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Chapter 1
The Swap


Iknocked twice, then let myself in—just like Beth always told me to.

“Hey babe,” I called into the house, balancing the snacks I’d brought in one hand. “Hope you’re ready for some horror classics. I brought popcorn, cider, and that weird pumpkin-flavored licorice you like.”

No response.

I kicked off my shoes and stepped into the living room. To my surprise, there were no spooky decorations, no slasher movie queued up. Just the soft scent of vanilla candles and a quiet tension in the air.

Then she appeared at the end of the hallway, barefoot and smirking, wrapped in a silky pink robe. “Oh, good. You’re early, Nate,” she said softly.

“Where are the others?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

“They’re coming,” she said, voice light, teasing. Her eyes scanned me like I was already undressed.

I smiled nervously. “You look… comfy. Pink isn’t really very Halloween though, is it?”

“This Halloween it is,” she said, stepping closer.

Before I could respond, her hand slid down my chest and lower—right to my crotch. Her fingers pressed gently but firmly against the front of my jeans.

Her smile widened. “Good thing you’re locked, huh?”

I swallowed hard.

The damn cage. I’d been wearing it for a couple weeks now. Teased, edged, denied. She hadn’t even told me when I’d get out—only that I would have to earn it.

And the worst part? I liked it.

The way she took charge. The way she could make me squirm with just a look. The way she talked me into handing over the keys… and how much more I wanted to beg for release now. There was a clarity in giving up control. A rush of being owned by someone who knew exactly how to make me ache.

If I played along tonight—if I pleased her—maybe she’d finally reward me.

“Don’t you think it’s a little unfair,” I muttered, “using that thing to get your way?”

She raised an eyebrow. “You locked it on for me. I’m just enjoying it.”

She turned, walked over to the couch, and picked something up. Sparkly. Blue. Fluffy.

A dress.

It shimmered in the low light—poofy off-the-shoulder sleeves, sequins, and a ridiculous amount of ruffles. She held it up against my chest like she was already imagining me in it.

“This is your costume,” she said.

“My what?”

“All the girls are dressing up as princesses,” she replied sweetly. “And you should match. You know—fit in.”

I blinked. “I thought we were watching horror movies.”

She laughed. “That was just the excuse. They’re coming over to drink wine, eat candy, and gossip. And tonight, you’re going to be one of the girls.”

“I—wait, seriously?”

“Come on,” she purred, walking back to me. “Don’t act like you’re not curious to try it. I bet just the idea is already making you hard. Oh wait—” She tapped my crotch again. “You can’t get hard.”

My face burned with embarrassment.

She leaned in, her breath hot on my cheek. “Be a good girl tonight and maybe I’ll take it off.”

My heart thudded at the promise. My cock twitched uselessly against the cage.

“I don’t even know if it’ll fit,” I grumbled, taking the dress from her.

“You’ll try,” she whispered.

I stepped behind the counter and undressed slowly. Hoodie, shirt, jeans. I stood in my boxers, already bulging from the pressure of the cage, her control beginning to strongly turn me on. As I pulled the dress over my head, it immediately caught on my shoulders.

“Uhhh…” I tugged at the sleeves. “It’s not going down.”

She came over, trying to help. She pulled, adjusted, fiddled with the side zipper.

“It’s too tight,” I said. “Told you.”

She stepped back, tapping her chin. Then, without a word, she untied the sash on her robe and let it fall to the floor. Underneath, she was wearing a dress.

The same dress I was struggling with—except hers was a soft pastel pink. It clung perfectly to her curves, the bodice snug around her chest, the skirt flaring delicately around her hips. The fabric shimmered when she moved, catching the light in little sparkles that made her look like a real-life fairytale.

My mouth went dry. She looked stunning.

But she didn’t stop there.

With the same deliberate confidence, she reached behind her neck, unclasped the halter, and tugged the zipper down the side. The pink dress slipped down her body inch by inch, revealing long, smooth legs, a toned stomach, and the delicate lace of her lingerie underneath.

