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For Hannah
I'll never forget what we did in Vancouver
And I know He won't either, lol
This one's for you!
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Morning: Tease

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.

Earlier that Day****

A swathe of dense evergreens rolled past the windows, the low hum of the train filling the air, but I couldn’t appreciate any of it.

I was too busy trying not to get hard.

“I can’t wait to get a shower,” Hannah yawned as she stretched, the hem of her tiny white t-shirt riding up to reveal the toned curve of her stomach. Her cotton shorts left little to the imagination, and she had already peeled off her shoes and socks. Now her bare, pedicured feet were sliding from my lap to my thighs, unknowingly driving me crazy.

“Thanks for helping me move for my master’s,” she said, half-opening her eyes. “It’s going to be a fun week. Vancouver’s a blast.”

I barely managed to reply. “No problem.”

We were both twenty-three and had been friends since as long as we could remember, but since our first year of university, the way I saw her had begun to change. Now I was noticing things about her—things I’d never let myself see before.

Four years on the women’s collegiate diving team had turned her body into a masterpiece: taut, strong thighs that could crush a watermelon, hips made for hands to grab and squeeze tight. Her collarbones were delicate lines I wanted to trace with my mouth. And her breasts—perky, small, round—bounced freely because Hannah was under the insane impression that she didn’t need a bra. More than once, I had nearly driven off the road, distracted by the way they jiggled when she laughed or leaned over from the passenger seat. It was part of the reason I had insisted on the train.

“We’re the next stop,” Hannah said, slipping her legs off my lap and stretching like a cat in the seat beside me. Then, with a mock-innocent tilt of her head and a teasing lilt to her voice, she purred, "Would Mister Big Strong Man carry my bags for a weak little girl like me?"

“Aren’t you specializing in women’s studies, though?” I scoffed, but grabbed both bags regardless. She had been getting bossier lately.

“Sure I am!”

Her face was pure mischief and sunshine, all delicate curves and a scattering of freckles across her nose that made her look both innocent and dangerous at once. She tied her long, dark hair into a loose ponytail, pressing her nipples against the white top. I tried not to stare.

And failed.

Luckily for me, she was too smug to notice.

She winked. “Aren’t you the one carrying my bags, though?”

The platform was baking in the summer sun, and there were no taxis in sight. I tried to thumb a lift, but after thirty minutes, I had no luck. Finally, Hannah sighed.

“I’m about to do something to save the day,” she said, biting her plump bottom lip. “But you have to promise never to tell anyone.”

Mutely, I nodded.

An old pickup truck appeared over the horizon, and she rolled her eyes as though unable to believe what she was about to do. “Here goes nothing.”

She lifted her shirt, and I gasped.

I had imagined the sight so many times. I had seen them through her tops and dresses, even bikinis. But nothing could have prepared me.

Her breasts bounced free, raspberry-red nipples hard as tacks despite the heat of the day.

The truck screeched to a stop, printing the tarmac with tire tracks.

The lesbian couple up front waved us over, unable to keep from laughing as they gestured for us to hop in the back between their tied-down furniture. They were moving too, so it was cramped, leaving us with no option but for Hannah to sit on my lap.

My cock throbbed painfully against my jeans as she shifted, every tiny movement a sweet kind of torture. No twenty-minute ride had ever seemed quite so long. In the mirror, I could see her shorts move, showing just the thinnest sliver of pink lace. I could have come there and then.


Midday: Caught!

I don’t know how, but I managed to keep it together. We thanked the smirking couple, and I lugged her bags into the lobby.

“Shoot, the elevator’s out and I’m on the tenth floor,” she pouted, pushing open the door to the stairwell. “Lucky I’ve got my own personal bellboy to do my bidding.”

I laughed, trying to play it cool. “You’re cruel, you know that?”

She just giggled and flounced up the stairs ahead of me.

She chatted the entire way up, talking about what a great summer we were going to have and all the beaches and hikes she wanted to hit up. I barely heard a word.

My eyes were glued to her ass, barely covered by those thin cotton shorts, fabric rising with every step. Her round, delectable ass cheeks bounced and clapped with every step, a faint sheen of sweat leaving them glistening in the fluorescent light.

Even without the weight of the bags, it would have been a hard journey.

My arms were ready to fall off by the time she unlocked the door.

“Oh, it’s nicer than the pictures,” she said, and ran into the apartment. “Hardwood floors with underfloor heating, a massive couch, a great kitchen and—” she opened the bathroom door and squealed. “A massive shower! Like four people could fit in that thing at once!”

I blushed at the mental image of Hannah’s body with her old diving team in there. I needed to get a grip.

