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To Hannah, everytime I go to the beach, I think of you.


The Beach

These two beautiful women were talking about my caged cock like they were discussing the weather. As if I weren’t kneeling right there at their feet, naked, red-faced and aching for release.

“Oh, it’s so cute and drippy,” the petite goth woman cooed, squatting to get a closer look at my embarrassing little cock, her breasts almost slipping out of her corset. “How long have you been caging him?”

Hannah chuckled, lying back on the lounge chair like she owned the whole beach. Her tits, small and pert, glistened with tanning oil.

“This is only day two,” she said, sipping from her iced coffee like it was no big deal.

The petite woman gasped, dramatic and delighted. “Day two? And he’s already this much of a mess? Hannah, you’re a natural torturer of men. You have to tell me, how’d you make him such a whimpering pathetic mess.”

I jumped when Hannah reached down casually and grabbed my swollen, aching balls, squeezing just enough to make me wince.

“I’m still figuring things out,” she purred, using her other hand to trace slow, maddening circles just behind them. “But I have so many ideas.”




The cage and the plug

Earlier that day***

Last night had been…difficult to describe.

Uncomfortable? Definitely.
Frustrating?  Utterly, inhumanly frustrating.

Hot? Hotter than hell itself.

Every time I drifted toward sleep, the pressure of the cage fading from my mind—Hannah would roll over, her round, impossibly soft ass grinding against my trapped cock like it was some kind of cruel reflex.

She’d moan in her sleep, or maybe just pretend to. She knew exactly what she was doing.

By sunrise, I was a wreck: hard and not hard, aching but finally drifting off to sleep.

“Wake up, sweetheart.”

Hannah’s voice broke through my haze. I opened my eyes to see her perched on top of me, straddling my hips like a throne. My shirt hung off her frame, hiding her tits—but I could see the outline of her hard nipples poking through the fabric. Her neon yellow panties clung tight to her pussy lips, the outline of the thing I wanted most in the world.

She was holding two things: a slightly burnt bagel… and a sparkling metal butt plug.

“I was nice and made you breakfast,” she chirped, waving the bagel in front of my mouth. “I give you permission to eat.”

With my hands still tied above my head, I strained upward, managing a bite. Hannah had always been a terrible cook. It was dry. Over-toasted. I ate gratefully.

She took a bite too, crumbs spilling across my chest.
She didn’t seem to care. She just used me like a plate, brushing stray crumbs onto my stomach like I wasn’t even there for anything but convenience.

But my eyes kept drifting to the plug.

It was chrome, bulbous, with a slim, elegant neck. The base was a sparkling heart-shaped gem, pink and ridiculous and humiliating.

Hannah noticed where I was looking. Of course she did.

“Ask the question, Bestie,” she said, voice sugar-sweet with that edge of mockery.

“…What’s that?”

She rolled her eyes. “You know what it is.”

Then, leaning forward, lips brushing my ear:
“It goes inside needy sluts, to remind them who they belong to. At all times.”

She sat back, twirling it like a pen. “My ex bought it for me, back when he said he wanted to make me his little whore. But I waited. I waited for you. I wanted to be taken by my best friend’s cock. I wanted you to make me your little bitch.”

She grinned, eyes glittering.
“Only, hah… you’re the little bitch now. So I guess… you’ll be the one wearing it.”

She didn’t even give me time to protest. She slicked it up, spread my legs, and slowly—firmly—pressed it against my hole.
I held my breath.

“Lesson One: Always obey,” Hannah said.

At those words, something inside me gave in. Obeying her was all I wanted. The plug slipped inside me with ease.

I gasped. My body jerked against the ropes. Pain. Pleasure. Embarrassment. But it was something hotter, more confusing, more total.

Full. Claimed. Owned.
Powerless in a new, deeper way.

“That’s better,” she said, slapping my thigh. “Now you’re finally starting to look the part of my owned little slut.”

And as she leaned back to admire her work, she announced:

“Time for a cage inspection.”

I flinched. I already knew what she’d see.

