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Chapter 1: Inside the Torture Room

The car door slammed shut behind me. My heart hammered against my C-cup breasts as I followed who I thought was Jenna up the walkway to Diana’s house. Something felt wrong. The way she moved, the coldness in her smile when she’d picked me up from the university gate—it all screamed danger, but I’d been too trusting, too stupid.

“Wait,” I said, my feminine alto voice cracking with sudden fear. “Aren’t we supposed to be going to the beach?”

She turned, and that smile widened into something cruel. “Change of plans, sissy.”

The front door opened before we reached it. Diana stood there in tight black leather pants and a crop top that showed her toned stomach, her dark eyes glittering with triumph. Behind her, I could see a heavy door slightly ajar, and from within came muffled sounds that made my blood run cold.

“Welcome,” Diana purred. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

My flat black cage—the most restrictive device Claire had ever fitted me with—pressed against my pelvis as fear shot through me. The sub-2cm capacity meant I couldn’t even get aroused properly anymore, but phantom sensations of dread made everything tighten anyway.

“What’s going on?” I demanded, my voice rising. “Where’s Victoria? She said—”

“Victoria sent me to get you,” fake-Jenna interrupted, her voice flat. “Didn’t she?”

She was right. The text had come from Victoria’s number. But something was so wrong.

Diana grabbed my wrist, her grip iron-strong, and yanked me inside. The door slammed shut behind us. “Let me show you what’s in the back room,” she said, dragging me toward that heavy door. “I think you’ll find it very… educational.”

I tried to pull away, but Diana was stronger, more athletic. She’d always been physically dominant. Fake-Jenna moved behind me, blocking any escape route. My heels clicked frantically on the hardwood floor as I struggled.

“Stop! Let me go!”

Diana kicked the door open wide.

The sight inside froze me completely.

Victoria.

My Mistress Victoria—the woman whose feet I worshipped every single day, whose amber eyes had owned me since the moment she revealed herself as my crush—was completely naked, bound spread-eagle to a large St. Andrew’s cross in the center of the room.

Her wrists and ankles were locked in padded leather cuffs, her perfect body exposed and vulnerable. A ball gag filled her mouth, muffling her cries into desperate whimpers. Noise-canceling headphones covered her ears, blasting what must have been white noise at maximum volume. A thick blindfold wrapped around her eyes, leaving her in complete sensory deprivation.

She couldn’t see.

She couldn’t hear.

She couldn’t speak.

And written all over her porcelain skin in thick black marker were degrading words: “SLUT” across her chest, “WHORE” on her stomach, “FREE USE” on her thighs. Someone had drawn arrows pointing to her pussy with the word “WORTHLESS” scrawled beside it.

“No,” I whispered, my knees going weak. “No, no, no…”

“Yes,” Diana breathed in my ear, her body pressed against my back. “She’s been here since this morning. We’ve been having so much fun.”

Victoria thrashed against her bonds, her head turning blindly as if she could sense new presence in the room. Her perfect size 7.5 feet flexed and pointed in their restraints, those feet I’d licked for hundreds of hours, the feet that appeared in every one of my dreams.

I noticed a band-aid placed directly over her pussy, covering her clit. A cruel denial device. Her outer lips were swollen and flushed dark pink, glistening with hours of denied arousal. The moisture had dripped down her inner thighs, leaving wet trails that caught the light.

“How long?” I managed to choke out.

“Eight hours now,” Diana said proudly. “She doesn’t even know who has her. Could be anyone. Could be you.”

My stomach dropped. “Me? I would never—”

“But you’re here now, aren’t you?” Diana spun me around to face her. “You came willingly. You followed Jenna right into my trap.”

I looked at the woman who’d picked me up—Jenna, Victoria’s best friend. The one who was supposed to be loyal. She stood there with her arms crossed, a cruel smile on her face that I’d never seen before.

“Jenna?” I said, my voice barely a whisper. “How could you? Victoria trusts you. You’re her best friend.”

Jenna’s smile widened but she said nothing. Something felt slightly off about her—a coldness in her expression that didn’t quite match the warm friend I knew—but the shock of betrayal overwhelmed any careful observation.

“Best friends make the best traitors,” Diana said, her hands sliding over my hips, pulling me back against her. “And now you’re going to help too. Unless you want me to tell Victoria that you knew about this all along. That you helped plan it.”

“That’s not true!”

“But she’s blindfolded, sissy. She can’t see who’s touching her. She can’t hear explanations.” Diana’s lips brushed my ear. “All she’ll know is that you were here. That you participated. That you betrayed her.”

Tears burned my eyes. “Please don’t make me—”

“Oh, I’m going to make you do much more than watch,” Diana promised. She released me and strode to the wall, where various implements hung on display. She selected a leather paddle and returned, slapping it against her palm. “First, let’s wake our sleeping beauty up properly.”

She approached Victoria and brought the paddle down on her left breast with a sharp crack.

Victoria’s entire body convulsed, a scream trapped behind the gag. Her nipples—which I’d sucked so many times, which had become so sensitive from her piercings—hardened instantly.

Diana struck the right breast. Another muffled scream.

“Stop!” I begged. “Please, Mistress Diana, she doesn’t deserve—”

“Mistress Diana?” Her eyes lit up with pleasure. “Oh, I like that. Say it again.”

“Please, Mistress Diana,” I whimpered, hating myself. “Don’t hurt her anymore.”

“But she’s enjoying it,” Diana said, gesturing to Victoria’s body. “Look how wet she is.”

I looked—and to my horror, Diana was right. Despite the band-aid covering her clit, I could see moisture glistening on Victoria’s inner thighs. Her pussy was dripping.

“Victoria gets off on pain?” I couldn’t believe it.

“Victoria,” Diana said slowly, “is a switch. Just like me. She’s been playing dominant with you for months, but deep down, she craves this just as much as you crave her feet.”

It couldn’t be true. My Mistress was pure dominance. She’d never submitted to anyone. She’d never—

Diana struck Victoria’s pussy directly with the paddle.

The wet smack echoed through the room. Victoria’s entire body went rigid, every muscle tensing at once. The sound she made—even through the gag—was pure, desperate pleasure, a keening moan that vibrated through her chest. Her hips thrust forward involuntarily, seeking more contact, her swollen pussy lips visibly quivering from the impact. Her toes curled tight, the tendons in her feet standing out as her arches flexed.

My mouth went dry watching her body betray her.

“See?” Diana tossed the paddle aside and slid her hand between Victoria’s legs, teasing around the band-aid. Her fingers traced the edges of Victoria’s outer lips, gathering the slick arousal that had pooled there. “She’s soaking wet. Absolutely drenched.” She held up her glistening fingers, strings of clear fluid stretching between them. “She’s been on edge for hours. We’ve been playing with her, denying her, breaking her down. And she fucking loves it.”

Jenna moved to stand beside Diana. Together, they each placed one hand on Victoria’s body—Diana on her left breast, Jenna on her right. They squeezed and kneaded in synchronized rhythm while Victoria moaned and writhed.

“Come here, sissy,” Diana commanded. “Time for you to join in.”

I shook my head, backing toward the door. “I can’t. I won’t betray her.”

“Then I’ll just tell her you were here and chose not to help her,” Diana said with a shrug. “That you watched her suffer and did nothing. Either way, your relationship is over. At least if you participate, you might salvage something. Show her you were forced.”

The logic was twisted, cruel, but I couldn’t find a flaw in it. If I ran now, Victoria would never believe I wasn’t complicit. But if I stayed, if I followed Diana’s commands while making it clear I had no choice…

Maybe. Maybe she’d understand.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked, my voice breaking.

Diana’s smile was triumphant. “For now? Just watch. Learn. See what your perfect Mistress really is underneath all that dominance.”

She nodded to Jenna, who moved to a small table covered with various items. She selected a vibrator—a powerful wand-style device—and returned to Victoria’s spread form.

“Let’s remove the band-aid,” Diana decided. “I want to see her beg.”

She ripped the band-aid off in one quick motion. Victoria’s gagged scream was mixed with unmistakable relief as her swollen, denied clit was finally exposed to air. The tiny bud was dark pink, almost purple from hours of trapped blood flow, engorged to twice its normal size. It throbbed visibly with her racing pulse, desperate for any stimulation after being imprisoned all day.

Jenna placed the vibrator directly against it.

The effect was instantaneous and devastating. Victoria’s entire body went rigid, every tendon standing out beneath her skin. Her back arched as far as the restraints allowed, spine curving impossibly, her C-cup breasts bouncing with the motion—nipples rock hard and pointing at the ceiling. Her perfect feet flexed and pointed rhythmically, those high arches I’d worshipped creating elegant lines even in bondage. I could see the muscles in her calves trembling, her toes spreading wide then curling tight in waves of desperate sensation.

“Don’t let her cum,” Diana instructed Jenna. “Keep her on edge.”

For the next fifteen minutes, I watched in horrified fascination as they tortured Victoria with pleasure. Jenna would press the vibrator firmly against her clit, the buzzing device disappearing between those swollen lips, Victoria’s hips grinding forward desperately to increase the pressure. Her breathing would turn ragged, shallow pants escaping around the gag. Her stomach muscles would clench visibly, her thighs quivering, pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing as her body chased the orgasm it craved. I could see her getting closer—the flush spreading from her chest to her face, her moans rising in pitch, her toes pointing so hard the tendons looked ready to snap—

Then Jenna would pull the vibrator away completely.

Victoria’s scream of frustration was primal, animal, her body convulsing against the restraints as the orgasm retreated just out of reach. Her hips thrust uselessly at empty air, her pussy visibly contracting, searching for stimulation that wasn’t there. Clear fluid dripped from her entrance, pooling on the leather beneath her.

Again and again. Building her up, tearing her down. Each time she got closer faster, her body more sensitized, more desperate. By the fifth edge, tears were streaming down her blindfolded face. By the tenth, she was sobbing around the gag, her whole body trembling with unfulfilled need.

My flat cage pressed uselessly against my pelvis. I was trapped in it, unable to even get aroused, but my mind was spinning. This was Victoria. My Mistress. The woman who’d kept me in chastity for months, who controlled every aspect of my sexuality, who I’d do anything for.

And she was being reduced to a desperate, begging mess.

“Her feet,” Diana said suddenly, turning to me. “You worship her feet every day, don’t you?”

I nodded mutely.

“Then you know what she likes. You know how sensitive she is.” Diana’s eyes glittered. “I want you to watch something very special.”

Diana moved between Victoria’s spread legs while Jenna continued the vibrator torture. She raised her hand and brought it down sharply on Victoria’s exposed pussy.

SLAP.

The wet crack of palm against swollen flesh echoed through the room. Victoria’s entire body convulsed, a scream muffled by the gag. Her pussy was already so swollen, so sensitive from hours of edging, that the slap sent visible ripples through her engorged lips. A spray of her arousal misted Diana’s palm.

SLAP. SLAP. SLAP.

Diana established a merciless rhythm, her open hand connecting with Victoria’s dripping cunt over and over. Each strike landed squarely on those puffy outer lips, the impact traveling through to her tortured clit. The sounds were obscene—wet smacks punctuated by Victoria’s muffled screams, each cry carrying a note of pleasure that shouldn’t have been there.

Diana alternated between striking Victoria’s pussy and pressing the vibrator against her clit. Pain followed by pleasure, pleasure followed by pain. Victoria’s body couldn’t process the contradiction—her hips would jerk back from the slap then immediately thrust forward seeking the vibrator, her mind short-circuiting from the overwhelming sensations.

“This is what she really craves,” Diana said, bringing her hand down harder. Victoria’s clit took the full impact, that engorged bud flattened momentarily before springing back. “Pain and pleasure mixed together. She’s been hiding her switch nature from you, sissy. But her body doesn’t lie.”

Victoria’s hips thrust upward with each slap now, actually seeking the punishment rather than flinching from it. Her muffled cries had transformed from pain to something else entirely—a hungry, desperate sound. Her pussy was dripping steadily, clear fluid running down between her ass cheeks, her inner thighs smeared with her own arousal. Each slap sent droplets spattering onto Diana’s wrist, onto the floor below.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please stop.”

“Stop? When she’s enjoying it so much?” Diana slapped harder. Victoria’s back arched, a long moan escaping around the gag. “See how wet she is? See how her body responds to being dominated?”

Jenna increased the vibrator’s intensity while Diana continued the pussy slapping. Victoria was trembling violently now, clearly on the edge of orgasm.

“Not yet,” Diana said, pulling everything away. Victoria’s frustrated scream was primal, desperate.

Diana turned to me. “Jenna, bring the sissy closer. Let’s see if Victoria recognizes the touch of her favorite foot-slave.”

“No,” I pleaded, but Jenna was already dragging me forward. “Please, I can’t—”

“You will,” Diana said simply. “Or I’ll make this so much worse for both of you.”

Jenna pushed me down to my knees beside the cross. My face was level with Victoria’s bound hands, which flexed and grasped at nothing. I could see her wrists were red from struggling against the cuffs.

“Remove your heels,” Diana ordered.

With shaking hands, I unbuckled my six-inch platform heels and set them aside. My pedicured feet—pink nail polish that matched my cage’s original color, though I now wore a black flat cage—felt vulnerable on the cold floor.

“Now place your foot against her face.”

I looked up at Diana with pleading eyes. She stared back with no mercy.

Slowly, hating myself, I lifted my right foot and pressed my sole against Victoria’s cheek, just above the ball gag.

For a moment, nothing happened. Then Victoria’s head turned slightly, her nose inhaling against my sole. Even blindfolded and deafened, some part of her must have recognized my scent, the lotion I used, the familiar shape of my foot.

Her body went still.

“She knows,” Jenna whispered gleefully. “She knows it’s her sissy.”

Victoria’s whole body trembled—not from the torture, but from the realization that I was here. That I was part of this. Her hands flexed desperately in their restraints, reaching for nothing.

Why are you here? Why are you doing this to me?

I wanted to scream that I had no choice. I wanted to rip off her blindfold and headphones and explain everything. But Diana’s hand clamped on my shoulder, holding me in place.

“Keep your foot there,” she commanded. “Let her smell you while we make her cum. I want her first orgasm in eight hours to happen while she knows her sissy is watching. That’ll really fuck with her head.”

Jenna repositioned the vibrator, pressing it firmly against Victoria’s clit and holding it there at maximum intensity. The buzzing filled the room, a relentless mechanical drone that disappeared into Victoria’s soaking flesh. Diana reached down and slid two fingers inside Victoria’s dripping pussy—I could hear the wet squelch as she entered, could see the slick coating her knuckles immediately. She curled her fingers upward, finding that spongy spot inside and attacking it mercilessly.

Victoria’s breath came in desperate gasps against my sole, hot and wet, her lips brushing my skin involuntarily with each exhale. Her body trembled violently, every muscle locked in that final desperate climb toward release. I could see it building—her stomach muscles rippling visibly beneath her skin, her thighs shaking uncontrollably, her pussy clenching rhythmically around Diana’s pumping fingers. Those inner walls gripped desperately, pulling Diana deeper with each spasm. Her clit pulsed against the vibrator, swelling even larger under the relentless stimulation.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged, pumping her fingers faster, the wet sounds growing louder. “Cum for us, switch-bitch. Cum while your sissy watches. Show her what you really are.”

Victoria’s orgasm, when it hit, was explosive and absolute.

Her entire body went rigid first—one long moment of perfect tension, every muscle locked—then convulsed violently against the restraints. Her scream ripped through the gag, primal and ecstatic, a sound I’d never heard from her before. Her pussy clamped down on Diana’s fingers so hard I could see Diana’s arm trembling from the pressure.

Then the contractions began.

Powerful rhythmic pulses traveled through her abdomen, visible waves of clenching muscle. Her inner walls milked Diana’s fingers relentlessly as weeks of denial and eight hours of edge-torture finally released in one devastating, world-shattering climax. Fluid gushed from around Diana’s fingers with each contraction, spattering onto the floor below in an obscene display of release.

And through it all, her face pressed against my foot, her mouth open against my sole, her ragged screams vibrating through my skin. Her tongue lashed out blindly, tasting my arch, my toes—not worship, but desperate contact with the only familiar thing in her sensory-deprived world. She needed something to anchor her as pleasure tore her apart, and that anchor was me.

I watched my Mistress—my dominant, my owner, my goddess—cum while helpless, her body betraying every dominant instinct she’d ever shown me, and something fundamental shifted in my understanding of who she was.

The orgasm seemed to last forever. Wave after wave crashed through her, each one accompanied by another clench around Diana’s still-pumping fingers, another gush of fluid, another muffled scream against my foot. Her whole body shook and trembled, sweat rolling down her skin, her breath coming in sobbing gasps that left my sole slick with saliva.

When it finally subsided, she went completely limp in the restraints, her head lolling forward, her chest heaving with exhaustion. Her pussy still twitched weakly around Diana’s fingers, aftershocks rippling through her thoroughly spent body.

Diana withdrew her fingers and held them up, coated in Victoria’s juices. “Taste her submission, sissy. Taste what she really is.”

She pressed her fingers against my lips. I opened my mouth, hating myself, and tasted Victoria’s orgasm—sweet and tangy and unmistakably aroused.

“Good girl,” Diana purred. “Now you’re starting to understand. Your Mistress isn’t the pure dominant you thought she was. She gets wet from being dominated. Just like you’re a sissy who gets hard from worshipping feet—oh wait, you can’t even get hard anymore, can you? That flat cage makes sure of that.”

She was right. My clitty was completely trapped, unable to respond no matter how intense the situation. I could only leak a little through the cage holes, my arousal evident in the small damp spot on my panties but otherwise contained.

“Please,” I whispered. “Please let her go. You’ve proven your point.”

“Oh, sissy,” Diana laughed. “We’re just getting started. Victoria’s going to spend the whole night here. And you’re going to help us break her completely. By morning, she’ll be begging to submit to me permanently.”

Jenna pulled my foot away from Victoria’s face. Victoria’s head turned slightly, seeking the contact that had disappeared.

“See how she responds?” Jenna said. “This is just the beginning. Tomorrow, we’ll show you what Victoria really craves. What she’s been hiding from you all along.”

My Mistress could be dominated.

My dominant had cum while helpless, while tortured.

The woman I worshipped wasn’t the pure dominant I’d believed her to be.

Everything I thought I knew was shaking.

Diana checked her watch. “That’s enough for tonight’s preview. We’ll let her rest a bit before the morning’s main event.” She turned to me, her smile predatory. “You, sissy, are going to stay here. We have a special room set up for you. Tomorrow, we continue Victoria’s training. And you’re going to help us whether you want to or not.”

Jenna grabbed my arm and hauled me to my feet. “Come on. Your bedroom awaits.”

They dragged me from the torture room, Victoria’s muffled whimpers following me down the hall. The last thing I saw before the door closed was her perfect feet, still flexing and pointing in their restraints, those feet I’d worshipped every single day.

Those feet that might never be offered to me again after this betrayal.

Jenna shoved me into a small bedroom and locked the door from the outside. I collapsed onto the bed, my mind reeling.

What had I just witnessed?

What had I just participated in?

Victoria had cum while helpless. My Mistress had been broken right in front of me.

And most terrifying of all—what would tomorrow bring?

I curled into a ball, my C-cup breasts pressing against my knees, my flat cage useless and uncomfortable between my thighs, and tried not to think about the fact that somewhere in this house, my Mistress was still bound and helpless.

Still being broken by the woman who’d wanted to steal me from the very beginning.

And I’d just helped her do it.


Chapter 2: Forced Participation

I didn’t sleep. How could I? Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Victoria’s face—wet with Diana’s orgasm, confused and desperate behind that blindfold, her tongue working against my toes while she came.

My Mistress had licked my feet.

My dominant had submitted.

Everything was wrong.

The locked door opened just as pale morning light filtered through the curtains. Diana stood there, already dressed in black leather pants and a sports bra, looking refreshed despite last night’s activities. Behind her, Jenna carried a tray with water and what looked like protein bars.

“Breakfast,” Diana announced cheerfully. “Eat up, sissy. You’re going to need your energy.”

I sat up slowly, my pink micro dress rumpled from sleeping in it. My C-cup breasts ached from being compressed all night without my proper sleep bra. My flat cage dug into my pelvis uncomfortably.

“Is Victoria—” I started.

“Still exactly where we left her,” Diana interrupted. “Though we did give her some water through a straw. Can’t have her getting dehydrated. We need her coherent for today’s fun.”

Jenna set the tray on the bed and stepped back, her arms crossed. Even in daylight, I couldn’t understand what had happened to her. The warm, friendly woman I knew seemed to have been replaced by something cold and cruel.

“How could you do this to your best friend?” I asked her.

Jenna shrugged. “Victoria’s not as perfect as you think she is. She deserves to be brought down. Plus, Diana’s paying me very well.”

Money. Of course. My stomach turned.

“Eat,” Diana commanded again. “We start in thirty minutes.”

I forced down a protein bar and drank the water, my mind racing. There had to be a way out of this. Some way to help Victoria without making things worse. If I could just get to my phone, I could text Jenna, or Sophie, or—

“Looking for this?” Diana held up my phone, waggling it tauntingly. “We took it last night while you were unconscious with shock. Nice try though.”

Unconscious with shock. Is that what had happened? I’d thought I’d just collapsed from emotional exhaustion, but maybe my mind had simply shut down to protect itself.

“What do you want from me?” I asked quietly.

Diana’s smile was predatory. “I want you to help us break Victoria completely. I want you to participate in her humiliation so thoroughly that when she finally sees who was involved, she’ll never be able to trust you again. Then you’ll have no choice but to come to me.”

“I’ll never submit to you,” I said, trying to sound braver than I felt.

“You already do, sissy. Every time you call me ‘Mistress Diana.’ Every time you obey my commands. You’re already mine—you just don’t accept it yet.” She gestured to the door. “Now come. It’s time for Act Two.”

Jenna grabbed my arm and hauled me from the room. They marched me back down the hallway to the torture room, my heels clicking against the hardwood. With each step, my dread grew heavier.

The door opened.

Victoria was still bound to the cross in the exact same position. Her body glistened with a thin sheen of sweat. The degrading words written on her skin had smudged slightly but were still clearly visible. Her head hung forward in exhaustion, but she stirred when we entered, sensing new presence.

Diana had removed the mouth-gag dildo harness at some point, leaving only the ball gag. But Victoria still wore the blindfold and headphones, still trapped in complete sensory deprivation.

“Morning, beautiful,” Diana called out, though Victoria couldn’t hear. “Ready for round two?”

She approached Victoria but left the blindfold in place—only removed the ball gag. Victoria’s voice emerged as a hoarse croak, her words directionless since she still couldn’t see or hear.

“Who’s there? Please… please let me go…”

Diana leaned close to Victoria’s ear and lifted one side of the headphones. “It’s Diana, switch-bitch. Time to prove what you really are.”

She replaced the headphone. Victoria still couldn’t see—still didn’t know I was in the room. Still didn’t know Alexis had witnessed everything.

“She doesn’t know you’re here,” Diana said to me with a cruel smile. “Not yet. Let’s keep it that way for a while. I want her to worship our feet without knowing who’s watching.”

My stomach dropped. “Please—”

“Quiet, sissy. You’ll reveal yourself when I say so.”

She turned to me. “Alexis, come here. Take off your heels.”

