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Chapter One: Under Dina’s Foot

The door clicked shut behind them. I listened helplessly as their boots faded down the carpeted hallway towards the hum of the elevator.

Hannah was gone. Off with Aada and Fredrika and the other dommes of the Vancouver scene. Off for a day of freedom amongst the pines, orgasms by babbling brooks, and soft laughter amongst the old growth.

And I was not.

I was left behind.

With Dina.

Dina strolled barefoot around Hannah’s apartment like she owned the entire place herself, and me with it. Her body was wrapped in nothing but a pair of tiny, faded cotton shorts and a clingy white bralette that hugged her large perky breasts. The fabric was practically transparent, and every gentle bounce of her walk made her warm chocolate nipples poked through in a clear and arrogant silhouette that made me shiver in my cage.

Her caramel coloured belly was smooth and flat, her hips were wide, and her thighs were supple yet powerful. Dina carried the casual, effortless cruelty and danger of a woman who knew she was beautiful, knew she was in charge, and knew I would do whatever she asked.

I had even signed consent forms, offering my body to her for the week. There was a safeword, but I doubted I’d need it.

Though Dina had a way of pushing people to their limits.

This interloping goddess flopped onto the couch with a theatrical sigh, tossing her long black curls over one shoulder as she pulled one smooth leg up beneath her.

"Well, looks like it's just us, chastity bitch," she purred, stretching her arms above her head. My gaze was fixated on her breasts and the hard silhouette of her nipples. "How tragic for you."

I knelt automatically, like I’d been trained by Moxie and Hannah over the past 5 days. Hands folded. Eyes low.

Moxie would be proud.

At this sight, Dina smirked, crossing one leg over the other and pointing to the silver anklet that gleamed against her tan skin. “See this? Fredrika gave it to me after I made her cum six times in one night. I think it looks best with your key around it, don’t you? Hannah certainly thought so.”

I blushed, and she giggled. “You ever made a woman cum once with your pathetic little dick, little cage boy?”

I flushed hot and dropped my gaze. I was beginning to realise that these women would never let me fuck them. That I my pathetic clit was just a prop for them to humiliate. I was beginning to realise that I loved it.

“No, Mistress Dina.”

She giggled.

“Oh, poor thing,” she cooed. “You’re leaking already, aren’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t have to, my pathetic dripping cocklet was answering for me.

She leaned forward, peering between my legs with mock concern.

“Aww. You are. That little cage is just dripping. Is that all it takes now? Me talking about Fredrika’s pussy? Or maybe it’s from making fun of your silly little clit?”

She reached down and flicked the tip of my cage with one glossy nail. The sharp metallic clink made me shudder.

“You’re such a mess,” she said, smiling sweetly. “And they left you with me.”

Dina reached lazily between her legs and adjusted her shorts. I caught the wet glint of red lace stretched across her soaked pussy lips before she tucked it back into place.

“Want to know how many times I’ve cum today?” Dina asked idly.

She didn’t wait for an answer. “Three. And that was before breakfast.”

She stretched again and yawned, like she was bored already. Like I wasn’t even worth teasing.

“But Hannah’s probably even wetter than I am, don’t you think?” she mused aloud, speaking as though she was talking to no one in particular. “Hiking beside Aada all morning, staring at her bouncing ass cheeks up the trail. My god! That tight little body she’s got. I bet Hannah begged to eat her out against a tree. Or maybe they’re taking turns on some poor forest sub.”

She finally smiled down at me. “Not that it matters. You’ve never even seen her pussy, have you? You let her lock up your cock, and she hasn’t even given you the gift of eating her out yet. Has she?”

I whimpered without meaning to. “No.”

Her soft, pedicured foot nudged my thigh.

“Lay flat,” she said simply, and pointed to the floor. “You’ll be licking my feet until I say you can stop.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said, trying to stay in her good books.

I lay down and let my wet tongue glide against the high arch of her foot, feeling the soft warmth of her sole brush against my skin.