Sure enough, her pressing the plug inside my ass had caused a warm, clear trail of precum to leak out of my trapped cock, dribbling down the bars of the cage like a faucet I couldn’t shut off. I blushed, so embarrassed.

“Aw, baby,” she cooed. “Did getting your little plug make you that excited?”

I turned my face away, burning even hotter with shame.

She giggled and took another bite of the bagel. Crumbs rained down onto my bare chest like I was nothing more than her breakfast tray.

“Clean,” she demanded, and slipped her fingers into my mouth one by one. I was so humiliated as I sucked in her crumbs.

Then she slid down beside me, her fingers lazily drifting to my caged cock. She didn’t grip it, she traced it. Featherlight. Just the barest touch over the exposed sensitive flesh pushing through the bars. It was utterly maddening.

I whimpered.

“Today,” she murmured, “We’ve been invited to a special event. Do you want to go?”

She leaned in and pressed her lips to my ear, her voice low and silky. As she describe it my cock twitched uselessly. Once she finished, I nodded eagerly, excited and giddy. I knew there was a safeword and could get out of this at any time, but I had no wish to use it. What was I becoming?

“If you do a good job, I’ll unlock you for five minutes. Just five. But if you fail? If you disappoint me? Then you’ll be punished. Severely.”

My hips bucked at the word unlock. The idea of release made my entire body ache.

“How is that fair?” I moaned, desperate and already on the edge.

Hannah gasped theatrically, one hand to her chest like she’d just heard a blasphemy.

“This is exactly what I mean,” she said, tone sharp now. “You’re still my best friend. But things have changed. No more talking back. No more whining. Or else... this happens.”

Before I could ask what this meant, she flipped me over like I weighed nothing. Her strength caught me off guard—controlled, confident, dominant.

Then came the first slap.

Her open palm cracked against my bare ass, the sting immediate. I cried out. She didn’t pause.

“Ten should do for your first lesson.”

Smack.
Smack.
Smack.

Each one was sharper than the last. And with every strike, she tapped my new plug, sending jolts of stimulation straight into my core and tiny aftershocks that teased my prostate and made my vision blur in desire.

By the sixth hit, I was drooling into the pillow.

Then I felt her shift. Her hips straddled my thighs, and she peeled off her panties—damp, warm, intoxicating—and shoved them gently into my mouth.

“You’re one of those loud bitches,” she whispered. “Can’t have the neighbors hearing how much of a pussy you are.”

The next five were harder. Slower. More deliberate. Each one echoed through me. Until finally she gave an almighty smack, sending a flash of pain across both cheeks before she squeezed them tight with both hands.

“That’s Ten!” she cheered.

It was over.

My ass was red-hot and throbbing, and my cock was leaking uselessly again, helpless in its tight unforgiving cage.

Hannah got up, humming, and grabbed her instant camera from the shelf.

“For the fridge,” Hannah explained, and snapped a picture of my freshly punished ass.

She showed me the image, the mark of her palms signing my ass like it was a deed to my body. She was the owner now.

She untied me and I watched, dazed, as she sauntered off and posted it under a magnet shaped like a cherry.

Then she turned back to me, smug satisfaction in her voice.

“Go shower. There’s an outfit waiting in the dryer. And no stalling—your training starts in ten.”


The Panties

I reached for the laundry.

“Hannah?” I called out, staring at the pile.

A delicate white thong with little pink hearts. Tight white running shorts. Soft, ankle-hugging socks. And a skin-hugging white workout tee, practically sheer.

She popped her head around the corner. “What’s the problem?”

I held up the thong like it was on fire. “You said you had clothes for me.”

“I did. That is your outfit.”

“My cage will be visible. Anyone looking—”

She cut me off with a smirk. “Only if they’re looking. Besides, its a private trail and a private event. And if anyone does notice… well, maybe they’re supposed to.”

I hesitated, cheeks already burning.

“You didn’t even leave me underwear.”

She walked in fully now, eyes dancing. “Oh, I did,” she said sweetly. “You like my panties so much, I figured you should wear a pair. They make your little caged cock look adorable. And they’ll help hold that plug in place, so you don’t embarrass yourself by clenching and popping it out at the wrong moment. Aren’t I thoughtful?”