My hands shook as I unbuckled my six-inch platforms and set them aside. My pedicured feet—pink polish that matched my original cage color—felt vulnerable on the cold floor.

“Now,” Diana continued quietly, “Jenna and I are going to put our feet on Victoria’s face. She’s still blindfolded—she won’t know who’s doing it. She won’t know you’re watching. And she’s going to worship them. Not because we’re forcing her—the gag’s out now, she could refuse. But because deep down, she needs it.”

“I won’t,” Victoria said blindly, her head turning toward Diana’s voice. “Whatever you’re planning, I won’t—”

Diana and Jenna moved to position themselves on either side of Victoria’s blindfolded face. They each lifted one foot—Diana’s left, Jenna’s right—and pressed their soles against Victoria’s cheeks simultaneously.

The scent of their feet hit Victoria immediately. I could see her nostrils flare, taking in the musk of Diana’s athletic foot—slightly sweaty from the leather boots she’d been wearing—mixed with the perfumed lotion on Jenna’s pedicured sole. Victoria’s head turned slightly between them, breathing in deeply despite herself.

She couldn’t see whose feet they were. Couldn’t see anything. Could only feel the warm, soft skin against her cheeks. Could only smell the intoxicating feminine musk. Could only taste what they offered.

“Lick,” Diana commanded.

Behind the blindfold, Victoria’s face contorted. Her breath came in rapid pants, warm air puffing against the soles pressed to her face. I could see the war playing out—dominance battling submission, pride fighting need. Her jaw clenched. Her lips pressed together in resistance.

Then her tongue emerged, pink and wet, and touched Diana’s sole.

“Fuck yes,” Diana moaned, her toes curling at the contact. “There it is. There’s the real Victoria. The one who needs feet just as much as her sissy does.”

Victoria’s tongue worked against Diana’s sole with obvious skill—long strokes from heel to toe, circling the ball of her foot, tracing the arch with precision that spoke of practice. Then she switched to Jenna’s foot, her tongue dragging across the smooth skin, gathering the taste of lotion and clean flesh. Back and forth she went, licking both sets of feet with increasing desperation, saliva coating their soles until they glistened in the light.

Her technique was perfect. The same technique she’d taught me. She knew exactly how to worship feet because she’d craved doing it herself.

But her pussy told the truth most clearly. Even from where I stood, I could see fresh moisture forming between her legs—her outer lips swelling, slick arousal dripping down to pool on the leather beneath her spread thighs.

“See, Alexis?” Diana said, grinding her foot against Victoria’s mouth. “Your Mistress is a foot-worshipping slut just like you. She’s been denying this part of herself for years. But now we’re bringing it out.”

Victoria whimpered around their feet, her tongue never stopping its worship. I recognized the technique—the same way I licked soles, the same attention to the arch, the same gentle suction on the heel. She’d done this before. Many times.

“How long have you been into feet, Victoria?” Diana asked conversationally, as if they were chatting over coffee instead of in a torture dungeon. “Years? Since high school?”

Victoria’s only answer was to lick harder, her shame evident in the way her whole body trembled.

Jenna giggled. “She’s so desperate for it. Look at her go.”

They kept their feet on her face for nearly twenty minutes, making her worship thoroughly. Victoria’s tongue must have been exhausted, but she never stopped, never slowed. Some deep part of her needed this.

When they finally pulled their feet away, Victoria gasped for air, her face flushed and wet with saliva even behind the blindfold.

“Good girl,” Diana purred. “Now, time for the revelation.”

She reached up and ripped the blindfold away.

Victoria’s amber eyes blinked rapidly in the sudden light, unfocused and confused. They darted around the room—taking in Diana’s triumphant smile, Jenna’s cold smirk—

And then landing on me.

The pain in her expression hit me like a physical blow. Her eyes asked a thousand questions: How long have you been here? Did you watch this? Did you see me submit?

“Alexis?” Her voice cracked with betrayal. “You… you were here? The whole time?”

“I’m sorry,” I sobbed. “They made me watch. I couldn’t—”

“She’s been here all night,” Jenna added helpfully. “Watching. Participating.”

“I had no choice!” Tears streamed down my face.

Victoria’s face crumpled with the understanding that her sissy had witnessed her deepest shame—her switch nature exposed, her foot worship revealed. “You saw me… you saw me lick their feet?”

“Yes,” I whispered.

Diana clapped her hands together. “Wonderful! Now that Victoria knows her audience, let’s move on to today’s main event.” She turned to me. “Alexis, give me your feet.”

I looked at her in confusion.

“Place your feet against Victoria’s mouth,” Diana clarified. “Now that she knows you’re watching—now that she knows you saw everything—let your Mistress worship her sissy’s feet. Show her exactly how far she’s fallen.”

“No,” Victoria said hoarsely, her amber eyes wet with tears. “Please, not that. Not in front of Alexis. Anything but that.”

“Why not?” Diana asked innocently. “You worship our feet happily enough. What’s the difference?”

“Because she’s—” Victoria’s voice broke. “She’s supposed to worship mine. Not the other way around.”

“Supposed to,” Diana echoed. “But we both know you want to. You’ve been secretly craving this ever since you started training Alexis, haven’t you? Wondering what her pretty little feet taste like? She spends so much time worshipping yours—don’t you want to return the favor?”

“This is sick,” Victoria said, but her eyes betrayed her. They drifted to my bare feet and stayed there, hungry and desperate.

“Alexis,” Diana said sharply. “Present your feet to your Mistress. That’s an order.”

I moved forward slowly, my mind screaming that this was wrong but my body obeying anyway. I positioned myself directly in front of Victoria’s face and lifted my right foot to her mouth. My pink-painted toes trembled inches from her lips.

“Please don’t make me do this,” Victoria whispered, but her eyes were locked on my foot with unmistakable hunger. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips involuntarily.

“Lick,” Diana commanded. “Worship your sissy’s feet, switch. Show her what you really are.”

Victoria’s resistance crumbled like paper in a storm. Her tongue emerged—wet, pink, desperate—and touched my big toe with devastating gentleness.

The sensation shot through me like electricity, traveling from my toe straight to my caged clitty. My Mistress—my owner, my goddess—was licking my foot. The power dynamic had completely inverted.

“Oh god,” I whispered as her tongue traced the pad of my toe, swirling around the nail, then slipped between my toes to lick the delicate webbing there. The warm wetness of her mouth, the soft pressure of her tongue probing that sensitive space—I’d never felt anything like it. My flat cage strained uselessly, my body desperate to respond but physically unable.

“How does it feel, Victoria?” Diana asked. “How does it feel to be on the other side?”

Victoria didn’t answer. She just sucked my big toe into her mouth and worked her tongue around it with expert skill—circling, flicking, applying suction that made wet slurping sounds. The same skill she’d taught me to use on her feet was now being deployed on mine. She knew exactly what felt good because she’d trained me to do exactly this.

Her lips sealed around my toe as she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing. Then she pulled back with a wet pop and moved to my second toe, giving it the same treatment. Third toe. Fourth. Each one sucked deep into her warm mouth, tongue swirling, before she released it glistening with her saliva.

“Switch feet,” Diana ordered. “Give her the other one.”

I complied, pressing my left foot against Victoria’s lips. She accepted it eagerly this time—no hesitation, no resistance—her tongue immediately lapping at my sole with long, desperate strokes. She dragged her flattened tongue from heel to toe, gathering the taste of my skin, then dove back down to start again. Over and over, painting my sole with saliva until it dripped.

My flat cage pressed painfully against my pelvis. I couldn’t get aroused—the device prevented any physical response—but psychologically, I was burning up. This was my most forbidden fantasy, the thing I’d never dared imagine: having Victoria worship me.

“You love it, don’t you?” Diana said to Victoria. “You love submitting. You love licking feet. You love being on your knees—or in this case, bound and helpless. This is who you really are underneath all that dominance.”

Victoria’s answer was to suck my toes more desperately, her eyes closed in what looked like shameful ecstasy.

“Make her cum,” Diana said to Jenna. “Use the vibrator while she worships. I want her to associate orgasm with submission.”

Jenna retrieved the powerful wand vibrator and positioned it against Victoria’s clit—that swollen, sensitive bud that had been tortured for hours. The buzzing filled the room, drowning out everything except Victoria’s muffled moan.

Victoria’s reaction was immediate and visceral. Her hips thrust forward into the stimulation, grinding her soaking pussy against the vibrating head. Her tongue never stopped working against my sole—if anything, it moved faster, licking and sucking with increasing desperation as pleasure built in her core.

I could feel her moans vibrating through my foot, could feel the wetness of her drool mixing with the desperate suction of her mouth. She sucked three of my toes at once, her tongue working frantically between them, her breath coming in ragged pants through her nose.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged. “Cum while worshipping your sissy’s feet. Prove you’re a switch. Prove you belong beneath us.”

The combination of forced foot worship and intense vibrator stimulation pushed Victoria over the edge in less than a minute. Her orgasm hit hard and fast—her body going rigid, then convulsing in the restraints with violent spasms. Her scream was muffled against my foot as she continued to suck my toes through the climax, her mouth sealing around them reflexively.

I felt everything.

Her teeth gently scraping my sole as her jaw clenched. Her tongue pressing flat against my arch in one long, desperate stroke. The hot puffs of her breath blasting against my wet skin as pleasure overwhelmed her. Her lips trembling around my toes as another wave crashed through her. The vibrations of her screams traveling up through my foot, through my leg, straight to my trapped clitty.

Her pussy clenched visibly, rhythmic contractions that sent fluid gushing around the vibrator. I watched her stomach muscles ripple, watched her thighs shake, watched her toes curl tight enough to cramp—all while her mouth never left my foot.

My Mistress came while worshipping my feet. Her orgasm soaked the leather beneath her while she sucked my toes like her life depended on it.

The power I felt in that moment was intoxicating and terrifying in equal measure. Some deep, forbidden part of me wanted this. Wanted her beneath me. Wanted to feel her worship.

When her orgasm subsided, I pulled my foot away. Victoria’s face was flushed, her lips swollen from sucking, her eyes glazed with post-orgasmic confusion.

“There we go,” Diana said with satisfaction. “Two orgasms now while in submissive positions. Your body is learning, Victoria. Learning that submission feels good. That you don’t always have to be in control.”

“I hate you,” Victoria whispered, but the words had no force behind them.

“You don’t hate me,” Diana countered. “You’re just angry that I’m showing Alexis who you really are. But this is better, isn’t it? No more pretending. No more hiding your switch nature.”

She gestured to Jenna, who moved to a cabinet and retrieved more equipment. My stomach dropped when I saw what she held.

Two strapon mouth gags. The same type they’d used last night.

“Now for the grand finale of this morning’s session,” Diana announced. “Victoria’s going to fuck us both with her mouth while Alexis watches. And then—” her smile turned wicked “—Alexis is going to wear one too. And Victoria is going to fuck her own sissy’s mouth while we make her cum again.”

“No,” Victoria said desperately. “Please, Diana. Not that. Don’t make me—”

“Make you?” Diana laughed. “Victoria, you’re going to do it willingly. Because if you don’t, I’ll release these photos to everyone. Mrs. Brooke. Your parents. Everyone at the university.”

She held up her phone, showing images from last night. Victoria bound and helpless. Victoria licking feet. Victoria with degrading words written on her skin.

Victoria’s face went white. “You wouldn’t.”

“Try me.” Diana’s expression was cold. “Now, are you going to be a good switch and let us use your face? Or should I start sending these to your contact list?”

The fight drained from Victoria’s eyes. “I’ll… I’ll do it.”

“I can’t hear you.”

“I’ll let you use my mouth,” Victoria said more clearly, her voice breaking with humiliation.

Jenna approached with the first strapon gag. She fastened it around Victoria’s head, positioning the seven-inch dildo so it protruded from her mouth like an obscene tongue.

Diana was already removing her leather pants, revealing her naked pussy beneath—slick and glistening, her outer lips swollen with arousal, her clit peeking out from its hood. She climbed onto the dildo with practiced ease, sinking down inch by inch until she was fully seated on Victoria’s face. The seven inches disappeared inside her completely, her ass resting on Victoria’s nose and mouth.

“Fuck me with that mouth,” Diana commanded, beginning to ride.

Victoria had no choice. Her head was pinned back against the cross, and every time Diana lifted and dropped, the dildo thrust in and out of her pussy with wet, squelching sounds. Effectively, Victoria was fucking Diana with her face—reduced to nothing but a sex toy for her rival’s pleasure.

Diana moaned loudly, rolling her hips to grind her clit against the leather harness at the base. “Your Mistress’s mouth feels so good wrapped around this cock,” she said to me, her voice breathy with pleasure. “So obedient. So submissive. Look at her—just a convenient hole for me to use.”

She rode for ten minutes, varying her rhythm—sometimes slow grinding circles that let her clit drag across the harness, sometimes hard, fast bounces that made her tits sway and her thighs slap against Victoria’s cheeks. Victoria’s muffled protests had long since died into defeated silence.

When Diana came, she screamed her triumph. Her whole body shuddered, her pussy clenching rhythmically around the dildo, her juices flowing down the shaft to coat Victoria’s lips and chin. She ground down hard, riding out every wave, using my Mistress’s face to wring every last drop of pleasure from her orgasm.

She dismounted on shaky legs, leaving a trail of wetness across Victoria’s face. Jenna immediately took her place.

Jenna’s ride was faster, more aggressive. She bounced on the dildo with athletic enthusiasm, her smaller breasts jiggling visibly under her shirt, her ass slapping down onto Victoria’s face with each thrust. The wet sounds were obscene—the squelch of the dildo pumping into her soaking pussy, the slap of flesh against flesh.

Victoria’s eyes were squeezed shut in shame, but her own pussy was still dripping, still betraying her arousal at being used this way. Her hips twitched involuntarily with each impact, as if her body wanted to participate.

Jenna came quickly—less than five minutes—with a sharp cry, her pussy clamping down on the dildo as she ground hard against Victoria’s face. Her fluids gushed out to mix with Diana’s, coating the dildo, running down into Victoria’s open mouth.

When she finally climbed off, Victoria’s face was drenched—wet with their combined juices from forehead to chin. The harness held the slick, glistening dildo in place, strings of their arousal connecting it to Jenna’s still-quivering pussy. Victoria looked thoroughly used, thoroughly broken.

“Your turn, sissy,” Diana said to me, holding up the second mouth gag harness. “Put this on.”

My hands shook as I took it from her. “I can’t. Please—”

“Do you want those photos released?” Diana asked simply.

I shook my head mutely.

“Then put on the harness. Jenna will keep using Victoria while I use you. Parallel humiliation—both of you reduced to sex toys at the same time.”

With trembling hands, I fastened the harness around my own head. The dildo protruded from my mouth, matching Victoria’s. We looked like a pair of degraded objects, ready to be used.

Diana positioned me on my knees beside the cross, while Jenna climbed back onto Victoria’s face-mounted dildo, resuming her rhythm.

“Now,” Diana said, hiking up her skirt and revealing her glistening pussy—already dripping again, her arousal coating her inner thighs, “you’re going to hold perfectly still while I fuck your face. Understood?”

I nodded, unable to speak around the gag. The dildo protruding from my mouth bobbed obscenely with the motion.

Diana straddled my face and sank down onto the dildo, moaning as it filled her inch by inch. The weight of her pressed against my face, forcing my head back, her thighs clamping around my cheeks. I could smell her arousal—musky and sharp, filling my nostrils with every breath.

“Oh fuck yes,” Diana gasped, beginning to ride. “Your sissy mouth makes such a good fuck-toy.”

I knelt there helplessly as Diana used my face, her hips rising and falling in rhythm. Each downstroke drove the dildo deep inside her, the base pressing against my lips, her slick fluids running down to coat my chin. I could feel the heat of her pussy radiating through the silicone, could hear the wet squelch of each thrust.

Beside me, I could hear Jenna doing the same to Victoria—the slap of flesh, the squelch of penetration, both of us being used simultaneously. Parallel humiliation just as Diana had promised.

“Look at them,” Diana said to Jenna between moans, her voice hitching with each bounce. “The dominant and her sissy, both reduced to nothing but convenient holes for our pleasure. Both just… fuck… just faces to ride.”

“Victoria’s getting close again,” Jenna reported, grinding harder on Victoria’s face. “Her pussy’s clenching—I can see it from here.”

“Let’s cum together,” Diana decided, increasing her pace. “On three. One… two…”

Both women increased their rhythm, riding our faces with desperate intensity. Diana’s thighs trembled against my cheeks as she chased her orgasm. I couldn’t see Victoria, but I could hear her muffled whimpers as Jenna used her, could hear the wet sounds of her dripping pussy.

“Three!” Diana screamed.

Both she and Jenna came simultaneously—Diana’s pussy clamping down on the dildo in my mouth with rhythmic pulses, her juices flooding out to coat my face, running into my eyes, my nose. She ground down hard, screaming her pleasure, her whole body shaking. Beside us, Jenna’s orgasm echoed through the room as she used Victoria’s face to ride through wave after wave.

When they finally dismounted, Victoria and I stared at each other across the small distance. Both our faces were drenched—wet with their combined fluids, dripping from our chins, the dildos still protruding from our mouths and glistening with their cum. Both of us thoroughly degraded, thoroughly used.

“Beautiful,” Diana said with satisfaction. “Absolutely beautiful. You see it now, don’t you, Victoria? You see what you really are?”

“Yes,” Victoria whispered, tears streaming down her face. “I’m a switch. I need both. I need to dominate and be dominated.”

“And Alexis?” Diana prompted. “What is she to you now?”

Victoria’s amber eyes met mine. The pain in them was unbearable.

“I don’t know anymore,” she admitted. “I don’t know if she’s my property or my equal or my betrayer. I don’t know anything anymore.”

My heart shattered.

Diana clapped her hands together. “Perfect! That’s exactly the confusion I was hoping for. Now, let’s let you two think about what happened here. Jenna, help me get Victoria down. We’ll move her to the recovery room.”

They unfastened the restraints. Victoria’s limbs were so stiff from being bound all night that she could barely stand. Diana and Jenna supported her weight as they led her from the room.

Before they left, Diana turned back to me.

“Stay here, sissy. We’ll be back for you soon. And then the real fun begins.”

The door locked behind them, leaving me alone in the torture room.

I collapsed to my knees, my mind reeling.

I’d helped torture my Mistress.

I’d watched her submit.

I’d let her worship my feet.

I’d let her fuck my face.

And the worst part—the absolute worst part—was that some sick part of me had enjoyed the power reversal.

What did that make me?

The flat cage pressed against my pelvis, a constant reminder that I couldn’t even get aroused by all this. My body was as trapped as my mind.

I had no idea what came next.

But I knew, with horrible certainty, that nothing would ever be the same between Victoria and me again.


Chapter 3: The Climax

I lost track of time in that room. It could have been an hour or six—there were no windows, no clock, just the cold floor and the smell of sex and sweat lingering in the air.

When the door finally opened, Diana stood there alone. No fake-Jenna this time. Just Diana, looking fresh and predatory in a new outfit—a black corset that showed off her athletic curves and tight shorts that left little to imagination.

“Come, sissy,” she said. “Time for the finale.”

My legs were stiff as I stood, my heels clicking on the floor. Diana led me down a different hallway to a room I hadn’t seen before. This one was smaller, more intimate. In the center was a modified massage table with restraints built in.

And on that table, face-down and completely naked, was Victoria.

Her wrists and ankles were secured to the corners of the table, spreading her legs wide. Her perfect ass was elevated slightly by a pillow beneath her hips. A fresh blindfold covered her eyes—they must have put it back on after the earlier session. But what made my breath catch was the position of her feet.

They were bound together at the ankles with soft rope, creating a perfect channel between her soles—a foot pussy, if such a thing existed.

“Beautiful, isn’t she?” Diana mused, running a hand down Victoria’s spine. Victoria flinched but didn’t speak. “I’ve been thinking about how to truly break her. How to create a memory so intense, so forbidden, that neither of you will ever forget it.”

She turned to me, her dark eyes glittering.

“I’m going to uncage you, Alexis. For the first time in months, your clitty will be free. And you’re going to fuck Victoria’s feet while I make sure she knows exactly who’s violating her.”

My mind reeled. “No. I can’t—”

“You will,” Diana said simply. “Because if you don’t, I’ll tell Victoria you planned this entire thing. That you came to me weeks ago and begged me to help you dominate her. I’ll show her doctored screenshots. I’ll destroy any chance you have of salvaging your relationship.”

“She won’t believe you.”

“Won’t she?” Diana pulled out her phone and showed me a series of fabricated text messages that looked disturbingly real—my name, apparently planning Victoria’s capture in detail. “Deep fake technology is amazing. I could make these look completely authentic.”

The threat was real. Victoria was already confused about my involvement. These fake messages would convince her of my betrayal completely.

“What do you want?” I whispered.

“I want you to fuck her feet. I want you to cum on her face. And I want her to watch you do it.” Diana’s smile was cruel. “I want to create a moment so degrading for both of you that you can never come back from it. Then you’ll be mine, and she’ll be broken.”

She approached Victoria and stroked her hair almost tenderly. “Victoria, sweetheart, it’s time to wake up properly.”

Victoria’s head turned slightly. Her voice was hoarse. “What else could you possibly do to me?”

“Oh, this isn’t for me,” Diana said. “This is for Alexis. She’s been such a good helper that I’m going to give her a reward. Isn’t that right, sissy?”

I stood frozen, unable to respond.

Diana moved to me and began unlocking my flat cage. The device had been on for days, keeping my clitty completely suppressed. As she removed it, blood flow returned with a vengeance, creating a painful tingling sensation.

My clitty—only about 2.5 centimeters at best after all the shrinkage—stirred slightly in the open air. After months of being caged, even this small freedom felt enormous.

“There we go,” Diana cooed. “All freed up. Now, let me help you get fully hard.”

She knelt before me and took my tiny clitty into her mouth.

The sensation after months of denial was overwhelming—a lightning bolt of pleasure shooting through my entire body. Her warm, wet mouth engulfed me completely, easily taking all 2.5 centimeters of my shrunken clitty at once. Her tongue worked against the sensitive underside, swirling around the head, flicking against the frenulum that had become hypersensitive from disuse.

I gasped, my knees nearly buckling. My hands grabbed her shoulders for support as she sucked, her cheeks hollowing, creating suction that made my vision blur. After months of nothing—nothing but the cold, restrictive cage—this sudden warmth and wetness was almost too much to bear.

Within seconds, I was as hard as I could possibly get. It wasn’t much—my clitty barely stood out from my pelvis, the shrinkage irreversible—but the blood rushed in desperately, filling what little capacity remained. The sensation of being erect after so long was almost painful in its intensity.

“Perfect,” Diana said, releasing me with a wet pop. A string of saliva connected her lips to my throbbing clitty for a moment before breaking. “Now come here. Stand at the end of the table.”

She positioned me at Victoria’s bound feet. This close, I could see every detail—her high arches that I’d traced with my tongue a thousand times, her pink-painted toenails that I’d sucked individually for hours, the soft skin of her soles that I’d memorized with my lips. The subtle blue vein running along her instep. The delicate webbing between her toes. These feet I’d worshipped hundreds of times. The feet that owned me completely.

“Please,” Victoria whispered. “Alexis, please don’t do this.”

