Calliope sees something in Sebastian that his ex never valued. She likes his softness. She likes his eagerness. Most of all, she likes how naturally he responds when she takes charge.

By midnight on New Year’s Eve, Sebastian has agreed to a very unusual resolution: for the month of January, Calliope gets to make the rules.

What begins as a playful arrangement quickly becomes something deeper, more intense, and harder to walk away from. Calliope guides Sebastian into a female-led dynamic full of control, teasing, obedience, praise, embarrassment, and trust. And when Penny discovers what Sebastian has agreed to, his private arrangement becomes even more complicated.

For Sebastian, January was supposed to be a fresh start.

Instead, it becomes the month he learns how good it can feel to let the right woman take control.

The Dominatrix Dating App: Book 1 The Femdom First Date: A Female-Led Relationship Story About a Submissive Man and His Dominant Blind Date

Would you sign up to an app that promised you your perfect bedroom match?
Well, what if you learned your perfect match was a little...demanding.

After a stale breakup, Brooks signs up for 1NITE! the viral app that guarantees one night of perfect chemistry with your ideal match. No names. No strings. Just raw desire.

Heart pounding, he knocks on the door.

But the stunning blonde who opens it isn’t here to play games. With one commanding look and a wicked smile, she makes it crystal clear: tonight, she’s in total control.

And Brooks is about to discover how much he likes surrendering to her.
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Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke
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