Dina didn’t even look at me.

She slipped one hand beneath the waistband of her shorts, wiggling her hips slightly as she settled deeper into the couch. Her fingers slid lower, slow and shameless, until she let out a little hum of satisfaction.

“Ugh,” she grunted, not nearly as demure as she usually appeared. “Fuuuuck.”

I stayed perfectly still, tongue sliding along her perfectly pedicured toes, the scent of her skin and the faint floral lotion she'd used filling my head like magic. Every now and then, she flexed her toes against my face, like she was testing to see if I was still breathing.

“You know what’s funny,” she murmured, eyes fluttering closed, “is how fucking easy you are. Just a little talk about my pussy and you’re leaking all over the floor like a broken little toy.”

I blushed in humiliation. She was right. Less than a week as Hannah’s chastity bitch had turned me into a ridiculous mess.

She slipped a long manicured finger inside herself and sighed.

“You’ll never cum again if I have my say, you know that, right?” she whispered, not to me, but to the air, to the ceiling, to the flicker of sunlight playing across her thighs. “I’d love to keep you locked forever. That’s what I’d do if I were your owner. Alas!”

Her other foot pressed gently between my thighs, right up against my cage.

I gasped. Even that small amount of attention was a balm after a morning of teasing and humiliation. My hips bucked, thrusting my cage uselessly against her perfect soft foot.

“Oh, you like that?” she purred. “Of course you do.”

She gave it a little tap with her toes and then slid them up and down, slow and cruel. She was in no rush.

“Stay there,” she said. “Don’t speak. Don’t move. Just be useful and warm.”

And so I stayed. Licking, tormented, and teased all the while.

While Dina giddily fingered herself to orgasm, humming softly above me, her moans casual and unhurried.

By the time she came, legs trembling, breath catching in her throat, my cage was soaked, with precum, and I had momentarily forgotten all about Hannah.

In that moment, there was only Dina.

And the sound of my own pathetic need dripping softly onto the floor.


Chapter Two: Invaded by Girls

Ding-dong.

The sound echoed through the hallway like a sentence being passed by a judge.

Dina didn’t move. She was still sprawled across the couch, one leg thrown over the armrest, fingers lazily teasing her glistening pussy. Her eyes flicked toward the door and then to me, smirking.

“Well?” Dina said, swatting my swollen balls with her foot. “Go answer it, house toy.”

I scurried, still caged, wearing nothing but my obedience and an embarrassing trail of precum down my quivering thighs.

I opened the door, and froze.

Standing in the doorway was one of the most beautiful women in the country.

Kitten.

Tall, gorgeous, radiating confidence like heat off the pavement in summer. Her dark brown skin glistened in the light, smooth and glowing, her long black dreads pulled half up with golden cuffs that glittered like a beacon. She wore yellow high-waisted velvet shorts that clung to her thick thighs like they’d been painted on, and a tiny yellow crop top that barely contained her swollen breasts and clearly pierced nipples. Her lips curled into a slow smile as she looked me up and down.

“Damn,” she said, stepping past me like I wasn’t even there. “It’s good to see you again. Though I can’t believe you’re dripping before breakfast. Little loser.”

Behind her came Candy, who I knew only by reputation, and she was a different kind of danger altogether.

She was petite and lithe, with bleached-blonde hair in playful pigtails, zipped into a tight pink onesie, and pink thigh-high socks clinging to her legs like cotton candy. She chewed her gum loudly, eyes sparkling as she bounced into the room with bratty delight.

She popped her gum and squealed, “Awwww, we get a house slut to worship us today?”

Kitten flopped down next to Dina, casually draping her arm across her shoulders like they’d been best friends forever. Candy skipped over to the kitchen counter, grabbed a can of something sweet, and immediately made herself at home.

The three of them were like a beautiful mirage, three beautiful, powerful girls lounging like queens while I stood trembling and pink-cheeked in the doorway, unsure whether I should crawl or kneel or offer them coffee.