“She has to,” Diana said cheerfully. “Unless she wants me to ruin both your lives with evidence of her betrayal. Now, Alexis, place your clitty between her soles.”

With shaking hands, I positioned myself. Victoria’s feet, bound together at the ankles, created a perfect channel—a foot pussy made of her soft, warm soles. I pressed my pathetic excuse for an erection between them.

The feeling was exquisite beyond anything I’d imagined.

Her soles were impossibly soft against my hypersensitive skin. Warm from being bound, slightly damp with sweat, the skin like velvet wrapped around my throbbing clitty. I could feel every ridge of her footprint, every subtle texture. The arch of one foot cradled me while the ball of the other pressed down. After months of cold metal, this warmth was heaven.

“Thrust,” Diana commanded.

I pulled back and pushed forward, fucking Victoria’s bound feet with my tiny clitty. The glide was smooth—my precum had already begun leaking, mixing with her skin’s natural moisture to create slick friction. The head of my clitty dragged against her arch, then pushed through to emerge between her toes.

“Oh god,” I moaned despite myself, my voice cracking. After months of denial, even this slight stimulation was unbearably intense. Every nerve ending screamed with sensation. My balls tightened immediately, already preparing to release.

“How does it feel, sissy?” Diana asked. “How does it feel to fuck your Mistress’s feet while she’s helpless?”

“Wrong,” I gasped, even as I thrust again, unable to stop myself. The wet sound of my clitty sliding between her soles filled the room. “So wrong.”

“But feels good, doesn’t it?” Diana moved to Victoria’s head and crouched down so they were face to face. “And you, Victoria? How does it feel to have your feet violated by your sissy’s pathetic clitty? To feel that tiny thing sliding between your soles?”

“I hate this,” Victoria whispered. “I hate all of this.”

“Your pussy says otherwise.” Diana reached beneath Victoria’s hips and slid two fingers into her pussy. I heard the wet squelch of entry, saw Victoria’s toes curl reflexively at the penetration—those toes brushing against my clitty, adding more sensation. “You’re dripping wet. Again. Soaking my fingers. Your body loves being used, being degraded, being helpless.”

She began finger-fucking Victoria in rhythm with my thrusts against her feet, curling her fingers to hit that spot inside with each stroke.

Victoria moaned despite herself, her hips pushing back against Diana’s fingers. Her feet flexed involuntarily, tightening around my clitty, creating more delicious friction.

“That’s it,” Diana encouraged. “Both of you, building toward orgasm together. Alexis from fucking feet. Victoria from being fucked while her feet get violated. Your pleasure connected through the same body. Poetic, really.”

My thrusts became more desperate, my hips moving faster. Months of denial were catching up to me—all that frustration, all that need, finally finding release. The soft warmth of Victoria’s soles gripping my clitty, the wet sounds of our bodies, the forbidden nature of what I was doing, the sight of her helpless and bound, her toes curling each time Diana’s fingers hit deep—it was all too much.

“I’m close,” I gasped. “Diana, please, I can’t—”

“Oh, you’re going to cum,” Diana promised. “But not yet. First, we need to make sure Victoria sees it.”

The door opened behind us. Fake-Jenna entered, her cruel smile widening as she took in the scene.

“Perfect timing,” Diana said. “Do it now.”

Fake-Jenna moved to Victoria’s head and grabbed her hair, turning her face to the side. Then, with deliberate slowness, she ripped off Victoria’s blindfold.

Light flooded Victoria’s eyes. She blinked rapidly, disoriented—and then her gaze locked onto what was happening at the end of the table.

Our eyes met.

The pain and betrayal in Victoria’s amber eyes was absolutely devastating. Those eyes I loved more than anything in the world, now watching me—her sissy, her property, her supposed submissive—using her body for my pleasure without her permission. Watching my tiny clitty thrust between her bound feet. Watching me take what she’d never offered.

“Alexis,” she whispered, her voice cracking. “Please stop.”

“She can’t,” Diana said with cruel satisfaction. “She’s too close now. Look at her face—look at how desperate she is. Months of denial, and she’s finally going to cum. All over your feet. All over your beautiful, perfect feet that she’s spent so long worshipping. Watch her do it, Victoria. Watch your sissy betray you completely.”

Diana’s fingers increased their pace inside Victoria’s pussy, the wet squelching sounds growing louder, faster. Victoria’s eyes went wide, her mouth falling open in unwilling pleasure as Diana’s fingers curled against her G-spot relentlessly.

“No,” Victoria moaned, even as her hips began moving involuntarily, fucking back against Diana’s hand. “Not like this. I don’t want to—”

“Cum,” Diana commanded. “Cum while your sissy fucks your feet. Cum and admit that you love being dominated. Cum and accept defeat.”

Victoria’s orgasm hit like a wave crashing onto shore.

Her whole body tensed first—every muscle locking—then convulsed violently against the restraints. Her pussy clenched hard around Diana’s fingers, rhythmic contractions that I could see traveling through her pelvis. Her feet flexed in their bonds, arches curving, toes spreading wide then curling tight—and the pressure around my clitty changed in the most perfect way, her soles gripping me, her toes brushing against my head.

The sight of her cumming—forced to orgasm during her own violation, her beautiful face contorted with shameful pleasure—pushed me over the edge.

“I’m cumming!” I cried out, my balls tightening, the pressure building to the point of no return.

“Wait,” Diana said sharply, and suddenly yanked me away from Victoria’s feet.

My orgasm had already started—the contractions beginning, the pressure releasing—but without stimulation, it turned into a ruined climax. The worst possible outcome after months of denial. The cum was forced out by spasming muscles, but there was no pleasure to accompany it—just pressure releasing without relief, my clitty twitching uselessly in empty air.

And Diana, with perfect timing, had positioned my clitty so that those weak spurts landed directly on Victoria’s face.

The first spurt hit her cheek—a thin, watery rope of cum that had built up over months. The second landed near her mouth, some of it touching her lips. The third dripped onto her perfect nose, running down toward her nostril. A fourth, weaker spurt caught her forehead, just below her hairline.

Victoria’s eyes were still glazed from her own forced orgasm, her body still twitching with aftershocks—but she was aware enough to know what was happening. To feel the warm, wet impacts hitting her face. To taste the salty fluid that had touched her lips. To understand that her sissy had just marked her like territory, had cum on her face like she was nothing but a convenient surface.

“Perfect,” Diana breathed, genuine admiration in her voice. “Absolutely perfect.”

My ruined orgasm finished with a few more pathetic dribbles that landed on Victoria’s chin. No pleasure. No relief. Months of built-up frustration released in the most unsatisfying way possible—weak spurts without sensation, cum that should have been the greatest orgasm of my life reduced to nothing but a humiliating display.

Just shame. Just the sight of my cum slowly dripping down Victoria’s beautiful face.

Diana released Victoria’s hair, and her head dropped to the table, her body going limp in the aftershocks of her climax.

I stood there, my clitty still pathetically semi-hard, watching my cum slowly slide down Victoria’s cheek.

What had I done?

What had I become?

Diana laughed with pure joy. “Look at you both! Thoroughly broken. Thoroughly degraded. Victoria—dominated and cumming from it. Alexis—free from her cage and immediately using her Mistress like a cheap sex toy. This is what you both really are.”

She pulled out her phone and snapped several photos. Victoria covered in cum and defeat. Me standing there with my sad little clitty exposed. Evidence of our mutual humiliation.

“These will look great in my collection,” Diana said cheerfully. She turned to me. “You can go now, Alexis. Jenna will give you a ride back to campus. Think about what happened here. Think about how easily you betrayed your Mistress when given the chance.”

“I didn’t betray her,” I said weakly. “You forced me.”

“Did I?” Diana’s smile was knowing. “You came pretty enthusiastically for someone who was being forced. You fucked her feet quite eagerly for someone who supposedly loves her. Face it, sissy—you enjoyed having power over her. You enjoyed violating her. You’re not as submissive as you pretend to be.”

Was she right? Had some sick part of me enjoyed this?

I couldn’t answer that question. Didn’t want to answer it.

“Get out,” Diana said, her voice turning cold. “Leave your Mistress here with me. I’ll take good care of her. Maybe she’ll realize she’s better off with someone who actually understands her switch nature.”

I stood there, frozen, watching my cum slowly dry on Victoria’s face. The weight of what I’d done—what I’d been forced to do—crashed over me like a wave.

“It’s okay, Victoria,” Diana cooed, stroking my Mistress’s hair. “You can let go now. You can stop pretending to be something you’re not. I understand you. I accept you. Unlike your sissy, who just wanted to use you.”

Victoria’s eyes opened, finding mine. The pain there. The betrayal. The confusion.

I tried to say something—an apology, an explanation, anything—but my vision was narrowing. The edges of the room went dark. My knees buckled.

The last thing I saw before everything went black was Victoria’s face, still covered in my cum, still looking at me with those amber eyes full of questions I couldn’t answer.

Then nothing.



I woke in my dorm room.

For a moment, I didn’t know where I was. The ceiling was familiar—the same water stain in the corner, the same flickering fluorescent light. My bed. My room.

Had it been a dream?

I sat up too quickly, and the room spun. My body ached everywhere. My flat cage was back on—someone had re-caged me while I was unconscious. My dress from yesterday was draped over the chair, my heels on the floor beside it.

My phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number.

A photo.

Victoria, asleep in a bed I didn’t recognize—Diana’s house. Still at Diana’s house. Still captive.

Below the photo, a message: Sweet dreams, sissy. Your Mistress is safe with me. For now.

It hadn’t been a dream.

I’d cum on Victoria’s face. I’d passed out from the intensity of it—the guilt, the shame, the overwhelming wrongness of everything. And someone—fake-Jenna, probably—had brought me back here while I was unconscious.

Victoria was still at Diana’s house. Still helpless. Still being broken.

And I’d participated in her humiliation in the worst possible way.

I needed help. I needed to tell someone. But who would believe me? And if I told anyone, Diana would release those photos, those fake text messages. She’d destroy both Victoria and me.

I curled into a ball on my bed, my mind racing with impossible choices.

Save Victoria and risk her never forgiving me.

Or do nothing and let Diana win completely.

Either way, I’d already lost the most important thing in my life—Victoria’s trust.

My Mistress thought I’d betrayed her.

And maybe, in some horrible way, I had.

The memory of her amber eyes—full of pain and betrayal—would haunt me forever.

What had I done?

What had I become?

And most terrifying of all—how could I possibly fix this?


Chapter 4: Confession

I made it to my dorm room somehow, my legs moving on autopilot. Sophie and Haley were both in class, thank god. I couldn’t face anyone right now.

I collapsed onto my bed and just lay there, staring at the ceiling, my mind replaying everything that had happened. Victoria’s face. Victoria’s feet. Victoria cumming while bound and helpless. My cum on her cheek.

My phone buzzed. My heart leaped—maybe Victoria had escaped, maybe she—

But it was just a text from an unknown number.

Don’t forget our agreement, sissy. Stay silent, or everyone sees the photos. -D

Another buzz. This time, a photo attachment. Victoria still bound to the table, my cum visible on her face, the timestamp showing it was taken just minutes ago. She was still there. Still trapped.

I wanted to throw up.

Another text, this one from a number I recognized. Victoria’s number.

Hey everyone! Family emergency came up. Have to go out of state for a few weeks. Sorry for short notice. Will be in touch soon! -V

Diana was already covering Victoria’s absence. Texting from her phone to make it seem like everything was fine.

How long did Diana plan to keep her?

I needed to tell someone. Jenna. Mrs. Brooke. The police. Someone.

But Diana’s threat was real. Those photos would destroy Victoria’s reputation. Those fake text messages would convince everyone I’d planned the whole thing.

I was trapped.

A soft knock on the door made me jump.

“Alexis?” Sophie’s voice, tentative and worried. “Can I come in?”

I sat up quickly, trying to compose myself. “Yeah.”

Sophie entered, her C-cup breasts bouncing slightly as she moved. She’d just gotten them a few days ago from that experimental treatment, and she was still adjusting to the weight. Her face was drawn with exhaustion from the procedure, but her eyes were sharp with concern.

“You look like hell,” she said bluntly, sitting beside me on the bed. “What happened?”

“Nothing. I’m fine.”

“Bullshit.” She took my hand. “Your cage is off. You never take your cage off without Claire’s permission. And you’re shaking. What happened, Alexis?”

The dam broke. Everything poured out—Julia pretending to be Jenna, arriving at Diana’s house, finding Victoria bound and tortured, being forced to participate, the mouth gags, the foot worship, the final violation with my uncaged clitty and the ruined orgasm on Victoria’s face.

All of it.

Sophie listened without interrupting, her hand tightening on mine as the story got worse and worse.

When I finished, tears streaming down my face, she was silent for a long moment.

“Okay,” she finally said. “Okay. First thing—we need to tell Jenna. Real Jenna. She needs to know her twin is helping Diana.”

“But the photos—”

“Fuck the photos,” Sophie said fiercely. “Victoria is being held prisoner. We can deal with the photos later. Right now, we need to get her out of there.”

She pulled out her phone and dialed Jenna’s number, putting it on speaker.

“Sophie? Hey, what’s up?” Jenna’s cheerful voice filled the room.

“Jenna, I need you to come to our dorm right now. It’s an emergency. About Victoria.”

Jenna’s tone changed instantly. “What happened? Is she okay?”

“Just come. Please. As fast as you can.”

“I’m on my way.”

Sophie hung up and turned back to me. “We’re fixing this. I don’t care what Diana threatens. We’re getting Victoria back.”

“She’ll never forgive me,” I whispered. “You didn’t see the way she looked at me, Sophie. She thinks I betrayed her.”

“Then you’ll have to prove you didn’t. You’ll have to make her understand.” Sophie squeezed my hand. “But first, we save her.”

Fifteen minutes later, Jenna burst through the door, her long black hair flying behind her, parted to the left as always. “What happened to Victoria?”

Sophie nodded at me. “Tell her.”

I went through it all again, watching Jenna’s face cycle through shock, horror, and finally rage.

“Julia,” she spat the name like poison. “That fucking bitch. I knew she was still angry about—” She cut herself off. “Doesn’t matter. Where’s Diana’s house?”

“I don’t know the exact address,” I admitted. “Julia drove. I was too shocked to pay attention.”

“Your phone has GPS tracking,” Sophie said. “We can check your location history.”

I pulled up the app and found yesterday’s route. There—Diana’s address, clearly marked.

Jenna took a photo of the screen. “I’m going there right now.”

“Wait,” Sophie said. “You can’t just walk in. Diana’s dangerous. She has evidence she’s threatening to release. We need a plan.”

“Fuck the plan,” Jenna snapped. “My best friend is being tortured by my psycho twin sister. I’m getting her out. Now.”

“At least let us come with you,” I begged. “Please. I need to help. I need to make this right.”

Jenna looked at me, her eyes cold. “You participated. You fucked her feet and came on her face.”

The words hit like a slap. “I was forced! Diana threatened—”

“I don’t care.” Jenna’s voice was ice. “You could have refused. You could have found another way. But you chose to violate Victoria when she was helpless. That’s not something I can just forgive, Alexis.”

“Jenna—” Sophie started.

“No.” Jenna held up a hand. “You two stay here. I’ll handle this. I’ll get Victoria back, and then she can decide what she wants to do about her sissy who betrayed her.”

She turned and stormed out, slamming the door behind her.

I collapsed onto the bed again, Sophie’s arms coming around me.

“She’s right,” I sobbed. “I did betray Victoria. I could have refused. I could have taken the punishment. But I was weak, and I chose to participate instead.”

“You were scared,” Sophie said gently. “Diana manipulated you. She put you in an impossible situation.”

“But I still did it. I still fucked Victoria’s feet while she begged me to stop. I still came on her face.” The words tasted like poison. “What kind of submissive does that to their Mistress?”

Sophie didn’t answer, because there was no good answer.

We sat there in silence for what felt like hours. Then my phone buzzed again.

Victoria’s number.

My heart stopped. Had Jenna already rescued her? Was she—

I opened the message.

Meet me at my apartment. We need to talk. -V

“It’s Victoria,” I said, showing Sophie the screen. “She wants to meet.”

“Could be a trap. Diana has her phone.”

“I don’t care. If there’s any chance it’s really her, I have to go.”

Sophie grabbed her jacket. “I’m coming with you.”

“No. This is between me and Victoria. I need to do this alone.”

Sophie looked like she wanted to argue, but finally nodded. “Okay. But text me every ten minutes so I know you’re safe. If you don’t, I’m calling Mrs. Brooke and telling her everything.”

“Deal.”

I grabbed my bag—making sure to throw in my micro cage, which I’d left on the dresser—and headed out. The walk to Victoria’s apartment felt endless, my heels clicking on the sidewalk with each terrified step.

What would she say? Would she even let me explain? Or would she just kick me out of her life forever?

I reached her building and climbed the stairs to her third-floor apartment. The door was unlocked.

I pushed it open slowly. “Victoria?”

“In here.”

Her voice came from the bedroom. I followed it, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might explode.

Victoria sat on her bed, wearing a simple t-shirt and shorts. No makeup. Her hair was messy. But she was there. Free. Alive.

“How did you—” I started.

“Jenna came and got me about an hour ago,” Victoria said, her voice flat and emotionless. “Apparently Diana had a meeting with Mrs. Brooke and had to leave. Jenna just walked in and untied me. We got out before Diana came back.”

“Thank god.” I took a step forward. “Victoria, I need to explain what—”

“Stop.” She held up a hand. “I know what happened. Jenna told me about Julia pretending to be her. Diana confirmed she threatened you with fake evidence. I understand you were trapped.”

Hope flared in my chest. “So you forgive me?”

Victoria’s laugh was bitter. “Forgive you? Alexis, I watched you fuck my feet while I was bound and helpless. I watched you cum on my face. I felt your pathetic clitty violate me while I begged you to stop.”

“Diana forced me—”

“Did she hold a gun to your head?” Victoria’s amber eyes were cold. “Did she threaten your life? No. She threatened our reputations. Our relationships. And you chose to protect those things by violating me.”

“What else could I have done?” I cried. “If I’d refused, she would have made everything worse for both of us!”

“You could have refused anyway!” Victoria’s composure cracked, anger flooding through. “You could have shown me that my trust meant more than avoiding consequences! You could have chosen ME over protecting yourself!”

The truth of her words hit like a hammer.

She was right.

I’d chosen self-preservation over loyalty. I’d chosen to participate in her humiliation rather than risk Diana’s wrath. I’d betrayed her not because I had no choice, but because I’d chosen the easier path.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered. “You’re right. I was weak. I should have refused no matter what.”

Victoria stood and walked to the window, her back to me. “Diana’s texts. She was in my head the whole time. ‘Your sissy wants this. She’s been asking me to help her dominate you for weeks. She doesn’t really love you.’ And then I watched you do exactly what Diana said you wanted. How am I supposed to know what to believe?”

“I never wanted that!” I moved closer, desperate to make her understand. “Diana fabricated everything. I love you, Victoria. I love you and I worship you and I would never, ever want to hurt you.”

“But you did hurt me.” She turned to face me, and I saw tears on her cheeks for the first time. “You hurt me worse than Diana ever could. Because you were supposed to be mine. You were supposed to be loyal. And when it mattered most, you chose yourself.”

“I know.” My own tears fell freely now. “I know, and I hate myself for it. I’d do anything to take it back. Anything to earn your forgiveness.”

Victoria walked to her dresser and opened a drawer. She pulled out my pink micro cage—the one she’d kept as a backup—and held it up.

“Get on your knees,” she said.

I dropped immediately, my knees hitting the floor.

She approached and knelt in front of me, bringing us eye to eye. “Take off your dress.”

I stripped quickly, my C-cup breasts bouncing free, my uncaged clitty exposed and vulnerable.

Victoria reached out and took my clitty in her hand. After being free for the past few hours, even this light touch sent shivers through me.

“This belongs to me,” she said. “Not to Diana. Not to you. To me. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And you betrayed my ownership when you used it to violate me.”

“Yes, Mistress.” Shame burned through me.

She lifted the cage and slowly, deliberately, locked my clitty away again. The familiar pressure of confinement returned, and with it, a sense of rightness. This was where I belonged—caged, controlled, owned.

“There,” Victoria said, pocketing the key. “You’re mine again. But that doesn’t mean I forgive you.”

“I understand.”

“You’re going to earn back my trust, Alexis. You’re going to prove that your loyalty is real. And it’s going to take a very long time.” She stood, towering over me as I knelt. “For now, I want you to worship my feet for the next five hours. No breaks. No water. Just your tongue on my soles, proving your devotion. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistress.”

Victoria moved to the bed and sat down, extending her bare feet. “Begin.”

I crawled forward and pressed my lips to her right sole, beginning the long, painful worship that I knew I deserved. My tongue traced familiar patterns—starting at her heel, licking the slightly rougher skin there, then traveling up along her arch where the flesh was softer, sweeter, before reaching the ball of her foot and finally her toes. Each one received individual attention, my lips sealing around them, my tongue working the sensitive spaces between.

Victoria sat above me, silent and judging.

An hour passed. My tongue started to ache, the muscle fatiguing from constant motion. The taste of her skin filled my mouth—lotion and salt and something uniquely Victoria. My saliva coated her soles, dripping down onto the sheets below. Victoria said nothing, didn’t acknowledge my efforts, just sat there reading a book while I worked. I switched to her left foot, giving it the same devoted attention, my lips tracing the veins visible beneath her pale skin.

Two hours. My jaw cramped painfully, the muscles screaming from holding my mouth open for so long. My lips were dry and cracked despite the constant licking. Saliva ran down my chin, pooling beneath me. Victoria still didn’t speak, just turned pages while I worshipped.

Three hours. I was lightheaded from dehydration, my tongue swollen and slow. My movements became automatic now, muscle memory taking over—lick the arch, suck the toes, kiss the heel, repeat. The taste had become everything, the scent of her feet filling my nostrils until I couldn’t smell anything else. Victoria occasionally shifted position, pressing her foot harder against my face, giving me different angles, but never once spoke encouragement.

Four hours. I thought I might pass out. My world had narrowed to just her feet—the taste of her skin now familiar as my own, the texture of her soles memorized down to every ridge and callus, the shape of her toes known better than my own fingers. My flat cage leaked steadily, a small puddle of precum forming between my thighs despite the complete lack of stimulation. My body couldn’t help responding to worship. Nothing else existed except the act of devotion.

At the five-hour mark, Victoria finally spoke.

“Stop.”

I pulled back, my tongue completely numb, my lips swollen and cracked from constant use. My jaw ached so badly I could barely close my mouth. Drool ran down my chin unchecked.

Victoria examined her feet—both glistening with my saliva from heel to toe, thoroughly wet, properly worshipped. Her soles gleamed in the light, every inch covered with evidence of my devotion. “Adequate,” she said, which might as well have been the highest praise given the circumstances.

She stood and walked to her dresser, retrieving something from another drawer. When she returned, she held a collar—black leather with a metal ring in the front.

“This is your punishment collar,” she explained. “You’ll wear it for the next week. Any time you’re in my presence, this collar stays on. It’s a reminder that you’re property—property that misbehaved and is working to redeem itself.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She fastened it around my neck. It was tight enough to be constantly aware of, but not so tight it restricted breathing. Just uncomfortable enough to be a perpetual reminder.