“But wait,” Hannah said, pulling open the other door to reveal a king-sized bed with a walk-in wardrobe and a stunning view of the Vancouver coastline. Her brow furrowed as she tapped frantically at her phone. “Shit. It was supposed to be two single bedrooms.”

My stomach dropped. Frustrating as it was to spend all this time with someone so unbearably sexy, I had been looking forward to having a week to just hang out with my best friend.

“Don’t worry,” I said, forcing myself to shrug. “I’ll get the next train back to Portland. I need to find a job for this summer anyway.”

Hannah grabbed my arm with surprising force.

“No!” she said fiercely, her eyes flashing a warning. “You’re staying all week. Just like I planned. We’ll share the bed.”

I was delighted and terrified all at once. “Are you sure?”

She slapped me on the ass and laughed. “You’re a good boy. I know I can trust you.”

Then, as if it were nothing, she spun toward the bathroom. “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need a shower — I’m sweaty and gross. Be a doll and make me a coffee? Side pocket of my bag.”

Buoyed by the prospect of sharing a bed with the hottest girl in the world, I hurried to obey. The shower was buzzing through the wall as I unzipped the side pocket of her suitcase.

Holy shit.

A whirl of lingerie spilled out onto the floor, and my breath caught in my chest.

Delicate white lace, wicked black leather, sheer fabrics that hinted at a side of her I’d never dreamt of. My heart punched against my ribs. Hannah was never meticulous with chores, and I could see some of them hadn’t been laundered since she last wore them.

Before I knew what I was doing, my hand slipped into the pile, fingers closing around a pair of hot pink panties. I pressed them to my face, inhaling desperately, my other hand kneading my cock through my jeans, completely lost in want and desire. My mouth began to water as the scent of her musk filled my senses. I began to rub myself harder, lost to the power of her panties.

Then a voice like a whip cracked through the room.

“What the fuck do you think you’re doing?”


Afternoon: Locked

It was as though I’d been hit with a defibrillator. The world came crashing back around me. Here I was, on my knees, masturbating and sniffing my best friend’s panties —

A best friend who was standing over me in a small lilac towel, her long, smooth legs glistening from the shower, the fabric covering only from her nipples to her upper thighs. She looked furious.

I opened my mouth, but she cut me off with a single sharp shake of her head.

“Not. A. Word.” Her voice brooked no argument.

Then she paused. “Before we start, the safeword is Hitchhiker. If you need to stop, say it or tap the floor twice. Understand?”

I nodded. “I trust you, Hannah.

“Very well,” She said, arms on her perfect hips. ”Sit on that couch. Now. Hands under your thighs. Silence until I’m ready for you.”

Shaking, humiliated, throbbing with both shame and desperate arousal, I stumbled over to the couch. Her eyes never left my crotch, and I could see her start to smirk.

“Good boy,” she purred, disappearing into the bedroom.

I don't know how long I sat there, heart hammering, cock aching, mind spinning. I was terrified I'd ruined everything. That I'd lost my best friend forever. But my cock still wouldn’t go soft. I was hopeless. I was in love.

When the door next opened, Hannah looked like something out of a dream.

Her dark hair was braided back in a vicious ponytail, and her eyeshadow and lipstick were a fierce black. She wore a sheer crimson corset that lifted her breasts high, her hard nipples clearly visible through the fabric. A tight leather skirt clung to her hips, and razor-sharp stilettos clicked against the floor as she walked.

Not the ditzy, innocent, well-meaning pal I’d known my entire life.

No, this version of Hannah was totally in control.

And she knew it.

“Strip,” she barked.

My eyes went wide. “What?”

She crossed her arms, somehow pushing her breasts even higher.

“You heard me. To your underwear.”

Even through my shame, a deeper, darker part of me thrilled at her tone — the way she commanded me, owned me. I wanted this. Needed it.

So I stripped — clumsy, awkward — until all that was left was my boxers. My cock strained against the fabric, and Hannah laughed.

“I never knew you were such a pervert,” she said, grabbing my ear and leading me across the room like a misbehaving dog.

She shoved me down onto the mattress.

“All this time I was flirting and teasing, expecting you to grab me by the hips and fuck me against the wall,” she said, her voice almost outraged. “I’ve never had sex before. I was waiting for you. Tonight was going to be the big night.”

“Hannah,” I gasped. “I want you. I want you so bad—”

“But then,” she snapped, cutting me off, “you decided to sniff my dirty panties like an uncontrollable, needy loser.”

Her eyes glittered.

“So now? Now you’re going to spend the whole week earning me. Proving that I’m worth more to you than your own selfish pleasure. Understood?”