I opened my mouth, but one look from her shut me down. Her gaze dropped to my bright red ass like she owned it. Which, at this point, she kind of did.

“…Thank you, Hannah.”

“I think it should be Miss Hannah from now on,” she corrected, casually, like it had always been that way. “Good boy.”

Then she washed me—slowly, methodically, teasing every inch of my skin. Her fingers lingered on my caged cock, ghosting over the bars. Then down, slick and firm, to clean around the plug. She giggled when I squirmed.

When I was trembling, freshly dried, she clapped her hands. “Time to dress!”

She watched every motion as I slid into her panties, the lace snug and humiliating. Then the shorts—tight enough to leave nothing to the imagination. The T-shirt clung to my chest, slightly damp from the steam of the shower. I felt like a doll she’d picked out clothes for.

Then she went behind a folding screen to change.

“I’m shy.”

In bubblegum-pink workout shorts, obscenely tight, molded to her ass like paint. Her top matched—cropped, clinging, her nipples just barely visible through the fabric. She looked like a porn star in an ad for yoga classes.

She walked up, grinned, and slapped my caged cock with a flat palm. “Let’s go.”

We ran by the coast, the sea glittering beside us. I was burning with embarrassment, though I knew we both looked good. We were both lean, toned, and glowing with sweat.

She ran like a goddess, legs pumping, ass bouncing hypnotically in those pink shorts. Heads turned. I was almost glad to be in a chastity cage at that moment.

But what made my head spin was how normal she still sounded. As we jogged side by side, she chatted about video games, new movies, and mutual friends like nothing had changed—like I wasn’t leaking in her panties, like I wasn’t plugged and caged under the flimsiest of clothes.

From the outside, we were just two friends on a coastal run. But if you listened close—if you really paid attention—you’d catch the only two things that had really changed.

I only called her Miss Hannah now.

And she only called me her bitch.

Meanwhile, my cage kept bouncing with every step, a tight, rhythmic reminder that I was hers.

Halfway in, she glanced over her shoulder, smirking. “Wanna know how I got that cage?”

I grunted, winded.

“I won that cage at a bachelorette bingo thing. ‘Surprise prize’ for deepthroating the biggest banana. I thought I’d thrown it away.” She winked. “Guess I’m glad I didn’t.”

Eventually she slowed, breathing heavy but graceful. Breasts bouncing as she panted. “Carry me.”

“What?”

She wrapped her arms around my shoulders. “I own you remember. Chop chop. Unless you want me to pull down your shorts and show the world your pretty little panties.”

I stumbled, adjusted, and kept going—her thighs gripping my sides, her breath hot against my ear. Whispering how much I must love feeling her legs wrapped around me, and how useless my cock was.

Finally, we reached a gated section of the beach. A discreet orange wooden sign swung in the breeze:

THE DIRTY MINDS CLUB

Members Only.

Beyond the gated fence, it was like a farmer's market run by your filthiest fantasies. Stalls lined the boardwalk, but instead of jam jars and organic tomatoes, there were collars, cuffs, plugs, and paddles. Naked bodies glistened in the sun. Some people strolled casually in latex and leather, others were crawling, leashed, or tied to posts like obedient pets. Moans mixed with the sounds of laughter and waves.

She leaned down, kissed my cheek, and whispered, “Are you ready for an adventure.”


The Dirty Minds Club

The Dirty Minds Club was nestled right along the shore, velvet ropes and colorful tents spread out like a kinky carnival. The air was thick with salt, sweat, and sex.

A blonde woman in a glossy white maid outfit stopped us at the entrance. Her lips were overfilled and gleaming, made to give blowjobs. Her heavy makeup was perfectly exaggerated, and her breasts strained the corset like they might burst free. Her thighs—thick and firm—were cinched by flower patterned stockings held up by thick garters that glistened under the sun. The perfect bimbo maid.

“First-timers, huh?” she purred, eyeing me like a chew toy.