“Now,” Victoria said, returning to sit on the bed. “Let me tell you what happened while Diana had me. What she revealed about me that you witnessed but we haven’t discussed.”

I remained kneeling, listening.

“I’m a switch,” Victoria said simply. “I’ve known for years, but I suppressed it. I thought being dominant was who I was supposed to be. But Diana was right—when she forced me to submit, part of me loved it. Not the betrayal, not the torture, but the actual submission itself.”

She paused, her amber eyes searching my face.

“I have a foot fetish, just like you. When Diana made me lick her feet, I was horrified and aroused in equal measure. I’ve been hiding this part of myself for so long that facing it was… traumatic.”

“Mistress—”

“Let me finish.” She held up a hand. “I don’t entirely blame you for what happened. Diana is a master manipulator. She found my weaknesses and exploited them. She found your weaknesses and did the same. We were both victims of her game.”

“But that doesn’t excuse what I did,” I said.

“No. It doesn’t. You still made a choice.” Victoria’s expression softened slightly. “But I’m willing to let you earn forgiveness. Because I understand being trapped in an impossible situation. Because I know Diana’s cruelty firsthand. And because despite everything… I still love you.”

Those last words broke something in me. I started sobbing, my body shaking with the force of it.

“I love you too,” I gasped. “I love you so much, Mistress. I’m so sorry. I’ll spend the rest of my life making this up to you if you let me.”

Victoria pulled me up from the floor and onto the bed beside her. She held me while I cried, stroking my hair with surprising gentleness.

“We’ll get through this,” she murmured. “Both of us. We’ll heal from what Diana did. And we’ll make sure she never hurts anyone else again.”

“How?” I asked, pulling back to look at her. “She has the photos. The fake evidence. She can destroy us whenever she wants.”

Victoria’s smile was cold and calculating. “Oh, I have plans for Diana. Very specific plans. Jenna and I discussed it while she was rescuing me. Diana thinks she’s won. But she’s made one critical mistake.”

“What’s that?”

“She revealed she’s a switch too. And switches can be dominated.” Victoria’s eyes glittered with dark promise. “Diana is going to learn what it’s like to be on the receiving end of her own tactics. And you, my loyal sissy, are going to help me do it.”

“Anything,” I said immediately. “I’ll do anything you ask.”

“Good.” Victoria cupped my face in her hands. “But first, we need to deal with your immediate situation. You haven’t been re-caged properly by Claire yet. We need to get you to the medical center and have her make sure everything is in order.”

“Right now?”

“Right now. Then you’re going back to your dorm, and tomorrow we begin planning Diana’s downfall.” Victoria kissed my forehead—a rare gesture of affection. “We’re going to make her regret ever touching what’s mine.”

She stood and pulled me to my feet. I dressed quickly, the punishment collar hidden under my high neckline, the cage locked tight around my clitty.

As we left her apartment, Victoria took my hand—another rare public display.

“We’ll get through this,” she repeated. “Together.”

For the first time since this nightmare began, I actually believed her.

Diana had forced us to face dark truths about ourselves. She’d broken us down and exposed our vulnerabilities.

But she’d made a critical error.

She’d shown us exactly how strong we were—and exactly how far we’d go to protect each other.

Now it was time for revenge.

And Diana had no idea what was coming for her.


Chapter 5: Sophie’s Treatment

The medical center was quiet when we arrived, just the sterile hum of fluorescent lights and the faint smell of antiseptic. Claire looked up from her clipboard as we entered, her gray-blue eyes sharp behind her black-frame glasses.

“Victoria. Alexis.” She set down the clipboard. “I heard about the… incident. Jenna filled me in. You’re right on time.”

“On time?” I asked, confused.

“Mrs. Brooke’s orders. Sophie’s punishment treatment is underway—she was caught masturbating in the dormitory bathroom. And Alexis, you’re scheduled for your own procedure tonight. Double hormone dose, new cage installation, piercing refresh.” Claire’s tone was clinical. “Both treatments happening simultaneously. Efficiency.”

My stomach dropped. “Tonight? Now?”

“Now.” Claire gestured to a doorway. “Sophie started her treatment three hours ago. She has nine more hours to go. You’ll be in the adjacent room. Both of you processed together, as Mrs. Brooke requested.”

Victoria stepped forward protectively. “What exactly are you doing to Sophie?”

“Experimental treatment protocol,” Claire said simply. “Multiple hormone doses, extended sounding, prostate milking to exhaustion, edging cycles that won’t resolve. It’s punishment—meant to be severe. Mrs. Brooke wanted to make an example.”

“Can we see her first?” Victoria asked. “Before Alexis’s treatment?”

Claire hesitated, then nodded. “Briefly. But she’s in the middle of the procedure. It won’t be pleasant to witness.”

She led us down a hallway to a room with an observation window. Sophie lay in a medical bed, her body covered by a thin sheet, her face pale and drawn with exhaustion. Her eyes were closed, but they fluttered open as we entered.

“Alexis?” Her voice was barely a whisper. “Victoria?”

I rushed to her bedside and took her hand. “Sophie. Oh god, what did they do to you?”

“Everything,” she whispered. Her eyes were haunted. “They did everything.”

Claire moved to the foot of the bed and consulted a chart. “Twelve hours total treatment planned. Three futanari nurses—Jillian, Kate, and Kelsey. Urethral sounding for extended periods, prostate milking to exhaustion, edging cycles that won’t resolve, and…” She paused. “Multiple experimental hormone pills being administered simultaneously. Far more than recommended dosage.”

“Why?” Victoria demanded. “That’s dangerous. That could—”

“That could permanently feminize her, yes,” Claire finished. “Which is the point. Mrs. Brooke wants to make an example. Sophie’s body is being forced into rapid transformation as punishment.”

Sophie’s hand squeezed mine weakly. “Look at me,” she whispered. “Already look at what’s happening.”

I looked more closely. Sophie’s breasts were visibly larger than they’d been yesterday—already pushing past A-cup toward B, with hours still to go in her treatment. Her face was softening in real-time, the masculine angles blurring. The transformation was happening before my eyes.

“They offered me a choice,” Sophie said quietly. “For a tattoo. QOS BBC or womb tattoo.” She paused, her voice trembling. “The QOS one—it felt like being marked as property for someone else’s fetish. Like being reduced to a race thing instead of who I am. But the womb tattoo…” She swallowed hard. “It marks me as feminine. As a sissy. As someone who’s accepted what she is. It felt like it was about me, not about serving someone else’s fantasy.”

She turned slightly, showing her lower stomach just above her pelvis. There, in fresh black ink still red around the edges, was a womb tattoo—a stylized design that marked her permanently as a submissive sissy. The artistry was actually beautiful, intricate lines forming the unmistakable symbol.

“They made me choose while Kate was sounding me,” Sophie continued. “While I was being edged for the fifteenth time. I had to say the words out loud—‘I choose the womb tattoo’—while trying not to cum. The humiliation of making that choice while being tortured…” Her voice cracked. “But I don’t regret it. This mark is mine now. My choice, even if the circumstances were forced.”

“Oh Sophie,” I breathed.

“Three hours in,” she said with a weak attempt at humor. “Nine more to go. By morning, I’ll be completely different. The breasts are already getting heavier. And my face…” She touched her cheek wonderingly. “I can feel it changing.”

“But at what cost?” Victoria asked gently.

Sophie’s expression crumpled. “They keep taking turns. Kate sounds me while Jillian milks my prostate. Kelsey edges me with the vibrator while the others work. Over and over. They’ve brought me to the edge maybe twenty times already and won’t let me cum. Not once.”

Tears slid down her cheeks.

“They make me beg. Make me describe what they’re doing to me. Make me thank them for the privilege of being tortured. And the pills…” She shuddered. “They taste like chemicals. They’re making me so hot, so desperate. My body is on fire and there’s no relief. Just more edging, more denial, more transformation. And I have nine more hours of this.”

“Can the effects be reversed?” I asked Claire.

Claire shook her head. “Not at this dosage. The hormones have triggered irreversible changes. Sophie will continue feminizing for several more weeks as they work through her system. Her voice will likely change soon. Her penis will continue shrinking. This is permanent.”

“Good,” Sophie said, surprising us all. “I don’t want it reversed. I’ve wanted this for so long. I just… I wish it hadn’t happened as punishment. I wish it had been my choice.”

Victoria sat on the edge of the bed. “I’m sorry, Sophie. This is excessive. Even for Mrs. Brooke’s standards.”

“She wanted to send a message,” Claire said. “That masturbation without permission will not be tolerated. That sissies’ pleasure belongs to their Mistresses, not to themselves.”

“Cruel,” I muttered.

“Necessary,” Claire corrected. “At least from the administration’s perspective. The university operates on strict denial protocols. Alexis, speaking of which—I need to examine you. Jenna mentioned your cage came off during the incident with Diana?”

I nodded mutely.

“On the exam table. Now.” Claire’s voice left no room for argument.

I moved to the examination table in the corner and lifted my dress. Claire approached with her gloves already snapped on—that familiar sound that meant clinical procedures were about to begin.

She unlocked my pink micro cage and removed it carefully. My clitty sprang free, already trying to respond to the exposure despite everything. The cool air hit my freed flesh, and I gasped at the sudden sensation after so long trapped.

“Only 2.5 centimeters,” Claire noted, measuring with her digital caliper pressed against my tiny member. The cold metal made me shiver. “Good. Shrinkage is proceeding according to schedule. The hormone regimen has reduced you by nearly 75% from your original size.” She made a note on her clipboard. “But I’m concerned about the unauthorized removal. Who took it off?”

“Diana,” I admitted.

Claire’s expression hardened. “Diana has no medical authority. This is a serious violation. The cage should never be removed except by authorized personnel.”

She retrieved a new device from her supply cabinet. This one was black instead of pink, crafted from polished steel with a ventilated front panel that sat completely flat against the body. It was significantly smaller than any cage I’d ever worn—designed not just to restrict but to compress.

“Flat cage,” she announced, holding it up for my inspection. “Sub-2-centimeter capacity. Most restrictive device we have. This design eliminates all internal space. Your clitty will be pressed completely flat against your body, unable to fill with blood, unable to swell at all. This is now your permanent cage, Alexis. It won’t come off except for monthly cleaning under my direct supervision. And your denial sentence continues from Book 2—still one month remaining. No relief until that time is served.”

“Wait,” I protested, staring at the impossibly small device. “That’s—that’s too small. I can’t—”

“You can and you will.” Claire grasped my semi-hard clitty with clinical detachment, her latex-gloved fingers manipulating my flesh. She pressed it flat against my pelvis, forcing the blood out, making it shrink further. Then she positioned the flat cage over the compressed tissue and began threading the ring behind my balls.

The device was exactly as described—completely flat, the front panel pressing my clitty so firmly against my body that I couldn’t feel where my flesh ended and the cage began. There was no room inside. No space for even the slightest swelling. My clitty was entombed.

She locked it in place with clinical efficiency, the click of the lock echoing in the sterile room. The sensation was immediate and claustrophobic—like being trapped in a vice, squeezed into nothing. When I tried to get aroused—when my body tried to respond to the touch—there was nowhere for the blood to go. Just pressure, then nothing. My clitty couldn’t grow, couldn’t swell, couldn’t do anything except leak.

“There,” Claire said with satisfaction, her gloved fingers tracing the smooth front of the cage. “This cage will ensure you can’t repeat what happened with Diana. No possibility of penetration—your clitty is far too small and too compressed to enter anything. No possibility of stimulation—the flat design eliminates friction. Just complete containment.”

I looked down at my crotch. The flat cage made me look completely smooth—like I had no genitals at all. The black metal blended with my skin tone in a way that, under clothing, would make me appear entirely female. My clitty had effectively disappeared.

“And these,” Claire continued, producing two small metal bars with balls at each end, “are for your nipples. Refreshing your piercings.”

Before I could protest, she’d removed my existing nipple piercings and replaced them with new, slightly larger gauge bars. The pain made me gasp.

“You’ll wear these permanently,” she said. “They’re non-removable without medical tools. Consider them a mark of your status.”

She retrieved another piece of jewelry—a delicate curved barbell with a small pink gem.

“One more,” she announced. “Belly button piercing. Standard for Stage 5 sissies.”

She cleaned my navel with antiseptic, then drove the needle through with practiced efficiency. The sharp pain made me cry out, but she was already sliding the jewelry into place.

“There. Perfect.” She admired her handiwork—my newly pierced belly button glinting in the clinical light. “Now you’re properly marked as university property.”

She moved to her desk and retrieved a small bottle of pills. “And finally, your hormone adjustment. Double dose for the next month to ensure continued feminization. Your voice should change within the week—it’s overdue. Your breasts may grow another cup size. Your penis will shrink further, though there’s not much left to shrink.”

She handed me the bottle. “One pill daily. No exceptions.”

I took the bottle with shaking hands.

Claire checked her watch. “The nurses need to resume Sophie’s procedure. She has nine hours left.” She turned to Sophie. “After it’s complete, you’ll be on bed rest for 48 hours minimum. Your body will need time to process the transformation.”

Sophie nodded weakly, terror flickering in her eyes at the thought of what still awaited her.

Claire’s expression softened slightly. “I know this seems harsh. But the university operates on specific protocols. You violated those protocols, and this is the consequence. Learn from it.”

“Yes, Nurse Claire,” Sophie whispered.

The three futanari nurses appeared in the doorway—Jillian, Kate, and Kelsey. “Time to continue,” Jillian said.

I squeezed Sophie’s hand one last time before they led her back to the treatment room. Her whimper as they closed the door behind her would haunt me for days.

Claire made a few notes on her clipboard, then turned to Victoria. “And you—I heard about the kidnapping. Are you physically well? Do you need examination?”

Victoria shook her head. “I’m fine. Bruised and sore, but nothing serious.”

“If you change your mind, my door is always open.” Claire’s gaze moved between the three of us. “You’ve all been through trauma recently. The university has counseling resources available if needed.”

“We’ll manage,” Victoria said firmly.

Claire nodded and left, her white coat swishing behind her.

As soon as she was gone, I turned back to Sophie. “I’m so sorry. If I’d known masturbating would lead to this—”

“It’s not your fault,” Sophie interrupted. “I made the choice. I knew the rules. I just… I needed relief so badly. Weeks of denial, and I just snapped.”

“I understand,” Victoria said quietly. “Denial can break anyone eventually.”

Sophie’s eyes focused on Victoria with new intensity. “They told me something. During the procedure. About you.”

Victoria tensed. “What did they say?”

“That you’re a switch. That Diana proved it. That the whole school is talking about how Victoria the dominant got dominated.”

Victoria’s jaw clenched. “Diana promised she wouldn’t spread that information.”

“Diana’s a liar,” I said bitterly.

“It’s fine,” Victoria said, though her voice was tight. “Let them talk. I’ll show them all soon enough that I’m still dominant where it matters.”

Sophie struggled to sit up slightly. “Victoria… can I ask you something personal?”

“Go ahead.”

“When Diana made you submit… did you like it?”

The question hung in the air. Victoria was silent for a long moment.

“Yes,” she finally admitted. “Part of me did. Part of me loved it. And that terrifies me more than anything Diana actually did.”

“Why?” Sophie asked.

“Because I’ve built my entire identity on being dominant. On being in control. If I’m a switch, if I can enjoy submission, then who am I really?”

“You’re both,” I said softly. “You’re dominant with me because that’s what we both need. But you can be submissive with others. There’s no contradiction there.”

Victoria looked at me, her amber eyes vulnerable. “You don’t think less of me? Knowing I licked Diana’s feet? Knowing I came while being dominated?”

“Never,” I said firmly. “If anything, it makes me understand you better. We’re both foot fetishists. Both switches in different ways. Both struggling with parts of ourselves we don’t fully understand.”

“I’m not a switch,” I protested weakly.

“Aren’t you?” Victoria’s smile was knowing. “You enjoyed having power over me, even if it was forced. You came while fucking my feet. Some part of you liked dominating me, even if you feel guilty about it now.”

The truth of her words made me uncomfortable.

Sophie reached out and took both our hands. “Maybe we’re all switches to some degree. Maybe the only difference is how much of each side we show and when.”

“Profound thoughts from someone currently going through twelve hours of torture,” Victoria said with gentle amusement.

“Trauma makes you philosophical,” Sophie quipped. Then her expression grew serious. “Alexis told me about the revenge plan. That you’re going to turn the tables on Diana.”

“We are,” Victoria confirmed.

“I want to help.” Sophie’s grip tightened on our hands. “After this—” she gestured to her transformed body “—I want Diana to pay. Not just for what she did to you two, but for the whole corrupt system. For punishments that go too far. For dominants who abuse their power.”

“You need to rest and recover,” Victoria said.

“I will. But after that, I’m in. Whatever you’re planning, count me in.”

Victoria nodded slowly. “All right. When you’re recovered, we’ll bring you into the planning. We’ll need all the help we can get.”

A knock on the door interrupted us. Jenna entered, her face tight with concern. “Victoria, we need to talk. Diana’s posted something online.”

“What?” Victoria pulled out her phone.

Jenna handed over her own phone instead, showing a social media post from Diana’s account. My blood ran cold as I read it.

“Had an interesting weekend playing with switches who thought they were pure dominants. Turns out everyone’s submissive when you find the right pressure points. Photos available for close friends. DM for details.”

Below the text was a carefully cropped photo—Victoria’s face, clearly mid-orgasm, clearly in restraints. Cropped enough to be ambiguous about context but explicit enough to be humiliating.

“She’s trying to destroy your reputation,” Jenna said.

“Let her try,” Victoria said coldly. “We have information on her too. She’s a switch who submits at that maid café. Multiple partners. Gets paid for sex work.”

“You want to expose her?”

“Not yet. But we’ll hold it in reserve. For now, let her think she’s won. Let her get cocky. The higher her confidence, the harder she’ll fall.”

Victoria’s hand found mine and squeezed. “We’re going to destroy her, Alexis. Completely and utterly. And we’re going to enjoy every second of it.”

The flat cage pressed against my pelvis, a constant reminder of my complete submission. My new nipple piercings ached with each breath. Somewhere nearby, Sophie was enduring hour four of her twelve-hour ordeal.

We’d all been broken in different ways.

But we were still standing.

And Diana had made a critical error.

She’d underestimated how strong we were when we worked together.

“When do we start?” I asked.

Victoria’s smile was predatory. “Tomorrow. We have a beach trip planned, remember? Just you and me, Alexis. Time to reset. Time to reconnect. And time to plan Diana’s complete annihilation.”

“What about Sophie?”

“She’ll be finishing her treatment through the night. By morning, when we leave for the beach, she’ll be in recovery. We’ll check on her when we get back. And then, when she’s ready, we all take down the woman who hurt us.”

From somewhere down the hall, I heard a muffled cry—Sophie, being edged again. My heart ached for her.

“Make her suffer,” I whispered. “Diana. Make her suffer for all of us.”

“Oh, we will,” Victoria promised. “We absolutely will.”

As we left the medical center, my flat cage pressing uncomfortably against my pelvis, my new piercings throbbing with each step, Sophie’s distant whimpers fading behind us, I realized something important.

Diana had taught us how to break someone.

Now we were going to use those exact same lessons on her.

And we weren’t going to show any mercy.

The beach trip tomorrow was just the beginning.

Diana’s reign of terror was about to end.

And I couldn’t wait to watch her fall.


Chapter 6: Beach Revenge Planning

The morning sun was already hot when Victoria picked me up in her car. She wore a tiny white bikini—two sizes too small, deliberately chosen to show off her curves. I wore a matching pink one, equally revealing, my C-cup breasts barely contained by the thin fabric.

“Ready for this?” Victoria asked as I climbed into the passenger seat.

“To actually have the beach day we were supposed to have before everything went to hell? Yes.”

She pulled out onto the road, heading toward the coast. “It’s more than just a beach day, Alexis. It’s us reclaiming what Diana tried to take from us. Our relationship. Our trust. Our control.”

I reached over and took her hand. “I’m still sorry. For everything.”

“I know. And you’ll spend a long time making it up to me. But today—” she squeezed my hand “—today we just enjoy each other. Reset. Remember why we’re together.”

The punishment collar was still around my neck, hidden under a choker-style cover-up. My flat cage pressed against my pelvis under the bikini bottom, making me appear completely smooth and feminine. My new nipple piercings showed through the thin bikini top, the metal bars clearly visible.

“Tell me about the cage,” Victoria said. “How does it feel?”

“Claustrophobic,” I admitted. “The flat design means I can’t get even slightly aroused. It’s like my clitty doesn’t exist anymore. Just… completely suppressed.”

“Good. After what happened with Diana, you need that control. Need that reminder of who you belong to.”

“I belong to you, Mistress.”

“Yes, you do.” She glanced at me with a smile. “But today, call me Victoria. We’re taking a break from formal dynamics. Just two girls at the beach.”

The informality felt strange but also liberating. “Okay, Victoria.”

We drove in comfortable silence for a while, the ocean coming into view as we crested a hill. Victoria pulled into a private beach parking area—this wasn’t the public beach we’d gone to with Jenna before. This was more secluded.

“Where are we?” I asked.

“Private beach. Jenna’s family owns property here. She gave me the key.” Victoria grabbed the beach bag from the back seat. “Complete privacy. No one to interrupt us.”

We walked down a wooden path through the dunes, and the beach opened up before us—pristine sand, crystal blue water, and not another soul in sight.

“Perfect,” Victoria breathed.

We set up our towels and umbrella, and Victoria immediately pulled out sunscreen. “Come here. I’ll do your back.”

I turned around, and her hands began working the lotion into my shoulders. The touch was sensual but not overtly sexual—intimate in a way we rarely allowed ourselves.

“Lower,” I requested softly.

Her hands moved down my spine, massaging the lotion into my skin with slow, deliberate strokes. When she reached the small of my back, she paused.

“You’re wearing something under your bikini bottom,” she noted.

“The cage.”

“I know that. But something else. A plug?”

I nodded, embarrassed. “Claire inserted it during the examination yesterday. Said it was standard protocol now. Medium size. I’m supposed to wear it 24/7.”

Victoria’s fingers traced the base of the plug through the fabric. “Does it hurt?”

“Not hurt exactly. Just… constant awareness. Like the cage. Constant reminders that I’m owned.”

“Good.” She pressed slightly, making me gasp. “Turn around.”

I faced her, and she began applying sunscreen to my chest, her hands deliberately brushing my pierced nipples. The new metal bars were more sensitive than the old ones, and her touch sent electric jolts through me.

“These piercings are beautiful,” she murmured, tugging one gently.

I moaned softly, my flat cage pressing uselessly against my pelvis as my body tried to respond to arousal.

“But you can’t get hard anymore, can you?” Victoria’s smile was knowing. “All that stimulation, all that arousal, and your clitty stays completely flat. Trapped. Useless.”

“Yes,” I whispered.

“How does that feel?”

“Frustrating. Humiliating. Perfect.”

She laughed and released my nipples. “My turn. Do my back.”

I took the sunscreen and began working it into her porcelain skin. Victoria’s body was toned and perfect, her curves exactly proportioned. My hands traced down her spine, and when I reached her lower back, I paused.

“Victoria… are you wearing a plug too?”

Her laugh was musical. “Surprised? I told you—I’m a switch. After Diana forced me to confront that side of myself, I decided to explore it properly. Claire fitted me with a large plug yesterday. Same 24/7 requirement.”