I nodded frantically. “Anything. Anything you want.”

She smirked — a slow, devastating smile.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, stalking out of the room, her heels clicking ominously.

“You have no idea what you just signed up for.”

She returned with that same deviant smile on her face, breasts bouncing as she walked. In one hand, she held the bag — and in the other, the same pair of panties I’d been caught sniffing.

“I wore these yesterday while I was waiting for you to pick me up,” Hannah said, dragging the delicate fabric across my cheek. The scent of her arousal hit me like a drug, dizzying and addictive.

“You were late. Bad boy,” she purred, and without warning, smacked my cock through my boxers. I yelped in shock.

“So I had to entertain myself,” she continued sweetly, pulling a vibrating wand from the bag. “Didn’t have much time, though. So I just pressed this against my clit through these panties… played with myself until they were soaked through.”

Her voice dropped to a throaty whisper.

“Do you know what I was thinking about while I came?”

I shook my head desperately.

“Sucking your cock,” she giggled, a cruel little sound. “But don’t worry, that’s not important anymore.”

Before I could register what she was saying, Hannah had stuffed the damp panties into my mouth, overwhelming me with her taste.

I felt her lips against my ear, suddenly gentle. “Remember, if it's too much, tap the mattress twice. Otherwise, tap once, and you’re mine for the week.”

I tapped once. To be hers for the week. It sounded like heaven.

“You remember I worked at that survival camp to pay for this place, right?” she said with a smirk. “I got very good at knots.” She dangled the rope in front of my face. “Let me show you. But first—”

Her smile sharpened.

“Underwear. Off. Now.”

Cheeks burning, I obeyed, stripping completely naked under her amused gaze.

Hannah’s eyebrows lifted.

“You’re bigger than I expected,” she admitted, a quick flash of interest flickering across her face.

Then her mouth hardened into a wicked line.

“Not that it matters anymore. Flip over.”

In moments, she had me tied — wrists bound tightly to ankles, ass up, cock exposed and twitching helplessly. I could feel the cool air kissing every inch of my vulnerable body.

And then — I gasped as she pulled a fresh pair of damp, lacy red panties from between her legs.

“Seeing you like this made me ruin these panties. They’re too wet to wear,” she said, and without ceremony, blindfolded me with them.

Darkness enveloped me. Every sensation sharpened to a knife’s edge. I could hear her padding around the room, setting up— soft music in the background, the faint crackle of ice from the freezer.

She returned, laughing softly at the sight of me.

“Oh, pantyboy,” Hannah crooned. “We haven’t even started. You’re going to be so easy to break. I bet I could do it with just one little finger.”

Her pinkie finger traced a slow, agonizing line down the underside of my shaft. I moaned into the gag, my whole body lighting up with desperate pleasure.

“Already dripping on my new sheets?” she said mockingly. “Bad boy.”

Smack — she playfully slapped my balls, making me yelp into the panties. Before the pain could even register, she seized my cock in a firm grip. I cried out again, the line between glorious agony and ecstasy dissolving.

“Such a desperate little thing,” she murmured. “But you know, there’s an interesting radical feminist theory... that men are ruled by their dicks. That their cocks control them.”

Her voice was low, almost academic, as if she were explaining something perfectly reasonable.

“But if I control your dick…” she said, trailing off with a smile I could hear in her voice, “then obviously, I control you.”

Without warning, a bowl of ice pressed against my cock. I bucked helplessly, but the knots held firm. She kept the icy torture going until my cock shriveled, numb and limp.

“Ohhh, it’s so pretty like this,” Hannah said, practically cooing with delight. “Let’s keep it that way, shall we?”

I barely had time to react before I felt a new sensation — cold steel encircling my cock, locking in tight.

Click.

The ice was gone, but when my cock tried desperately to get hard... it couldn’t. I was trapped.

Caged.

At her mercy.

Hannah tapped the metal cage lightly with a fingernail, making it ring faintly.

“It’s so cute now,” she said gleefully. “So small. So... docile.”

She gave my imprisoned cock a teasing pat.

“Much easier to trust you like this, don’t you think?”

All I could do was moan through the panties in my mouth.

“Oh, don’t be dramatic,” Hannah cooed. “It’s not forever. I’ll keep your little key safe for you.”

She pulled the blindfold from my eyes. The first thing I saw was the tiny silver key swinging from an anklet around her bare ankle. My eyes locked on it, heart pounding.

She followed my gaze and beamed.

“Aww, you see it? Such a desperate pet. Your little caged cock is leaking even more now... You must love this, huh?”

I was suddenly grateful I couldn’t speak. The truth was too humiliating to admit.