Soft pink. Nearly sheer. Hugging her like it was custom-made. Her bra framed her breasts like a gift, her panties stretched across her hips with a teasing little bow on the front.

Fuck, she looked incredible.

Beautiful. Powerful. So sexy it hurt to look at her. And for a moment, I wasn’t thinking about dresses or games or movie night or costumes.

All I could think about was how badly I wanted to touch her.

I wanted to drop to my knees. To kiss every inch of skin she’d just revealed. To make her proud. To obey—if only for a chance to earn my way into her hands.

She stepped out of the dress completely, bent to pick it up, and tossed it to me like she hadn’t just flipped my entire brain upside down.

“Wear mine,” she said breezily. “I’ll find something else later.”

I could barely find my voice. “You’re… really giving me your dress? You really want me to dress up that badly?”

She winked. “You already have my cage, sweetie. What’s a little tulle and sparkle between us? And yes, I do. Go in my room to get dressed.”

Then she turned and strolled off down the hall, hips swaying, humming like none of this was extraordinary.

But it was.

I stood there, holding her dress in both hands, pulse pounding, her scent still clinging to the fabric.

And I knew—there was no way I was saying no.


Chapter 2
Dress Up


Beth’s bedroom door creaked softly as I pushed it open, the pink dress still draped over my arms like some kind of weird promise.

The room smelled like vanilla, like her. Cozy and clean and lived-in. But right now it felt charged. Every shadow, every candle flicker seemed to carry weight—like the room knew what I was about to do.

And there, laid out on the edge of the bed, were a bra and panties. Not discarded. Not left behind in a hurry. They looked arranged.

They were a matching blush pink, complimenting the dress perfectly. They had delicate lace and a little bow at the center of each piece.

My throat tightened. Were these for me?

There was no note, no instructions—but it didn’t take a genius to figure it out. They matched the dress so well. It almost seemed like she had planned this from the start.

Of course she had. That smile she gave me when she handed over her dress—when she walked away in just her lingerie—that wasn’t improvisation. That was a setup. She knew I couldn’t say no to her when she looked like that.

I sat on the bed slowly, the mattress dipping beneath me. My fingers hovered above the bra. It was padded. Lightly, but enough to give shape. The kind of thing that made cleavage with the right dress, the right posture. The kind of thing that made a body look different. Feminine.

I shouldn’t have wanted this, but my cock pulsed helplessly inside the cage, tight and aching. I couldn’t stop thinking of the way Beth had looked minutes ago in something just like this—how the lace hugged her curves, how her breasts sat soft and perfect in their cups, how the fabric clung to her hips and dipped between her legs like it belonged there.

She was confident. Gorgeous. Commanding. And I… wasn’t.

But maybe, wearing this, I could feel closer to her. Maybe I could understand why she loved dressing up, teasing me, keeping me locked and waiting. Maybe I could feel—just for a second—like something pretty.

I stepped out of my boxers and picked up the panties. They were small. Incredibly small. But I stepped into them anyway, tugging them gently over my legs, adjusting until my caged cock was tucked neatly away. The lace hugged tight, snug and smooth. It was softer than I expected. Feminine in a way that felt… good. Dangerous. Like I was crossing a line—and loving it.

I picked up the bra, wrapped it around my chest, and fumbled with the clasp. It took a few tries, but eventually I got it fastened. The cups stood proud and round, already filled with soft inserts that curved against my chest.

I looked in the mirror and I didn’t recognize myself. Not at first.

But the blush in my cheeks, the way I instinctively pressed my thighs together—the way I shifted my hips and stood straighter once I saw the bra hugging my chest—it all made sense.

Finally, I stepped into the pink dress and pulled it up over my hips. It slid into place easily, the bodice snug around my torso, the skirt flaring with every breath I took.

I smoothed the fabric down with trembling hands. I looked ridiculous. But I felt… good. Warm. Nervous. Sexy.

And just as I turned slightly to admire the way the skirt swished with each movement, the bedroom door burst open.

“Ta-daaa—oh my god!”

I jumped, spinning around with a gasp.