My mind reeled. Victoria—dominant Victoria—was wearing a large plug right now.

“Can I…?” I gestured vaguely.

“Touch it? Yes.”

I reached under her bikini bottom and found the base of the plug. It was significantly larger than mine—probably twice the diameter. I pressed against it gently, and Victoria’s breath hitched.

“Fuck,” she moaned. “That feels good.”

Emboldened, I rotated the plug slightly. Victoria’s legs trembled, her hand gripping my shoulder for balance.

“Alexis,” she gasped. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to cum right here on the beach.”

“Would that be so bad?”

She turned to face me, her amber eyes dark with arousal. “You’re playing with fire, sissy.”

“Maybe I want to get burned.”

Victoria’s expression shifted—something wicked and intimate crossing her features. “Take your plug out.”

“What?”

“You heard me. Remove your plug. I want to share mine with you.”

My breath caught as I understood what she was offering. The ultimate intimacy—sharing the same toy, the same penetration, mixing our bodies together in the most degrading and loving way possible.

I reached back and carefully removed my medium plug, gasping as it slipped free. The toy emerged slick with lube and my body’s natural moisture, leaving my hole clenching around sudden emptiness after hours of constant fullness. Victoria did the same, withdrawing her larger plug with a soft moan—hers was significantly wider, glistening in the sunlight, still warm from her body.

“This was inside me,” she said, holding up the slick toy. The dark silicone shone with her wetness. “Now it’s going inside you.”

She pressed her plug against my entrance—larger than mine by at least an inch in diameter, stretching me more than I was used to. I whimpered as the tapered tip breached me, then cried out as the widest part pushed past my resistance. My rim burned with the stretch, accommodating the larger invader. When it finally seated fully, I felt impossibly full—packed tight with something that had just been deep inside my Mistress, still carrying her warmth, her scent, her essence.

“And yours,” Victoria continued, picking up my smaller plug, still wet from my body, “goes inside me.”

She positioned it behind herself and pushed, her breath catching as it entered her. Her eyes never left mine as she took it, her lips parting in a soft moan as my plug—the one that had been stretching my ass for hours—slid into her body.

Now we each carried something of the other inside us. Her larger plug in my ass, stretching me, filling me with her. My smaller plug in hers, marking her with my body’s traces. Our fluids mixed on those toys—lube and natural wetness and the intimate evidence of where we’d each been. An intimacy beyond words.

“We’re connected now,” Victoria breathed, shifting her hips to feel my plug inside her. “Literally. Part of me inside you, part of you inside me. We’re sharing the most intimate spaces of our bodies.”

The sensation of her larger plug stretching me—constantly reminding me of its presence with every micro-movement—combined with the knowledge that she wore mine made my flat cage leak instantly. A wet spot spread across my bikini bottom as my trapped clitty wept with frustrated arousal. This was degradation and love intertwined perfectly. We’d marked each other from the inside.

We stared at each other for a long moment, the sexual tension crackling between us. Then Victoria smiled and pushed me back onto the towel.

“Lie down. On your back.”

I complied, my heart racing. Victoria knelt beside me and pulled out a bottle of massage oil from the beach bag.

“We’re going to practice trust exercises,” she announced. “I’m going to touch you, tease you, explore your body. And you’re going to lie there and take it, knowing that I control everything. That your pleasure is mine to give or deny. Understood?”

“Yes.”

She drizzled oil onto my stomach, and her hands began working it into my skin. Slow circles around my navel, moving up to cup my breasts, thumbs brushing my pierced nipples.

“These piercings make you so sensitive,” she noted, tugging them gently. “I can see your whole body react when I touch them.”

It was true. Every tug sent waves of sensation through me, my back arching involuntarily despite the flat cage preventing any real response.

Her hands moved lower, massaging my thighs, carefully avoiding my caged clitty. Teasing around it, over it, but never directly touching.

“Please,” I whimpered.

“Please what?”

“Touch me. Touch my cage. Something. Anything.”

“Why should I?” Her hands continued their maddening circles on my thighs. “You betrayed me, remember? This is part of your penance. Learning that pleasure comes only when I decide.”

“I know. I’m sorry. I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?” Victoria’s smile turned wicked. “Then worship my feet. Right here. Right now. Show me that devotion.”

She shifted position, placing her bare feet directly in front of my face. Those perfect size 7.5 feet with pink painted toenails that I’d worshipped thousands of times. This close, I could smell the mix of sunscreen and her natural scent—clean skin with a hint of salt from the ocean air. Her soles were slightly sandy, adding a new texture to the familiar landscape of her feet.

I didn’t hesitate. My tongue emerged and touched her right sole, licking from heel to arch with long, devoted strokes. The taste of sand and salt mixed with the sweetness of her skin. My tongue gathered the tiny grains, cleaning her foot even as I worshipped it.

“Good girl,” Victoria moaned, her voice breathy. “Show me you remember who owns you.”

I worshipped her feet with single-minded intensity, my tongue tracing every familiar contour. Her arches—high and elegant, the skin there softer than anywhere else. Her heels—slightly rougher, the taste more concentrated. Between each toe—the sensitive webbing where my tongue probed and she gasped. The ball of her foot—where I applied pressure with my lips and felt her shiver. Every inch received devoted attention, thorough and loving.

“Now the plug,” Victoria said after several minutes, her voice strained with building arousal. “While you worship my feet, I want you to play with my plug. The one that was inside you.”

I reached up with one hand while my tongue continued working on her feet. I found the base of my smaller plug—now lodged inside her—and began rotating it slowly. The silicone was slick with her wetness, warm from her body heat. I pulled it slightly, feeling her hole grip it, then pushed it deeper. Her ass clenched around it reflexively.

Victoria’s moans filled the empty beach, echoing off the dunes. “Fuck, yes. Just like that. Fuck me with your plug.”

Her toes curled in pleasure, pressing against my tongue as I sucked them into my mouth one by one. I could feel her responses—each toe curl when I hit the right angle with the plug, each clench of her inner muscles when my tongue found a sensitive spot. Her hips rocked against the towel, grinding the plug deeper against my hand movements, her pussy leaving a wet spot on the fabric beneath her.

“I’m going to cum,” she gasped, her voice rising in pitch. “Keep going. Don’t you dare stop.”

I doubled my efforts—tongue working desperately on her feet, lapping at her soles with broad strokes then switching to focused toe-sucking, my lips sealed around her big toe while my tongue circled the pad. My hand manipulated her plug with increasing rhythm—in and out in shallow thrusts, rotating on the deepest pushes, varying the pressure to keep her guessing. Victoria’s breathing became ragged, her whole body tensing, her thighs trembling visibly.

“Fuck, fuck, FUCK!”

Her orgasm hit hard and sudden. She came from the dual stimulation of foot worship and plug play, her pussy visibly clenching—I could see the contractions from my angle—grasping at nothing while her ass gripped my plug tight enough to nearly pull it from my hand. Her feet pressed hard against my face, her toes curling into my tongue, and I licked through her climax, never stopping my devotion even as she screamed her release to the empty beach.

Her whole body shook with the force of it—waves of pleasure rolling through her, her hips jerking involuntarily, more wetness flooding from her pussy to soak the towel beneath her. I felt every spasm through her feet, through the plug, through the desperate way she grabbed at my hair to hold me in place.

When the orgasm finally subsided—after what must have been thirty seconds of continuous climax—Victoria collapsed back onto her towel, breathing hard, her body still twitching with aftershocks.

“Holy shit,” she panted. “That was intense.”

I crawled up beside her, my own arousal evident in the small wet spot on my bikini bottom where my flat cage had leaked.

“You came just from feet and plug play,” I noted.

“Switch,” she reminded me. “I’m discovering I love anal stimulation as much as you do. Maybe more.” She turned her head to look at me. “Did you enjoy making me cum?”

“Yes.”

“Even though you’re the submissive?”

“Especially because I’m the submissive. Making you feel good is what I exist for.”

Victoria pulled me into a kiss—rare and precious. When she broke away, her eyes were soft. “I love you, Alexis. Despite everything, despite the betrayal and the pain and the confusion, I love you.”

“I love you too.”

We lay there in comfortable silence for a while, the sun warming our skin, the waves providing background music.

That peace was interrupted by voices approaching.

“Victoria? Is that you?”

I sat up quickly, heart racing. A group of girls was walking down the beach toward us—four of them, all around our age, all in bikinis.

“Stacy!” Victoria waved, seemingly unconcerned. “Over here!”

“Who are they?” I whispered urgently.

“Friends from before the university. They’re cool.” Victoria squeezed my hand. “Trust me.”

The group reached us, led by a tall blonde with a confident stride. She looked me up and down with obvious curiosity.

“Who’s your friend, Vic?” Stacy asked. “She’s cute.”

“This is Alexis,” Victoria said, a hint of pride in her voice. “My sissy.”

My face flushed crimson. Victoria had just outed me to complete strangers.

Stacy’s eyebrows rose. “Your sissy? Like, an actual…” She made a vague gesture.

“Feminized, caged, foot-worshipping sissy,” Victoria confirmed. “Show them your cage, Alexis.”

“Victoria!” I protested. “I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.” Her voice had dropped into that commanding register I couldn’t resist. “Show my friends what you are.”

My hands trembled as I reached for my bikini bottom. The other girls had gathered closer, their expressions a mix of curiosity and excitement.

“Holy shit, she’s actually going to do it,” one of them—a petite redhead—whispered.

I pulled the bikini aside, revealing my flat black cage. The device was completely restrictive, pressing my clitty into sub-2cm nothingness, making me appear almost completely smooth and feminine.

“Oh my god,” Stacy breathed. “That’s… that’s real.”

“Can I touch it?” another girl asked—a brunette with wide eyes.

“Ask her,” Victoria said. “She belongs to me, but she can answer for herself.”

The brunette looked at me. “Can I?”

I glanced at Victoria, who nodded almost imperceptibly. “Yes,” I whispered.

Her fingers reached out and traced the outline of the cage. I shivered at the contact, my body trying desperately to respond despite the flat device preventing any arousal.

“It’s so small,” the brunette marveled. “Like, completely flat. There’s nothing there.”

“That’s the point,” Victoria said. “Complete denial. Complete control.”

“I want to see more,” Stacy declared. She looked at the other girls. “Hold her down.”

Before I could react, four pairs of hands grabbed me—two on my arms, two on my legs. They pinned me to the beach towel, spread-eagle and helpless.

“Victoria!” I gasped.

“Let them look,” Victoria said calmly. “This is part of your training. Learning to be examined. Learning that your body belongs to me, and I decide who sees it.”

Stacy knelt between my legs and pulled my bikini bottom off completely. The flat cage was fully exposed now, along with the base of my plug visible between my cheeks.

“She’s plugged too?” The redhead leaned in for a closer look. “How long does she wear that?”

“Twenty-four seven,” Victoria answered. “Standard protocol.”

Stacy’s fingers explored the cage more thoroughly, tracing every bar, pressing against the flat front panel. “There’s literally no room for anything. How does she even get hard?”

“She doesn’t. That’s the point of the flat design.” Victoria moved to kneel beside the group, her amber eyes watching my humiliation with obvious pleasure. “The previous cages allowed some swelling. This one allows nothing.”

“And she just… accepts this?” Stacy looked at me with something between pity and fascination.

“Tell them, Alexis,” Victoria commanded. “Tell them what you are.”

“I’m a sissy,” I said, my voice small. “I’m Victoria’s property. The cage is… the cage is what I deserve.”

“Holy shit,” the brunette whispered. “She actually believes it.”

“She does,” Victoria confirmed. “And she loves it. Don’t you, Alexis?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

The girls took turns examining me—touching the cage, pressing the plug, commenting on my piercings and my smooth skin. Each touch sent waves of frustrated arousal through me, my body desperate to respond but completely trapped.

“I want a sissy girlfriend,” Stacy finally said, sitting back. “This is incredible. Complete control over someone who actually wants to be controlled.”

“It takes time to train them properly,” Victoria said. “But the results are worth it.” She gestured for the girls to release me. “You can let her up now.”

They released my arms and legs. I lay there for a moment, utterly humiliated, my bikini bottom still off, my cage still exposed.

“Cover yourself,” Victoria said. “You did well.”

I pulled my bikini back on with shaking hands. The group of girls were already chattering excitedly among themselves, comparing notes on what they’d seen.

“Come on,” Victoria said to me. “Let’s find a quieter spot. I think we’ve given them enough entertainment for one day.”

We gathered our things and walked further down the beach, leaving the giggling group behind.

“That was intense,” I said once we were alone again.

“That was necessary,” Victoria corrected. “You need to learn that public exposure is part of your life now. Anyone I choose can see you, examine you, touch you. That’s what ownership means.”

I nodded slowly. “I understand, Mistress.”

“Good.” She stopped and turned to face me. “Now, let’s talk about revenge.”

“Tell me about the revenge plan,” I said. “What exactly are we going to do to Diana?”

Victoria’s expression turned calculating. “We’re going to catch her in her own trap. Use her switch nature against her. But we need more information first. We need to know her vulnerabilities, her secrets, her pressure points.”

“She works at that maid café,” I said. “Sophie and I saw her there. Getting gangbanged in the back room. Submitting completely.”

“Perfect. That’s leverage. We’ll document it, use it against her when the time comes.” Victoria sat up. “But first, we need to lure her into a false sense of security. Make her think she’s won completely.”

“How?”

“You’re going to text her. Tell her you’re considering submitting to her. That you’re confused about Victoria after seeing her submit. That you want to explore what Diana offered.”

“She won’t believe that.”

“She will. Because deep down, Diana wants to win. She wants to steal you from me as the ultimate victory. If you show even a hint of interest, she’ll jump at it.”

I pulled out my phone reluctantly. “What should I say?”

Victoria dictated, and I typed:

“Diana, it’s Alexis. I’ve been thinking about what you said. About how you make me cum and Victoria just denies me. About how you understand me better. Can we talk? Just the two of us?”

I showed her the message. She nodded approval.

“Send it.”

I hit send, my stomach churning with nerves.

The response came almost immediately.

“I knew you’d see reason eventually, sissy. Come to my house tomorrow. 7pm. Alone. We’ll talk… among other things.”

“She took the bait,” I said, showing Victoria.

“Perfect.” Victoria’s smile was cold. “Tomorrow you go to her house. You let her think she’s seducing you. You gather information—where she keeps evidence, what her security is like, what her weaknesses are. Then you report back, and we plan the actual takedown.”

“This is dangerous.”

“Very. But necessary.” Victoria took my hand. “I trust you, Alexis. I know you won’t actually betray me. This is all an act to gather intelligence.”

“What if she tries to…” I trailed off.

“Tries to have sex with you? Let her. The flat cage prevents actual penetration anyway. Just endure whatever she does, learn what you can, and get out.” Victoria’s eyes hardened. “I know asking this is unfair. After everything with the kidnapping, asking you to voluntarily go back into danger is cruel. But I need you to do this.”

“I will,” I said immediately. “Whatever it takes to destroy her.”

“Good girl.” Victoria pulled me close. “For now, let’s enjoy the rest of our beach day. Tomorrow we go to war.”

She reached into the beach bag and pulled out two small containers. “I brought food. And wine. Let’s have a proper picnic.”

We spent the next few hours eating, talking, reconnecting. Victoria told me stories from before we met—her first experiences with dominance, her secret attractions to submission that she’d always suppressed. I told her about my earliest foot fetish memories, the shame and confusion I’d felt before finding her.

“We’re both learning who we really are,” Victoria mused. “The university, Claire, Diana—they’ve all forced us to confront parts of ourselves we tried to hide.”

“And what did you find?” I asked.

“That I’m stronger when I don’t try to be just one thing. That accepting my switch nature doesn’t make me weak—it makes me complete.” She looked at me. “What about you?”

“That I’m more submissive than I ever imagined. That the cage, the denial, the worship—it’s not just a kink. It’s who I fundamentally am.”

“And the moment with Diana? When you had power over me?”

I was silent for a long moment. “It scared me. Because some part of me liked it. Not the betrayal, not hurting you, but the actual power. The control.”

“Then maybe you’re a switch too,” Victoria suggested. “Mostly submissive, but with hints of dominance that emerge under the right circumstances.”

“I don’t want to dominate you.”

“Not me. But maybe someone else. Maybe someday you’ll have your own submissive. A sissy even more pathetic than you, who worships your feet the way you worship mine.”

The idea sent a strange thrill through me. “That’s years away.”

“Maybe. But the seed is planted.” Victoria stood and extended her hand. “Come on. Let’s swim.”

We waded into the ocean, the cool water a relief from the hot sun. Victoria pulled me close, her body pressed against mine, our breasts touching.

“Tomorrow you face Diana again,” she murmured. “Tonight, you’re mine. Just mine. Understood?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

“Then tonight, I’m going to worship your feet while you worship mine. We’re going to explore what it means for both of us to be switches together. And we’re going to reclaim the intimacy Diana tried to destroy.”

She kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring my mouth while her hands gripped my ass, pressing against the base of my plug.

“I can’t wait,” I whispered.

“Neither can I.”

We stayed at the beach until sunset, the sky turning brilliant orange and pink. As we packed up our things and headed back to the car, I felt something I hadn’t felt in days.

Hope.

We’d been broken. Betrayed. Traumatized.

But we were healing.

And tomorrow, we’d start breaking Diana the same way she’d broken us.

The game was about to change.

And this time, we were going to win.


Chapter 7: Changing Room Battle

After the beach party with Stacy and her friends, Victoria decided she wanted more privacy. The afternoon sun was still warm, the sand still perfect, but the attention from earlier had left her wanting something more intimate.

“The changing rooms,” she announced, gathering her things. “I need some alone time with my sissy.”

Hanna was still with us from earlier—she’d served Victoria’s feet beautifully during the group examination of my cage. Now Victoria wanted her for something more private.

We headed toward the facility—a row of wooden stalls with locking doors. Victoria chose the largest one at the end, meant for families or the disabled. Plenty of room for three.

Inside, she sat on the wooden bench and spread her legs, her bikini bottom already dark with arousal.

“Worship me,” she commanded. “Both of you. I need to feel like myself again.”

I dropped to my knees immediately, my face moving between her thighs. The familiar scent of her arousal hit me—musky, sweet, intoxicating—and my mouth watered instantly. She was already soaking through her bikini, a dark wet patch spreading across the thin fabric. Beside me, Hanna positioned herself at Victoria’s feet, pressing her lips to those perfect size 7.5 soles and beginning slow, reverent licks along the arch.

My tongue found Victoria’s clit through the bikini fabric, the thin material doing nothing to hide the swollen bud beneath. I teased it, circling, pressing the fabric against her with my tongue. She moaned and pushed my head closer, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“Pull it aside,” she gasped. “I need your tongue directly on me. No barriers.”

I hooked my finger under her bikini and exposed her glistening pussy—the outer lips flushed dark pink and swollen, her clit engorged and peeking from its hood, her entrance dripping with clear arousal. The scent intensified tenfold. My tongue dove in immediately, lapping at her entrance, gathering her taste—tangy and sweet—then sliding up through her folds to circle her clit with practiced devotion.

“Yes,” Victoria breathed, one hand gripping my hair to control my pace, the other pressing Hanna’s face harder against her foot. “This is what I needed. My sissy’s mouth on my pussy and my slave’s tongue worshipping my feet. Perfect.”

I could hear Hanna working beside me—wet sounds of tongue on skin, the soft pop as she sucked Victoria’s toes one by one into her mouth. The dual worship seemed to overwhelm Victoria, her body unable to decide which sensation to focus on.

I worked her with everything I had—tongue flat against her clit in broad strokes, then pointed to flick rapidly across the sensitive tip, then diving deep inside her to taste her from the source. Her inner walls clenched around my tongue each time I penetrated her. Victoria’s hips thrust against my face, her arousal coating my chin, her moans echoing in the small wooden space.

Hanna sucked Victoria’s big toe deep into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing with suction, while I increased my pace on her pussy. Victoria was getting close—I could feel it in the way her thighs trembled around my ears, hear it in the rising pitch of her moans, taste it in the flood of fresh arousal coating my tongue.

“Don’t stop,” she commanded. “Don’t you dare—”

The door burst open.

Diana stood in the doorway, her dark eyes taking in the scene with predatory satisfaction. Behind her, the afternoon sun silhouetted her athletic frame.

“Well, well,” she said, stepping inside and closing the door behind her. “Isn’t this cozy?”

Victoria scrambled to cover herself, but Diana was faster. She grabbed Victoria’s wrist and pinned it to the wall.

“Don’t bother covering up on my account,” Diana purred. “I’ve seen everything you have. Remember?”

“How did you find us?” I demanded, rising to my feet.

“Julia’s been tracking you since morning.” Diana’s free hand produced something from her pocket—a key. “She gave me the master key to these changing rooms. University athletics department. Very useful.”

“Let her go,” I said, stepping toward Diana.

“Or what?” Diana’s smile was cruel. “You’ll worship my feet until I surrender? Your mouth was just buried in her pussy, sissy. Don’t pretend you’re a threat.”

Victoria twisted in Diana’s grip, trying to break free. They struggled against the wall, grappling for dominance.

“Hanna, help!” Victoria gasped.

“You bitch!” Diana lunged for me, but Victoria moved faster, tackling her to the floor of the changing room.

They grappled violently—two athletic women fighting for dominance. Diana was stronger, more aggressive. Victoria was more strategic, using leverage and technique.

They rolled across the wooden floor, hands grabbing, legs tangling. Diana managed to pin Victoria briefly, but Victoria bucked her off and reversed the position.

Hanna dropped the medical bag she’d been carrying and rushed to assist. Together, they wrestled Diana’s arms behind her back.

“Alexis, the bag!” Victoria commanded. “There are restraints inside!”

I opened the medical bag and found padded cuffs and rope. I handed them to Victoria, who expertly bound Diana’s wrists together behind her back.

“Let me go!” Diana thrashed. “This is assault! I’ll call the police!”

“And say what?” Victoria challenged. “That you kidnapped and tortured me? That you have illegal videos of people without consent? Go ahead. Call them.”

Diana’s struggles weakened as she realized her position.

“We have you,” Victoria said, breathing hard from the exertion. “Right where we want you. Now it’s time for you to learn what it’s like to be on the receiving end.”

She looked around the changing room. “Hanna, go outside and keep watch. Make sure no one interrupts us.”

Hanna slipped out the door. Victoria made sure it was locked behind her, then turned back to the bound Diana.

The small space felt even more claustrophobic now—just Victoria, Diana, and me.

“Strip her,” Victoria commanded me.

I hesitated only a moment before pulling Diana’s clothes off—her black leather jacket, her tight tank top, her pants, her underwear. Diana cursed and struggled, but with her wrists bound, she couldn’t effectively resist.

Once Diana was naked, Victoria produced a vibrator from her pocket—a small but powerful bullet style.

“Time to see how the switch likes being switched,” Victoria said.

She pressed the vibrator directly against Diana’s exposed clit—that swollen, sensitive bud already flushed with reluctant arousal. Diana’s eyes went wide, her body jerking violently at the sudden stimulation, her bound hands straining uselessly behind her back.

“No,” Diana gasped, her hips trying to pull away. “Don’t—”

“Oh, I’m going to,” Victoria promised, her voice cold with satisfaction. “I’m going to edge you the same way you edged me. Bring you close and deny you over and over until you’re begging. Until you understand what it’s like to be helpless while someone controls your pleasure completely.”