“Go on then, toy,” Dina said lazily, licking her fingers clean. “Introduce yourself.”

I stammered something that wasn’t even a sentence. My voice cracked.

Candy burst out laughing.

“The bitch talks!” she giggled, hopping up onto the counter and swinging her legs like a child at a sleepover. “But I liked it better when he was silent.”

“I can help with that,” Dina grinned, and pulled off her red lacy panties, soaked with arousal, and offered them out. “Don’t you want to be a good little silent chastity bitch for us?”

I nodded, and, eager to impress, gagged myself with her red, wet panties. The taste of her cunt enveloped my senses, and my cock throbbed even harder in it’s pathetic cage.

Kitten leaned forward, and her fingers gently lifted the tiny cage between my legs.

“Aww,” she cooed, “look at this pathetic little clit. I’ve seen bigger nipples.”

Dina snorted. “Ew, I know right? He’s been worshiping me all morning. I think he’s obsessed with my feet or something.”

Candy gave that cotton candy giggle all over again, and I felt myself blush.

Kitten let go, and my caged cocklet bounced helplessly, leaking all down my thighs. This was getting ridiculous, I scolded myself. I needed to get a grip.

“Be a good girl and fetch us some popcorn,” Candy ordered, not unkindly but with total expectation.

I nodded, cheeks flushed, and scrambled toward the kitchen.

Behind me, I heard Candy’s voice, high and teasing.

“Can we make him eat it off our toes?”

Kitten chuckled. “Of course we can. He’s a house bitch. That’s what they’re for.”

Dina scoffed haughtily. “He’ll be lucky if that’s all we make him eat.”

Their laughter rang like bells behind me as I began serving my new owners.

I was theirs now.

And I wasn’t upset about it.


Chapter Three: Sleepover Games

Slowly but surely, the living room had turned into something obscene and sparkling, an impromptu slumber party soaked in mockery, where this trio of gorgeous girls were sprawled in barely-there lingerie and soft cotton shorts, their legs glistening and smooth, their voices high and syrupy with laughter at the state of my humiliating locked cocklet. The lights were low, the music was up, and I was just a naked grad student with a dripping cage, kneeling on the rug while they turned my shame into their entertainment.

Kitten, with her perfect dreadlocks tied up in a high bun and her ass molded into her tiny velvet shorts, had insisted I bring snacks with some effort. So I had filled the biggest bowls I could find with popcorn, marshmallows, jelly beans, anything sweet and colorful, and carried them in on a tray, trembling under their collective gaze as I set them down beside the couch like I was offering tribute.

Candy squealed with delight. Kitten clapped once, lazily. Dina just raised a sculpted brow and stared at me like she was trying to decide whether she was amused or disappointed.

“This is your idea of service?” she said coolly, her voice laced with playful disdain. “Where’s the devotion? The presentation? You're just some clumsy little caged bitch trying to play house.”

Heat flushed up my throat. I couldn’t speak. Couldn’t look away. Couldn’t even remember how to breathe. I was too aware of how wet the head of my locked cock was, how every breath seemed to make the metal throb tighter, how the girls’ casual disregard for my shame made it ten times worse.

Whimpering, I lowered myself, cheeks blazing, as I settled them at the girls’ feet, the cage pressed tight between my thighs and already leaking from the weight of humiliation.

They didn’t thank me. They didn’t need to. I wasn't serving for praise. I was serving because it was my purpose. Because I had grown to crave it.

For a while, they just lounged, passing snacks between them, tossing handfuls at each other, scrolling their phones and taking photos with me kneeling naked beside them. Candy snapped a pic of me with a caption that just read Our little toy came pre-leaking. I wasn’t even embarrassed anymore. Just hard. Or as hard as a locked cock could get.

And in case you’re wondering, the ache was becoming unbearable.

Eventually, Kitten stood and clapped once.

“Alright,” she said, tossing her phone aside. “Truth or dare is for virgins. Let’s play spin the bottle.”