Hannah hesitated for the briefest second. She was confident, radiant—but I could see it. This was new for her too. Her cheeks flushed just a little.

“Oh, this and that,” she said airily, then grew brave and grinned. “Actually, I caught my bestie here sniffing my panties. So I locked up his needy little cock and stuffed it into a pair of my own.” She leaned in conspiratorially. “He has to obey me all week. Signed a contract and everything.”

The latex maid clapped, delighted. “Oh, goodie. We love when fresh panty-locked sluts join the community.” She winked at me. “Aren’t you just a pathetic little treasure?”

My cock throbbed behind the bars, humiliated and so very, very excited.

She pulled a map from her cleavage—a cartoony, illustrated thing that looked like it belonged at a theme park. She circled a few tents with a sparkly pen.

“My name’s Moxie,” she said, slipping a card into Hannah’s top. “If you ever need someone to house-sit your toy, let me know. I’m very good at giving etiquette lessons—and I’d love to teach this one how to curtsy.”

My cock throbbed through the bars of my cage.

Hannah laughed and tucked the card into her bra. “Careful. He’ll probably beg you to take him.”

I laughed, pretending it wasn’t true.

As we stepped deeper into the grounds, the noise shifted—moans, slaps, buzzing toys, laughter, commands. We passed a stall selling custom collars, one displaying decorative gags like designer jewelry, and a shaded tent where a bound man was having hot wax poured all down his cock.

“Wow,” Hannah whispered. “This is… a lot. I didn’t expect…” She trailed off as we both turned and saw three women strapped to wooden frames, their asses bare and pink, while another woman in full leather flogged them in slow, merciless rhythm.

I swallowed hard. “It’s hot.”

She smirked and slapped my ass. “You have a very dirty mind.”

Then the dominatrix with the flogger turned. It was Naomi, Hannah’s Landlord.

“Hannah, you made it!” Naoimi called, throwing one hard lash against each slave in turn before running over and squeezing Hannah into a tight hug, lifting her off her feet.


New Toys!

I couldn’t help but stare. Naoimi was so hot it was scary, or at least so scary it was hot. Her hair was in two space buns, and her black makeup made her wide eyes look witchy and malicious. The corset barely contained her heaving breasts, and I could see her round cherry red nipples and the rose-gold piercing glinting in the sun. She wore those boy-stomping platforms and glittery fishnets. Nothing but a gstring covering her pussy.

She caught me staring and raised an eyebrow.

“Slaves shouldn’t be so brazen,” she said sharply.

I dropped my eyes instantly.

“You’re good at this,” Hannah said with a low whistle.

Naoimi giggled. “I’ve had a lot of practice. Watch this!”

The goth goddess snapped her fingers.

Seemingly appearing from nowhere a handsome male slave around my age in a flat cage and latex harness crawled behind her, adjusted the string of her underwear and began to lick her asshole without hesitation. From the front, a tall girl with black dreads, full breasts with nipple tassles and a strip of tape over her pussy, attacked from the front and nuzzled between Naoimi’s thighs.

“May I have permission to taste you goddess?” she said begging, tongue panting like a pet’s.

“Yes, now hurry up or I’ll tie you to the flogger and leave you there for the day, just like last week.”

The girl purred and began licking and sucking at Naoimi’s clit. Hannah bit her plump lip as Naoimi gave a little moan and patted her slave’s head.

“You have a lot to learn,” Naoimi added, glancing at me with a smirk. “These two obedient slaves are Kitten and Puppy—my live-in submissives.”

She turned to Hannah with a grin. “So what do you think of the club? Crazy, right?”

“Yeah,” Hannah said, a little breathless. “But I think I’m getting the hang of it.”

Naomi moaned sharply and came with a guttural gasp, her knees wobbling just a little as the girl between her thighs lapped her through the aftershocks. She caught her breath and winked at Hannah.

“Okay, now tour time.”

She didn’t bother to cover up—just wiped her fingers on her slave’s tits and turned, leading us through the maze of tents and stalls with her hips swaying like a pendulum. Halfway down the path, she pulled out a gleaming credit card from somewhere inside her corset and handed it to Hannah with a grin.

