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Chapter 1: Where I belong? (Spoiler: at her feet)

It was the fifth day since agreeing to be my best friend Hannah’s chastity slave. It had been hard, and she wasn’t making it any easier.

“Tell me, Bestie, which dress do you think makes my tits look better?”

I gulped, the ache in my cage already stirring as Hannah reemerged from the bedroom wearing nothing but a tiny white thong that hugged her pussy, hinting at a world she had not yet let me even glimpse.

Illuminated by the soft evening light, her long, smooth legs shimmered as she padded barefoot on the hardwood floorboards, a giddy smirk on her plump lips.

“Your… tits?” I stammered, my voice barely functioning.

It was hard to be objective. Her small, perky breasts bounced freely with every step, her nipples covered with silver glitter pasties I longed to peel off with my teeth.

“Yeah, my tits, ” Hannah giggled, cupping them in her soft manicured hands and squishing them together. “I know they’re not gigantic like Mistress Naomi’s, but you can see them, right?”

I chuckled weakly.

Christ, she was making me hard.

Or at least as hard as I was allowed to get. The cage around my cock pulsed with tight, helpless urgency. This was not how I thought life post-university would look.

“Show me the red dress again, ” I said.

Hannah grinned wickedly. “You just want me to turn around so you can ogle my ass, don’t you?”

I grinned back, not even trying to hide it. “Can you blame me?”

“I suppose not, ” she said, eyes sparkling. “But in return, you can make me a mocktail. Something with coffee.”

“Yes, Miss Hannah, ” I said without hesitation.

I leapt from the couch and darted into the kitchen, the cage squeezing my aching erection with every movement, keeping it small, obedient, and helpless, just the way she liked it. Just the way I needed to keep it if she was going to fill her end of the bargain and have sex with me at the end of the week.

I was frothing the egg whites when I heard her bare feet padding back in.

“Holy shit, ” I gasped.

She stood there, glowing. A tight red dress clung to her like a second skin, the long slit teasing her toned legs, the neckline plunging low enough to show the perk curves of her proud breasts and made my mouth go dry. Her hair was up in a delicate bun, red eyeshadow casting her in the glow of something ancient and divine. A succubus in the living room.

I handed her the drink, trembling, naked, throbbing, and utterly spellbound.

“There’s a suit for you in the hallway closet, ” Hannah said casually, sipping her drink. “Go put it on?”

I blinked. “Where did you get my measurements?”

Her hand moved like lightning. She grabbed my cage and squeezed, and I gasped, more from the surprise than the pain.

“We’re on day five, ” Hannah said, voice low and dangerous, “and you’re still asking me questions?”

I whimpered.

“You’re my chastity slave for the entire week, aren’t you?” Her grip tightened. “You agreed to do whatever I say. To be used however I choose. Right?”

“Yes, Hannah.”

She gave my balls a firm squeeze. “Try again.”

“Yes, Miss Hannah, ” I gasped. “I want to be your chastity slave. I’m sorry for speaking out of turn.”

She let go. I sagged in relief, but only for a second.

“Over my lap, ” she commanded.

I obeyed instantly, draping myself across her thighs like a pathetic doll. She spanked me twelve times. Not with any playfulness or irony as she might have before, but with twelve hard slaps that made me squeal like a little bitch. My ass was glowing red by the end, my cage soaked with precum and humiliation.

When she was satisfied, she stood and nodded toward the hallway. “Now go get dressed.”

I found the tuxedo on a hanger, perfectly pressed. Underneath it, laid out neatly like a joke just for her amusement, were lace sheer panties, white and delicate. I hesitated for only a second before stepping into them, the satin waistband hugging my hips, the cage poking through the translucent fabric, humiliating me to my core.

When I came back out, Hannah made me pull down my trousers and then laughed so hard she almost spilled her drink.

“Oh my god, ” she said, walking a slow circle around me. “Those panties are obscene. Your little caged clit looks even smaller in them. It’s adorable.”

I flushed crimson.

“Down, ” she said, and I dropped to my knees like the trained bitch I was.

She extended her foot, and I kissed it without hesitation, first the delicate, pedicured pink toes, then the arch, slow and sensually, breathing in her scent and my own humiliation. Her skin smelled like jasmine and power.