Candy squealed again. Dina licked sugar off her fingers. A glass bottle was fetched, polished with a paper napkin for no real reason, and placed at the center of the rug.

They sat in a loose circle, legs folded, tits barely concealed, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

I was ordered to kneel among them, the only naked one, the only caged one, the only one trembling like a little bitch.

Kitten spun first.

The bottle twirled across the floor in lazy, teasing arcs until it stopped on Candy.

No one said a word. They just grinned with their glossy, beautiful smiles. And then Candy leaned back, pushing the crotch of her onesie up to reveal soft pink panties already damp, her thighs spreading open with casual greed as Kitten crawled between them like it was just another day at the office.

Kitten took her time. She started with Candy’s thighs, slow and deliberate, licking softly, barely touching, letting her breath do half the work. Then her tongue moved higher, and higher, until it pressed against the damp cotton. She sucked once, hard, and Candy cried out, jerking slightly before laughing, breathless, as Kitten pulled the panties aside and went lower.

It was worship. Kitten licked with patience and complete reverence, dragging her tongue in slow, slick circles around Candy’s clit, only pressing harder when she felt Candy begin to tremble. I watched the whole thing in breathless agony, caged and helpless, my thighs twitching every time Candy moaned louder, every time her hips bucked upward, every time Kitten took her back down.

By the time Candy came, she was shuddering, giggling, writhing, pink-faced, and legs clamped tight around Kitten’s head as she squirted all down the black goddess’ chin. Kitten sat back with a glistening face and a wicked smile, and I could barely see straight.

Then it was Candy’s turn.

She spun.

It landed on me.

The sound the girls made was somewhere between laughter and squealing triumph. Candy sat up, eyes wild and shining.

“Well then,” she said, crawling across the rug like a predator. “I’m obviously not putting my mouth anywhere near your sad little cock, so looks like I’m getting a second licking. You know what to do, Drippy Bitch, don’t you?”

I nodded.

I didn’t trust my voice.

Candy grabbed my hair anyway, dragging me in between her thighs.

“Make me cum,” she said, already soaked. “Make me cum with your  fucking tongue.”

I did exactly as she asked.

I buried my face into her wet pussy, tasting the slickness of her previous orgasm as she pressed her thighs tight around my ears, using my face like a toy. I licked with all the desperation I had, driven by the ache in my balls, the weight of my cage and the sound of the other girls laughing and mocking me and moaning with secondhand arousal.

Candy was louder this time. Meaner. She slapped my cheek when I hesitated and bucked harder when I didn’t. She called me pathetic. She told me I was shaking. She told me that I’d never be good enough to fuck her, but I could at least make her cum.

When she did, it was sharp and wet and explosive.

She screamed.

I shook.

And Hannah’s carpet was soaked.

I sat there, trembling, panting, the taste of her all over my face, the cage aching so badly I thought I might cry.

Kitten handed me a tissue and Dina smiled that cruel beautiful smile.

“Your turn, cumrag.”

I spun.

It landed on her.

Her smile widened.

She didn’t wait.

She grabbed me by the neck, dragged me to the coffee table, and bent me over it. There was no fanfare. No teasing.

Just cool, competent movements. My arms pinned behind my back, my legs forced apart, my asshole exposed and twitching with every breath.

Dina crouched behind me and ran a finger down the crack of my ass with slow, deliberate pressure, until I jolted forward, helpless. My cage pressed tight between my thighs. She giggled.

“You’re dripping more than I thought was humanly possible,” Dina said, her breath hot on my exposed skin. “God, you really are a wreck.”

And then she licked across my asshole. Long, slow and achingly cruel in its intensity. Just once.

The girls clapped with raucous laughter. Cand whistled like I was a showgirl. Dina giggled and went on to smack me on the cage once, twice, three times.

“You’re such a little bitch, aren’t you?” Dina whispered.

I nodded frantically. “Yes, I’m a little bitch.”

Then the door opened and for the first time all day I saw fear in Dina’s eyes.