Beth stood in the doorway, flanked by two of her friends, both dressed in princess costumes. Lucy wore a shimmering purple gown with long gloves and sparkly earrings, her dark hair pulled into a bun with a rhinestone clip. Casey a flowing yellow ballgown with a plunging neckline and just the right amount of glitter, her golden curls bouncing as she gasped.

All three stared at me.

At my bra. My panties. My pink dress.

“Oh. My. God,” Lucy said again, covering her mouth with a dramatic gasp. “Beth, you didn’t say he’d already be this cute!”

“I didn’t think he’d go for it so fast,” Beth said, sounding completely unbothered as she strolled into the room. “But I guess someone’s feeling extra obedient tonight.”

I stood frozen, hands at my sides, unsure if I should cover myself or curtsy or run.

“Look at you,” Casey cooed, stepping closer. “You’re blushing brighter than your dress.”

“I—I didn’t think—” I stammered.

“Oh hush,” Lucy said, grinning. “You look adorable. Like a shy little birthday girl waiting for her party to start.”

Beth smirked. “Well, technically, he was waiting for horror movies.”

The girls giggled.

Casey leaned in a little and looked me over from head to toe. “She even has a little bow on her panties. You can see it through the dress if you squint.”

“I know!” purple squealed. “It’s killing me.”

I gasped at the thought of them seeing my panties underneath, but it made my caged cock strain against against the thin lace.

“I think it’s brave,” Beth said, circling me. Her hand grazed my waist through the dress and I shivered. “I didn’t even tell him to put on the bra or panties, he just did that himself. Like he wanted to look like this.”

“I think he did,” Lucy said, stepping up behind me to adjust the dress straps on my shoulders. “Didn’t you, princess?”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t know how.

“Beth,” Casey said, still admiring me like I was a museum piece, “Don’t you think we can make him look even prettier? We have to do a full makeover.”

“Yes!” Lucy agreed immediately, clapping her hands together excitedly. “Makeup, hair, lashes. We’re going to turn her into a real princess.”

Beth grinned. “You hear that, Nate?”

My heart pounded.

“We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 3
Make Over


“You’re just going to stand there looking cute?” Lucy teased as she pulled me by the wrist toward Beth’s vanity. “Come on, sweetheart. We’ve got work to do.”

“I-I don’t really think—” I stammered, still trying to figure out what exactly was happening.

“Oh, hush,” Casey said, waving a hand dismissively. “It’s Halloween. This is the one time of year when you can pretend to be anyone or anything. You already look adorable. We’re just polishing the tiara.”

Beth watched them pull me toward the little white stool in front of her mirror, arms crossed, biting her lip with amusement. “You girls have fun. I’m going to go find something to wear that isn’t currently hugging my boyfriend’s hips.”

With a wink, she turned and slipped out the door, leaving me alone with her friends. The moment she was gone, they descended.

Lucy ran her fingers through the wig I hadn’t even realized was sitting on the vanity. Long, blonde, curled at the ends like a princess from the storybooks. “You’re going to look so pretty in this,” she said, brushing it with slow, dramatic strokes. “We’ll even clip in a little tiara if you behave.”

“I…” I looked at myself in the mirror, pink dress and all, bra straps peeking out at the shoulders. “I don’t know if this is really⁠—”

“Relax, Nate,” said Casey. She pulled open Beth’s makeup drawer like she’d been here a hundred times. “We’re not making fun of you. This is just what us girls do.”

“Yeah,” Lucy chimed in. “We’ve made each other over like, dozens of times. We’ve just never had a boy in the chair.”

My cheeks burned.

Casey knelt beside me with a compact mirror and tapped her brush into some blush. “Close your eyes.”

I hesitated.

“Good girls obey,” Lucy urged from behind me. “You want to be a good girl for us, right? For Beth?”

That word—girl—landed differently than it had before. Earlier, it had felt like a joke. A tease. Now it felt like a label. Something that could stick.

I closed my eyes.

“That’s more like it,” Casey murmured, brushing across my cheeks. “Your skin’s actually really nice. You moisturize?”