The doorbell rang.

Hannah didn’t flinch. “That’ll be Kitten, ” she said.

I stood, opened the door, and there she was.

Kitten. And fuck did she look good.

Naoimi’s houseslave, Kitten was tall and striking, her long black dreads framing a face lit up with eagerness and an urge to serve. She stood with the posture of a professional dancer, and her breasts were full and high. Dressed in a black latex minidress that barely covered her thick ass, her lips were painted a dangerous shade of violet. She looked me up and down and giggled.

“Well, don’t you look precious, ” she purred. “Ready for the gala at Naomi’s country mansion, little chastity-boy?”

Behind me, Hannah slipped on her coat and slung her purse over one shoulder.

“He’s ready, ” she said brightly. “As ready as a locked-up bitch can be.”

And just like that, I was out the door, blushing, caged, pantied, and trembling for what the night would would turn into.


Chapter 2: The Country Mansion

Hannah let out a low, appreciative whistle as the car pulled to a slow stop at the edge of the gravel drive. “Fuck. Naomi is loaded.”

The house in front of us wasn’t just a mansion, it was an estate, a palace, a dream carved into the rolling hills of the countryside outside Vancouver. Pale limestone walls climbed three stories high, flanked by sweeping verandas and curved iron balconies lined with soft white lights. Statues of nude goddesses framed the steps, their breasts bared, hips lush, and mouths parted in silent command. A double staircase curled up to the grand entrance, where two crystal lanterns flickered like stars in glass cages. The front doors were arched, hand-carved mahogany etched with roses and thorns, and the entire façade shimmered in the late dusk like it had been dusted with powdered sugar and money.

“Her folks invented a special kind of laptop screen cleaner, ” I said, still staring like an idiot. “Then she took over the company and reengineered the product as the world’s most effective dildo and sex toy sterilizer.”

Hannah turned toward me slowly. 

“Shit, ” she said, sliding her arm around my waist like she was claiming me. “How the fuck do you know that?”

“The internet, ” I shrugged, a little shy.

She nodded sagely, her voice low and teasing. “Ah yes. The Internet. I’ve heard of it. Probably doesn’t have any porn though, right?”

I snorted. “None at all. Just e-magazines and crochet blogs.”

We chuckled together as we climbed the marble steps, her arm still warm against me, the edge of her dress brushing my leg. That was the strange part about all this, despite the teasing, the rules, the total loss of control I lived under now, we were still best friends. Hannah still made me laugh. I still made her roll her eyes. Except now, she owned my orgasms.

And I couldn’t lie to myself anymore. As humiliating as it was to have her completely own my cock. As embarrassing as it was to have her demean me as a man and as a person. As frustrating as it was to be teased and ruined over and over again. I was becoming addicted to being her little chastity bitch.

It just felt right.

We reached the door, and before I could knock, it swung open.

“Invitations?” came a sultry voice.

It was Dina.

She stood framed in the golden glow of the entryway, wearing a sheer black lace gown that clung to her every curve. It was so transparent it may as well have not existed at all. Her skin, that warm caramel glow I remembered too well, was on full display, her full breasts swayed beneath the thin lace, dark nipples clearly visible, the shimmer of a jeweled thong peeking between her thick, toned thighs. Her black hair was braided into a single glossy braid that fell over one shoulder, and her lips were painted a deep, wicked wine red.

My jaw dropped.

Hannah smiled sweetly. “Right here, ” she said, handing over two slim black cards embossed in silver foil. “And don’t worry, my bitch is wearing those panties you sent me.”

Dina took them with a grin, then turned to me. “But let’s see how his gross little pee pee looks under all that fancy fabric.”

Before I could protest, Hannah reached around and tugged down my trousers in one swift motion, baring my lace panties to the night air. My thighs trembled. The tight, pink cage beneath the fabric was already slick, a bead of precum pressing through the lace, confessing me as a horny little pervert.

Dina bent down, her lips curved in a smirk, and ran one manicured nail over the spot.

The contact sent a shiver all the way up my spine.

“Awww, ” she cooed. “He’s so drippy tonight. And so pathetic.” She laughed softly, then straightened. “I’m on door duty for the evening, so I’ll miss a lot of the fun. But you two, ” she leaned in and kissed Hannah full on the mouth, slow and sensually until I saw her knees wobble “, enjoy yourselves.”