Chapter Four: Return of the Goddesses

The door burst open all at once, and with it came a blast of cold air that cut through the sticky heat of the room. Every giggle died. The sugary scent of popcorn and pussy and my own leaking humiliation was overwhelmed by the sharpness of wind and pine and snow still clinging to their jackets. Heavy boots stomped over the threshold, mud-flecked and dripping, and then they stood there, framed by the doorway like avenging goddesses descending from Olympus.

Hannah.

Aada.

Fredrika.

Naoimi.

They were radiant with post-hike glow, pink-cheeked, sharp-eyed, skin flushed from the effort and altitude.

Hannah’s ponytail was messy now, wind-tangled and trailing over her shoulders, her black hiking leggings hugging every curve of her thighs and her fleece zipped down just enough to expose the swell of her breasts.

Aada, tall and commanding, stripped off her gloves with slow grace, revealing delicate but athletic freckled shoulders as she shrugged out of her jacket, her tight tank clinging to her pale nordic skin, her body glistening faintly with effort. Long red hair in a tussle.

Naoimi leaned against the doorframe, peeling back her scarf, revealing plump black-painted lips and those enormous milky tits that made my mouth consistently water.

And Fredrika, Fredrika just stood there, staring at Dina with a stern expression, her black leather gloves still on, pale lashes heavy over her glacier-blue eyes.

Silence.

I dropped to my knees before they even said a word.

It seemed a good idea.

Hannah stepped forward slowly, each boot landing with a quiet, final thud against the hardwood floor, her eyes trailing across the room, taking in the discarded hoodies, the sweat-glossed thighs, the pink dog bowls tipped on their sides, the gleam of my cage already damp from hours of teasing. Her expression didn’t change, but her silence grew heavier. When she reached the center of the room, she stopped. She didn’t need to raise her voice.

“You played... without my permission.”

It wasn’t a question.

Dina’s head snapped up, eyes wide. Kitten began to speak but faltered as Naoimi kicked the door shut behind her with a deafening click. Candy’s fingers trembled as she zipped her onesie back up to cover her hard, pink nipples, but it was too late. The spell was broken. Whatever fantasy we’d been pretending to live in had just been shattered by the presence of women who didn’t need to pretend.

“Strip,” Hannah said, her voice still calm, still cold.

The subs obeyed instantly.

Kitten peeled off her crop top, revealing soft, brown breasts capped with gold rings that swung as she moved, her dark nipples already stiff in the new chill. Her shorts followed, revealing a plump, jiggling ass that made my cage pulse in helpless admiration.

Candy shrugged off her onesie and stood fully nude, her pale skin blushing pink, her tiny tits perked high, her shaved slit glistening and swollen with proof of her earlier use.

Dina stripped slowly, making a show of it as she slowly unclasped her bra and cotton shorts, revelling in the eyes of the entire room fixating on her. For the first time she almost looked proud of getting caught. Indeed, even as I stared, I saw her licking her lips, and I knew whatever punishment that was en route, that it was something she craved.

That bitch was crazy.

And I kind of loved it.

“Hands behind your backs,” Fredrika said, without even looking at them. She was focused on me.

I stared down at the floor, throat tight with shame, body burning with desire. My cage throbbed with each heartbeat, the ache growing sharper, more desperate, as they surrounded me.

“You,” Hannah said, and I felt her finger under my chin before I saw her. “You were supposed to be resting all day today. And instead I find you drooling over your little friend, getting your asshole licked like you deserve any pleasure whatsoever?”

I tried to speak, but Hannah was already moving. She reached for the crop lying on the coffee table and flexed it in her hand like it was an extension of her toned beautiful body.

“You don’t get to touch without my permission,” Hannah said with a disgusted smirk. “You don’t get to play. And neither do they. Not in my apartment without my express permission. I hope you all had fun because everyone’s getting punished.”

Naoimi nodded with approval and gestured to the girls.

“Line up bitches,” she said. “Mouth to cunt.”