“Now that you’re all secure, and your pretty little dick isn’t in the way anymore, I’m going to untie you,” she said breezily.

She undid the knots with infuriating ease, like she’d been tying me up her whole life.

I instinctively reached for the gag, but Hannah clucked her tongue and wagged a finger.

“Nope. You wanted them so badly — now you keep them. They stay in until I say otherwise. Understand?”

I nodded obediently to this goddess in front of me.

“Yay!” she squealed, a part of the old Hannah sneaking through the dominant cracks. “Okay! I’m gonna run out and grab some stuff.”

She pointed to the mess I’d made on the sheets.

“In the meantime... shower, shave, and launder those sheets you ruined with your pathetic drippy cage.”


Evening: The Contract

I nodded again, embarrassment burning in my chest.

“Oh, and shave everything below the eyebrows,” she added with a wink. “Like I said, I’m a virgin, so I’ve never shared a bed with a boy before, and I don’t want your gross hair getting everywhere.”

Then she was gone, heels clicking, the door shutting with a finality that made my stomach twist.

In the bathroom, under the harsh light and hot water, I stripped myself bare. Every inch of hair gone. My skin tingled, hypersensitive and exposed. I stared at myself in the mirror.

The steel cage glinted coldly between my legs — thick, heavy, and so so small. Barely an inch long, my penis was now straining uselessly against its prison.

I brushed my fingers over it, desperate for any kind of release.

Nothing.

Just frustration. Just tantalizing, maddening denial.

She had me now.

Completely.

Afterwards, I cleaned the sheets like I was possessed, desperate not to disappoint her again.

When I returned to the living room, Hannah was still gone, the bedroom door was locked, and my backpack was nowhere to be seen.

All that remained was a cup of cooling coffee... and a piece of paper folded neatly beside it.

Written in Hannah’s looping girly handwriting:

Rules for the Week:

	You will no longer refer to it as your cock. It is Miss Hannah’s Pretty Little Dick. 
	All your choices will be made by Miss Hannah — what you eat, what you wear, if you cum. 
	Asking for permission to cum may result in punishment. Begging is pathetic. 
	You will complete all chores without being reminded. You are Miss Hannah’s houseboy now. 
	You will be a good little bitch for Miss Hannah at all times. 
	Failure to perform will dissolve our friendship. 
	This is not a game. This is to see if I can ever trust you again. 
	Miss Hannah’s pleasure is your only priority. 
	The safeword is: Hitchhiker 
	If you consent to these rules, sign on the dotted line. 


I signed it without hesitating.

The coffee was still warm when I picked it up with trembling hands. My cock throbbed uselessly against its cold prison.

I had no idea what was coming next.

Then the doorbell rang, and I jumped, heart hammering in my chest. I turned, expecting it to be Hannah messing with me again — but before I could move, the door swung open.

“Oh, hi! I’m Naomi, just wanted to welcome you to the—”


Dusk: The Welcome Wagon

The woman at the door broke off with a choked laugh.

She was the polar opposite of Hannah.

Petite but wildly curvy, Naomi's massive tits strained against a black vinyl minidress, the tight fabric barely containing her. Her thighs were squeezed into sheer black stockings, with just a flash of white milky skin peeking between their tops and the hem of her scandalously short minidress. Heavy platform boots made her look dangerous and taller than she was. Her makeup had a gothic edge — thick black eyeliner, long clawed nails, dark lipstick — and her eyes, an electric witchy blue, zeroed in on my caged cock.

“Ohhh... uh-oh. I didn’t mean to interrupt,” Naomi purred, stepping inside like she owned the place and placing a vase of lilies on the countertop.

She still hadn’t looked away from my cage.

“I just wanted to welcome Hannah. I live across the hall — I actually own both apartments.” She cocked her head. “What did a sexy little thing like you do to get locked up in that, sweetie?”

Before I could even think how to respond, the door banged open again.

“I’m back, my drippy, messy lodger,” Hannah announced, struggling with two huge brown shopping bags. “I hope you still have those panties stuffed in that filthy mouth—”

She froze mid-sentence, mouth falling open as she spotted Naomi. A fierce blush flooded her cheeks, almost as bright as my own.

“Oh my god. I'm so sorry. We were just—"

Naomi was already picking up the paper on the counter — the Rules for the Week. Her lips curled into a devilish smirk.

“You were just... playing with your houseboy," she said lightly, her tone dripping with amusement.

Without warning, she stepped closer, flicked the metal cage enclosing my cock. To my shame, a small droplet welled up on the end of the chastity device and dripped onto the floor.