Then Dina winked at me and stepped aside.

Inside, the air was warm and thick with the scent of perfume, and candle wax. The foyer opened into a glittering expanse of rooms strung together by soft lighting and murmurs of laughter. Women swanned through the space like royalty, each more breathtaking than the last. Tall, elegant figures in gowns and corsets, leather and lace, some bare-breasted, some in opera gloves. All were radiant.

I felt like a worm about to be stepped on.

And I wasn’t alone.

Subs knelt at their feet, serving drinks on silver trays or being used as footstools and tables. Some wore latex maid uniforms, others were stark naked except for collars and plugs, and one or two wore finely tailored suits, but even they knelt. I realized, with a strange mix of pride and terror, that I was the only man here.

Statues of dominant women lined the corridor, bronze goddesses with canes in hand, marble queens with subs groveling at their feet, even a stained glass window showing a bound boy being milked in front of a crowd.

“Welcome to paradise, ” Hannah whispered.

Then we saw her.

Naoimi glided toward us in a sheer lavender catsuit, cut so low her enormous tits seemed ready to spill free with every step. The fabric clung to her hips and thighs, the shimmer of her gold nipple piercings catching the chandelier light. Her long legs moved like liquid. Her heels clicked with danger.

She didn’t stop walking. She just reached for Hannah, cupped her cheek, and kissed her slow and deep on the lips, wet and warm and full of teasing promise.

Hannah blinked, breathless when they parted.

“You look gorgeous, ” Hannah managed, her voice thick. “Me and my caged bitch were just talking about how great your tits are. Awh look, he’s blushing.”

I was beetroot red.

Naoimi’s grin was lazy and wicked. “Would you like to kiss my tits?”

“Yes, ” I muttered.

WHACK!

Naoimi slapped be across the face. “Not you bitch, your mistress.”

“Yes, ” Hannah breathed immediately. No hesitation.

Naoimi peeled down the catsuit with one hand, letting her huge breasts fall free, full and glistening with oil. Hannah stepped closer and leaned in, kissing each nipple like she was being blessed. I whimpered without meaning to. My cage throbbed.

Naoimi didn’t even look at me at first. Her attention was fully on Hannah.

“You should meet Elina, ” she purred. “She’s a redhead from Finland. Likes power, pain, and brat taming. You’d get along perfectly. And who doesn’t love a redhead?”

Then her eyes flicked toward me.

“As for your drippy little cage slut, ” Naoimi said, her voice amused, “Kitten needs help with table service. He can make himself useful….for once.”

Before I could nod, Kitten appeared from the side hallway, radiant in a micro latex apron and pink platform boots, her black dreads tied up in two buns, her smile bright with mischief.

“Come on, cage-boy, ” she chirped, grabbing my wrist. “You’re on whore duty.”

And just like that, I was pulled away, blushing, leaking, and aching, while Naomi led Hannah deeper into the night.

The party had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Oiled with the maids

Kitten and I reported to the kitchen, where the smell of melted butter, fresh bread, and something vaguely floral hung in the warm air. Before I could even take in the opulence of the space, two towering French maids swept toward us with silent efficiency.

They were tall, blonde, and severe, identical, almost unnervingly so, with dark lipstick and crisp black uniforms cut scandalously high on the thigh. Neither spoke as they began undressing us, working in tandem with swift, practiced motions.

In seconds, my tuxedo was gone. So were Kitten’s glossy pink apron and her platforms, leaving us both naked and obedient under the soft glow of the overhead sconces.

“So, ” I asked, trying to make conversation as one maid pulled me upright by the chin and the other began rubbing warm oil into my back, “Hannah said you’re married? How does that work?”

Kitten chuckled, not even blinking as her own maid began massaging oil into her full breasts, taking extra time to swirl slick fingers around her dark, pierced nipples.

“It works very well, actually. Puppy and I signed papers with Naoimi. Every year, we give ourselves over to her. She owns us from May to August. It’s kinda like a sabbatical from normal life.”

I gasped softly as the maid behind me slid her hands lower, slapping the round flesh of my ass cheeks with just enough pressure to make my cage throb. The oil was hot, sensual and teasing. My clit pulsed inside the tiny pink bars, hard and aching, unable to expand.

