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Hi there! 


This story has a lot of femdom, humiliation, sph, and a big group play scene, oh and friendship, that's the core of the story.


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



Prologue

Penny Hill was drowsing beside me on the train, her soft body completely at ease as she relaxed into me, as if I was not a man on the edge of total collapse, as if she had not spent the last few days turning my entire life into a slow, humiliating experiment in obedience.

Her dark locks fell against my neck in loose, silky strands, tickling my skin every time the train rocked gently on the tracks. Her perfect chest pressed against my ribs, warm through the thin fabric of her top, and her delicate, willowy arms had wrapped themselves around my abdomen sometime after we crossed the German border, holding me with lazy possession even in her sleep.

Usually, this would have been a dream come true.

Usually, having my best friend and secret obsession curled up against me on a train, clinging to me with her cheek tucked against my shoulder and soft little sleepy sounds escaping her lips, would have felt like the sort of impossible fantasy I would replay in my head for months. I would have sat there frozen with happiness, trying not to move, trying not to breathe too hard, trying not to ruin the miracle.

But this was not a usual train ride.

Because just a few days ago, my best friend had locked me in chastity.

She had clicked cold steel around the most sensitive, desperate part of me, taken the key, smiled that wicked little smile of hers, and somehow convinced me that if I followed her rules until the end of our European adventure, I would earn one full day with her at my complete mercy.

One full day where she would lock the door, give me her body, and let me do whatever I wanted.

Any guy would have taken the bet.

Any guy with a pulse and a set of eyes would have nodded like an idiot the second Penny Hill leaned close, smelled like vanilla shampoo and sunscreen, and promised him a day with her if he could just be good long enough to earn it.

The problem was that Penny had not told me how good she was at making me suffer.

Now she was asleep against me, breathing softly, one hand resting low on my stomach, so close to the cage beneath my jeans that every tiny shift of her fingers made my body tighten. Needless to say, I was frustrated, exhausted, embarrassed, and so turned on I could barely think straight.

Penny stirred in her sleep and nuzzled closer.

A soft sound left her lips. “Mmh, that’s nice.”

My whole body went rigid.

Her hand slipped half an inch lower.

I bit the inside of my cheek and stared desperately out the window at the blur of grey sky, industrial rooftops, graffiti-covered walls, and the first hard, beautiful edges of Berlin coming into view. The city looked nothing like Rome. Rome had been golden and ancient and sun-drunk, all stone arches and narrow streets and warm shadows. Berlin looked stranger. A city of concrete, glass, old wounds, late nights, and secrets painted on brick.

It looked like exactly the sort of place Penny would choose.

The intercom crackled overhead.

“Nächster Halt, Berlin Hauptbahnhof.”

Then again, in French.

“Prochain arrêt, Berlin Hauptbahnhof.”

My stomach dropped.

This was it.

I hated to end the moment, because even through the frustration, even through the humiliation, even through the terrifying knowledge that Penny was about to drag me into God knew what kind of place, there was still something painfully sweet about the way she slept against me. She trusted me. She wanted me close. She curled into me like I was safe.

Which was ridiculous, really, because between the two of us, she was the dangerous one.

I gently touched her shoulder.

“Hey, Penny,” I murmured. “We’re in Berlin.”

For one sleepy second, she looked almost innocent.

Then her eyes opened.

Hazel-green, bright, wicked, and already awake in a way the rest of her was not. She looked up at me from beneath her lashes, and the slow, catlike grin that spread across her face made my heart sink and my locked cock try uselessly to swell at the same time.

“Oh,” she whispered, stretching against me with shameless, luxurious pleasure, her chest pressing harder into my side as her arms tightened around my waist. “Finally.”

She sat up, pushing her tousled dark hair back from her face, and glanced out at the station lights sliding past the window. Her cheeks were pink from sleep. Her lips were soft. She looked like the sweetest girl in the world.

Then she reached down and gave the front of my jeans one light, possessive tap, right over the cage.

I flinched.

Penny giggled.

“I’m so excited,” she said, far too brightly. “Let’s get our bags and get ready. I don’t want to be late to check into the kink hostel.”

I stared at her.

She smiled wider, eyes sparkling with pure mischief.

“This is going to be so much fun.”


Chapter 1: The City of Berlin

We hopped into the first taxi we saw outside the station, both of us still warm and stiff from the train, our bags bumping awkwardly against our legs as Penny slid into the back seat beside me with a delighted little sigh.

The woman behind the wheel looked back at us in the rear-view mirror before we had even shut the door.

“Where to, Americans?”

Penny giggled, instantly charmed. “How did you know?”

The woman gave a good-natured laugh as she pulled away from the curb and into the stream of Berlin traffic. “It is always easy to tell. The fanny packs are a dead giveaway.”

I looked down at the little bag strapped around my waist and felt my cheeks heat.

“It’s practical,” I muttered.

Penny patted my thigh. “Doesn’t really blend in though. Don’t worry, I think you’re adorable.”

The driver laughed again, her eyes flicking between us in the mirror. “Practical and adorable. Very American. Now where can I take you?”

Penny leaned forward slightly, all bright-eyed excitement. “Hostel Blue Trumpet, please.”

The woman’s eyebrows lifted.

Then she giggled.

“Oh,” she said, drawing the word out with obvious amusement. “You’re a couple of perverts, yeah?”

My stomach dropped.

“I mean, not exactly,” I started, sitting up too fast, already mortified, but Penny cut across me with a laugh.

“Kinda,” she said, like this was the funniest thing in the world. “Honestly, I know almost nothing about it. Have you stayed there?”

The driver smiled wider as she turned down a broad street lined with cafés, bikes, and buildings covered in splashes of graffiti. “Stayed there? No. But I’ve been to a few parties there. It’s crazy. You’re going to love it.”

Penny’s hand tightened on my knee.

I felt it through my jeans, felt the warmth of her palm, felt how dangerously close her fingers were to the outline of the cage hidden underneath the denim. My cock tried to swell instantly, uselessly, painfully, pressing against the steel uselessly.

“What kind of crazy?” Penny asked, her voice soft with interest.

The driver shrugged, still watching the road, though her eyes kept darting back to us with wicked curiosity. “Different every night. Music. Dancing. People in leather. People in nothing. Very polite people doing very rude things. Berlin stuff. The only way you can believe it is to experience it. Trust me.”