“Apology gift. That idiot realtor listed it as two bedrooms instead of one. So… shopping spree?”

Hannah lit up. “You had me at ‘credit card.’”

We stopped at a boutique called Leash & Devotion. It looked like a cross between a luxury pet store and a high-fashion dungeon. Naomi grabbed a leash from the display—sleek black leather with a rose-gold clip.

“Oh, this one’s perfect for him.”

Hannah turned to me with a look that made my heart pound. “Strip.”

I hesitated for half a breath—just enough for her to raise one eyebrow.

“You know they have a great selection of paddles here,” Naoimi smirked, picking up something about the size of a baseball bat from the wall. “Maybe we should buy this instead.”

I stripped.

The cool air hit my skin, goosebumps everywhere. My cock, locked up in its snug little cage, pressed against the skimpy panties and bounced slightly with each nervous breath. All around us, women turned. One whistled low. Another giggled.

“Aww, look at that cute little nub,” someone purred. “Is it always that tiny?”

“No wonder she keeps it locked up,” another added.

“Is that a glittery plug in his slutty ass?”

Behind the counter, the saleswoman laughed. “I love his panties, I think I have the same pair at home.”

I went to take the panties of,f but Hannah stopped me.

“We can just pull them to the side, you look so pretty in them,” Hannah said, doing so before she clipped the leash to the front of my cage, tugged it once, and smiled like she’d just accessorized her outfit. “Perfect.”

We strolled the market with me trailing behind like a trained, humiliated puppy. Naomi picked up toys and lingerie like she was shopping for snacks. Eventually, we arrived at The Lockbox, a tent devoted entirely to chastity. The shelves glittered with cages in every shape and size.

There was a sleek, transparent plastic one with an internal anti-erection spike array—"for the chronic self-touchers," the sign read. Another was pure steel, polished like a mirror, with no room for growth at all. One display showed a Bluetooth-enabled cage, with an app and a heart rate monitor—“So your Domme can tell just how horny you are, anytime.”

Naomi leaned in, biting her lip. “Mmm. Let’s buy you a few surprises, dear.”

Hannah beamed. “What should I do in the meantime?”

Naomi said, bopped Hannah on the nose, “Could you find us a prime spot by the beach?”

We started toward the shoreline, and on the way, Hannah stopped at a cheeky little stall labeled Sub Hydration Packs. Really, it was just electrolyte water in a sippy bottle shaped like a cock. Of course it was. This day was becoming a parade of public humiliation—and I was loving every second.

“I give you permission to hydrate,” Hannah said sweetly, but with that delicious, malicious edge she’d started to perfect. “Good subs stay nice and wet… inside and out.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. “That barely makes sense.”

Hannah snorted. “Just go with it, I’m having fun, aren’t you?”

In answer, I knelt and wrapped my lips around the cock-straw while she browsed toys. She picked out a sleek, remote-controlled butt plug—much bigger than the one already buzzing inside me.

“For beach vibes,” she said casually, like she was picking out a pair of sunglasses.

She dropped it into a bag and handed it to me—by placing the handle in my mouth.

“Carry it like a good little bitch.”


Punished at the beach

We found two loungers beneath a crimson umbrella, angled perfectly for the sun. Hannah dropped into hers with regal laziness, legs parted, sunglasses slipping down her nose. I tried to sit next to her, desperate for a little shade.

She raised an eyebrow. “Excuse me? Did my chaste pantyboy ask to sit?”

I froze. “N-no, Miss Hannah…”

“Naughty,” she tsked. “Kneel.”

I dropped to my knees immediately. “Sorry, Miss…”

She trailed a manicured nail down my chest, across my trembling belly, along the bars of my tight little cage. When she pulled her hand back, a rope of precum stretched between us.

“Good slaves clean their messes.”

Blushing furiously, I leaned in and licked it from her finger, cheeks hot enough to burn.

“I was going to wait until we got home,” she said, voice purring with pleasure, “but since someone tried to sit without permission… I guess your new plug goes in now.”