“The rest of the year I’m back on the ice-skating circuit, ” Kitten continued breezily, her voice only hitching a little as her maid pinched her nipples between oily fingers. “Puppy works for a government agency… well, if I told you exactly what he did, he’d probably have to kill you...”

A moan slipped from my lips as the maid behind me slid a finger between my cheeks, spreading oil around my hole in tight, practiced circles before pressing inward just slightly, sending shivers down my body as I accepted her entering me. The other maid worked oil into my chest, tweaking my nipples until they stood up stiff and sensitive.

“I’m his keyholder the rest of the year though, boy’s should not be the ones in control of their cocks, leads to all kinds of problems, ” Kitten said with a wink, her voice wicked. “We have a lot of fun together, me and hubby. Well, mostly me but he gets to watch at least!”

“So you two are like…”

“Absolute freaks?” she interrupted. “Yeah. Year-round, one hundred percent perverts. That’s how you keep the magic alive. When we do fuck, which isn’t as rare when Naoimi isn’t calling the shots-it’s nirvana. I’d highly recommend you and your gorgeous girlfriend take it up full-time.”

“Oh, Hannah and I are just friends, ” I said, breath hitching as the maid’s oiled fingers teased the base of my cage.

Kitten burst out laughing. “Suuuure, ” she giggled. “Friends totally workshop each other’s feet, ruin orgasms, and keep each other locked in chastity for days on end. Classic ‘buddy’ behavior. You should see what my bowling team gets up to.”

She flicked my cage with one sharp, oiled nail and smirked. “God, you’re dense. Now come on, you do not want to keep these women waiting.”

She turned, tits gleaming, and I followed, throbbing.


Chapter 4: Good for Something

We entered the main lounge with silver trays in hand, the sound of heels on marble echoing beneath chandeliers dripping with crystal. The air shimmered with perfume, music, and the low moans of pleasure leaking out from darkened corners. Gorgeous women reclined like queens on velvet divans while their submissives knelt dutifully at their feet or disappeared beneath their skirts. The electricity of sex and status thrummed in the room like a bassline, and I felt my cage already tightening, pulsing, fighting its bonds with the same hopeless need that had followed me all night.

Kitten led the way, her hips swaying confidently beneath a new latex apron, barely tied in place, her skin still slick with oil and glowing under the lights. My cage peeked out between my thighs with every step, shameful and shiny.

Kitten spotted them first, Moxie and Fredrika, seated together at a low table near the center of the room, sipping something sparkling and thick from matching crystal flutes.

Fredrika and Moxie lounged like royalty, each a vision of devastating elegance. Fredrika wore a slinky, high-slit black gown that clung to her tall, Nordic frame like shadowed silk, her long pale legs crossed with lazy precision, and her petite breasts barely contained by a sheer lace panel that revealed more than it hid. Her hair was swept into a tight, cruel bun, and the whip tattoo that curled up her thigh peeked out with every slow shift of her hips.

Beside her, Moxie looked like a walking fantasy in soft baby pink latex, her huge blonde curls piled high, her heavy tits pressed together by a tight corseted bodice that gleamed under the chandeliers. Her plump lips sparkled with gloss, and her dress was so short it showed flashes of her bare, tanned ass whenever she leaned forward to laugh or sip her drink. Together, they looked like two opposite goddesses, one dark, sharp, and ice-cold; the other soft, sweet, and dripping with sex.

“Table service, Mistresses?” Kitten asked sweetly, offering her tray with a girlish curtsey that made her oiled breasts bounce.

Moxie grinned, licking her lips. “Absolutely.”

Fredrika tilted her head. “Depends, ” she purred, her accent wrapping the word in silk. “Which one do I get?”

The two women glanced us up and down with the kind of appraising calm that made my cheeks burn. Moxie was the first to speak.

“He’s got a sweet little build, doesn’t he?” she said, sipping slowly as her eyes dragged over my exposed thighs, my trembling belly, the oiled up cage. “Slender. Pretty. Very…maleable.”