Penny made a happy little sound.

I stared fixedly out the window.

Berlin slid by in shades of grey, brick, glass, and sudden colour. Then the driver’s eyes caught mine in the mirror and her smile sharpened.

“Let me guess,” she said. “You’re the submissive one?”

My mouth went dry.

I could feel Penny turn her head toward me.

I could feel her waiting.

I could have denied it. I probably should have denied it. A few days ago, I would have denied it instantly, with a laugh and a bad joke and a desperate change of subject. But a few days ago, I had not been locked in chastity by my best friend. A few days ago, I had not been shaved smooth, dressed in her panties, made to lick her in the Colosseum, made to worship her feet, made to come only when she counted me down and told me I was allowed.

So instead I bit my lip.

And I fucking nodded.

The driver made a delighted sound.

“Awh, lady,” she said, laughing warmly. “You got such a cute blushing bitch. That’s adorable. You’re going to fit in well.”

My face burned so hard I wanted to disappear through the taxi floor.

Penny, however, looked like she had just been handed a birthday present.

“Isn’t he sweet?” she said, sliding her hand higher on my thigh.

“Penny,” I whispered.

“What?” she asked innocently. “She’s being nice.”

“She called me a blushing bitch.”

Penny giggled and touched my wrist. “She called you cute first.”

I sank back against the seat, mortified, aching, and so violently turned on that the cage felt like it had become part of my pulse. Penny’s fingers squeezed my thigh once, not quite touching me where I needed her, not quite innocent either. She knew exactly what she was doing. She always knew exactly what she was doing.

The driver kept talking as she took us through the city, pointing out a few bars, a club with a queue already forming outside even though it was barely evening, and a late-night kebab place she insisted was better than anything tourists ever found on their own. Penny asked questions and laughed easily, leaning forward between the seats, while I sat there blushing like an idiot every time the driver glanced at me in the mirror.

Finally, she slowed beside a narrow street that looked quieter than the others.

“Okay perverts, we are here,” she said.

I looked out.

Hostel Blue Trumpet was not blue.

That was the first thing I noticed.

It was a completely nondescript red building wedged between a shuttered shop and a tiny bar with fogged windows. There was no neon sign, no obvious nightclub entrance, no dramatic leather-clad bouncer guarding the door. Just old red brick, black-framed windows, and a small brass plaque beside the entrance that read BLUE TRUMPET in neat letters.

Penny paid the driver while I stared at the building.

“Good luck,” the woman said, then glanced at me once more and winked. “Especially to you.”

Penny giggled. “Thank you.”

I climbed out after her, hauling my bag onto the pavement, my legs feeling slightly less steady than I would have liked. The taxi pulled away, leaving us standing together in front of the red building with the ridiculous name.

Penny looked up at the sign, then at me.

“Well,” she said brightly. “This seems promising.”

She took my hand and pulled me toward the door.

My heart started pounding harder with every step. The cage was snug and heavy beneath my jeans, a hidden secret that suddenly felt visible to the entire street. I had the insane feeling that anyone walking past could tell. That the tourists with backpacks, the cyclist waiting at the corner, the man smoking outside the bar, all of them knew exactly what Penny had done to me.

Penny pushed open the door.

A little bell chimed above us.

The lobby was dim, warm, and much prettier than I expected. The walls were painted a deep blue, which at least explained part of the name, and the light came from mismatched lamps with red and gold shades. There were nice rugs on the floor, velvet chairs near the window, shelves crowded with books and board games, and framed posters on the walls advertising parties, workshops, and themed nights in German and English.

It might almost have looked cozy.

Almost.

Then I heard the sound.

Soft at first, then unmistakable.

A low moan.

A wet, rhythmic sound.

A breathy voice coming from somewhere near the desk.

I stopped dead.

Penny bumped lightly into my shoulder. “What?”

I could not answer.

Because on the front desk, half-hidden behind a small brass lamp and a bowl of wrapped sweets, a laptop was open.

And behind the front desk was one of the most beautiful women I had ever seen.

She was Asian, with bright pink hair cut in a sleek bob that framed her face like something from a fashion magazine. Her lips were glossy and parted. Her cheeks were flushed. She wore a black mesh top over a tiny neon bra, and a silver collar rested neatly around her throat. One hand was on the laptop trackpad.

The other hand was out of sight below the desk.

Her eyes were fixed on the screen.

The sounds coming from the laptop left absolutely no doubt about what she was watching.

She moaned softly, her lashes fluttering, like she was about to come right there at reception.


Chapter 2: Check in

The girl behind the desk came with a loud, shameless moan that echoed off the blue walls.

Her head tipped back, pink bob swaying, glossy lips parted in a perfect O as her whole body shuddered. The wet, rhythmic sounds of her fingers working furiously under the desk filled the lobby for several long seconds. Then she sagged forward, breathing hard, cheeks flushed dark rose, eyes glassy with pleasure.

Only then did she notice us standing there like a pair of stunned statues.

“Oh my god,” she gasped, yanking her hand out from under the desk. Her fingers glistened. “I’m so sorry! Do you mind?”

Penny and I answered at the exact same time.

“Not at all.”

We glanced at each other. Penny’s dark eyes were sparkling with wicked delight, her dark hair falling in loose waves around her face. I could feel the heat crawling up my neck. My cock was already straining painfully inside the steel cage, the tiny yellow thong Penny had insisted I wear that morning stretched obscenely tight and already damp with precum. The humiliation of it burned hotter than the cage itself.

The girl — Hildegard, according to the little silver nametag clipped to her black mesh top — beamed at us like we’d just given her the best compliment in the world. She was stunning. Early twenties, East Asian features, sharp cheekbones, full glossy lips, and the most striking bright pink hair cut into a sleek, chin-length bob that framed her face like a frame around a dirty painting. Her black mesh top was completely see-through, revealing a tiny neon-pink bra underneath that barely contained her perky B-cup breasts. Silver barbells winked through the thin fabric of the bra, and a delicate silver collar sat snug around her throat, engraved with a tiny trumpet symbol.

She looked like the kind of girl who belonged in a place like this — confident, filthy, and completely at home.