Just then, Naomi reappeared, breezing up a wicked smile, and a tall, sweating glass.

“Hi, Hannah. Mocktail delivery,” she sang, flopping down beside her like the queen she was. Kitten and Puppy, her perfectly trained subs, kneeled on either side and offered their backs—living tables for the drinks.

“Oh my god, thank you,its so hot” Hannah said, gulping down the mocktail and sighing dramatically. She held the glass up and grinned. “ I give you permission to lap up the rest of my drink like the thirsty little bitch you are.”

She poured the remaining droplets into her palm and held it out. I obeyed, tongue out, licking from her hand like a pathetic dog.

“Nothing as sweet as the first boy you break,” Naomi watched, amused. “If you’re too hot, bestie, maybe you should lose your top. Helps you blend in.”

“I’ve never done anything like this before,” Hannah said with a cheeky grin, right before yanking her top off and tossing it aside, blushing despite the fact that I was kneeling in her panties in the middle of a group of strangers. “Oh well.”

Naomi raised her brows, catching the desperate look on my face.

“Let me rub you down, babe,” Naomi offered, already pouring lotion into her hands. “It’ll drive your little chastity bitch wild.”

She began working the lotion into Hannah’s skin—slow, deliberate. She rubbed Hannah’s nipples until they stiffened, then cupped and squeezed her breasts while Hannah giggled and moaned softly.

I whimpered. My cock throbbed in its prison, aching to reach, to touch, to do anything.

“Maybe I’ll never let you touch them Bestie,” Hannah cooed, eyes locked on mine. “I bet that idea makes you crazy.”

And then came the promised punishment.

Hannah pulled the new plug from the bag, slicked it up, and had me go on all fours at the end of her lounger. She took out my old plug, and I gasped as it popped free. My asshole was on total display and I burned with embarrassment.

“He’s got a tasty-looking hole,” Naomi said, coming over and spreading my cheeks. “Promise you’ll let me be there if you ever fuck it?”

Hannah laughed and slid in the new plug slowly. My yelp turned swiftly into a moan. She kept pushing steadily until it was buried deep, then connected it to the app on her phone with a little beep.

Naomi smacked my cage and grinned. “Good little ass slut.”

The moment she did, I let out a strangled moan. Precum drooled from my cage, shameful and unchecked.

Naomi laughed. “Oh, look at this leaky little thing. I think he needs a milking.”

“I agree,” Hannah said, suddenly bold. “I want to test my new toy!”

“Which one? The plug or the bitch?” Naomi giggled and flicked my cage again.

An involuntary moan escaped my lips.

Hannah turned to her new, infuriating friend. “Know anyone who’d want to watch?”


Cumming in my cage—to an audience

Hannah waved over two women from the next lounger and my heart stopped.

One was Moxie—the blonde bombshell maid from the entrance, the one with the blowjob lips and bimbo-perfect curves, her uniform now unzipped halfway to reveal the tops of her absurdly plump breasts, sweat glistening in the valley between them. Her thighs shimmered with body oil, her lips still lacquered and pouty, shaped like they were made for sucking. My cage ached just from looking at her.

The other was Fredrika, a friend of Naoimi. She was tall, Nordic, and statuesque in the way of a professional runway model. Her short black bob-cut swayed in the wind, and her full red lips parted in a mischievous smile. Starting at her navel she had a tattoo of a whip, lacing around and down her smooth, long legs before it wrapped around her ankles. She wore a crocheted bikini that barely counted as clothing, a camera between her small petite tits, and a smug, curious smile as she approached.

I wanted to crawl away. I wanted to die. I was thrilled.

Hannah glanced over her shoulder at them, totally relaxed. “Ladies,” she said, “I think my slut wants to put on a show.”

Moxie leaned forward, glossy pink lips parting as she caught sight of me bent over, cheeks spread, cage drooling like a broken pipe. “Ohhh, wow,” she purred, voice syrupy and amused. “Look at this messy little bitch.”