Fredrika laughed, already reaching for Kitten’s arm, running her hand possessively over her slick biceps. “This one’s body is a weapon. Look at that ass. Look at those tits. If I had her for a week I’d probably spend more time worshiping her ass than vice versa.”

“Oh, please, ” Moxie smirked. “You’re too much of a jealous bitch for that.”

“I ammm a jealous bitch, ” Fredrika grinnded, already pulling a coin from her clutch. “Flip?”

“Call it, ” Moxie said.

“Caged boy, ” Fredrika called sweetly as the coin arced into the air, “heads or tails?”

“Tails?” I said nervously.

The coin landed. Fredrika smiled. “Looks like I win.”

Kitten leaned close, voice low and mischievous. “Follow my lead.”

She sank slowly to her knees beside the table and I mirrored her, cheeks flushed, cock pulsing helplessly in its pretty pink trap. Under the linen, the world smelled like leather and linens and heat.

“Do as I do, ” Kitten whispered, then leaned forward and began kissing the glossy toe of Moxie’s black stiletto, slow and reverent.

I turned to Fredrika’s sharp, towering heel and did the same, letting my lips brush the curved leather, kissing softly, breathing in the scent of power and polish. My cage throbbed from the humiliation of it. Fredrika watched, her lips parted slightly, her legs already shifting wider beneath the tablecloth.

The shoes came off next, silently and without a word. Kitten kissed up Moxie’s feet, her mouth tracing the curve of her high arch, the ball of her foot, each delicate toe sucked with soft, wet precision.

I followed, lifting Fredrika’s foot into my hands and kissing every inch of her smooth sole, working my tongue between her toes, tasting salt and sweat and perfume, worshipping without question as my cocklet leaked from my cage and onto the carpet.

“Good boy, ” Fredrika murmured, her voice a low, indulgent purr. Her foot pressed firmly against my cheek, then slipped past my lips. I sucked softly, desperate to please, to stay useful, to keep being touched.

Then, without warning, her fingers tangled in my hair and she pulled, slow and firm, guiding my face up under the table, under her skirt, into the thick scent of her arousal.

“No teasing, ” she said flatly. “You lick like your cock depends on it.”

She wasn’t shaved. Her pussy was full and warm and fragrant, her hair curling against my cheeks as she pressed me deep. I licked as instructed, tongue flattening against her folds, trying not to drown in the heat and taste and humiliation of it all.

“God, he’s eager, ” Fredrika laughed. “Sloppy, but eager.”

“He’s got nothing but time to improve, ” Moxie giggled. “Let’s see how they compare. Race yeah!”

I could hear the wet sounds from beside me, Kitten moaning softly into Moxie’s thighs, Moxie cursing under her breath as Kitten’s tongue no doubt worked in perfect rhythm. Beside me, Fredrika bucked softly against my mouth, muttering cruel encouragements.

“Messy little cage-slut, ” she hissed. “You’ll never feel a pussy without steel in the way, will you? All that effort just to lick. That’s all you get now, pet.”

I moaned helplessly, licking harder.

“Kitten’s technique is unparalleled, ” Moxie said above us. “But yours is desperate.”

“The boys always are, ” Fredrika purred.

The tablecloth shifted, legs tensed, and then two bodies cried out in harmony, Moxie and Fredrika, cumming together, voices layered in gasping release.

Fredrika’s thighs clamped around my head as she soaked my face, holding me there through every trembling wave.

Moxie giggled breathlessly.

“Well, ” she said. “That’s their dessert.”

I was soaked in her scent, my lips sticky, my cage aching, my tongue exhausted, and still I wanted more. Or maybe just release. Or maybe just mercy.

But I already knew I wouldn’t get any.


Chapter 5: Elina and her smile

The night swirled on in a blur of elegance and degradation, moans echoing from curtained alcoves, the soft clink of glass, and the occasional sharp crack of a crop, but then Naoimi’s voice cut through the music like silk laced with steel.

“Come, pets, ” she called, crooking her finger toward us. “There’s someone I want you to meet.”

We followed, obedient and glistening, to where a new woman stood with regal poise. “This is Elina, ” Naoimi explained, slipping her arm around the woman’s narrow waist. “Her neighbour runs the Juniper Lodge in Finland, a lovely place, best sauna you’ll ever experience, and since I was a key investor, I insisted she come visit. Say hello.”