“I—I guess?”

Lucy giggled. “So modest. You’re blushing under the blush.”

They worked in tandem—one curling the wig piece by piece, the other dabbing at my face, painting me slowly. They didn’t go too heavy. Just enough to soften my face, bring out my eyes, tint my lips.

“You’ve got such pretty lashes already,” Casey said. “But we’re doing falsies anyway. Because obviously.”

Lucy nodded solemnly. “It’s the law.”

I wanted to argue. To stop them. To say this was going too far.

But I didn’t.

Because each stroke of the brush, each spray of setting mist, each curl of hair was doing something to me.

I didn’t feel like a guy in a dress anymore.

I felt like a project.

Like a doll.

Like theirs.

“Wig time,” Lucy announced, lifting it like a prize. She gently eased it onto my head, adjusting it with a practiced touch. “There we go. Look at you.”

Casey turned the vanity mirror toward me, and I froze.

It wasn’t me.

Not the guy who’d walked in with popcorn and candy. Not even the nervous boyfriend in a dress.

It was someone softer. Prettier. Feminized.

A girl in a pink dress.

“Oh my god,” Casey whispered, almost reverently. “She’s actually really cute.”

Lucy came around to stand beside her, hands on her hips. “She’s not cute, she’s sexy. I’d totally make out with her.”

I opened my mouth to speak—maybe to protest, maybe to thank them—but no sound came out.

Because I didn’t know what I was anymore.

Not really.

All I knew was that their praise made my chest flutter… and my cage ache.

“Beth’s gonna freak,” Lucy said, reaching down into a bag by her heels. “But first, I don’t think she’s dressed properly yet. I think she needs one more thing—sexy thigh highs.”

“What?”

She pulled out a pair of white thigh highs, still folded in plastic. “Your legs are cute, but let’s make them cuter.”

“I don’t⁠—”

“Hush,” Casey said, crouching in front of me. “We’ll help.”

And before I could stop them, I was sitting back in the chair, breath caught in my throat, as they began rolling soft white stockings up my legs with practiced ease.

“Princesses don’t have bare legs,” Lucy teased.

“Especially not with those heels we picked out,” Casey added, reaching for the box beside her.

Heels?

I wasn’t ready.

But I didn’t stop them.

The heels slipped on easily thanks to the stockings, and even though I was still sitting, wearing them made me feel sexier and more feminine.

“She’s perfect,” Lucy purred, examining me.

“You’re right,” agreed Casey. “I think she’s ready to show Beth.”


Chapter 4
Debut


Iopened my mouth to say something—anything—but Casey was already smoothing the skirt of my dress, adjusting the way it lay across my lap like I was a doll she’d just unboxed.

They had taken over completely. From the moment Beth had left to find something new to wear, Lucy and Casey had moved like a two-person glam squad with no chill and no brakes.

And somehow, I’d let them.

Lucy gave the wig one last fluff. “There. Blonde bombshell. Eat your heart out, Cinderella.”

She turned the vanity mirror toward me again and I flinched at the reflection.

It didn’t look like me. I mean, it was—but it wasn’t.

The person in the mirror had wide, sparkly eyes lined in soft brown and gold. Their lashes were long, fluttery. Their cheeks had a rose-petal flush and their lips—glossy, pink, a little parted—looked like they belonged to someone who needed to be kissed.

And the dress. God, the dress. It hugged my torso like it belonged there, the soft fabric floating around my thighs, brushing my skin with every nervous breath I took.

“Holy shit,” I whispered.

Casey giggled behind me. “Right? You’re cute.”

Lucy nodded with a satisfied hum. “You’ve got that ‘first time being called pretty’ look going on. It’s working.”

“I—I don’t know how to feel.”

“Well,” Casey said, crouching beside me, “your legs are crossed and your hands are folded like a prom queen. I think your body knows.”

I looked down. She was right. Everything about me—my posture, my blush, even the way I pressed my thighs together—was screaming princess.

And then I heard footsteps outside the bedroom. The air changed instantly.