She worked the vibrator expertly, circling Diana’s clit with the buzzing tip, then pressing firmly, then easing off. Building Diana’s arousal with practiced cruelty. Diana’s breathing became ragged within seconds, her athletic body responding despite her fury. Her hips thrust involuntarily toward the stimulation, seeking more contact, her pussy visibly clenching around nothing.

“That’s it,” Victoria encouraged, watching Diana’s body betray her. “Your body knows what it wants even if your pride won’t admit it. Look how wet you’re getting already.”

“Fuck you,” Diana spat, but her voice was weak with arousal, her thighs trembling.

Victoria brought her to the edge with ruthless efficiency—Diana’s body tensing, every muscle locking, her back arching, her mouth opening in a silent scream, her clit pulsing against the vibrator—and pulled it away at the critical moment.

Diana’s frustrated cry echoed in the small space, primal and desperate. Her hips thrust at empty air, her pussy clenching rhythmically around nothing as the orgasm retreated just out of reach.

“How does it feel?” Victoria asked sweetly. “Being denied right at the peak? Having someone control whether you cum or not?”

“I hate you,” Diana panted, her chest heaving.

“No, you don’t. You’re just angry that I’m better at this game than you are.” Victoria pressed the vibrator back against Diana’s throbbing clit, watching her jerk at the contact. “Again. Let’s see how many times we can deny you before you break.”

She edged Diana five more times in quick succession—each time building her higher, faster, bringing her to that trembling edge where orgasm seemed inevitable, then ripping the stimulation away. Diana’s screams of frustration grew more desperate each time. Her pussy was dripping openly now, clear fluid running down her thighs, pooling on the floor beneath her. By the end, Diana was trembling uncontrollably, sweat coating every inch of her athletic body, her clit swollen to twice its normal size from the repeated torture.

“Please,” Diana finally whimpered. “Please let me cum.”

“There it is,” Victoria said with satisfaction. “The mighty Diana, reduced to begging.” She extended her own bare feet toward Diana’s face. “Now lick them. Worship my feet, bitch.”

Diana’s eyes widened with horror. “No. I won’t—”

Victoria pressed the vibrator hard against Diana’s clit, the stimulation sudden and intense. “Lick. My. Feet. Or I’ll edge you fifty more times and never let you finish.”

Diana’s resistance crumbled completely. Her tongue emerged—reluctant, humiliated—and touched Victoria’s sole. The taste of her rival’s foot filled her mouth, the ultimate submission.

“That’s it,” Victoria encouraged, flexing her toes against Diana’s lips. “Worship my feet. Show us what a pathetic switch you really are. This is what you made me do, remember? Licking strangers’ feet while I was bound and helpless. Now it’s your turn to taste submission.”

Diana licked Victoria’s feet with increasing desperation, her tongue dragging up the arch, circling the ball of her foot, sliding between each toe to clean the sensitive spaces there. The technique was good—she knew how to worship because she’d trained others to do it to her. Victoria continued the vibrator torture throughout, pressing it hard against Diana’s throbbing clit, backing off just before orgasm, pressing again.

The combination of forced foot worship and denied stimulation clearly overwhelmed Diana. Her moans vibrated against Victoria’s soles. Her hips thrust uselessly, seeking more vibrator contact. Saliva dripped from her chin, coating Victoria’s feet until they glistened.

“How does it feel?” Victoria asked, grinding her foot against Diana’s face. “How does it feel to worship the feet of the woman you tortured? The woman you thought you’d broken?”

Diana whimpered around Victoria’s toes, her tongue still working desperately, unable to answer with her mouth full of foot.

“Please,” Diana finally begged when Victoria pulled her foot away briefly, her voice wrecked with need. “Please let me cum. I’ll do anything. I’ll delete everything. Just please—let me cum.”

“Delete the videos,” Victoria demanded. “All of them. Every cloud backup. Right now.”

“I can’t. My hands are tied.”

Victoria untied one hand but kept the other bound. “Phone. Password. Now.”

Diana gave up her phone and password with obvious defeat. Victoria navigated to the cloud accounts and began deleting files. “Alexis, verify these are actually deleting.”

I watched over her shoulder as video after video disappeared—me fucking Victoria’s feet, Victoria worshipping during captivity, all the evidence Diana had collected. All of it gone.

“Done,” Victoria finally said. “Every backup deleted. Every file erased.” She tossed the phone aside and re-bound Diana’s hand. “Now you have nothing. No leverage. No power. Just your submission.”

She pressed the vibrator back against Diana’s clit while Diana continued licking her feet.

“Cum,” Victoria commanded, pressing the vibrator hard against Diana’s tortured clit. “Cum while worshipping my feet. Cum and accept that you lost.”

Victoria’s toes curled with pleasure as Diana’s desperate tongue worked against her soles—long, frantic licks interspersed with desperate sucking, her technique falling apart as orgasm finally approached. The dual satisfaction of revenge and worship pushed Victoria over her own edge—her pussy clenching, her thighs trembling, wetness flooding from her as she came on Diana’s face.

Diana’s orgasm hit at the same moment—explosive and devastating after so much denial. She screamed against Victoria’s sole, the sound muffled by the foot in her mouth, her tongue still working reflexively even as her body convulsed in the restraints. Her pussy clenched rhythmically, visibly pulsing, fluid gushing down her thighs as weeks of dominant posturing collapsed into pure submissive release. Her back arched, her bound hands straining, every muscle locked in the grip of an orgasm that seemed to go on forever.

Victoria ground her foot against Diana’s face through both their climaxes, her toes curling into Diana’s mouth, using her rival’s tongue to extend her own pleasure while watching Diana fall completely apart beneath her.

When both orgasms finally subsided—after what felt like a full minute of continuous climax—Diana collapsed against Victoria’s feet, her face pressed to the sole, breathing in desperate ragged gasps. Sweat covered every inch of her body. Her pussy still twitched with aftershocks. Tears mixed with the saliva coating her face. She was completely spent, utterly broken.

“Good girl,” Victoria said mockingly. “Now you understand. Switch doesn’t mean you get to choose. It means you can be forced to submit when someone stronger comes along.”

Hanna stepped forward, reaching into the medical bag. “Victoria, Claire sent these. Experimental pills. She said if we captured Diana, we should use them.”

Victoria’s eyes lit up. “Perfect. Give one to Diana. Make her permanently submissive.”

“They don’t work like that at full dose without preparation,” Hanna explained, reading from a note Claire had included. “But half a pill makes someone extremely suggestible and aroused for an hour or two. Claire suggested giving half to Diana and half to Alexis—to bind them both during the confrontation.”

“Half to me?” I asked, alarmed.

“It’s temporary,” Hanna assured me. “Just makes you more… pliable. More honest about your desires.”

Victoria considered, then nodded. “Do it. Half to each of them.”

Hanna broke the pill and handed half to me. I swallowed reluctantly, feeling the effects hit almost immediately—a wave of heat, a softening of my thoughts, an intensification of every desire I’d ever felt.

“Feet,” I whispered involuntarily. “I need feet.”

“That’s the suggestibility,” Hanna noted. “Her deepest desires are amplified.”

Victoria forced Diana’s mouth open and pushed the other half inside. Diana swallowed reflexively, and within seconds her eyes glazed over.

“What did you give me?” Diana slurred.

“Something to make you more honest.” Victoria pulled Diana up by her hair. “Now tell me—where are the backup files really stored?”

But the pill had an unexpected effect on Diana. Instead of making her compliant, the extreme arousal seemed to fuel her desperation. Her eyes went wild with chemically-enhanced need.

“I need—” Diana gasped. “I need to get out. I need—”

She moved faster than any of us expected.

With her one free hand, she grabbed the vibrator from Victoria’s grip and jabbed it into Victoria’s stomach. Victoria doubled over in surprise, and Diana wrenched her other hand free from the loosened binding.

“The pill makes me desperate, not obedient!” Diana snarled, backing toward the changing room door. “You think you’ve won? I have more backups. I always have more. And now I know your weakness—experimental pills. I’ll find out where Claire gets them.”

“Stop her!” Victoria gasped, but Diana was already through the door.

I tried to lunge after her, but the pill made my movements sluggish, my mind too focused on the feet around me to coordinate properly. Diana was faster—athletic, desperate, fueled by humiliation and chemical arousal. She burst out of the changing room and sprinted down the beach, still half-naked, sand flying behind her.

By the time we made it outside, she had disappeared into the crowd near the parking lot.

“Fuck!” Victoria slammed her hand against the changing room wall. “She got away.”

“At least we deleted the evidence,” I said weakly.

“She said she has more backups. She could be bluffing, or…” Victoria’s face was grim. “This isn’t over. We hurt her pride, but we didn’t neutralize her. She’ll be back for revenge.”

We walked out to where Hanna was still keeping watch, her expression confused.

“Did it work?” Hanna asked.

“Partially,” Victoria admitted, her jaw tight. “We humiliated her. We deleted evidence. But she escaped before we could finish.”

“Escaped?” Hanna’s eyes went wide. “She’s still out there?”

“With backup copies of everything, apparently.” Victoria’s expression was dark. “We won the battle. But the war isn’t over.”

I expected to feel triumphant. Instead, I just felt tired and afraid.

“Let’s go home,” I said quietly.

Victoria took my hand. “Yes. Let’s go home. We need to regroup and figure out what she’s planning next.”

As we walked away from the beach, Diana’s escape weighing on all of us, I realized something important.

Revenge didn’t feel as good as I thought it would.

It just felt… incomplete.

Diana was still out there.

Still dangerous.

And now she had every reason to want us destroyed.

This wasn’t the end.

It was just the beginning of something worse.


Chapter 8: The Convent Accident

Diana bolted from the changing rooms with inhuman speed, her humiliation fueling her escape.

“She’s getting away!” Victoria screamed, and before I could react, she was already sprinting after Diana, barefoot and furious, sand flying behind her heels.

“Victoria, wait!” I called, but she didn’t slow down. She vanished around the beach pavilion, chasing her rival into the city streets.

“We have to follow them!” Hanna grabbed my arm, pulling me forward.

And so we ran—Hanna and I chasing Victoria who was chasing Diana, still in our tiny bikinis from the beach day, a layered pursuit through the afternoon crowds.

“We can’t let her disappear!” Victoria shouted over her shoulder. “If she gets to her car—”

Diana veered off the beach and onto the boardwalk, then into the city streets. We followed, a bizarre procession—two bikini-clad figures chasing a half-naked woman through downtown in broad daylight.

People stared. Someone took photos. I didn’t care.

Diana ducked into an alley, then another. She knew this part of the city better than we did. Within minutes, we’d lost sight of her.

“Where did she go?” Victoria panted, stopping at an intersection of narrow streets.

“There!” Hanna pointed at a heavy wooden door swinging shut on an old building—gothic architecture, stained glass windows, clearly a former church. “She went in there!”

Victoria didn’t hesitate. She pushed through the door, and I followed.

The interior was dark, lit only by candles. The smell of incense filled the air. From somewhere deeper in the building came sounds I couldn’t identify—moaning, chanting, something ritualistic.

“This isn’t a normal building,” Hanna whispered, her voice tight with sudden fear.

Victoria was already moving deeper inside. “Diana’s in here somewhere. We find her, we finish this.”

We crept through shadowy corridors, still in our bikinis, completely unprepared for whatever this place was. Then we turned a corner and froze.

A woman stood before us—dressed in a modified nun’s habit that showed far too much skin, a chastity belt clearly visible beneath the short skirt. Her eyes were glazed with what looked like religious fervor.

“Welcome, sisters,” she said. “Have you come to join our order?”

“No,” Victoria said firmly. “We’re looking for a woman who just ran in here. Black hair, athletic build, probably panicking.”

“Many come to us seeking sanctuary,” the nun said cryptically. “The woman you seek fled deeper into our halls. But all who enter must complete initiation. It is the only way to leave.”

“That’s kidnapping.”

“That’s devotion.” The nun smiled. “If you wish to find her… you must pass through our sacred rites.”

Victoria and I exchanged glances. Diana was somewhere in this building. We couldn’t leave without confronting her.

“Fine,” Victoria said through gritted teeth. “We’ll play your game.”

“Excellent.” The nun gestured deeper into the building. “Follow me. Remove your shoes. This is holy ground.”

We kicked off our sandals—Hanna and I the only ones still wearing any—and followed barefoot down a stone corridor. The moaning grew louder, more desperate. We passed open doors showing scenes of worship—women on their knees before others, faces buried between legs, tongues working against feet, vibrators held to denying slaves.

This was a whole community dedicated to BDSM worship.

“What is this place?” I whispered to Hanna.

“BDSM convent,” she whispered back, her voice shaking. “I’ve heard rumors but never believed they were real.”

The nun led us to a large chamber that resembled a chapel. At the front stood a modified altar with restraint points at each corner.

“First,” the Mother Superior announced, stepping forward, “you must witness the Nine Orgasms—a sacred ritual where the initiate cums nine consecutive times before being granted mercy.”

“Where’s the woman who ran in here?” Victoria demanded. “Where’s Diana?”

“She is being… processed. Separately. But you cannot reach her until your initiation is complete.” The Mother Superior’s smile was cold. “This is our law.”

Hanna gripped my arm. “We have to go through with it.”

The doors behind us slammed shut. More nuns appeared, surrounding us.

“You have entered the Convent of Eternal Submission,” the Mother Superior announced formally. “All who enter must prove their devotion before leaving. This is our sacred law.”

The Mother Superior’s eyes fell on Hanna. “You. The one in the blue bikini. You will demonstrate the Nine Orgasms for your companions.”

“What?” Hanna’s face went white. “No, please—”

“It is not a request.” The Mother Superior snapped her fingers, and four nuns seized Hanna, dragging her toward the altar.

“Hanna!” I lunged forward, but strong hands held me back.

They stripped her bikini away with practiced efficiency, leaving her completely naked before the assembled sisters. Hanna tried to cover herself, but they grabbed her wrists and forced them into the altar’s restraints. Her ankles followed, spread wide, leaving her utterly exposed.

“The Yoke of Submission,” the Mother Superior announced. A wooden device was brought forward and fastened around Hanna’s neck and wrists, pinning her arms at her sides. She couldn’t move, couldn’t protect herself, could only lie there trembling.

“Please,” Hanna whimpered. “I’ve never—I can’t—”

“You can and you will.” The Mother Superior positioned herself at Hanna’s feet while other nuns gathered around. “Nine orgasms. Only then will you be worthy of our sisterhood.”

A nun produced a vibrator—industrial strength, the motor humming with terrifying power. Without warning, she pressed it directly against Hanna’s exposed clit.

Hanna screamed—a raw, primal sound that echoed off the chapel walls. Her body jerked violently against the restraints, her back arching off the altar as sensation overwhelmed her.

“One,” the Mother Superior counted as Hanna’s body convulsed, her first orgasm tearing through her within seconds of contact. Her pussy clenched visibly, rhythmic contractions pulsing through her core. The vibrator didn’t stop—didn’t even pause. “Continue.”

“Please!” Hanna sobbed, tears already streaming down her face. “I can’t—it’s too much—I just came, please—”

But the nuns were relentless. A second nun joined the first, her fingers sliding into Hanna’s soaking pussy with a wet squelch while the vibrator continued its assault on her oversensitized clit. Hanna’s back arched impossibly off the altar, her C-cup breasts bouncing.

“Two.” Another orgasm, less than a minute after the first, her pussy clamping down on the nun’s thrusting fingers.

I watched in horrified fascination as Hanna’s body betrayed her completely. Her protests dissolved into desperate, wordless moans. Sweat glistened on every inch of her skin. Her nipples were rock hard despite her terror—or perhaps because of it. Her pussy was dripping continuously now, fluids running down to pool beneath her ass.

“Three.” Her scream cracked halfway through.

The nuns rotated with practiced efficiency—fresh hands taking over stimulation, keeping the intensity constant while preventing fatigue. One nun bent down and began licking Hanna’s clit directly while another worked three fingers inside her, curling to hit her G-spot with each thrust. A third pinched and tugged her nipples, stretching them cruelly.

“Four.” Hanna’s scream echoed off the chapel walls, her whole body shaking.

By the fifth orgasm, Hanna had stopped begging. Her eyes were glazed, unfocused, staring at nothing. Her body responded automatically now—a puppet controlled by pleasure, her hips grinding against whatever stimulation was offered, her pussy clenching rhythmically whether she wanted it to or not.

“Five. Six.” Two in rapid succession, barely a breath between them, her body convulsing continuously now.

“She’s breaking,” I whispered, watching her face go slack.

“She’s being reborn,” the Mother Superior corrected, her eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “Watch. Learn. This is submission in its purest form—the body trained to orgasm on command, the mind dissolved into pure sensation.”

Seven. Hanna’s voice cracked completely, reduced to animal whimpers. Eight. Her whole body shook uncontrollably, her muscles twitching even between orgasms. Fluid gushed from her pussy with each climax now, soaking the altar beneath her.

The nuns paused before the ninth, letting Hanna hover on the edge of consciousness. Her pussy was swollen to twice its normal size, the outer lips puffy and flushed dark red, her clit so engorged it stood out visibly from its hood. She was dripping continuously, oversensitized beyond measure, her body twitching at even the slightest air movement.

“Final blessing,” the Mother Superior announced solemnly. She produced a larger vibrator—twice the size of the first, with a broad head designed for maximum contact—and pressed it directly against Hanna’s tortured clit while a nun thrust three fingers deep inside her, curling hard against her G-spot.

Hanna’s ninth orgasm was silent—her mouth open in a soundless scream, her eyes rolling back, every muscle locked rigid as pleasure overwhelmed her completely. Her body convulsed for nearly thirty seconds, her pussy squirting around the nun’s fingers, drenching everything below her waist. When it finally ended, she collapsed utterly spent, barely conscious, her chest heaving with ragged breaths.

“Nine.” The Mother Superior smiled with satisfaction. “She is ready for the sisterhood.”

They produced a clear plastic chastity belt—similar to the one Claire used on her—and locked it around Hanna’s hips while she lay barely conscious. The belt had a shield that covered her pussy completely, with small holes for necessary functions but no way to achieve stimulation.

“Now she is Sister Hanna,” the Mother Superior announced. “She will serve the convent’s pleasure but receive none of her own until we deem her worthy.”

Hanna’s eyes fluttered. “No more,” she whispered weakly. “Please… no more…”

They unfastened her from the altar but left the yoke in place. Two nuns half-carried, half-dragged her to a bench at the side of the chapel.

The Mother Superior turned to me. “Now. Your initiation begins. Take this one to the preparation chambers.”

Strong hands grabbed me, pulling me away from Victoria.

“Don’t hurt her!” I screamed, looking back at Hanna’s exhausted form.

I was pushed into a small room containing only a bench and a strange wooden contraption. The nun who’d brought me—a different one now, with stern features—held up the device.

“The Yoke of Submission,” she explained. “It prevents you from using your hands. You will wear this during your initiation to ensure you cannot pleasure yourself. Only we may grant you release.”

She fastened the heavy wooden yoke around my neck and wrists, effectively trapping my arms at my sides. I couldn’t reach my cage, couldn’t touch myself, could barely move.

“Now we wait for the confessional to be ready,” she said. “Meditate on your sins.”

She left, locking the door behind her.

I stood there in the yoke, helpless and afraid. What the hell had we walked into?

Time passed—maybe thirty minutes, maybe an hour. Finally, the door opened and two nuns entered.

“Time for confession,” one said.

They led me down another corridor to a small booth. A confessional, like in a Catholic church, but modified. One side had a glory hole at waist height.

“Your clitty goes through the hole,” the nun explained. “On the other side is the Confessor. She will stimulate you while asking questions about your devotion. You must answer truthfully. Lies will be punished with denial. Truths will be rewarded with pleasure.”

They positioned me so my flat cage pressed against the hole. Through some mechanism I couldn’t see, they unlocked and removed the cage—the first time I’d been uncaged since Claire installed it.

My clitty emerged from the hole, barely 2.5 centimeters and pathetically small.

“Begin,” the nun said, and left me alone.

From the other side of the booth, I heard movement. Then a familiar voice.

“Well, well. Look what we have here.”

“Raven?” I recognized her immediately—the gothic domme I’d seen at BDSM events, the one who ran the fetish shop downtown where I’d bought some of my first sissy supplies.

“Sister Maria now,” she corrected. “Though I still go by Raven for my outside work. This convent is my real calling.”

Her hand wrapped around my tiny clitty, warm and soft. After days in the flat cage with zero stimulation, even this gentle touch felt overwhelming.

“Let’s begin your confession,” Raven said. “First question: Do you worship women’s feet?”

“Yes,” I gasped as her hand stroked slowly.

“Good. Truth.” She increased speed slightly. “Second question: Is your clitty useless for real penetration?”

“Yes!”

“Truth.” Another stroke. “Third question: Are you inferior to biological women in every way?”

I hesitated. Was I? Did I believe that?

Her hand stopped. “Answer truthfully or face punishment.”

“I… I don’t know.”

SLAP. Her hand came through the hole and slapped my balls sharply. Pain exploded through me.

“Wrong answer. The truth is yes, you are inferior. Try again. Are you inferior to biological women?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. “Yes, I’m inferior.”

“Good girl.” She resumed stroking. “Fourth question: Does your devotion to feet define your entire existence?”

“Yes.” That one was easy.

“Truth.” She stroked faster now, building pleasure. “Fifth question: Would you abandon your Mistress for the right offer?”

“No!” I said immediately.

Her hand stopped again. “Lie. You betrayed Victoria when Diana threatened you. Try again with truth.”

Tears burned my eyes. “Yes. I’m weak. I would betray her to save myself.”

“Truth.” She resumed, even faster now. “Sixth question: Do you deserve to cum after your betrayals?”

“No.”

“Truth.” Faster still. I could feel orgasm building after days of complete denial. “Final question: Will you join our convent and worship feet for the rest of your life?”

“No,” I gasped. “I belong to Mistress Victoria.”

Her hand worked furiously now, bringing me right to the edge. “Loyal even when tested. Admirable.”

The orgasm hit like a tsunami—ruined deliberately, her hand pulling away at the critical moment. Cum dribbled out without pleasure, just release without satisfaction.

“You pass initiation,” Raven announced. “Welcome to the sisterhood, Alexis. You may leave… after the final ceremony. But first—an update. The woman you were chasing—Diana—she escaped through our back passages. She knows this building from previous visits. The nuns tried to hold her for initiation, but she slipped away.”

“She got away?” I asked, frustration flooding through me.

“Yes. But I made sure your friend Victoria was safe.” Raven’s voice carried a hint of pride. “When Diana first entered, I recognized her—and I recognized Victoria right behind her. Diana was hunting her through the corridors. I intercepted Victoria and hid her in the back chapel, behind the altar. Diana searched for nearly an hour before giving up and escaping through the catacombs. Victoria was terrified, but I kept her hidden until Diana was gone.”

“You protected her from Diana?”

“Victoria completed her initiation willingly after that—she wanted to wait for you and Hanna to finish yours. She’s in the main chapel now.” Raven’s voice softened. “She refused to leave without you both. That’s loyalty.”

The nuns returned and re-caged me, the flat device clicking into place with brutal finality. They removed the yoke and led me to the main chapel.