Kitten dropped instantly to her knees and kissed one of Elina’s feet, and before I could think about how far I’d descended, I mirrored her, pressing a reverent kiss to the other foot. The scent of sweat and lust drifted off Elina’s skin like a spell.

How to describe Elina?

She was arresting, tall and graceful, with flowing red hair that tumbled over one shoulder in loose waves, and sharp, aristocratic features kissed with faint freckles. Her lips were painted wine-red and her eyes were pale and appraising, as if she was already deciding which part of me to break first. She wore a very short green latex mini-dress the color of pine needles, barely covering the curve of her hips and showing off long, pale thighs I wanted to bite. Her underarms were unshaven, her red hair there like a flag of power and defiance. Every inch of her was deliberate, confident, and deliciously foreign.

“Mmm, ” Elina hummed, stroking Kitten’s jaw. “You’re lovely, little one. But sadly, I’m into men. Mostly.”

Her gaze slid to me.

My knees nearly gave out.

“Oh?” she said, eyes glinting. “Who owns this oiled up bitch?”

“He’s mine, ” Hannah replied proudly, looping an arm around my shoulders. “Five days locked and soaking wet. He’s a natural, or so these wonderful ladies keep telling me. I’m so new to all this myself.”

“I love helping a newbie domme, ” Elina’s mouth curved. “Perfect. There’s a Nordic trick I’d love to teach you.”

She walked to the sculpture at the center of the room, an elaborate frozen carving of two women bound in an embrace, and snapped off a shard of ice with practiced ease. She held it up and beckoned.

“Hold this to your bitche’s cage, ” Elina commanded.

Hannah did as she said. “No complaining now, Bestie.”

I obeyed, wincing as the cold bit into the metal, the chill seeping deep into the already numbed skin beneath. But Elina wasn’t done. With a wicked glint in her eye, she reached for the statue again, this time snapping off a long, tapered finger of ice, and, without warning, shoved it up my oiled asshole in one smooth motion.

I gasped, nearly collapsing.

“Naoimi, ” Elina said calmly, “Could I borrow a towel?”

“I’ll do you one better.”

Naoimi grinned, unzipping her own dress. She let it fall without shame, revealing her soft, perfect curves, her tits full and heavy, her waist narrow, a delicate golden chain around her hips like jewelry worn only for the deserving.

She balled up the dress and handed it to Elina, who wordlessly twisted it tightly together and laid it on the floor.

“Sit, ” she ordered me.

I did, the cool satin pressed against my taint, my thighs slick with oil and shame.

“Hannah, ” Elina said, turning, “remove his cage.”

Hannah stepped forward, fingers deft and certain, and with a soft metallic click, my chastity device came off. My limp, frozen dick flopped out uselessly.

Elina stood behind me now, hands on my shoulders. “Cold and humiliated, this is where we would normally see even the most pathetic bitch get hard once again, ” she murmured. “But with the tightly packed fabric constricting his blood vessels, this chastity bitch is now physically incapable of getting hard.”

She smiled at the crowd now gathering, her voice low and amused.

“Watch.”


Chapter 6: The Chastity Bitch’s Party Piece

Elina’s cold soft hand closed around my soft, exposed cock, and though her fingers were practiced, elegant, her strokes smooth and firm, my pathetic little clit remained shriveled and limp, drooping uselessly in her palm from the relentless cold and pressure to my taint. Still, my body vibrated with lust at the sheer humiliation of being watched, exposed, and milked in front of so many goddesses. The room erupted with laughter, light, cruel, indulgent, every domme leaning in to enjoy the absurdity of it, every comment like hot breath against my shame.

“Oh my god, it’s perfect, ” Moxie cackled, glass raised. “Even without the cage, he’s now useless. I must try that on my own sluts.”

“A genius trick, ” Fredrika said approvingly, her heels crossed, lips curled in a pleased sneer. “Look at that soft little clitty, its the most embarrassing thing I’ve ever seen.”

Elina kept stroking, slow and relentless, her hand slick with the oil that still covered my skin, her grip so confident and practiced it made me whimper with pleasure. It wasn’t even painful. It was worse. It felt good. Too good. Helplessly good. My body shook with the ache to respond, to twitch, to grow, but it was useless, hopeless, my cock simply would not rise. Not here. Not now. Not after the ice. Not with my thighs pressed to Naoimi’s discarded gown.