Hildegard licked her fingers clean with slow, deliberate strokes of her tongue, never breaking eye contact with us.

“Well then,” she purred, voice still a little husky from her orgasm. “Let’s get you checked in, shall we? I’m Hildegard, by the way. Welcome to Hostel Blue Trumpet.”

She spun the laptop around so we could see the screen. On it, a video was still playing — two women in leather harnesses taking turns riding a bound man’s face while a crowd watched. Hildegard casually minimized it.

“So,” she said, fingers flying over the keyboard, “we’ve got three options for you lovebirds. Private room — very nice, very expensive, total privacy. Dorm room — four bunks, shared bathroom, still pretty chill. Or…” Her smile turned positively devilish. “The free-use room. Cheapest option. One giant bed, shared with whoever else is feeling frisky that night. Total free-for-all once you’re inside. No doors. No rules except the house safeword.”

“Jesus Christ,” I muttered under my breath.

Penny’s eyes went wide. “Whoa. You guys are serious serious.”

Hildegard shrugged, completely unbothered. “It’s a sexy place. Why not, eh?” She leaned forward on her elbows, mesh top gaping just enough to give us both an excellent view of her pierced nipples. “What’ll it be, then?”

Penny grabbed my wrist and tugged me a few steps away from the desk. We turned our backs to Hildegard and had the most ridiculous whispered conversation of my life.

“Free-use room?” Penny hissed, grinning like a maniac. “Are you actually considering this?”

“You’re the one who dragged us to a kink hostel,” I whispered back, face burning. My cock throbbed so hard inside the cage I thought I might pass out. “And it’s the cheapest. We’re supposed to be traveling on a budget, remember?”

Penny’s grin widened. She reached down and gave the front of my jeans a quick, possessive squeeze right over the cage — and the humiliating yellow thong beneath it. “You just want strangers to use you, don’t you, shorty?”

I decided to lean into it, fuck it I thought, and said, “It could be kinda fun—”

“I mean…me too,” she said, eyes glittering. “Free-use room it is!”

We turned back to the desk.

“We’ll take the free-use room,” I said, voice cracking slightly.

Hildegard didn’t even blink. “Nice one. Very brave. Very slutty. I like it.” She typed something into the computer. “Now, can you let me know how you identify for the house system? It helps people know what you’re into.”

Penny answered immediately, chest puffed out proudly. “I’m bi.”

Hildegard typed it in. “Got it. And you, sir?”

I opened my mouth, but Penny beat me to it.

“He’s straight,” she said sweetly, “but he’s not opposed to a little anal.”

I made a sound like a dying animal.

Hildegard’s eyebrows shot up, then she laughed — a bright, delighted sound. “Oh fun. Yeah, the prostate is my favorite button to press on a boy. Cool. Here are your collars.”

She reached under the desk and pulled out two slim leather collars. One bright blue, one deep purple.

“Blue means straight/submissive and open to play,” she explained, buckling the blue one around my neck with quick, efficient fingers. Her nails were painted hot pink. “Purple means bi and very open to play.” She fastened the purple collar around Penny’s throat, letting her fingers linger at the hollow of her neck for a second longer than necessary. “These let everyone know you’re available. If the collar’s on, you’re fair game — within reason. If you take it off, you’re off-limits. Simple.”

She stepped back and admired her work.

“House safeword is eggplant. Say it once and everything stops immediately, no questions asked. But if you don’t say it…” Her smile turned sharp. “Anything’s game. Fair enough?”

Penny and I nodded at the same time, both breathing a little too fast.

“Perfect.” Hildegard clapped her hands. “Now, you won’t be needing those.”

She pointed at our luggage.

I blinked. “What?”

“Oh, you won’t be needing those,” she repeated, smile sweet and terrifying. “We’ll store your bags safely while you’re being prepared.”

“Prepared?” I echoed. My voice came out hoarse. My cock was leaking steadily now, the front of the tiny yellow thong soaked through, the steel cage feeling tighter by the second.

Hildegard’s eyes dropped to my crotch for just a second — she knew exactly what was happening — then flicked back up to my face.

“Trust me,” she said, voice low and warm. “You’re going to love this.”

Penny squeezed my hand hard enough to hurt, her dark eyes dancing with pure mischief.

I swallowed.

The blue collar felt heavy around my throat.

And somewhere deep in the hostel, I could already hear distant music, laughter, and the unmistakable sound of skin meeting skin.


Chapter 3: Be Prepared

Hildegard didn’t waste any time.

The moment the green-haired girl and the tall man disappeared with our luggage, she reached into a drawer behind the desk and pulled out two small silver padlocks. Without a word she stepped behind me first, threading the blue collar through the lock and snapping it shut with a decisive click. The sound made my stomach flip. Then she did the same to Penny’s purple collar, locking it securely around her throat.

“House rules,” she said cheerfully. “Collars stay on at all times unless you safeword. No exceptions.”

She clipped matching black leather leashes to both of our collars, gave them a little tug to test the tension, and smiled like she’d just won a prize.

“Come along, my little free-use sluts. Let’s get you properly prepared.”

Penny shot me a look that was half excitement, half pure evil, and we followed Hildegard down a long, dimly lit hallway. The walls were painted deep blue like the lobby, and every few steps I could hear faint sounds — moans, laughter, the rhythmic slap of skin — drifting from behind closed doors. My yellow thong was already riding up between my ass cheeks and my cheeks were fire red.

We passed through a wide archway into what looked like a rec room. Two long tables had been pushed together for an intense game of strip ping-pong. A tall, muscular Swedish man with golden hair and a glistening bare torso was playing against a stunning blonde woman whose large, heavy tits bounced wildly every time she lunged for the ball. She was already down to just a tiny black thong; he was wearing nothing but a pair of tight white briefs that were doing a poor job of containing his obvious erection.

They both paused mid-rally when they spotted us.

The woman’s eyes raked over me — the blue collar, the yellow thong stretched obscenely over the cage, the smooth shaved body — and a slow, delighted grin spread across her face.

She wolf-whistled, loud and appreciative.

I felt my entire face ignite with heat. Penny squeezed my hand and giggled under her breath.

“Nice catch, Hildegard,” the Swedish woman called out, still staring at me. “He’s adorable!”