Hanna was already there, still wearing the clear chastity belt from her nine-orgasm ordeal, looking utterly spent. Her legs were still trembling, and dark circles had formed under her eyes. And beside her—

“Victoria!” I rushed forward.

She caught me in her arms, pulling me tight. “Alexis. Thank god. I was so worried when they separated us.”

“Diana escaped,” I said bitterly. “She knew the building. Got away through the back.”

“I heard.” Victoria’s jaw tightened. “But at least we’re all safe. Raven—Sister Maria—hid me from Diana when she was hunting me through the corridors. If not for her, Diana would have caught me again.” Victoria shuddered at the memory. “She kept me safe behind the altar until Diana gave up and escaped. Then helped me through the initiation. This place is insane, but Raven is one of the good ones.”

The Mother Superior stood at the front. “Final ceremony. All three initiates will worship at the feet of our sisters while receiving anal benediction.”

Three nuns approached—each holding strings of rosary beads.

My eyes widened. “Are they going to—”

“Yes,” Victoria said grimly. “Anal rosary beads. I’ve heard of this.”

The nuns positioned us on our knees in a row—Hanna, me, Victoria. Before us knelt three other nuns, their bare feet presented for worship.

“Lick,” the Mother Superior commanded. “Worship their sacred soles while receiving your benediction.”

I pressed my lips to the nun’s feet before me—warm, soft skin that tasted of incense and sweat—while another nun behind me began preparing my ass. They pulled my plug out first with a wet pop, leaving my hole clenching around sudden emptiness, gaping slightly from hours of being filled.

The first rosary bead pressed against my exposed hole. Small, smooth, cool from the air. It slipped inside easily, my well-trained ass accepting it without resistance. Then the second—slightly larger, requiring a gentle push. Third—larger still, my rim stretching to accommodate it before closing around the narrower string connecting them.

Each bead stretched me wider as they worked them in one by one, the strand disappearing into my body inch by inch. By the tenth bead, I was moaning desperately around the toes in my mouth, my tongue losing rhythm as anal sensation distracted me. The beads filled me progressively, each one sitting deeper than the last, the weight and pressure building inside me.

“Accept your benediction,” the nun behind me chanted. “Accept your place beneath us.”

Twenty beads. The fullness was becoming intense. Thirty. My ass was impossibly packed, stretched beyond anything I’d experienced, the beads pressing against my prostate in a way that made my flat cage leak continuously.

The nun before me came from my desperate foot worship—my tongue working frantically against her sole despite my distraction, my lips sealing around her toes and sucking. Her toes curled hard in my mouth as she orgasmed, her moans mixing with my muffled whimpers.

“Final bead,” the nun behind me announced. This one was huge—I could feel its size pressing against my already-stuffed hole, bigger than any plug I’d worn, demanding entry.

I screamed against the feet as it forced its way inside, my rim burning with the stretch, my body fighting and then surrendering as the massive bead pushed past my resistance and seated itself deep inside me. I was packed completely full now—over thirty beads filling my ass, pressing against every sensitive spot, the final massive one sitting right against my prostate.

“Now,” the Mother Superior said, “we begin the removal. Each bead pulled free will bring you closer to divine ecstasy.”

The nun behind me gripped the string and pulled the first bead out. Pop. The sensation was intense—my rim stretching open, the bead emerging, my hole snapping closed again. Pleasure shot through my prostate.

Second bead. Pop. Third. Pop. Each removal sending waves of anal stimulation through me, each bead dragging across my prostate as it exited, each pop of my rim adding another jolt of sensation. The beads were being pulled out faster now, a steady rhythm—pop, pop, pop—each one building on the last.

By the twentieth bead, I was trembling on the edge of orgasm, my flat cage straining uselessly, my clitty throbbing with need it couldn’t express.

By the thirtieth, I was desperate, my whole body shaking, tears streaming down my face as I continued to worship the feet before me.

The final, largest bead pulled free with an obscene pop that stretched my rim wide open—and I came. A massive sissygasm exploded through my whole body, originating from my prostate and radiating outward in waves. My ass clenched rhythmically around nothing, my clitty pulsed inside its cage, my whole body convulsed. Hands-free, purely from anal stimulation, while my face was buried in a nun’s feet, her toes curling against my tongue as I screamed my release.

Divine ecstasy indeed.

Beside me, Victoria and Hanna experienced the same—all three of us cumming simultaneously from rosary bead removal and foot worship, our screams harmonizing in the sacred space, our bodies convulsing in unison.

The nuns applauded.

“Initiation complete,” the Mother Superior announced. “You are free to leave. Though you are always welcome to return and join our order permanently.”

Raven approached us as we gathered our things, her expression urgent. “We need to go. Now. The Mother Superior is reconsidering—she thinks you three would make excellent permanent additions to the sisterhood.”

“What?” Victoria’s face went pale.

“There’s no time.” Raven grabbed Victoria’s arm and pulled her toward a back staircase. “I borrowed your phone earlier—texted your friend Jenna. She’s waiting two blocks east.”

She led us up a narrow spiral staircase at a sprint. Below, I could hear shouting—the pursuit had begun.

We emerged into a bell tower, moonlight streaming through high windows. Victoria spun around, looking for an exit.

“We’re trapped,” Hanna gasped.

“No.” Raven pointed to a window overlooking a lower roof. “Jump. It’s only about eight feet down. From there, the fire escape.”

“Jump?” I stared at the drop, my legs still shaky from the rosary bead ceremony.

Heavy footsteps echoed on the stairs below. Getting closer.

Victoria didn’t hesitate. She climbed onto the windowsill and leaped into the darkness.

I heard her land with a grunt, then her voice: “It’s fine! Come on!”

Hanna went next, landing with a yelp of pain but staying upright.

The door behind us burst open. Three nuns in full habit appeared, their expressions furious.

“Stop them!” the lead nun commanded.

“Go!” Raven shoved me toward the window.

I jumped.

The fall seemed to last forever. Then impact—my feet hit the sloped roof and I slid, arms flailing, barely catching myself before tumbling off the edge. Victoria grabbed my arm and hauled me toward the fire escape.

We clattered down the metal stairs three at a time, our bare feet ringing on every step. Behind us, I could hear nuns shouting from the window above.

“This way!” Victoria led us through the alley at a dead run, our bikinis earning startled looks from the few pedestrians we passed.

Two blocks east, Jenna’s car was idling at the curb. She threw open the doors as we approached.

“Get in! Now!”

We piled into the car—Victoria in the front, Hanna and me in the back. Jenna hit the gas before we’d even closed the doors.

“Company!” Hanna screamed, pointing behind us.

I twisted to look. A black van had pulled out of a side street, accelerating hard. Through its windshield, I could see habits—the nuns were pursuing.

“Holy shit, they’re actually chasing us,” Jenna said, flooring the accelerator.

“The Mother Superior doesn’t let initiates go easily,” Victoria said grimly.

Jenna ran a red light, narrowly missing a delivery truck. The van followed, horn blaring. We shot through intersections, tires squealing on every turn.

“There!” Jenna pointed ahead at a tunnel entrance. “If I can lose them in there—”

The car’s engine screamed as we entered the tunnel, concrete walls blurring past. Behind us, the van fell back slightly, blocked by slower traffic.

Jenna took the first exit, then immediately turned into an underground parking garage. She killed the lights and coasted to a stop behind a concrete pillar.

We sat in darkness, breathing hard, the engine ticking as it cooled.

Ten seconds. Twenty. A minute.

The van passed the garage entrance without stopping.

“I think we lost them,” Jenna whispered.

We waited another five minutes before she pulled back onto the street, taking a circuitous route toward safety.

“What the hell happened in there?” Jenna finally demanded. “Raven’s texts were cryptic as hell.”

“We chased Diana into a BDSM convent,” I summarized, still breathless. “She escaped through back passages she knew about. We got trapped and had to go through initiation. Window jumping and car chases were involved.”

“And rosary beads,” Hanna added weakly.

“I don’t want to know.” Jenna checked the rearview mirror one more time. “Diana got away again. She’s slippery.”

“She won’t get away next time,” Victoria said quietly. “Next time, we’ll be ready.”

As we drove through the city toward safety, I leaned my head against the window, my ass still sore from the beads, my tongue tired from worship.

Diana had escaped again.

But we were still together.

Still fighting.

And we weren’t giving up.

For now, that would have to be enough.


Chapter 9: The Escape

The adrenaline was still coursing through my veins as Jenna’s car sped through the city streets. Behind us, the convent had disappeared into the maze of buildings, but my body still trembled from the escape—the window jump, the desperate scramble down the fire escape, the sprint through darkened streets in nothing but my bikini.

“Check behind us again,” Victoria commanded from the front seat. “Make sure we’re not being followed.”

Jenna’s eyes flicked to the rearview mirror for what must have been the twentieth time. “Nothing. I think we lost them in that parking garage.”

“How did you even know to come for us?” I asked, my voice hoarse from the rosary bead ceremony.

“Raven—Sister Maria—she stole the Mother Superior’s phone while everyone was distracted with the final ceremony,” Jenna explained, taking a sharp turn that pressed me against Hanna. “She texted me your location and said to bring the car. I didn’t ask questions—just drove.”

Hanna shifted uncomfortably beside me. Unlike Victoria and me, she hadn’t been re-caged in her original device. The nuns had locked her into one of their special chastity belts—a heavy metal contraption with a clear front panel that showed her denied pussy and a thick plug built into the rear. She couldn’t remove it without tools, and we hadn’t had time to find any during the escape.

“This thing is killing me,” Hanna groaned, shifting again. “The plug is enormous. And it vibrates randomly—I’ve almost cum twice in the last ten minutes.”

As if on cue, a soft buzzing filled the car. Hanna’s eyes went wide, her hands gripping the seat as the built-in vibrator activated.

“Oh god,” she whimpered. “It’s happening again.”

Victoria glanced back with concern. “Can you hold it?”

“I don’t have a choice!” Hanna’s voice rose in pitch as the vibration intensified. “The belt has some kind of sensor—if I cum without permission, it shocks me. I found that out the hard way during the initiation.”

I watched her struggle, her thighs pressing together futilely, her face flushed with aroused desperation. The clear panel of her belt showed everything—her swollen clit, her wetness, the way her pussy clenched around nothing while the vibrations tormented her.

“Just breathe,” I said, taking her hand. “Focus on something else.”

“Easy for you to say,” she gasped. “You’re not wearing a vibrating torture device.”

The buzzing stopped as suddenly as it had started. Hanna slumped back against the seat, panting.

“How long until we’re somewhere safe?” Victoria asked Jenna.

“Fifteen minutes to my apartment. Twenty if I take the scenic route to make sure we’re not followed.”

“Take the scenic route.”

Victoria turned fully around in her seat, her amber eyes finding mine in the dimness of the car. Even exhausted, even with her hair disheveled and her bikini askew, she was the most beautiful woman I’d ever seen.

“Diana got away,” she said quietly. “Again.”

“I know.”

“She knew that building. Raven said she’s been there before—maybe multiple times. She used it as an escape route.” Victoria’s jaw tightened. “This isn’t over. She’ll be planning her next move right now.”

“So will we,” I said.

Something shifted in Victoria’s expression—some of the hardness melting into vulnerability. “I was so scared, Alexis. When I realized what that building was, when the nuns surrounded us… I thought I’d never see you again.”

“I came for you. I’ll always come for you.”

Victoria unbuckled her seatbelt and climbed into the back seat with me, ignoring Jenna’s protest about safety. The back was crowded now—me on one side, Hanna in the middle still dealing with her tormenting belt, and Victoria squeezing in beside me.

“What are you doing?” I asked as she settled against me.

“Being with you.” She cupped my face in her hands. “I thought I’d lost you. When Diana chased me into that building, all I could think about was that I might never see you again. That I might die without telling you—”

“Telling me what?”

Victoria’s eyes glistened. “That I love you. That despite everything—the kidnapping, the torture, the betrayal—I love you more than I’ve ever loved anyone.”

“I love you too, Mistress.”

“No.” She shook her head. “Not Mistress. Not right now. Just Victoria. Just the woman who almost lost you tonight.”

She kissed me.

Not the commanding kisses she usually gave—the ones that reminded me of my place. This was desperate, hungry, the kiss of someone who had faced losing everything and found it still there.

I kissed her back, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. The back seat of Jenna’s car was cramped, but neither of us cared.

“Get a room,” Jenna muttered from the front, but there was affection in her voice.

Between us, Hanna’s belt buzzed again. She bit her lip, her whole body tensing as she fought the unwanted stimulation.

“Sorry,” Victoria said, breaking the kiss reluctantly. “Hanna, are you—”

“Don’t stop on my account,” Hanna gasped. “It’s actually helping. Gives me something else to focus on.”

Victoria laughed—a real laugh, despite everything. “Only you would find watching us make out helpful during orgasm denial torture.”

“Whatever works,” Hanna managed.

Victoria shifted position, swinging her legs across my lap so her bare feet landed directly on my thighs. Even in the cramped back seat, even with Hanna squirming beside us, the sight of those perfect feet made my breath catch.

“Worship them,” she whispered. “Right here. Right now. I need to feel like myself again.”

Her feet. Those perfect size 7.5 feet with pink painted toenails, slightly dirty from walking barefoot through the convent, but still beautiful. Still the feet that owned me completely.

I didn’t hesitate. My hands wrapped around her ankles, lifting her right foot to my lips. I kissed her sole softly, reverently—the first taste of her in what felt like days, though it had only been hours.

“Alexis,” Victoria breathed, her head falling back against the window. Her eyes fluttered closed.

I licked along her arch, my tongue dragging slowly from heel to ball, tasting salt and the dust from the convent floors and something uniquely her—that flavor I’d memorized through hundreds of worship sessions. My tongue traced between her toes, cleaning the sensitive webbing where grit had accumulated during our barefoot escape. She gasped when I probed that space, her toes spreading to give me better access.

The convent had been chaos and terror, but this—this was home. This was where I belonged. My tongue on her feet, her pleasure my purpose.

“You two are insane,” Hanna said, her voice strained as her belt buzzed intermittently. “We just escaped BDSM nuns and you’re doing… this?”

“I need this,” Victoria said, her voice already breathy with arousal. “After what happened in there—after Raven hid me from Diana, after watching you both go through those initiations—I need to feel like a Mistress again. Not a victim. Not someone who needed rescuing. I need my sissy’s mouth on my feet reminding me who I am.”

I sucked her big toe deep into my mouth, sealing my lips around the base, working my tongue around it the way I knew she loved—circling the pad, flicking the tip, applying gentle suction that made her gasp. Victoria’s back arched in the cramped car, her hands gripping the seat hard enough to whiten her knuckles. Her moans mixed with Hanna’s whimpers from the vibrating belt, creating a strange symphony of pleasure and denial in the back of Jenna’s car.

“That’s it,” Victoria gasped. “That’s my good girl. My perfect sissy. You came for me. You saved me.”

“We both came for you,” Hanna managed between buzzes. “Alexis and I ran through the whole city in bikinis chasing after you.”

“And I’ll never forget it.” Victoria’s amber eyes found Hanna’s. “Either of you. You risked everything.”

I switched to her left foot, giving it equal attention. Kissing, licking, worshipping with everything I had. The familiar ritual grounded both of us—reminding her of her power, reminding me of my place. Between my legs, my flat cage pressed uselessly against my pelvis, but I didn’t care. This wasn’t about my pleasure. It never was.

“I’ll never let anyone hurt you again,” I promised against her sole. “Never.”

“And I’ll never let anyone take you from me.” Victoria’s hand found my hair, stroking gently. “You’re mine, Alexis. Forever.”

“Forever,” I agreed, pressing a final kiss to her instep.

Jenna checked the rearview mirror one more time. “Still clear. No one following us. We’re about five minutes out.”

“Good.” Victoria kept her feet in my lap, letting me massage them as we drove. “We need to plan our next move. Diana won’t give up just because she escaped tonight.”

“She knew that building,” I said, my fingers working the tension from Victoria’s arches. “Raven said she’s been there before. Multiple times.”

“Which means she might go back there for resources. Allies. Whatever the nuns can offer.” Victoria’s expression hardened. “We need to cut off her options. Systematically.”

Hanna’s belt stopped buzzing and she slumped back with a groan. “Can we please discuss strategy AFTER someone gets this thing off me? I don’t know how much more I can take.”

“Claire should be able to remove it,” Victoria said. “The medical center has tools for everything.”

“But Claire reports to Mrs. Brooke,” I pointed out. “If we show up with Hanna wearing a convent chastity belt, there’ll be questions.”

“Let there be questions.” Victoria’s jaw tightened. “We’re done hiding. Diana’s exposed her hand—using the convent, recruiting Julia, the kidnapping. It’s time Mrs. Brooke knew the full story.”

Jenna finally pulled into her apartment complex’s underground garage. The security gate rumbled shut behind us, and I felt some of the tension leave my shoulders.

“You’ll be safe here,” Jenna said, parking in a spot near the elevator. “Diana doesn’t know where I live. I’ve been very careful about that, especially after…” She trailed off.

“After Julia used your identity to help Diana,” Victoria finished quietly.

Jenna nodded, her expression pained. “Yeah. After that.”

We climbed out of the car slowly, all of us exhausted. Hanna needed help standing—her legs were shaky from the belt’s torment, and the heavy metal device made walking awkward.

“Lean on me,” I offered, putting her arm over my shoulder.

“Thanks.” Hanna winced as the belt’s plug shifted with her movement. “I hate this thing so much.”

Inside Jenna’s apartment, Hanna immediately collapsed on the couch, her hand pressed against the belt’s front panel. The vibrations seemed to have stopped for now, but she still trembled from her ordeal. Victoria paced the living room, her mind clearly racing despite her exhaustion.

“We need to talk about what happens next,” she said.

“Diana knows about the convent,” I pointed out. “She used it as a weapon. She’ll use it again.”

“Which is why we need to end this. Permanently.” Victoria’s expression hardened. “No more cat-and-mouse. No more retaliation cycles. We destroy her ability to hurt us once and for all.”

“How?” Jenna asked.

“We give her what she thinks she wants,” Victoria said slowly. “Alexis. We make her believe Alexis is choosing her over me. We set a trap, record everything, and take it to Mrs. Brooke.”

“She won’t believe it,” I said. “Not after everything.”

“She will if we make it convincing enough.” Victoria turned to face me. “A public breakup. Loud, messy, humiliating. I ‘reject’ you for your betrayal during the kidnapping. You ‘choose’ to go to Diana out of desperation.”

“That’s dangerous,” Hanna said weakly from the couch. The belt buzzed briefly and she whimpered, her legs pressing together.

“Everything with Diana is dangerous.” Victoria’s amber eyes met mine. “But we have something she doesn’t. We have each other. We have trust. And we have the knowledge that whatever happens, we’re playing a role.”

I thought about it. The risks were enormous. But so were the rewards.

“I’ll do it,” I said. “Whatever it takes to end this.”

Victoria crossed the room and kissed me again—soft this time, tender. Her lips tasted like salt and determination.

“I know you will. That’s why I love you.”

Jenna rolled her eyes. “You two are disgustingly cute for people who just escaped a BDSM convent.”

“We’re coping,” Victoria said dryly. “Everyone copes differently.”

“Speaking of coping—” Hanna shifted on the couch, wincing as the belt’s plug moved inside her. “Is there anything we can do about this tonight? I really don’t think I can sleep with random vibrations torturing me every few minutes.”

Jenna examined the belt more closely. “It’s a serious piece of hardware. The lock is electronic—probably needs a specific code or a specialized tool to remove.”

“Raven might know,” I suggested. “She’s part of the convent. She might have access.”

“We can’t risk going back there tonight,” Victoria said. “But I’ll text her. See if she can help remotely or meet us somewhere safe.”

She pulled out her phone and typed a quick message. While we waited for a response, Jenna brought out blankets and pillows for the couch.

“Hanna, you can have my room,” she offered. “I’ll take the couch.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want to impose—” Hanna gasped as the belt buzzed again, longer this time. Her eyes squeezed shut as she fought the stimulation. “Okay, never mind. Room. Yes please. Lying down has to be better than sitting.”

We helped her to Jenna’s bedroom, where she collapsed on the bed with a groan of relief. The horizontal position seemed to ease some of the belt’s pressure.

“Try to sleep,” Victoria said. “We’ll figure out the belt situation in the morning.”

Victoria’s phone buzzed with a response from Raven. She read it quickly, then showed me:

“The belt has a three-day automatic release. If the wearer doesn’t achieve unauthorized orgasm, it unlocks after 72 hours. If she does cum, the timer resets. Tell her to stay strong. The vibrations are designed to break willpower, not actually force orgasm. She can do this.”

“Three days,” Hanna moaned when we told her. “I have to wear this torture device for three more days?”

“Or Claire removes it tomorrow,” Victoria said. “We’ll take you to the medical center first thing. She has tools for everything.”

“And questions,” I reminded her.

“Let her ask.” Victoria’s jaw set. “We have nothing to hide anymore.”

We let Hanna rest and returned to the living room. Jenna was already settling onto the couch with a blanket.

“You two take the spare room,” she said. “Small bed, but you’re used to that.”

Victoria took my hand and led me down the hallway. The spare room was barely bigger than a closet, with a twin bed that would require us to sleep practically on top of each other. Perfect.

“Come here,” Victoria said, pulling me toward the bed.

We lay down together, our bodies pressed close out of necessity. Victoria’s feet found mine immediately, tangling together beneath the blankets in a familiar dance.

“I was so scared,” she admitted in the darkness. “When Diana chased me into that building, when I realized what it was… I thought I’d lost everything.”

“You didn’t lose anything.” I pressed my forehead against hers. “I came for you. I’ll always come for you.”

“Even after everything I put you through? The denial, the kidnapping, the—”

“Especially after everything.” I kissed her gently. “You’re my Mistress. My owner. My religion. Nothing Diana does can change that.”

Victoria’s hand found my flat cage through my bikini bottom. “Still trapped in here. Still denied. Still mine.”

“Always.”

“When this is over,” she whispered, “when Diana’s been dealt with and we’re safe… I’m going to unlock you. I’m going to give you the biggest orgasm of your life. And then I’m going to lock you right back up, because that’s what we both need.”

“I look forward to it, Mistress.”

We held each other through the night, our feet intertwined, our hearts beating together. Tomorrow would bring planning, strategy, the beginning of our final battle against Diana.

But tonight—tonight we had this. Two bodies pressed together in a borrowed bed, healing from trauma through touch and presence.

“I love you,” Victoria murmured as sleep pulled at us both.

“I love you too.”

“Forever?”

“Forever.”

Her arms tightened around me, and I felt her lips press against my forehead one last time before sleep claimed us both.

Tomorrow, we’d start the war’s final battle.

Tonight, we had each other.

And after everything we’d survived—the kidnapping, the torture, the convent, the escape—that was more than enough.

That was everything.


Chapter 10: The Twin Revelation

We were gathered in Victoria’s apartment the next morning—Victoria, Jenna, Hanna, and me. The convent escape had brought us all closer, but there was still a confession I needed to make.

Hanna looked more relaxed than she had in days—Claire had removed the convent’s chastity belt the previous night, though she’d immediately replaced it with Hanna’s usual clear plastic one. “Back to my normal belt,” Hanna had said with a rueful smile. “At least this one doesn’t have random vibration punishments.”