“Oh wow, this girl is needy,” Naomi giggled. She crouched gracefully — and in the process, flashed a glimpse of crotchless panties and a freshly shaved pussy — and swiped the droplet onto her fingertip.

“Good dolls clean up their messes," she cooed, pressing the finger to my lips.

Behind her, I could see Hannah biting that plump lower lip. “Do you want to try it?”

I nodded. Dazed, humiliated, desperate to obey, I parted my lips and sucked on this stranger’s finger. The taste was musky, salty — my own humiliation turned physical.

Naomi slapped me on the cheek, leaned close to Hanna,h and whispered something I couldn’t hear. Both of them burst into giggles like naughty coeds doing something they shouldn’t.

“It’s a date," Hannah said brightly.

And just like that, Naomi left — hips swaying, boots thudding heavily on the floor.

“What was that?” I mumbled through the panties.

Hannah rolled her eyes. “You can take them out now.”


Night: My Best Friend. My Keyholder. My Ruin.

I spat the panties out, and swallowing hard, I repeated my question.

"Never you mind," she said with a mischievous smile. "I bought a few things. But first... did you follow all my rules?"

I nodded obediently, desperate for her approval.

Hannah tapped her lip thoughtfully. “Hmm. I think you need to be... inspected.”

She pushed me down onto all fours, circling me like a lioness.

Her soft delicate hands were merciless — flicking my nipples, skimming between my thighs, slapping and squeezing my caged cock without warning. Every stray hair she found she plucked out with a cruel pair of tweezers, each pull followed by a sharp slap on my ass for my oversight.

Finally, satisfied, she pushed me face-first into the mattress.

“You’ve been such a good little bitch,” she murmured. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

I barely had time to register what was happening before she straddled me, her thighs pinning me down, her ass pressing against face. She worked my caged cock skillfully through the bars — slow, teasing strokes that built unbearable pressure but gave no relief.

“Good boys get milked,” she whispered, her voice sweet as poison.

She milked me for what felt like forever — dragging it out, slow and agonizing, teasing the orgasm out drop by drop. I squirmed helplessly beneath her, body trembling, gagging for release.

Finally, when I couldn’t take another second, she took out the vibrating wand, pressed it between my balls and my caged cock, and pushed me right over the edge.

The orgasm that hit was devastating — but just as it was about to peak, she took away the pressure. She choked it off, forcing it into a ruin — messy, stuttering, anti-climax. I cried out, a keening, pathetic sound into the bedsheets as only a trickle of cum seeped out of me, the wave of pleasure twisted into raw frustration.

“You’re such a pretty mess,” Hannah cooed mockingly, watching me shudder and whimper beneath her.

She dipped her finger in the warm evidence of my orgasm, then pressed it to my lips. When she finally pulled away, she gave me a soft, lingering kiss—my own release sweet on her tongue.

Grinning ear to ear, Hannah stripped slowly, sensually, leaving only a pair of pink cotton panties stretched over her perfect hips — the word Daddy printed playfully across the front. Her gorgeous bare breasts bounced freely, and my heart pounded in my ears at the sight of her, my cock struggling uselessly against its steel prison.

“If you do well, you may just get the honor of seeing my pussy by the end of the week,” she said sweetly, tapping her panties with one manicured finger. “Until then, you’re just my little plaything."

She traced a finger down my chest, smirking.

"Which means you have seven days to impress me, bitchboy. And just so you know. Tomorrow we're going for a morning jog to a certain event, and we’re meeting Naoimi there."

Her voice turned sing-song, a threat wrapped in a smile.

“So you better get a very good night's sleep...”

She leaned down, kissed my deflated caged cock mockingly, and turned off the light, leaving me trembling, aching, and utterly helpless in the dark beside her perfect body.

Desperate to find out what tomorrow might bring.


Excerpt from Book 2

From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club


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 embarrassment, 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.”





About The Author

Lexie Locke

[image: ]

About Lexie Locke

Lexie Locke is an erotica writer, bespoke lingerie designer, and former professional ballerina with a passion for power, pleasure, and perfectly timed punishments. At thirty, Lexie lives tucked away in the moody, moss-draped beauty of the Pacific Northwest, where she shares her home—and occasionally, her leash—with three devoted live-in submissives.

She began exploring dominance at twenty-one and never looked back. Her work blends elegance and edge, mixing the refined discipline of ballet with the raw, unfiltered heat of kink. Her stories are known for their sensual detail, unapologetic characters, and the slow, intoxicating burn of surrender.

When she’s not writing wicked stories or fitting clients for custom corsets, Lexie can be found barefoot in her studio, sipping black coffee, sketching new designs, or giving etiquette lessons with a riding crop in hand.

Obedience, after all, is an art.
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