They obeyed. Candy on her knees, legs spread wide, whimpering as Kitten crawled between them. Dina behind her, licking Kitten like she was starving. A chain of mouths and need and discipline.

“You,” Hannah said to me, “watch. And don’t move.”

I sat trembling, knees on the cold wood floor, my cage dripping, my breath shallow, my whole body locked in place as I watched three beautiful girls humiliate themselves for my Best Friend’s amusement.

Each moan Kitten gave made Candy whimper louder. Each time Dina’s tongue darted over Kitten’s folds, I saw her back arch, her breasts sway, her own moans dissolve into the wet, obscene music of female pleasure. And Hannah walked behind them, casually smacking their breasts with the crop, light, sharp strikes that made them yelp and then moan again. They didn’t complain. Why would they?

They loved it.

Fredrika sat back on the couch, eyes on me the whole time.

“He’s shaking,” she said, almost fondly. “Look at the poor little thing. His clit is about to explode just from watching.”

Naoimi tilted her head. “Then let’s see how he tastes.”

Before I could react, I was grabbed and bent forward, my face pressed to the ottoman, my arms bound behind me with cool leather straps. My thighs were forced wide. I felt fingers tug the cage to one side, not off, never off, and then I felt Dina’s warmth at my side.

She was bent too, her body flushed from service, her hair wild as her ass cheeks were spread beside my own for the whole world to see. Her face was an inch away from mine, close enough to kiss, and I could see a dangerous, joyous glint in her hazel eyes.

“We’re getting punished together,” she said sweetly.

Naoimi’s hand was on my head now, pulling me up slightly, guiding me into my proper place.

“Lick,” she said.

Dina spread her cheeks wider.

And I obeyed.

My tongue met her tight puckered hole, the curve of her asshole slick and soft from pussy juice against my lips. I moaned into her, ashamed of how natural it felt, how much I wanted to be her little ass-licker, how much I craved to be used like this, humiliated beside her, exposed and leaking, tongue buried in the place where good boys never went.

“Sloppy little bitch,” Hannah said from somewhere behind me. “Look at him. Look how desperate he is.”

Fredrika leaned in and whispered, “Would you cum right now if we let you hump the ottoman like a horny little dog?”

“Yes, Mistress Fredrika,” I roared even as I continued to lick Dina’s perfect hole.

But I couldn’t. Not with my clit locked away, flattened and sealed, pulsing behind its prison while I moaned into Dina’s ass like it was a holy altar.

She laughed as I licked, rolling her hips, letting me work harder, deeper.

And I knew, whatever pride I had left, whatever illusions of dignity, I wouldn’t be making it through the day with it intact.


Chapter Five: Double Punishment

I was still shaking when they strapped the harness around my waist.

It was thick, purple, rubbery, and far too large. The head of the strap-on jutted out proudly in front of me, obscenely hard and smooth, curving upward with a confidence I no longer understood.

My own cock, what little was left of it, was still caged beneath, flattened and dripping behind the leather straps. I could feel it pressed against my pelvis, twitching uselessly, soaked in precum and trapped under the girth of a cock I didn’t even deserve to wear.

“Look at that,” Hannah said, kneeling in front of me to adjust the straps with precise little tugs. “We finally gave you something impressive between your legs… too bad you’ll never actually feel it.”

I whimpered, and my bestie smiled, kissing my cheek before biting my ear.

“You’re doing so good, baby,” she whispered. “You’re the best friend a gal could ask for.”

Then came the vibrator.

She didn’t give me time to beg or prepare. The wand she used was thick and silent, one of the expensive ones, and she pressed it directly to the tip of my cage, holding it there without mercy. The sensation was instant. It shot through my whole body, a deep, low hum that made my knees buckle and my breath catch. My cock twitched wildly inside its prison, rubbing raw against the metal, desperate to expand but with nowhere to go.

And then she stepped behind me.

I felt the lube first. Cold, slick, humiliating. Then the stretch as her index and middle fingers entered my asshole. She pushed them into me slow and steady, one inch at a time, her voice low in my ear.