“Is that…?” I asked, voice barely audible.

“Beth,” Lucy confirmed with a grin.

Casey grabbed my hand, her fingers soft but firm. “Okay, deep breath. Sit up straight. Chin up. Smile.”

I did it without thinking. I didn’t know why. I just… did.

Footsteps echoed on the hardwood. Steady. Confident. Getting closer.

The bedroom door creaked open and Beth walked in.

My body was trembling at the thought of my girlfriend seeing me like this. But then I saw her and I gasped. She wasn’t just dressed up, she hadn’t just found another princess costume—she had transformed.

Tall black boots laced to the knee. Slim black pants fitted like a glove. A deep crimson sash crossed over a tailored white shirt, tucked into her belt. A navy blazer with gold trim, left unbuttoned just enough to show her cleavage. Her hair was slicked back into a low ponytail, and her face… her face looked like control itself.

I felt my heart stop. What was happening?

“Hello, ladies,” she said smoothly, voice pitched lower and dripping with confidence. She stepped inside like she owned the room—and she did. “Hope I didn’t miss the fun.”

Casey made a small, involuntary whimpering noise. “Oh my god.”

Lucy clutched her chest. “Beth. You legend.”

Beth barely acknowledged them. Her eyes were on me. Only me.

And I couldn’t look away.

She crossed the room slowly, her boots thudding lightly against the floor. She circled once, letting her eyes trail up and down my body—the wig, the makeup, the dress, the trembling thighs.

I was painfully aware of my cage, tight and aching, twitching against the lace of the panties. I wanted to cover myself. I wanted to run. I wanted to drop to my knees.

“You did all this for me?” Beth asked, her voice teasing, fond.

“I—I mean, Lucy and Casey helped⁠—”

Beth leaned down, her face close to mine. “But you said yes.”

I nodded.

“Good girl,” she murmured.

My breath hitched.

Lucy actually clapped. “Okay, what the fuck. If you two aren’t going to kiss then I’m going to kiss one of you.”

Beth turned, addressing them with mock formality. “What do you think? Is she ready to serve her prince?”

“She’s beyond ready,” Casey said. “Look at those lips. They’re begging for something to wrap around.”

Lucy smirked. “Royal duties and all that.”

Beth looked back at me, her eyes darker now. Hungrier.

She reached down, cupping my chin, tilting it so I had to look up at her. “Are you ready, Princess Natalie?”

The name hit me like a jolt. My throat tightened. My eyes widened.

But I nodded.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Beth smiled as she leaned in. Her lips brushed mine—slowly, deliberately—just enough to make me gasp. Then she kissed me, fully, deeply, her hand cradling my cheek as if she were sealing something sacred.

It wasn’t soft.

It wasn’t sweet.

It was claiming.

My body melted into it—heat blooming in my chest, my thighs, my caged cock twitching helplessly as her mouth took mine with absolute confidence. I felt her chest press against my dress-covered body, felt her gloved fingers holding me in place.

When she pulled back, her eyes sparkled with approval.

“You are ready.”

I swallowed, breathless.

And then she gave the order.

“Kneel before your prince.”


Chapter 5
Royal Duties


Idropped to my knees. Not because I’d thought it through. Not because I was brave.

Because when Beth gave me an order in that voice, wearing that outfit, with my arousal and desperation at an all time high—I couldn’t not obey.

The skirt of my pink dress flared around my thighs as I knelt in front of her, my hands trembling in my lap. I felt every inch of myself: the cage tight between my legs, the press of the bra cups against my chest, the wig tickling my neck, the stockings clinging to my thighs.

And her eyes.

Beth looked down at me with something between amusement and hunger. She reached out and brushed her fingers beneath my chin, lifting it gently.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So obedient. So eager.”

Behind her, Lucy and Casey had moved to the bed, lounging like bored royalty watching a court jester perform.

“Isn’t she precious?” Casey sighed, resting her chin on her hand. “She even kneels like a good little slut.”

“I give her a B+ on posture,” Lucy said. “But that lip gloss? A plus.”