Fredrika crouched beside me, examining me like I was an art piece, one eyebrow raised. “He’s a cutie pie,” she said in a thick accent. “So twitchy. And leaking like a broken toy.”

I was dying. Burning. My whole body was shaking. The plug pulsed, and I gasped, trembling harder. The app in Hannah’s hand might as well have been my brainstem.

“Is this your first public scene?” Moxie asked, licking a lollipop that appeared from god knows where. She smeared it over my lips and tapped my cage with a long pink fingernail. “You're so reactive. I love that.”

“I think he’s been waiting his whole life for this,” Hannah said with a smirk. “He just didn’t know it.”

“Let me help with the show.” Naomi leaned over my back, her breasts brushing me, and spread my cheeks wider again. “Such a good little ass slut,” she cooed, “and very obedient. Want to show the nice ladies what happens when we turn the dial?”

Before I could even beg, Hannah began the show.

“You know,” she murmured, almost to herself, “they really make the UI on these things so user-friendly.”

She swiped delicately, scrolling through options like she was choosing a playlist. A low hum buzzed through the plug, and I gasped, knees sinking deeper into the hot sand.

Hannah smiled without looking. “Oh, that’s the gentle tease setting. Let’s see how long you last.”

My thighs trembled. The plug pulsed slow, maddening, like a heartbeat inside me—pressing against places that made my back arch and my breath catch.

“Such a good boy,” my best friend murmured, tapping another option.

The hum changed. A little sharper now, pulsing in irregular waves. Like it was toying with me. Mocking me.

“Oh,” Naomi said, watching with a wicked grin. “That’s the one I use on Puppy when he’s been especially pathetic.”

Puppy whimpered and rubbed his cheek against her calf, proud of the attention.

I was not proud. I was a wreck. My arms shook. Sweat trickled down my spine. I could feel every gaze on me—on the tight cage that throbbed with each buzz, the shiny dribble trailing from the tip.

Before I could even beg again, Hannah slid the setting up.

The plug throbbed—no, rumbled, like a living thing inside me. I moaned, choking on my breath. My knees buckled.

“She’s going to make him cream himself,” Fredrika whispered, delighted.

“Ugh,” Moxie moaned theatrically. “It’s so embarrassing when they cum in the cage. Gets all sticky and hot, and you can’t even clean it out until you unlock them. So un-demure. I love it.”

I was twitching. Panting. Drenched in shame. My whole body lit up from the inside, shaking like a leaf in the wind.

“Look at that face,” Naomi said sweetly. “Look how bad he wants it.”

Naomi leaned in and whispered something into Hannah’s ear, her lips brushing the shell of it. Whatever she said made Hannah grin—and blush, just a little. That’s when I knew I was fucked.

Hannah reached for her phone. The vibrations slowed. Torturously.

“No,” I gasped, voice cracking. “Please—don’t stop.”

I couldn’t believe I was begging not to be spared—but to be used more. My face burned.

Behind me, Moxie let out a delighted squeal, bouncing in her latex. “What a little slut! He’s adorable.”

Fredrika gave a low chuckle. “He’s going to cry if you take it away much longer.”

I started to moan like a pornstar. I couldn’t help it.

Hannah turned to them both with an innocent smile. “He is such a needy little thing, isn’t he?”

Then, her voice dropped—low, mean, and slow: “But he has to earn it.”

She lifted one foot and slid it under my chin.

Her soles were soft and warm from the lounger, her white toenails glossy and perfect. I could still smell the coconut lotion. She placed her other foot on the back of my neck, pressing lightly until I bowed my head lower.

Looking at Naomi with a wicked little grin, Hannah spoke with giddy cruelty. “Worship me, you slut. Kiss my feet. Kiss them while you kneel in soaked panties with your limp little clit locked away. Show all these strong, beautiful women just how desperate a loser like you really are. They’d never let you fuck them—but maybe, if you’re lucky, they’ll let you grovel.”

A wave of shame rolled through me—and I loved it.

I kissed her feet.

Softly at first. Then ravenously. I savored the taste of sweat and sun lotion and the humiliation of it all. I moaned against her arch.