“Let’s see if you can cum without touching your pathetic little dick at all.”

I gasped as it filled me. My whole body clenched. The pressure was unbearable. My cage pulsed harder against the vibrator, the metal burning now with friction and need.

“Go on,” she said, her hand smacking my ass hard. “Mount her.”

Dina was bent in front of me, legs spread, braced on her elbows, her ass round and shameless and slick with lube. She looked over her shoulder, eyes half-lidded, lips parted.

“Come on, loser,” Dina said jeeringly, smacking her own pussy with a wet splash. “You’ve got a cock for once. Let’s see if you know how to use it.”

I lined up awkwardly, the strap-on bouncing stupidly in front of me, my own caged clit throbbing behind it. Swallowing, overwhelmed and feeling as though I was in some twisted version of femdom heaven, I began to thrust.

It was surreal.

There was no sensation where I wanted it. My cock was completely untouched. But my ass was full, stretched open and pulsing around the fingers Hannah had buried in me, and the vibrator was still buzzing against the front of my cage, teasing the tip through the bars like it knew exactly how to break me without sending me over the edge.

Dina moaned, face glistening as she bit the couch cushion.

“Harder, bitch,” she hissed, spreading her ass cheeks wider.

I thrust harder. Deeper. She pushed back against me, and the strap-on sank into her dripping cunt with wet, obscene sounds that only made the humiliation worse.

Behind me, Hannah leaned in.

Her voice was soft, cruel and intimate.

“Look at you. Finger-fucked in the ass, dripping in a cage, humping a girl who would never touch your clit with a plastic cock and thinking you’re doing something. You’re so beautifully pathetic.”

I groaned. “Thank you, Miss Hannah.”

“Do you think this means anything? You’re not fucking her. You’re just a tool. Just a thrusting toy with a wet little clit.”

I was already trembling. My thighs burned. The fingers in my ass pressed deeper every time I moved, grinding against something inside me that made my whole body light up with panic and need.

Hannah kept talking as she added a third finger.

“You’re going to cum, aren’t you? Just from this. Just from your own useless body leaking through its cage like a broken faucet.”

She pressed the vibrator harder.

My eyes rolled back.

“Let’s give him a countdown,” Fredrika suggested sweetly, loud enough for the others to hear.

Naoimi laughed from across the room.

“Oh yes. Let’s count this loser down to his ruined little orgasm.”

And then the numbers began.

Ten.

Hannah’s breath was warm on my neck. “Dripping all over his cage. That’s disgusting.”

Nine.

The vibrator buzzed louder, pulsing in cruel rhythms that made my clit twitch in helpless patterns.

“You’re going to leak all over Dina’s thighs, aren’t you? Bold little bitch.”

Eight.

Hannah’s fingers in my ass pressed deep as she twisted slightly, dragging her fingertips along my prostate. My hips buckled. My back arched.

Hannah bit my ear as she finger fucked me. “You’re so easy. So fucking easy.”

Seven.

Dina moaned louder. “Come on, loser. I can’t even feel your thrusts. Do it harder.”

Six.

I was thrusting desperately now, chasing friction I’d never feel, chasing pleasure I’d never earn, every part of me burning with the overwhelming cruelty of stimulation without release.

Five.

My breathing was broken. My mouth hung open as drool dripped down my chin. My body shook like a leaf in a storm.

“Look at you,” Hannah whispered. “Completely fucked and never even touched.”

Four.

The cage was soaked. I could feel slick warmth dripping down my thighs, leaking through the metal, sticky and endless. Hannah’s fingers in my ass curved perfectly upward, milking something deep inside me.

Three.

“I bet you’re going to cry,” Hannah purred. “I bet you’ll sob when you cum. Like a little slut addicted to getting finger fucked.”

Two.

“Your whole body’s twitching,” Dina laughed. “He’s close. The cage is actually throbbing. I can feel it through the strap-on. Oh my god. Ew.”