Beth stepped closer, her boot between my knees now. “You want to make me happy, don’t you, princess?”

I nodded, my lips parting before I even realized I was speaking. “Yes, Prince Beth.”

The title made both girls behind her squeal with delight.

“Oh my god, she said it,” Casey gasped.

Beth chuckled softly. “Good girl.”

She reached for her belt buckle, undoing it with one smooth motion. Her trousers loosened, and she let them fall just enough to reveal the base of the strap-on—thick, veined, slightly curved, and already glistening with lube. She wrapped her fingers around it and gave it a slow, deliberate stroke.

“It’s time to perform your royal duties,” she said, tapping it gently against my lips.

I hesitated for half a second.

Not out of fear.

Out of desperation.

My cock twitched in its cage, the ache nearly unbearable.

I opened my mouth.

“Stick your tongue out,” Beth instructed. “Let’s see how eager you really are.”

I did.

Beth slid the tip across my tongue. “Good girl. Now take a kiss.”

I leaned forward and kissed the head, lips soft, cheeks burning.

“Ugh, she’s such a natural,” Lucy groaned. “Like, if I didn’t know better…”

“She’s already prettier than half my exes,” Casey added. “And they weren’t even locked up.”

Beth placed a hand on the back of my head, fingers threading through the wig. “Now open wide, princess. Show me you can be graceful and grateful.”

I obeyed, lips stretching as she slowly pushed the strap-on past them. It filled my mouth instantly—warm, rubbery, and far too thick to pretend it wasn’t intimate.

Beth didn’t thrust. Not yet. She held me there, letting me adjust, letting me feel the weight of it on my tongue.

Then she rocked her hips forward.

Just a little.

Just enough.

I let out a muffled moan and squeezed my thighs together.

“Oh my god,” Casey said breathlessly. “She’s already moaning.”

Beth chuckled and stroked my cheek with her thumb. “You like this, don’t you?”

I nodded, drool already beginning to gather at the corners of my lips.

“Use your tongue,” she said softly. “Treat it like you’ve been dreaming of this all month.”

I did. I swirled my tongue around the head, slowly bobbing my head forward as Beth began guiding me.

Her hand tightened in my wig. “That’s it. Just like that.”

I gagged softly as she pushed deeper.

“Don’t stop,” Lucy murmured from the bed. “She’s doing so well.”

Casey was biting her lip. “She’s drooling. Look.”

I felt it—slick saliva sliding down my chin, soaking into the dress collar. I should’ve been horrified.

Instead, I moaned again.

Beth began moving her hips more confidently now, pushing into my mouth in slow, controlled strokes.

“You wanted to serve your prince,” she murmured, voice low and firm. “You wanted to be pretty. Obedient. Useful.”

I whimpered around the cock.

“You’re all of those things, Natalie,” she said, using my new name like it was always mine. “You’re my perfect little princess.”

My cock throbbed painfully in its cage, aching for release I knew wouldn’t come.

“Isn’t she precious like this?” Beth asked over her shoulder.

“Precious?” Casey laughed. “She’s a porn scene waiting to happen.”

Beth slowed, letting me suck gently, dragging the cock across my tongue in slow, luxurious strokes. Then she pulled out with a wet pop.

I gasped for air, eyes glassy, face smeared with gloss and spit.

Beth crouched to meet my gaze. “You’re such a good girl,” she whispered.

My cock felt like it might explode. The arousal coursing through me felt extreme, almost overwhelming.

She turned to the girls on the bed. “I think she’s ready.”

Casey fanned herself. “I need a cigarette and I didn’t even do anything.”

Lucy grinned. “Well, we had our fun. I think it’s time we leave the royal couple to enjoy their chambers.”

Beth stood, adjusting her belt. “You sure you don’t want to stay for round two?”

“Oh no,” Casey laughed, grabbing her purse. “I want her to tell us all about it later.”

Lucy winked at me. “Make us proud, princess.”

And then they left, the door closing softly behind them.

Beth turned to me, the room suddenly quiet and charged.

“Get on the bed,” she said.

And I did.