Behind me, Hannah slipped in close, and I gasped as her soft fingers brushed against my nipples. She pinched gently, began to circle the slick buds in slow, sensual strokes, and her voice was right at my ear, low, adoring and crueler than I had ever seen her.

“You’re such a good little limp thing, ” Hannah whispered. “My soft little clit slave. I bet you’ll cum just like this. Won’t you?”

Naoimi stepped forward now, lips parted, eyes shining with mischief as she placed her fingers in my mouth and made circles over my tongue.

“I think this bitch needs a countdown, ” she purred.

The crowd of sneering goddesses cheered.

Elina nodded, hand still pumping my shame-soft cock, her other hand holding me down by the shoulder like she was milking an animal.

“Ten, ” Naoimi said firmly.

Hannah kissed the shell of my ear. “You have such a limp little clit, baby. Look at it. Just leaking for us.”

“Nine, ” Naoimi continued, her breath catching slightly as Kitten dropped to her knees beside her and began to press her tongue gently against Naoimi’s oiled asshole, licking slow, reverent circles as if she was trying to worship her way into heaven.

“You’re going to cum for me, bestie, ” Hannah whispered, tweaking my nipple until I gasped. “Cum like a limp little bitch.”

“Eight, ” Naoimi said, a little breathless now.

Fredrika leaned forward, voice like satin. “Look at you. A slut who can’t even get hard. You’re just leaking like the broken little caged clit bitch you are.”

“Seven, ” came Moxie’s sing-song voice, and suddenly all the dommes were in on it, circling, chanting.

“Silly slut, ” Elina murmured, “show us your disgusting little limp juice.”

“Six, ” Naoimi gasped, moaning softly as Kitten’s tongue pushed deeper.

Hannah held me steady. “Don’t you dare get hard. You’re not allowed.”

Elina kept working my floppy pathetic shaft. “Five.”

“You’re just a drippy little faucet, aren’t you?” Fredrika teased. “Nothing but a bean-dicked cum spout.”

“Four.”

Moxie was giggling, touching herself under her dress. “Elina’s not even touching you properly and you’re about to make your disgusting cummies.”

“Three,” Elina said, increasing the pace as she jerked my limp dripping cock.

“Elina, ” Hannah said sweetly, “don’t let him cum properly. Make it hurt.”

“Two.”

“Look at how red his face is, ” Moxie giggled. “He loves this. Loves being pathetic in front of all these beautiful women who would never let him fuck them in a million years. Ew.”

“One.”

And that was it.

Elina’s hand pumped one final, sharp stroke, then let go.

One second passed.

Then another.

I gasped. “Oh no.”

I cried out, not from pleasure, not from ecstasy, but from the unbearable humiliation of it all. The delayed ruined orgasm hit like a shudder, my soft cock barely twitching as a few thin, watery spurts of cum dribbled down into Elina’s outstretched palm. My whole body trembled, breath ragged, tears stinging the corners of my eyes, as I watched the last drops of my broken climax drip pathetically from my caged flesh.

“Pathetic, ” Elina whispered, lifting her palm like a delicate offering.

Kitten crawled forward, tongue out, and licked Elina’s hand clean, slow, kitten-like swipes of her tongue, moaning softly as she tasted my shame.

“Now kiss her, ” Elina ordered.

I leaned forward, dazed and flushed, and kissed Kitten full on the mouth, tasting my own cum, oil, sweat, her lipstick, all of it, a sloppy, gasping, limp dick kiss.

Behind us, Naoimi sighed contentedly. “Are you having fun, Hannah?”

“The time of my fucking life, ” Hannah laughed, pulling me into her arms possessively, stroking my hair like she’d just won a prize.

“Naoimi, Hannah, Fredrika and Moxie,” Elina smiled, still wiping her palm on a napkin. “I’m in town one more day. Thinking of going hiking the Grind steps tomorrow. You can meet my sluts; Berry and Sally. They’re both ex-varsity wrestlers, so they’re a bit bratty but obedient when they’re plugged and I turn the shock collars up high enough.”