Hildegard just laughed and tugged our leashes. “He’s spoken for tonight, but I’m sure he’ll be available later. Enjoy your game.”

We kept walking. I could feel their eyes on my ass the entire time we crossed the room.

The preparation room was smaller, warmer, and lined with mirrors and hooks. Soft red lighting made everything look flushed and obscene. Hildegard closed the door behind us with a soft click, then turned to face us, unclipping a riding crop from her belt. She gave it a few experimental swishes through the air. The sharp whoosh made both of us flinch.

“Hurry up and strip, you little free-use bitches,” she ordered, voice bright and commanding. “I want to see exactly what I’m working with.”

We both started fumbling with our clothes, but we were too slow for her liking. The crop cracked across Penny’s ass with a loud snap.

“Oh!” Penny cried out, more surprised than hurt, her dark eyes going wide.

Hildegard didn’t even pause. She turned to me and delivered a stinging smack to the back of my thigh that made me yelp and jump.

“Faster,” she said sweetly.

We stripped in a clumsy rush. Shoes, socks, shirts, jeans — everything hit the floor until we stood completely naked except for our locked collars and, in my case, the tiny yellow thong that was now the only thing covering my caged cock and heart-shaped bush.

Hildegard’s eyes dropped immediately. She took a slow circle around us, tapping the crop against her palm.

“Well, well,” she murmured, stopping in front of me. “What do we have here?”

Her fingers hooked into the waistband of the yellow thong and tugged it down just enough to reveal everything. The steel cage gleamed under the red lights. The heart-shaped patch of pubic hair sat right above it like a ridiculous, humiliating little bow. My cock was already half-hard from the constant teasing, pressing uselessly against the bars, a bead of precum glistening at the tip.

Hildegard let out a delighted giggle.

“Aww, that’s such a shame… is it small?”

“Small and adorable,” Penny answered before I could speak, her voice full of fond cruelty. “But he’s really locked to keep him focused. Do you want to see it without the cage?”

Hildegard’s grin widened. “Unlock him.”

Penny didn’t hesitate. She reached into the little pouch she’d kept in her pocket and pulled out the tiny silver key. With practiced fingers she slid it into the lock, turned it, and the cage clicked open. She eased the steel away carefully, and my cock sprang free — flushed, aching, and already leaking steadily down the shaft.

“Much better,” Hildegard purred.

She stepped in close and began her inspection.

Her hands were rough and thorough. She cupped my balls, weighing them in her palm, rolling them between her fingers while I tried not to moan.

“Heavy,” she noted approvingly. “Full. Someone’s been denying this poor boy for days.” She gave them a gentle squeeze that made my knees buckle. “And this pathetic little cock… so desperate already. Look how it’s twitching for me.” She flicked the head with one finger and laughed when it jerked. “Cute. But definitely not enough to satisfy many of the women here on its own.”

Her hands moved around to my ass, squeezing both cheeks hard enough to leave fingerprints.

“Nice and spankable, though. Firm. Round. I bet it jiggles when you get fucked.”

I made a strangled sound. Penny was watching with pure glee, biting her lip.

Hildegard moved to Penny next.

She cupped Penny’s small breasts, thumbs brushing over the silver barbells in her nipples until they tightened into hard peaks.

“You have tiny tits,” she said, almost fondly. “But these nipples are gorgeous. So sensitive.” She pinched one and twisted just enough to make Penny gasp. “Perfect for clamps. Or biting.”

Her hand slid down Penny’s stomach, between her legs, and she cupped her smooth pussy possessively.

“Already wet,” Hildegard observed. “Naughty girl. You’re going to be very popular in the free-use room.” She gave Penny’s neck a firm squeeze. “And this throat… so squeezable. I bet you look beautiful when you’re choking on cock.”

Penny’s eyes fluttered. “Yes, Miss.”

Hildegard stepped back, satisfied.

“Time for you both to shower.”

She herded us into the attached bathroom — a large glass stall with multiple shower heads. We stepped under the warm spray while Hildegard leaned against the wall, crop still in hand, watching us like a hawk.

“Wash each other,” she ordered. “Thoroughly. I want every inch clean and ready.”

Penny and I obeyed. Her soapy hands roamed over my body while mine explored hers. The intimacy of it — washing my best friend’s breasts, her ass, between her legs while she stroked my aching cock with slippery fingers — was almost too much. Every time I got close to the edge she would slow down or pinch the head of my cock, keeping me desperate and leaking.

Hildegard didn’t miss a thing. She commented the entire time.

“Look at that poor denied cock. Still trying so hard to get hard after days in the cage. And that little heart above it… adorable. I might have to take a picture later.”

When we were both clean and trembling, she handed us towels.

“Dry off. Quickly.”

We obeyed.

Once we were dry, Hildegard clipped our leashes back on and gave them a sharp tug.

“Time to meet your roommates.”

She opened the door and led us back into the hallway, our naked bodies still flushed from the shower, collars locked tight around our throats, leashes in her fist.

My heart was pounding so hard I could barely hear the music pulsing from deeper in the hostel.

Somewhere ahead of us, I could already hear voices and laughter coming from what I assumed was the free-use room.

Penny squeezed my hand once, hard.

I squeezed back.

Neither of us said a word.

We just followed our leash.


Chapter 4: Meet Your Roommates

Hildegard clipped our leashes back on with a satisfied little snap and gave them both a firm tug.

“Up we go, pets. Time to meet the family.”

We followed her up a wide, carpeted staircase, still completely naked except for our locked collars. My cock — now free from the cage for the first time in days — hung heavy and half-hard between my legs, swinging with every step. The heart-shaped patch of pubic hair felt ridiculous and exposed. Every time I moved I could feel cool air on my freshly shaved balls and the sensitive head of my cock. I was painfully aware of how vulnerable I looked. How small. How obviously owned.

We passed a wide landing where two tall, dark-skinned African men were kneeling side by side on the floor, completely naked, thick cocks in their fists as they stroked themselves in slow, synchronized rhythm. In front of them stood a gorgeous Australian backpacker — sun-kissed skin, messy blonde hair in a messy bun, completely naked except for a silver collar and a pair of white ankle socks. She had one leg propped up on a low bench, vibrator pressed against her clit, hips rolling lazily as she watched the two men edge themselves for her.