Moxie clapped, giggling like a cheerleader. The tattooed Fredrika took out her camera and began capturing pictures of me.

Naomi leaned back on her elbows, biting her lip. “Ohhh, he’s such a natural footboy,” she purred. “Look at him go. Bet you could get him to cum just from licking your soles.”

I flushed deeper, thighs trembling. Hannah reached for her phone again.

“Since you’re being good,” she said sweetly, “you can have a little treat.”

She cranked the vibrations back up—and the plug roared to life inside me.

I gasped, buckling, drooling, hips twitching uncontrollably.

“Good footboy,” she cooed, stroking the back of my head with her toes. “Now let’s see if you can cum in your cage—like the pathetic little toy you are.”

The moment she slid the intensity to max, it was over. I screamed—not loud, but desperate. Shaky. Embarrassed.

The orgasm ripped through me, helpless and humiliating. I came in the cage, thick and slow and ruined. It pooled against the metal, smeared against the soft lining of the panties I still wore—soaked and shaming.

Moxie clapped.

“Good little cumslut,” she crooned. “You make such a pretty mess.”

The Scandinavian woman smirked and ruffled my hair. “He should be in the stocks more often. I want to see what other noises he makes.”

Naomi leaned in and pressed a kiss to my cheek. “You did so well, sweetheart. Not just any slut could spurt in their cage so quick!”

My vision blurred from pleasure and embarrassment. I wanted to melt into the sand, to become nothing but a puddle at their feet.

But I stayed where I was—plugged, caged, empty, and adored.

“Aww, you did so well, you get your reward now. 5 minutes.” Hannah purred, kissing my cheek and removing my cage with a flourish.

But so soon after cumming it was limp and useless, and I couldn’t reach it with my hands in the stocks. I bucked against the sand, but it was no good.

“There, there, Bestie,” Hannah cooed, locking me back up. “Let’s get you home to bed.”

Fredrika smacked me on the ass. “You'd better sleep well. I own the Dirty Minds club, and your Mistress has volunteered you as our new chastity and funishment model. You’re in for the photoshoot of a lifetime.”

Hannah gave me an affectionate squeeze of the balls.

Tomorrow couldn’t arrive fast enough.


Teaser: Next Page

Day 3: Chastity Model at the Photoshoot


Next Installment

From Best Friend to KeyHolder

Day 3: Chastity Model Photoshoot







The studio looked like something off a model reality show. Massive, gleaming white, and blindingly lit by rows of spotlights that made every twitch of my caged cock impossible to hide.




Three ravishing women with tight waists and huge busts bounded about — each one naked except for their sleek collars and tight chastity belts. Their tits jiggled as they adjusted reflectors, fiddled with lights and giggled with the easy freedom of girls who weren't the ones about to have their humiliation documented for the rest of time. 




At the far end of the studio, Hannah perched in a tall director’s chair, swinging her legs and flashing glimpses of her white, slick panties. 

"Oh my god," my best friend squealed, clapping her hands and pointing at the pink prison encasing my cock. "That cage is teeny! How did you even fit him in there?"

"It was easy, Miss," Dina said brightly, dipping into an obedient curtsy. "His old cage was way too generous. Even this tiny one’s probably still a little too big."

The assistants giggled.

I caught Hannah's eye, silently begging her.

But she only grinned wider, absolutely thrilled with my humiliation and desperate need to cum.




Chastity House-Slave




"You missed a spot!"




The leash snapped taut, yanking at the ring of my chastity cage. I gasped, stumbling onto my hands and knees as Hannah pulled me toward a watermark on the hardwood. Dawn light spilled through the high-rises, painting the floor gold. My third day as my best friend's caged little chastity slut had just begun.




"You need to do a better job if you ever want me to let your tiny locked cock out again," Hannah purred, giving the leash a second, unnecessary tug — just to watch me blush.
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Chastity and teasing

Transformation and submission
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From Best Friend to Keyholder
Day 1: Caught and Locked! 


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.

Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.

But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.

Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.

She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.

And the worst part?
I love it.
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