Chapter 6
Being a Good Girl


Beth didn’t hesitate. As soon as the door closed behind Lucy and Casey, she turned to me with a look that made my heart stop—and my breath catch in my throat.

“On the bed,” she repeated, voice sharp, eyes locked on mine.

I obeyed instantly.

The heels came off as I climbed up, but the rest stayed: the dress, the wig, the bra, the panties—still hiding my tight little cage. I crawled onto the comforter, unsure how she wanted me, but desperate to give her anything she asked for.

Beth followed, still wearing the strap-on—thick and slick, glistening from earlier. She climbed onto the bed like a predator, eyes locked on mine, her movements confident and calm.

“Hands above your head,” she commanded.

Again I obeyed, lying on my back, arms raised, chest rising and falling as my heart thudded in my ears.

She straddled my hips, the weight of her pressing me down, and leaned forward until her face was inches from mine.

“You were so good tonight,” she whispered. “You wore my dress. You let them make you up. You sucked my cock like you were born for it.”

I whimpered beneath her, my body twitching involuntarily with need.

“And now,” she said, reaching down to slide my panties aside, exposing the caged cock beneath, “you’re going to feel what it means to be my good girl.”

I swallowed deep, unsure of her meaning.

She moved back onto her feet and hiked my legs up, aligned the strap-on with my entrance, rubbing the tip slowly, deliberately, against my hole.

“You’re wet,” she teased as she looked at my cage dangling between my legs. “Drooling for me down here too?”

I gasped. “Beth…”

She smirked. “It’s Prince Beth, princess.”

I nodded quickly. “Yes, Prince Beth…”

“Good girl.”

And then she pushed inside.

Slowly.

Firmly.

My hands gripped the sheets above my head, body arching with the sensation. It wasn’t like before—not a gentle tease, not something tentative or slow.

This was possession.

Beth claimed me inch by inch, stretching me open, filling me, making me hers in the most undeniable way.

“You’re taking it so well,” she purred as she bottomed out. “I didn’t know my pretty little Natalie was such a natural.”

I moaned—loudly, helplessly. My cage throbbed, trapped, desperate, aching for friction it couldn’t have.

“You want to be fucked, don’t you?” she growled, pulling back and slamming into me again.

“Yes!” I cried out. “Please!”

“Say it.”

“I want to be fucked,” I gasped. “Please, fuck me, Prince Beth—fuck your good girl.”

That was all she needed.

She began to thrust—hard, deep, relentless. Each stroke drove into me with purpose, with control, with power that made me feel completely owned.

My legs spread wider for her without thinking, hips arching, mouth open as moans spilled out of me in high, needy sounds I didn’t even recognize as mine.

Beth reached down and grabbed my thighs, pulling them higher, angling me perfectly. “You look so fucking hot like this,” she growled. “My little pink princess—getting ruined on my cock.”

My body was on fire. The pressure inside me built with every thrust—tight, hot, overwhelming. My cage strained, twitching with every jolt of her hips. I couldn’t touch it, couldn’t stroke, couldn’t even grind—but I was getting closer anyway.

“I want to make you cum,” Beth whispered, voice low and rough. “Even if you can’t get hard in that little cage. I want to fuck you so hard your cock explodes.”

I cried out, legs trembling.

“You love it, don’t you?” she continued. “Being dressed up. Being my girl. My fucktoy.”

“Yes,” I gasped. “Yes, fuck. I love it—please don’t stop⁠—”

“Good girl,” she hissed, slamming into me harder now, faster, the bed rocking beneath us.

I could feel it—the impossible rise of pleasure inside me, the edge just beyond what I thought my caged body was capable of. Every thrust pushed me higher, every insult twisted into praise, every slam of her hips made me whimper with need.

Beth leaned forward and kissed me—hard, hungry, possessive—then bit my lower lip.

“I’m gonna fuck you until you scream.”

And she did.

She fucked me harder than she ever had—faster, deeper, my body quaking beneath her. I clung to the sheets, legs splayed, throat raw from moaning.