She glanced up as we passed, gave me a slow, appreciative once-over, and winked.

My face burned. My cock twitched hard enough to bob visibly. Penny squeezed my hand but didn’t say anything — she was breathing faster too.

We climbed one more flight.

At the top of the stairs, Hildegard stopped in front of a heavy wooden door with a small brass plaque that read FREE USE – ROOM 3. She pushed it open and led us inside.

The room was warm, dimly lit by string lights and the golden glow of the setting sun pouring through a massive opaque window that took up most of one wall. Outside, Berlin was turning pink and orange, the skyline soft and hazy. Inside, the centerpiece was a ridiculously oversized super-king bed — easily ten feet long — covered in plush black sheets and scattered with pillows. It looked like it could sleep eight people comfortably.

And right now, three people were already on it.

“Meet your roommates,” Hildegard giggled, unclipping our leashes but leaving the collars locked. “And do it quick — rush hour is any minute now.”

She gave us both a playful swat on the ass and slipped out, closing the door behind her.

For a second, none of us moved.

Then the goth girl on the left side of the bed sat up and smiled.

She was stunning. Early twenties, pale skin, long black hair with purple streaks, heavy eyeliner, and the kind of full, heavy breasts that made my mouth go dry. Large, soft, perfectly shaped with silver rings through both nipples. A delicate silver chain connected the two rings and dipped down between her cleavage. Lower, her smooth pussy was completely bare except for a small, shiny silver piercing through her clit hood — a little barbell that caught the light every time she shifted. She was completely naked except for her black collar.

She crawled across the massive bed toward me on all fours, large breasts swaying heavily, and wrapped her arms around my waist in a warm, surprisingly affectionate hug. Her soft tits pressed against my chest. I could feel the warmth of her skin, the cool metal of her nipple rings, and the faint scent of vanilla and sex on her.

“I’m Minx,” she said, voice low and husky. “Welcome to the chaos.”

I stood there frozen, arms hovering awkwardly, painfully aware of my half-hard cock brushing against her stomach and the ridiculous heart-shaped bush right above it.

“Hi,” I managed. “I’m… uh…”

“Shorty,” Penny supplied helpfully from behind me, her voice full of amusement. “And I’m Penny. His best friend. And current owner.”

Minx pulled back just enough to look down at my cock and the heart-shaped patch. Her lips curved into a wicked little smile.

“Adorable,” she murmured, giving my hip a gentle squeeze. “I love the heart. Very on-brand for this place.”

Next to her, a short Latina woman with warm bronze skin, a high glossy black ponytail, and the most incredible body I’d ever seen in person was watching us with open curiosity. She had wide, powerful hips and an ass so big and round it looked almost unreal — thick, juicy, and perfectly heart-shaped, the kind of ass that made you want to bury your face in it for hours. She was completely naked, collar gleaming against her throat, and when she shifted to sit cross-legged I caught a glimpse of her smooth, puffy pussy lips.

“I’m Lira,” she said, voice soft with a slight accent. “Don’t be shy. We’ve all been where you are.” She gave her massive ass a little slap that made it jiggle hypnotically. “You’ll fit right in.”

On the far side of the bed, a tall, athletic guy with curly blonde hair and a lean, muscular build nodded at us. He had a handsome, boy-next-door face and a thick, half-hard cock resting against his thigh. His blue collar matched mine.

“Brent,” he said simply. “First night for you two?”

Penny stepped forward, completely at ease in her nakedness, purple collar proud around her throat. She introduced us properly, explaining we were best friends doing the whole “she owns me for the trip” thing, and that this was our first time in a place like this. The three of them listened with varying degrees of amusement and interest.

Minx kept stealing glances at my cock. Lira’s eyes kept drifting to Penny’s small, perky breasts and silver nipple piercings. Brent just looked relaxed, like this was the most normal thing in the world.

Penny tilted her head, dark hair falling over one shoulder.

“So… what did they mean about rush hour?”

Before anyone could answer, the door behind us clicked open.


Chapter 5: Doors Open

The door swung open.

In walked the tall Swedish couple from the rec room downstairs. The man was still shirtless, his broad chest glistening with sweat, while the woman — now completely naked — had the kind of body that made people stop and stare. Long legs, a narrow waist, and a pair of heavy, full breasts that swayed with every step. Like so many of the women in the hostel her nipples were pierced with thick silver bars, and her smooth pussy was already visibly wet, lips puffy and glistening.

“Time for a bit of fun, yeah?” she said with a bright, filthy grin, eyes scanning the room like she was choosing dessert.

Her gaze landed on me first.

She crossed the room in three strides, grabbed my cock without hesitation, and gave it a rough squeeze. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft — or tried to. My face burned as she frowned, tilting her head.

“Woah… that’s way too small,” she laughed, not even trying to hide her disappointment. She gave my cock a little shake, watching it flop pathetically in her grip. “Cute little thing, but fuck, that’s not gonna do much for anyone tonight.”

I felt my stomach drop and my face go scarlet. My cock twitched helplessly in her hand anyway, leaking a fresh bead of precum down her fingers. The heart-shaped patch of pubic hair above it only made the humiliation worse.

She let go with a dismissive little flick and turned to Brent, who was already sitting up on the massive bed, his thick, athletic cock standing proudly at full attention.

“Brent, get over here,” she ordered.

Brent moved without hesitation. The Swedish woman climbed onto the bed, straddled him, and spat directly onto his cock — a thick, messy glob that dripped down his shaft. She reached between her legs, rubbed the spit over her soaked cunt, then sank down onto him in one smooth, filthy motion.

“Fuuuuck yes,” she moaned, head tipping back as she took every inch. Her heavy tits bounced as she started riding him hard, hips rolling and slamming down with wet, obscene sounds. “God, that’s a proper cock. Not like that clit over there.”

She glanced at me while she rode Brent, smirking as she ground her clit against his pelvis.

Her boyfriend — tall, blond, and already rock-hard — pointed straight at Lira.

“You,” he growled. “Bend the fuck over. I’m fucking that fat ass.”

“Yes sir!” Lira said as her eyes lit up. The short Latina beauty scrambled onto all fours, presenting that massive, perfect ass like an offering. Her wide hips and thick cheeks jiggled as she arched her back, ponytail swinging.