One.

“Be a good girl,” Hannah said, voice soft and merciless. “And cum like a caged little chastity bitch.”

I never did know how to let Hannah down.

Of course, I did as she said.

It ripped through me like a broken dam, spasming in sharp, useless pulses. My cock didn’t move, duh, it couldn’t move, but it leaked violently through the cage, thick streams spurting out the tip, spraying across Dina’s ass, running down her thighs in long, humiliating trails. I sobbed. I couldn’t stop it. I whimpered, body collapsing against the harness as my embarrassing cummies poured out of me, ruined and pathetic with my cocklet completely untouched.

Dina laughed. “Fucking mess.”

Naoimi clapped once, slow and delighted.

Hannah kissed my cheek.

“You’re improving,” Hannah said with a chirp. “I’m so proud.”

And I was still leaking.
 


Chapter Six: Tomorrow's Promise

I stayed kneeling long after it was over.

My body trembled in the stillness, thighs sticky with the mess I’d made, chest heaving from the unbearable release that had left me lightheaded, ruined, and empty in the most helpless, aching way. The strap-on hung limp between my legs now, the harness digging into my hips, slick with lube and sweat and the pathetic traces of my so-called performance. The cage, still locked, was soaked, coated in the evidence of my own shame, its tiny tip glistening with the slow, post-orgasm drip of ruined cum I hadn’t even felt happen.

My mouth hung open. My knees burned against the rug. My forehead rested against the edge of the ottoman, breath fogging the wood as I tried to remember who I was beneath the humiliation.

Behind me, I heard laughter.

Dina rolled onto her back, legs still spread with streaks of my sticky embarrassing orgasm drying along her thighs. Kitten sipped something fizzy from a crystal glass. Candy filmed a slow pan of my body, whispering things to her followers about “chastity boys” and “dripping losers” while her fingers casually stroked her own slick clit.

And then I felt her presence.

Naoimi.

She didn’t announce herself. She didn’t need to. Her silence was a pressure all its own, calm, final and utterly immovable. I smelled the soft leather of her gloves before I heard the creak of her boots as she crouched down beside me, her shadow swallowing the light.

Her voice was smooth, low, utterly unshaken.

“Tomorrow,” she said, as if it were a vow, “You’re going to visit each and every Goddess you’ve submitted to this week. Every. Single. One.”

She let the words hang for a breath. Then added, quieter, darker,

“And if you don’t break, you’ll have your reward,” Naoimi whispered, guiding my gaze towards Hannah, currently having her asshole licked by Kitten. “The reason you agreed to chastity in the first place, if I recall correctly?”

Dina whooped. Candy squealed and clapped. Kitten giggled even as her face buried further ibetween Hannah’s ass cheeks. Even Fredrika gave a low, approving laugh from across the room, sipping her drink with a smirk.

But it was Hannah who moved next.

Leaving Kitten kneeling with her tongue out, Hannah moved closer. Close enough that I could smell the lingering musk of her arousal on her skin. She knelt, her body still flushed and glowing, and cupped my face in her warm, trembling hands.

I looked up at her, blinking through the haze, and she smiled down at me, pink-cheeked, eyes shining, her voice tender and breathless. She was still my best friend. But there was much more between us now. So much more.

“You’re so close, bestie,” Hannah whispered, brushing hair from my sweat-slicked forehead. “Locked up for an entire week, rarely complaining, always trying so hard to make me proud. You’ve been so good. So insanely obedient.”

She leaned in, pressed a soft kiss to my temple, and let her fingers trace my trembling jawline with featherlight affection.

“Tomorrow,” Hannah said, plump lips just barely brushing mine, “you’re going to finally get the chance to fuck me. And all these beautiful women are going to watch.”

The room spun.

My cage twitched.

My ruined cock throbbed with a fresh, impossible ache.

And all I could do was kneel there, filthy, shaking and dripping with the promise of a tomorrow I could not wait for.

To be continued……….
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