“I’d love that, ” Hannah said brightly. “Count me in.”

She glanced at me, and I already knew what was coming.

“But I think my Bestie should hike naked, ” she added with a grin. “What do you think, Elina?”

Elina looked me over slowly, eyes lingering on my spent, soft cock, still limp and glistening, and nshook her head firmly.

“Please, I’m sick of boys,” Elina said, rolling her eyes. “I want some…quality time with you beautiful women. Think of all we can get up to in the woods.”

Hannah raised her eyebrows, but before she could speak, Fredrika spoke.

“Dina can chastity-sit him,” Fredrika smirked. “Though she’ll probably tease him mercilessly the entire time.”

“Sure,” Hannah shrugged, regaining her composure. “I guess that’s all he deserves!”

Everyone laughed again.

And I just nodded, still blushing, still dripping, and still aching for her approval.

“What do you think, Bestie?” Hannah asked with a wink.

I was desperate to fuck her at the end of the week. I needed to be good.

So I beamed, mouth still sticky with the residue of my own cum and Kitten’s lipstick, and said, “I’d love that.”

And the craziest thing?

I meant it.

From the doorway I saw Dina grin, and gulped.

Tomorrow was going to be interesting.


Want to see more of Elina while you wait for book 6?

Then check out: Growing in Finland, an erotic femdom story about a backpacker who finds love in a secluded spa with a natural goddess who loves putting boys in their proper place. Here’s a sample:

“Now, ” Elina said through a smirk, as I quivered across her Aada’s lap, ass throbbing, cock trapped and aching between her supple hairy thighs. “Kiss my feet and I’ll forgive you properly.”

I scrambled down, trembling, and she raised one long leg, letting her foot hover just above my face. I kissed it reverently, starting with the tops of her perfect toes. I pressed my lips to each one, savoring the faint taste of salt and sweat and earth. Then the ball of her foot, then her arch. I kissed that soft, sensitive spot with slow adoration before running my tongue along her sole, tasting her deeply. My cock throbbed at my own submission.

“Good boy, ” Aada murmured, eyes glittering with pride. “You’re learning.”

“Has he earned the right to taste you yet?” Elina asked, stretching luxuriously on her side, one hand casually toying with her pubes.

Aada’s smirk widened. “Only just now.”

This Finnish Goddess then rose without a word, stepping gracefully over my trembling body, casting her shadow across my face. I barely had time to exhale before she lowered her body down with deliberate, feline control, the thick golden curls of her bush brushing softly against my cheeks. Then the heat hit me, raw and intoxicating, the searing, unmistakable warmth of her cunt, hovering just above my open, waiting mouth.

I was in heaven.


Books By This Author

Looking for another spicy read? Jump into the world of Lexie Locke, filled with Chastity, Feminization, and Friendship!


I moaned through the panties stuffed in my mouth, aching for relief.
 Blindfolded, wrists bound to my ankles with my ass in the air, I wasn’t sure how things had changed so fast. Less than twelve hours ago, I had been so sure she was the most innocent girl on the planet. Now, after being teased, used, and humiliated beyond reason, there was only one thing I was sure of anymore:
 I would do anything she commanded.
 Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment

The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)


I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.


Sissy Nurse Training: Feminized. Locked. And Loving it!: Sissy University Universe 


Welcome to Femtopia University, where medicine meets submission.
When a promising young med student transfers to Femtopia's elite Med School, he expects cutting-edge science and progressive training. What he finds instead is a pink-and-latex paradise ruled by brilliant, dominant women—doctors, nurses, and mentors with very strict ideas about obedience, hygiene, and what it truly means to serve.
Under the cold, commanding gaze of Doctor Elkie, our shy protagonist is stripped of his past, reshaped into something softer, sweeter, and locked away into something much more....petite. With the help of mischievous nurses Trixie and Missy, he begins a journey of transformation—through beauty treatments, uniform fittings, etiquette lessons, and clinical trials that leave no part of him untouched.
Femtopia’s Sissy Clinic is a wickedly clever, deliciously teasing tale of erotic surrender and identity redefinition. Packed with glorious medical play, training humiliation, and high-gloss seduction, this is the ultimate curriculum for anyone who’s ever dreamed of being thoroughly broken down… and built back up in heels.
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