“Please,” she begged, voice breathy and desperate. “Fuck my ass. Stretch me open. I need it so bad—”

He didn’t wait. He spat on her tight little hole, lined up his thick cock, and pushed in with one steady thrust. Lira cried out, a mix of pain and pleasure, her huge ass rippling as he buried himself to the hilt.

“Fuck— yes— harder—” she moaned.

He gripped her ponytail and started pounding her ass with brutal, wet slaps, all while staring straight at his girlfriend riding Brent. Their eyes locked across the bed — intense, filthy, and full of filthy communication. Every time he slammed into Lira’s ass, his girlfriend moaned louder on Brent’s cock, like they were fucking each other through their partners.

The room filled with the sounds of sex — skin slapping, wet squelching, moans, and filthy praise.

“Take that cock, you greedy little anal slut,” the Swedish man grunted, eyes still on his girlfriend.

“Ride him harder, baby,” she gasped back, tits bouncing wildly. “Show me how you fuck that fat ass.”

I stood there completely exposed, cock throbbing and leaking uselessly, heart-shaped bush on full display, feeling smaller and more inadequate than I ever had in my life. My balls ached. My face was on fire. And yet my cock kept twitching, desperate and ignored.

Penny turned to look at me.

Our eyes met.

Hers were dark, sparkling with wicked amusement and something hotter — hunger. She stepped closer, her small perky breasts brushing my arm, silver nipple piercings glinting. One of her hands slid down and wrapped around my neglected cock, stroking it slowly while we watched the Swedish couple use our new roommates like toys.

“Poor baby,” she whispered, voice low and filthy just for me. “Look how hard you are watching them get properly fucked. That lovely cock of yours is so desperate, isn’t it?”

I whimpered. Her fingers felt incredible — warm, tight, teasing the head with every stroke.

Just as Penny gave my cock a particularly cruel twist, the door opened again.

Standing in the doorway were the two tall African guys from the hallway — both still rock-hard, thick cocks glistening — and the Australian backpacker, vibrator still in her hand, eyes bright with lust as she took in the scene on the bed.

They stepped inside.

And the door clicked shut behind them.


Chapter 6: Get to Work

The two tall Black guys moved like they owned the room.

They grabbed Penny at the same time — one wrapping a huge hand around her face, the other yanking her arms behind her back. She gasped, dark hair flying, but didn’t fight it, indeed it was obvious how into all this she was.

She beamed as they shoved her down onto the massive bed on her back, pinning her wrists above her head.

“Beg for our cocks, slut,” the bigger one growled, his thick, heavy dick already slapping against her stomach. It was massive — easily nine inches and thick as her wrist. The other one was just as big, dark and veiny, the head glistening.

Penny’s eyes were wild with lust. She didn’t hesitate.

“Please,” she moaned, voice already hoarse. “Please give me those huge Black cocks. I need them so bad. Stretch my tight little pussy and throat. Use me like a filthy whore. I’m just a desperate white girl who needs to be ruined—”

The first guy laughed darkly and shoved his cock straight into her mouth. Penny gagged, eyes watering, but took it like she was born for it. The second one lined up and slammed into her soaked cunt in one brutal thrust.

“Fuuuuck!” Penny screamed around the cock in her mouth as they started spit-roasting her in perfect rhythm — one pounding her pussy while the other fucked her throat. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room. Her small tits bounced wildly, silver piercings flashing. Her eyes rolled back almost immediately, mascara already running.

I stood there frozen, cock throbbing painfully hard, watching my best friend get absolutely destroyed and loving every second of it.

A sharp slap cracked across my face.

I blinked, stunned.

The Australian backpacker was standing in front of me, completely naked, vibrator still buzzing in one hand. She had sun-kissed skin, perky C-cup tits with puffy pink nipples, a toned stomach, and a smooth, dripping pussy. Her messy blonde bun had half-fallen out, making her look even wilder.

“Name’s Mandy,” she said, smirking. “And I’m gonna fuck you now.”

Before I could tell her how much I desperately wanted exactly that she grabbed my shoulders and tossed me onto the bed like I weighed nothing. I landed on my back with a bounce, heart-shaped bush and cock on full display. Mandy climbed over me, straddling my hips in the Amazon position — her powerful thighs on either side of my torso, feet planted flat on the mattress. She reached down, grabbed my aching cock, and sank down onto it in one smooth motion.

“Oh my god—” I gasped.

She felt incredible. Hot, tight, and dripping wet. She started riding me hard and fast, hips rolling in deep, grinding circles that made my eyes cross. Every time she dropped down I could feel her clit grinding against my pubic bone. Her tits bounced right in my face.

“Fuck, you’re so small,” she laughed breathlessly, “but you feel kinda cute inside me. Like a little toy.”

She leaned forward, one hand braced on my chest, and moaned as she fucked me faster.

“Minx,” she called out without looking. “Get over here and rim me while I ride this pathetic little cock.”

The goth girl crawled over immediately, large breasts swinging, silver nipple rings glinting. She spread Mandy’s ass cheeks and buried her tongue in her asshole without hesitation, licking and sucking noisily while Mandy kept bouncing on my cock.

It felt so fucking good I could barely think. The combination of Mandy’s tight cunt squeezing me and the filthy wet sounds of Minx eating her ass was driving me insane. My balls were already tight and aching.

Mandy looked down at me, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“If you cum,” she warned, voice husky, “I’m spanking that cute little ass bright red. Understand?”

I nodded frantically, trying desperately to hold back.

“I’ll be good,” I simpered.

Across the bed, Penny was losing her mind.

The two Black guys were still spit-roasting her mercilessly — one thick cock stretching her throat while the other hammered her pussy. Her eyes were completely rolled back, drool running down her chin, body shaking with every thrust. She looked like she was in heaven.

Then the Swedish boyfriend pulled out of Lira’s ass with a wet sound and stalked over to Penny. Without asking, he grabbed her hips, lined up his long, slick cock, and pushed straight into her asshole.

Penny let out a muffled, broken moan of pure joy around the cock in her mouth.

“Yes— fuck my ass— oh my god yes—” she babbled the second the guy in her mouth pulled out to let her breathe. “Use all my holes— I’m such a fucking whore—”

The Swedish guy started pounding her ass while the two Black guys took turns in her mouth and pussy. She was completely airtight, eyes glassy with ecstasy, moaning like a pornstar.