My cage hurt with how badly I wanted to cum.

And yet—somehow—it didn’t matter.

Because I was hers.

I was her girl.

Her princess.

Her Natalie.

And in that moment, the pleasure wasn’t about release—it was about surrender.

About letting her use me.

About being exactly what she wanted.

She shifted her grip and pulled my legs over her shoulders, folding me beneath her, opening me wider than I thought I could go. The angle changed everything—suddenly she was grinding against that perfect spot inside me with every brutal stroke.

“Feel that?” she hissed. “That’s where you belong. That’s where I own you.”

I clawed at the sheets, overwhelmed, my voice barely more than a sob. “Beth—oh fuck—please⁠—”

“Prince,” she corrected, slapping my thigh hard enough to make me jolt.

“Prince!” I cried. “Please, Prince Beth—please keep fucking me⁠—”

She growled, bending forward until her weight pinned me down completely, chest to chest, lips to my ear. “Rub your little clit for me,” she demanded.

Without thinking I reached for my cage, rubbing it, palming it, touching it in anyway that gave me a semblance of pleasure.

“That’s a good slut. How badly do you want to cum like this—in your pretty little dress?”

“So badly,” I whimpered. “Please make me cum.”

“Are you going to continue to be a good girl for me when you’re caged? Are you going to let me dress you up whenever I want to from now on? No whining?”

“Yes! Fuck yes!”

“Say your name.”

“I’m Natalie! I’m Princess Natalie—your girl—your toy⁠—”

Beth let out a low, hungry moan and bit down on my shoulder. “That’s right. My perfect girl. My fuckable little princess.”

I was spiraling—my thoughts blurring, my body wracked with overstimulation, pleasure folding into pain and back again. My cock was straining against its cage, my touches building up its desire.

“I’m gonna wreck you,” Beth growled, her thrusts becoming punishing now, the rhythm a blur of raw, unrelenting power. “I’m going to fuck you until you forget you were ever anything but my little good girl.”

My thighs trembled. My arms fell limp. My voice broke into high, shuddering gasps. “Beth—I can’t—I’m gonna⁠—”

I finally broke—my body shaking, tears in my eyes, back arching off the bed. My hands grabbing uselessly at the sheets as my entire body shook.

“Good girl!” she laughed when she saw what she had done to me. “My beautiful, perfect, obedient girl.”

I collapsed into the pillows, panting, trembling, dress soaked with sweat. When she finally pulled out and laid beside me, wrapping me in her arms, I felt like I belonged there.

Like I’d always been hers.

Like I always would be.

“You okay?” Beth murmured, brushing a finger along my jaw.

I nodded.

She kissed me softly—so different from the hard, possessive way she’d kissed me before. This was tender. Intimate.

She pulled away and smirked. “You really liked being my girl, didn’t you?”

“I think…” I swallowed, voice hoarse. “I think I’ve never liked anything more.”

Her smile widened. “You should’ve seen yourself. You took my cock like a natural.”

I flushed, hiding my face in her shoulder. “Stop…”

She laughed and wrapped her arms around me, dragging my body against hers. “Mmm, no. I think you need to hear it. You need to know what a perfect little princess you were.”

“I was a good girl,” I whispered, closing my eyes. “Wasn’t I?”

Beth leaned in close, her breath warm against my ear. “You were perfect.”


Newsletter


Need more of Tiffany's stories in your life? Sign up for her newsletter!

Subscribers get access to updates on her latest books as well as notices about her ongoing specials and promotions.

Oh, and did I mention free books?

For that and more, signup today and get your first free book!

https://tiffanychastain.com/newsletter


About the Author


Tiffany Chastain

Tiffany Chastain is an author at https://www.malechastitylife.com, a blog site containing information aimed to help people starting their own male chastity lives as well as a collection of other chastity stories.

Contact Tiffany

Website: https://www.tiffanychastain.com

[image: Amazon icon] [image: X (Twitter) icon] [image: Instagram icon]


Also by Tiffany Chastain


Halloween as a Sissy Maid: A Halloween Gender Swap Story
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