I was so turned on I could barely breathe. My cock was throbbing inside Mandy, leaking constantly, the humiliation mixing with overwhelming pleasure until I felt dizzy.

Mandy suddenly slammed down hard and came with a loud cry, her pussy pulsing and squeezing around my tiny cock. Her juices gushed out around me, soaking my heart-shaped bush and balls.

The second she finished, she removed herself from me before her hand shot down and wrapped around the base of my cock in a brutal grip.

“Cum like a bitch,” she ordered.

She squeezed so tight it hurt, then slapped my balls hard with her other hand.

I exploded instantly.

My orgasm ripped through me with humiliating force. I came harder than I ever had in my life, spurting thick ropes while she kept slapping my balls through every pulse. It was intense, overwhelming, and completely out of my control.

Mandy laughed breathlessly as I moaned in humiliating pleasure.

When I finally stopped twitching, she reached down, caught as much cum she could in her palm, then turned to Minx — who was still kneeling behind her — and smeared the hot, sticky load all over the goth girl’s tight little asshole.

“Clean it up,” Mandy ordered me, already climbing off the bed. “Every drop.”

She grabbed her vibrator, gave my flushed, humiliated face one last smirk, and walked out of the room without another word.

I was left there — small cock still twitching, cum dripping down my shaft, heart-shaped bush soaked — staring at Minx’s cum-covered asshole.

She looked back at me over her shoulder, biting her lip.

“Well?” she purred. “You heard her.”

I crawled forward on shaky limbs, face burning with shame, and pressed my tongue to her messy hole. The taste of my own cum was filthy and degrading. Minx moaned loudly as I licked her clean, pushing back against my tongue.

Behind me, Penny’s voice suddenly rose in a loud, broken scream of pleasure.

“I’m cumming— fuck— I’m cumming so hard—!”

I could hear the wet sounds of her getting absolutely destroyed, the three men grunting as they used every hole. Her orgasm seemed to go on forever — loud, shameless, and completely uninhibited.

I kept licking Minx’s asshole, tasting myself, my own cock still half-hard and dripping between my legs.

And as I did, one single thought drifted through my mind, clear and strangely content:

So this is what a kink hostel is… not bad at all.


Epilogue: The next morning

I woke up slowly, like I was swimming up from the bottom of a very deep, very filthy pool.

My head was fuzzy, my body ached in the best possible way, and I was completely tangled up with Penny. Her dark hair was a wild mess across my chest, one of her legs thrown over mine, her small perky breasts pressed against my side. The silver nipple piercings were cool against my skin. Somewhere in the mess of limbs I could feel the familiar weight and pressure of steel around my cock.

Locked again.

I smiled sleepily. Of course it was.

Penny looked thoroughly wrecked in the most beautiful way — mascara smudged under her eyes, lips swollen, faint bite marks on her neck and the tops of her small breasts. She was still wearing her purple collar. Minx was curled up on my other side, her large goth tits rising and falling with slow, satisfied breaths, the chain between her nipple rings glinting in the early light. Lira was spooned behind her, that massive, perfect ass pressed against Minx’s back, her high ponytail now a tangled disaster.

In the corner of the giant bed, Brent was already awake and very busy. He had his face buried between the thighs of a pretty French backpacker with short dark hair and delicate features. She was moaning softly, one hand in his curly blonde hair, clearly enjoying her morning wake-up call.

I turned my head toward the massive opaque window.

Soft golden-pink light was spilling across the room. Berlin’s skyline was waking up under a beautiful sunrise. I lay there for a moment, just breathing it in — the warmth of the bodies around me, the faint scent of sex and sweat and vanilla still clinging to the sheets, the quiet sounds of pleasure from the corner.

My chest felt strangely full.

Penny stirred against me. Her eyes fluttered open — hazel-green and still a little glassy from last night. She looked up at me, took one look at my soft, dopey smile, and let out a sleepy little laugh.

“Morning, shorty,” she mumbled, voice hoarse from screaming all night. She reached down and gave my locked cage a gentle, affectionate pat. “Looks like Hildegard put you back where you belong.”

I blushed, but I was still smiling.

“I wonder how Amsterdam could top this,” she said, stretching like a cat, her small breasts pressing more firmly against my ribs.

From behind me, Minx’s sleepy voice drifted over.

“Did you say Amsterdam?”

I turned my head. The goth girl was blinking awake, her heavy tits shifting as she propped herself up on one elbow. Her makeup was even more destroyed than Penny’s, but she looked radiant.

“Me and Lira are going there next,” she said, voice still thick with sleep. “We got a gig in a peep show. Super cute little place near the Red Light District. I’m sure they could use more talent…” Her eyes flicked between me and Penny with a mischievous little smile. “Wanna come with?”

Penny and I looked at each other.

For a second, neither of us said anything.

Then we both started grinning at the exact same time.

We hadn’t seen a single famous sight in Berlin. Not the Brandenburg Gate. Not the Reichstag. Not even the East Side Gallery. We’d spent the entire time getting absolutely destroyed in the kink hostel, and neither of us regretted a single second of it.

And now… Amsterdam?

Penny’s hand found mine under the sheets and squeezed.

I squeezed back.

“Yeah,” I said, voice still rough. “We’re in.”

Minx beamed and flopped back down, already half-asleep again. “Good. You two are fun. The peep show guys are gonna love you.”

Lira mumbled something sleepy and affirmative from behind her, giving Minx’s ass a lazy pat.

Across the room, the French girl let out a soft, breathy moan as Brent made her come.

I looked back at the sunrise, then at Penny’s sleepy, satisfied face. Her dark hair was spread across my chest like a messy halo. The blue collar around my throat felt strangely comforting now.

Whatever came next — Amsterdam, more adventures, more filthy nights, more of this wild, beautiful chaos — I was ready for it.

As long as I had Penny’s hand in mine and that wicked little smile waiting for me every morning.

She reached up and brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes.

“Ready for round two of Europe, shorty?”

I laughed quietly.

“Always.”

To be continued…

Teaser: A Taste of Summer, Dominated by the Girl-Next-Door by Lexie Locke

It was the summer before my last year of college, and already I had wasted the first month of it helplessly mooning over Florence Frost.

Take today, for example. While my friends were backpacking across Europe in pursuit of a litany of questionable choices and fleeting romances, I was mowing the lawn of my parents’ vacation house, its sole occupant ever since my entire family had boarded a cruise after the Fourth of July. The sun beat down relentlessly, blazing across my shoulders and neck, coaxing droplets of sweat to bead along my brow and trickle between my shoulder blades as I methodically made my fifth pass over the already perfectly manicured grass. Why was I subjecting myself to this torturous repetition? Because of her, of course.

Florence Frost was sprawled languidly on the neighboring deck in a too-small pink bikini that clung to every tempting curve of her petite frame. Her top barely contained the soft swell of her small yet impossibly perky breasts, the outline of her nipples pressing provocatively against the sheer pink fabric. The strings of the bikini bottom hugged tight above her perfectly rounded hips, emphasizing the delicate dip at her waist. Though she was barely five foot three, her slender legs stretched endlessly across the lounger, pale and silken, glistening faintly under the sun’s caress, the barest beginnings of summer tan delicately painting her porcelain thighs.

Her dainty feet, with neatly painted pastel toenails, crossed gently at the ankle, her delicate arches flexing softly in rhythm to a song I couldn’t hear through her headphones. Her electric blue eyes, hidden behind a pair of wide, heart-shaped sunglasses, gazed upwards into the brilliant sky, framed by sandy blonde hair cascading loosely around her slender shoulders beneath a casually tilted baseball cap. Her lips curved upward into a lazy smile, accentuating the dimples that made my heart pound.

I had nurtured a quiet, aching crush on Florence Frost for years. I’d even attended her eighteenth birthday party three years back, but had spent most of it awkwardly loitering by the punch bowl, too intimidated by her effortless beauty and casual charm to summon the courage to approach her. Whenever we did happen to speak, her confidence left me tongue-tied, reducing me to nodding stupidly and mumbling short, unintelligent replies.

As I rounded the fuchsia bush for a seventh pass, stealing yet another glance toward her sun-soaked figure, my heart sank. The lounger was empty.

I sighed, though still feeling grateful to the universe for getting to see as much as I had.

Switching off the lawnmower, I removed my headphones and began unhooking the grass bag when I heard a voice. A voice like honeyed sunshine, teasing and inviting all at once.

"Hey neighbor," Florence said sweetly, barefoot and casually strolling towards me across the freshly cut grass, her scandalous pink bikini even more captivating up close.

Florence’s hips swayed slightly with each step, mesmerizing and graceful. It was tremendously difficult to keep my eyes from her chest. The bikini gave little support, and a phenomenal amount of jiggling was going on.

Florence smiled as she stopped. "I heard your parents and mine are off on the same cruise?"

My throat tightened, pulse racing as I struggled to appear composed.

"Uh, yeah," I managed, voice cracking embarrassingly. "That's—that’s right."

"Wanna hang out?" Florence asked, her voice filled with genuine warmth. "I’m super bored. Can you come over now, or are you still busy cutting grass?"

Her gaze drifted meaningfully over a lawn trimmed within an inch of its life. And had been for over an hour.

"Sure," I stammered, feeling my cheeks redden beneath the intensity of her stare. "Let me just wash up and—"

"No need," she interrupted cheerfully, tilting her head with a teasing grin. "We just got a new pool. Come swim with me."

"Oh, great! I’ll grab my trunks," I replied, attempting a casual tone.

"Cool," she said lightly, turning away with a glance over her shoulder. "Find me out back."

"Cool," I echoed, feeling foolish as soon as the word left my lips.

Florence paused mid-step, eyes wide and innocently curious. "Oh, you don’t mind if I sunbathe topless, do you?" Her expression was open, guileless. "I always get the worst tan lines otherwise."

My chest tightened painfully as I fought to keep my composure. "No—not at all," I choked out, trying unsuccessfully to keep my voice steady. "Do what you gotta do."

Do what you gotta do.

Christ, I was an idiot.

"Sweet," she replied, her smile turning playful as she winked at me. "See you in a sec."

Heart racing, I abandoned the lawnmower and rushed into my house, grabbing my trunks in a blur of frantic anticipation. I practically sprinted around the side of her vacation house, arriving in her backyard breathless and sweating for reasons unrelated to mowing the lawn.

And, oh my God, there she was—Florence Frost, lying serenely topless on her stomach, utterly unaware of how devastatingly beautiful she was. Her flawless, bare back curved gracefully, the sides of her breasts visible, pressing softly against the lounger.

The image hit me like a freight train, every nerve ending in my body suddenly aflame.

"Would you put tanning oil on me?" Florence asked casually, glancing up at me through lowered lashes, her voice gentle and sweetly innocent as though I was doing her the biggest favour in the world and not the other way around. "I can’t reach."

I swallowed hard, pulse pounding erratically. "Uh—yeah, sure."

She handed me the bottle, her slender fingers brushing mine lightly, setting my skin ablaze. With shaking hands, I squeezed the oil into my palm, the warm scent of coconut filling the air. Hesitantly, I moved toward her, pulse roaring in my ears.

As I gently spread the oil across her delicate shoulders, her skin was silky smooth beneath my fingers. My hands trembled slightly as I traced along the soft line of her spine, feeling the subtle arch of her back as she shifted under my touch.

"That feels amazing," she murmured contentedly, eyes closed, her voice a soft purr. "You’re really good at this."

My face burned hotter, heart thudding violently against my ribs. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Florence Frost was lying topless beneath my hands, sighing appreciatively at my touch. Her skin was warm and soft and I found my fingers trembling as I got lower to the small of her back.

“Just a little lower,” she said, reaching down with her manicured hand to tug the waistband of her string bikini lower. “You’re a star.”

I gulped, and did as she said, gliding the oil along the beginning of her ass, wishing I could reach out and grab a handful of her perfect butt.

“Thanks neighbor,” she chirped as I settled into the chair beside her.

“Is there somewhere I can change?” I asked, holding up my trunks.

Florence Frost smiled and for the first time I noticed a glimmer of something that wasn’t so innocent.

“Just change here.”

“In front of you?” I asked.

“Whats the matter?” she grinned, beautiful and ruinous. “Scared?”
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Author's note




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. 
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