“There’s something I haven’t told you,” I said, my voice shaking. “About the kidnapping. About who was there.”

Victoria’s amber eyes found mine. “What do you mean?”

“The third person. The one who helped Diana torture you.” I took a deep breath. “I thought it was Jenna.”

Jenna’s head snapped toward me. “What?”

“She looked exactly like you. Same face, same voice. She picked me up from the university, said she was taking me to meet Victoria. But she was working with Diana.” I couldn’t meet Jenna’s eyes. “I watched her torture Victoria. I watched her ride Victoria’s face while Diana used me. And the whole time, I thought it was you.”

“That’s impossible,” Jenna said, her face pale. “I was on a trip with my parents that weekend. I wasn’t anywhere near Diana’s house.”

“I know. I know that now. But at the time…” I finally looked at her. “I’m sorry. I should have known it wasn’t you. Something felt wrong the whole time—she was colder, crueler—but I convinced myself it was the situation.”

Victoria reached out and took my hand. “Who was it, then? If not Jenna?”

Jenna’s expression shifted from confusion to something darker. “Oh god. Julia.”

“Who’s Julia?” I asked.

“My twin sister.” Jenna’s voice was flat. “Identical twin. We’ve been estranged for years—she resented me for being the ‘good’ daughter, for having friends like Victoria.” She pulled out her phone, scrolling through photos. “Look.”

She showed us two images side by side. One was clearly Jenna—warm smile, hair parted to the left, standing with Victoria at some party. The other was almost identical, but the smile was sharper, the eyes a shade lighter brown, and the hair parted to the right.

“Julia,” Jenna said, pointing to the second photo. “She’s two centimeters shorter than me, and her eyes are slightly lighter in bright light. But otherwise…”

“Identical,” I breathed. “That’s why I couldn’t tell. That’s why everything felt wrong but I couldn’t identify what.”

Victoria’s face had gone pale. “Julia. The one who tortured me was Julia, not Jenna?”

“Yes.” Jenna’s voice cracked. “She must have been working with Diana from the beginning. Impersonating me to get access to you, to Alexis. Using our relationship against us.”

“But why?” I asked.

“Because she hates me,” Jenna said simply. “She’s always hated that I had friends, had a life, had people who loved me. Victoria, specifically. We’ve been best friends since middle school, and Julia was always jealous of that.”

Victoria stood abruptly and walked to the window, her back to us. I could see her shoulders shaking.

“Victoria?” I started to rise.

“Don’t.” Her voice was raw. “I need a minute.”

Jenna moved to stand beside her friend, but didn’t touch her. “Vic, I’m so sorry. I had no idea Julia was capable of this. If I’d known—”

“It’s not your fault.” Victoria turned around, and her eyes were wet. “It’s not anyone’s fault except Diana’s and Julia’s. But Alexis…”

She looked at me.

“You thought Jenna betrayed me. You thought my best friend was torturing me, and you didn’t say anything?”

“I couldn’t,” I whispered. “Diana threatened to make it worse. And I was terrified—of her, of the situation, of everything.”

“But afterward. When we talked about what happened. You never mentioned that you thought Jenna was involved.”

“Because I wasn’t sure. And then things moved so fast with the beach and Diana escaping and the convent…” I felt tears sliding down my cheeks. “I’m sorry. I should have told you immediately. I was a coward.”

Victoria crossed the room slowly. I braced myself for anger, for rejection, for the punishment I deserved.

Instead, she pulled me into her arms.

“You weren’t a coward,” she said against my hair. “You were traumatized. Diana put you in an impossible situation.”

“I still should have told you about Jenna—about who I thought was Jenna.”

“Yes. You should have.” Victoria pulled back to look at me. “But I understand why you didn’t. The shame, the confusion, the fear. I’ve felt all of that since the kidnapping.”

Jenna approached us. “Alexis, I’m not angry at you. I’m angry at Julia. She used my face to hurt the people I love most. That’s on her, not on you.”

“But I couldn’t tell the difference. I spent hours watching her and I couldn’t see that she wasn’t you.”

“No one would have,” Jenna said gently. “We’re identical twins. Even our parents mix us up sometimes.”

“There must have been signs,” I insisted. “Her hair parted the wrong way. Her eyes were lighter. She was shorter.”

“All things that are nearly impossible to notice under stress, in dim lighting, when you’ve been kidnapped and are watching your Mistress being tortured.” Jenna took my hand. “Forgive yourself, Alexis. I already have.”

Victoria stood, her expression shifting into something I recognized: Mistress mode.

“Alexis needs to make this right,” Victoria announced. “She carried this guilt alone when she should have shared it. She let me believe Jenna might have been involved without confirming the truth.” Her voice softened. “And she needs to be forgiven. Properly.”

“What do you have in mind?” Jenna asked.

Victoria’s smile was both tender and wicked. “Worship. Alexis will worship all of our feet—mine, Jenna’s, and Hanna’s. Six feet as penance. She’ll show her devotion through service, and we’ll show our forgiveness through acceptance.”

Hanna’s eyes widened. “Me too?”

“You were there at the convent. You escaped with us. You’re part of this now.” Victoria’s tone brooked no argument. “Sit with us.”

She gestured to the couch. “All three of you, side by side.”

Jenna sat on Victoria’s left, Hanna on her right. Three women in a row, six bare feet resting on the floor in front of them—Victoria’s two perfect feet in the center, Jenna’s two athletic feet on one side, and Hanna’s smaller, delicate feet on the other. Six feet to worship. Six feet as penance. A new record.

I knelt.

“Begin with mine,” Victoria commanded. “Remind yourself who you belong to.”

I leaned forward and pressed my lips to Victoria’s right foot. Her perfect size 7.5, pink painted toenails slightly chipped from the convent adventure but still beautiful. I kissed her sole softly, then opened my mouth and licked along her arch with a long, devoted stroke. The familiar taste flooded my senses—clean skin, a hint of lotion, the unique flavor that was purely Victoria. I sucked each toe with devoted attention, starting with her pinky and working my way to her big toe, my tongue swirling around each one.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured, her toes curling slightly at the attention. “Now Jenna. Show her you know the difference.”

I shifted position, facing Jenna’s athletic size 7 feet. They were different from Victoria’s immediately—slightly more calloused from sports and running, the skin a shade darker, toenails painted dark red instead of pink.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered against her sole, my lips brushing the rougher texture. “For thinking you could ever betray Victoria.”

“Worship me and prove you know the difference now,” Jenna said.

I did. My tongue traced her arch—higher than Victoria’s, more pronounced. Her toes were slightly longer, more tapered. The taste was different too—cleaner somehow, less lotion, more natural skin. I licked and kissed and sucked, memorizing every detail, cataloging the differences. When I sucked her big toe into my mouth, the shape was different against my tongue. Small details I should have noticed before, but now I’d never forget.

“Now Hanna,” Victoria commanded.

I moved to Hanna’s feet—smaller, size 6, with unpainted toenails and soft, delicate skin that looked like it had never seen rough treatment. She was less accustomed to being worshipped than the others, and I felt her tense as my lips touched her sole.

“It’s okay,” I whispered against the impossibly soft skin. “Let me thank you for helping us escape.”

Hanna relaxed gradually as I worshipped her feet with the same devotion I’d shown Victoria and Jenna. Her feet were different again—the softest of the three, with gentle curves and sensitive arches that made her gasp when my tongue traced them. Her toes were the smallest, almost dainty, and she whimpered when I sucked them into my mouth one by one.

“Oh,” Hanna breathed, her voice trembling. “I see why Claire does this. I had no idea it felt like—oh god, between my toes—”

“Now all three of us together,” Victoria ordered. “Both of my feet, then both of Jenna’s, then both of Hanna’s. Continuous worship until we tell you to stop. Learn the differences. Memorize them. Six feet, Alexis. You’ve never worshipped this many at once.”

I began again. Victoria’s left foot, then right—her perfect size 7.5 with pink polish, softer soles, gentle curves. Then Jenna’s left, then right—size 7 with dark red polish, higher arches, slightly more calloused from athletics. Then Hanna’s left, then right—size 6 with unpainted nails, the softest and most delicate of all. Then back to Victoria. A continuous circuit of devotion through six feet.

My tongue grew tired. My jaw ached. But I didn’t stop.

This was penance. This was forgiveness. This was proving that I knew who each woman was, that I would never confuse them again.

“She’s been going for thirty minutes,” Jenna gasped, her toes curling as my tongue traced her arch.

“Six feet,” Hanna whispered, her voice trembling as I moved to her soles. “This is incredible.”

“She needs this,” Victoria replied. “Let her continue.”

Forty-five minutes. An hour. My mouth was exhausted, but still I worshipped—learning Victoria’s feet anew, memorizing Jenna’s, discovering Hanna’s for the first time. Six feet in rotation. Three women accepting my devotion. A record I’d never attempted before.

Finally, Victoria spoke the word I’d been waiting for.

“Enough.”

I sat back on my heels, breathing hard, my face wet with saliva and tears.

“You’re forgiven,” Victoria said. “By all of us.”

“Completely,” Jenna added, reaching down to squeeze my shoulder.

“That was amazing,” Hanna breathed, still flushed from the worship. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Victoria cupped my chin, tilting my face up to meet her eyes.

“I’ll never mistake anyone for Jenna again,” I promised. “Hair parts left, eyes are darker, two centimeters taller. I know her now. I know all of you.”

“Good.” Victoria leaned down and kissed my forehead. “Now let’s talk about how we’re going to use this information to destroy Diana and Julia both.”

The planning that followed was ruthless and detailed. With Julia exposed as the real third torturer, we had leverage—proof that Diana had recruited Jenna’s own twin to help with the kidnapping. That kind of betrayal would horrify Mrs. Brooke.

But more than the planning, I felt something I’d been missing since the kidnapping.

Peace.

The secret was out. The truth was known. All three had forgiven me, and I had six feet—two from each woman—imprinted forever on my memory. Victoria’s perfect soles, Jenna’s athletic arches, Hanna’s soft delicate curves. Six feet in one session. A record. I would never confuse any of them again.

Julia would pay for what she’d done.

Diana would pay for what she’d done.

But that was for tomorrow.

Tonight, surrounded by the women who’d forgiven me, I finally felt like I belonged again.

Like I was home.


Chapter 11: Sophie’s Proposal

The dorm room was quiet when I returned from Victoria’s apartment, the morning light filtering through the blinds. Sophie was waiting for me, sitting on her bed, her transformed body a constant reminder of what the university could do to us. Her C-cup breasts strained against her shirt, her feminine face showing traces of worry.

“How are you feeling?” I asked, sitting beside her.

“Better. Physically, at least. The transformation is settling.” She touched her fuller breasts absently. “But mentally… that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.”

Sophie stood and moved to sit beside me. “Alexis, I need to talk to you about something serious.”

“Okay?”

She took a deep breath. “I’m leaving the university.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. “What? Why?”

“Because this place has broken me,” she said quietly. “The experimental treatment. The nine orgasms at the convent. The constant denial and punishment and transformation. I can’t keep doing this. My body is permanently changed. My mind is fractured. I need to get away before there’s nothing left of who I used to be.”

“Sophie, no. We need you. I need you.”

“And that’s part of why I’m asking you to come with me.”

I stared at her. “Come with you?”

“Leave the university. Leave Victoria. Leave Diana and all this drama and trauma.” Sophie took my hands. “Be my girlfriend. My partner. We’ll be sissy girlfriends together. We’ll rent a small apartment in a different city. We’ll control each other’s cages—equal partnership, no dominance hierarchy. We’ll live as women, maybe find occasional dominants to play with for fun, but always come home to each other.”

Her eyes were intense, pleading.

“We could be happy, Alexis. Free. No more being anyone’s property. No more torture or kidnapping or manipulation. Just two sissy girls living their lives.”

“I… I don’t know what to say.”

“Say you’ll think about it.” Sophie pulled out a key—her chastity key. “I’m giving this to you as a symbol of trust. You hold my key, I’ll hold yours. Equal exchange. Equal power.”

She pressed the key into my palm.

“I’m leaving in three days,” she continued. “Whether you come with me or not. But I want you there, Alexis. I think we could build something beautiful together. Something healthier than what you have with Victoria.”

“Victoria loves me.”

“Victoria owns you. There’s a difference.” Sophie’s voice was gentle, not accusatory. “She’s wonderful and powerful and probably the best dominant you could ask for. But you’ll always be her property, never her equal. With me, we’d be equals. Partners.”

“I need to think.”

“I know. Take your time. You have three days.”

She hugged me tight, her breasts pressing against mine, both of us feminized and transformed and broken in different ways.

When she released me, she pulled out something else—a double-ended dildo.

“If you decide to stay with Victoria, I understand. But before I go, I want one night with you. To show you what it could be like. Will you give me that?”

I looked at the dildo, at Sophie’s hopeful face, at the future she was offering.

“Tonight,” I agreed. “But I’m not making any promises about leaving.”

“That’s all I ask.”

That evening, after classes, Sophie and I locked ourselves in our dorm room. She laid the double-ended dildo on the bed between us.

“Both our cages stay on,” she said. “This isn’t about genital pleasure. This is about connection.”

We undressed slowly, our feminized bodies on full display. Sophie’s dramatic curves from the experimental treatment—her C-cup breasts full and heavy, her waist narrowed, her hips flared. My more gradual transformation. Both of us marked by piercings—my nipples and belly button gleaming with metal—and both caged identically in flat black steel that made us look smooth between our legs.

“Lie back,” Sophie instructed gently.

I did, spreading my legs, and she positioned herself opposite me, our thighs intertwining until our caged crotches almost touched. She lifted one end of the double-ended dildo—nine inches total, thick and purple—and pressed it against her own hole. She was already lubed, prepared, and it slid into her with a soft moan, three inches disappearing inside her body.

Then she guided the other end to my hole, pressing the tip against my already-loosened entrance.

“Ready?”

“Yes.”

She pushed forward, and the dildo entered me, stretching me in that familiar, pleasurable way. The first few inches slid in easily, my well-trained ass accepting the intrusion. Then more—four inches, five—until we met in the middle, both of us impaled on the same toy, our bodies connected by the silicone shaft between us.

We rocked together, finding a rhythm. When I pushed forward, the dildo thrust deeper into Sophie. When she pushed, it filled me more completely. We were fucking each other simultaneously, both giving and receiving with every motion.

“This is what equals look like,” Sophie murmured, her eyes locked on mine as we moved together. “Both giving. Both receiving. No power games. Just connection.”

We moved together slowly, building pleasure gradually. The dildo pressed against my prostate with each thrust, sending waves of pleasure through my core. Our flat cages pressed uselessly against our pelvises, preventing any genital arousal—our clittys trapped and compressed, unable to respond—but the anal stimulation combined with the emotional intimacy created something profound.

“I love you,” Sophie said, her voice thick with emotion and pleasure. “Not as a Mistress. Not as a slave. Just as a person who cares about another person.”

“I love you too,” I admitted, thrusting forward and watching her gasp as the dildo pushed deeper inside her. “But I also love Victoria.”

“I know. And I’m not asking you to stop loving her. I’m just asking you to choose yourself for once.” She thrust back, filling me completely, the dildo pressing hard against my prostate. “To choose freedom and partnership over ownership and submission.”

Our rhythm increased, both of us approaching the edge from the dual penetration. The dildo slid wetly between us, the sounds of our joining filling the dorm room. My prostate throbbed with each thrust, pleasure building toward that familiar cliff.

“I’m so close,” Sophie whispered, her voice strained, her thighs trembling against mine. “I want to… god, I want to cum so badly… but we can’t…”

“I know.” My body trembled on the precipice, my ass clenching around the dildo, pleasure building to an almost unbearable peak. I could feel the sissygasm approaching—that full-body release that came from prostate stimulation alone. “Still denied. We’re still denied.”

We slowed our movements reluctantly, both of us backing away from the edge with practiced discipline. The frustration was exquisite—so close, yet choosing not to cross. Our cages leaked uselessly, small wet spots forming on our stomachs where precum dripped from the ventilation holes. Our bodies ached for release that wouldn’t come.

“This is what equals look like,” Sophie breathed, her forehead pressed against mine, the dildo still connecting us deep inside. “Both wanting. Both waiting. Both choosing denial together.”

The intimacy was profound even without climax—perhaps because of it. We held each other at the edge, trembling, connected by the toy inside us, denied but together.

When our breathing finally calmed, we lay together, the dildo still connecting us, both of us frustrated but strangely peaceful.

“Three days,” Sophie reminded me. “Think about it. Really think about it.”

“I will.”

We fell asleep like that, connected by the dildo, our caged clittys pressing against each other, our feminized bodies intertwined.

When I woke in the morning, Sophie was already up, getting dressed for class.

“Talk to Victoria,” she said. “Tell her about my offer. See what she says. Then make your choice.”

“Okay.”

I texted Victoria to meet me at her apartment that evening. When I arrived, she took one look at my face and knew something was wrong.

“What happened?”

I explained everything—Sophie’s plan to leave, her proposal that I come with her, the offer of equal partnership instead of ownership.

Victoria listened silently, her expression unreadable.

When I finished, she was quiet for a long moment.

“Do you want to go with her?” she finally asked.

“Part of me does,” I admitted. “The part that’s tired of being property. The part that wants to make my own choices. The part that’s terrified of being hurt again.”

“And the other part?”

“Loves you. Needs you. Can’t imagine worshipping anyone else’s feet for the rest of my life.”

Victoria moved to sit beside me on the couch. “I won’t force you to stay, Alexis. If you want to leave with Sophie and build a life together, I’ll understand. I’ll even help you pack.”

“You would?”

“Yes. Because despite everything—the ownership, the control, the dynamic—I do love you. And if you need freedom more than you need submission, then I want you to have that freedom.”

Tears streamed down my face. “I don’t know what I want.”

“Then take the three days Sophie gave you. Think about both futures. Imagine yourself with her—equal, free, partnered. Then imagine yourself with me—owned, controlled, devoted. Which one makes you happier?”

“Can’t I have both somehow?”

“No.” Victoria’s voice was firm but gentle. “You can’t be both equal partner and owned property. You have to choose.”

She stood and extended her bare foot toward my face.

“But before you decide, worship my feet one more time. Remember what this feels like. Remember why you chose submission in the first place.”

I didn’t hesitate. My lips found her sole, my tongue traced familiar patterns, my entire being focused on the taste and texture and perfect shape of her feet.

This was home.

This was purpose.

This was who I was.

But was it who I wanted to be?

Three days to decide.

Three days to choose between freedom and submission.

Three days to determine the rest of my life.

As I licked Victoria’s toes, tasting the salt of her skin, feeling her pleasure in the way her foot pressed against my mouth, I realized something important.

Whatever I chose, someone would be hurt.

Sophie, if I stayed with Victoria.

Victoria, if I left with Sophie.

Myself, if I chose wrong.

There was no perfect answer.

Just the choice that I could live with.

And I had three days to figure out which one that was.

For now, I focused on Victoria’s feet.

On being present in this moment.

On worshipping the feet that had owned me for so long.

Tomorrow, I’d start thinking about the future.

Tonight, I’d just be Alexis the foot-worshipper.

One last time before everything changed.

Whatever I decided.

Whoever I became.

The choice was mine.

And for once, that terrified me more than any cage ever could.


Chapter 12: Revenge Planning

Victoria’s apartment had become our war room.

Jenna spread a campus map across the coffee table while I knelt at Victoria’s feet, my tongue tracing her familiar arch as they discussed strategy. My position wasn’t ceremonial—it was functional. Victoria thought better when she was being worshipped, and I needed something to focus on besides the anxiety churning in my stomach.

“Diana’s pattern is predictable,” Jenna said, marking locations with a red pen. “She takes the east corridor to her afternoon classes. Always alone. Always checking her phone.”

“And Julia?” Victoria asked, her toes curling slightly as I sucked her big toe into my mouth.

“Julia doesn’t know we’ve identified her yet. Diana still thinks the twin switch is secret.” Jenna’s voice carried an edge. “We’re going to use that. I’ll impersonate Julia impersonating me—feed Diana false information through what she thinks is her loyal accomplice. Julia won’t even know she’s being used as our cover.”

I continued my worship, letting their words wash over me while my tongue worked Victoria’s sole. The taste of her skin grounded me, kept the fear at bay. After what Diana had done—the torture room, forcing me to cum on Victoria’s face—I wanted revenge. But I also wanted it to be over.

“The key is making Diana think she’s winning,” Victoria said. She shifted her foot, pressing her heel against my cheek. “Keep licking, sissy. We’re not done planning.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I murmured against her sole.

“Diana’s ego is her weakness,” Jenna continued. “If she thinks Alexis is vulnerable, thinks your relationship is fractured, she’ll make a move. She can’t resist the chance to steal what’s yours.”

Victoria’s hand found my hair, stroking absently while she considered. “So we stage a public fight. Make it believable. Let Diana think she has an opening.”

“Exactly. Then we bait her with my keys.” Jenna held up a set of keys. “These are duplicates of your apartment keys. We let Diana ‘steal’ them. She thinks she has access to your place, plans some kind of ambush or confrontation.”

“But we’ll be ready,” Victoria finished. “Waiting for her.”

I worked my tongue between Victoria’s toes, that sensitive space that always made her breath catch. She moaned softly but didn’t lose her train of thought.

“What about Claire?” I asked, pausing my worship briefly. “Doesn’t she have something that could help?”

“The experimental pills,” Jenna said, nodding. “I talked to her yesterday. She has a compound that dramatically increases suggestibility and arousal. Temporary but intense. If we can get Diana to take it during the confrontation…”

“She’d be vulnerable,” Victoria said. “Her dominant mask would slip. We could force her to submit.”

“And if we lose?” I asked quietly. “If Diana gets us instead?”

Victoria’s foot pressed firmly against my face, not painfully but insistently. “Then we both become her slaves. Those are the stakes.” Her voice softened. “But we won’t lose. Not if we plan carefully.”

I resumed my worship with renewed intensity, channeling my anxiety into service. My tongue traced every curve of Victoria’s foot—the elegant arch, the soft pad beneath her toes, the sensitive instep. She came quietly about twenty minutes in, her toes curling against my lips, a small shudder running through her body.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now the other foot. We have more planning to do.”

I shifted to her left foot without breaking rhythm. This was my role during strategy sessions—background worship, constant devotion, a grounding presence while they worked out the details of our revenge.

“The hallway confrontation needs to look natural,” Jenna was saying. “Victoria, you’ll ‘accidentally’ bump into Diana tomorrow after your shared class. Drop your bag, let the keys fall out. Diana won’t be able to resist taking them.”

“And then we wait,” Victoria said. “Let her think she has the upper hand. Let her plan her ambush.”

“Meanwhile, I’ll contact Diana pretending to be Julia. Tell her you’ll be alone Friday night, that Alexis is staying in the dorms. Diana will think her spy is still loyal.”

“But really, we’ll both be there. With Claire’s pills. Ready.”

My tongue worked Victoria’s sole for another hour as they refined the plan. By the time they finished, I’d brought her to three more orgasms, my jaw ached pleasantly, and I felt strangely calm.

This was going to work.

It had to work.

“Sophie needs to know,” I said finally, sitting back on my heels. “In case something goes wrong.”

“I’ll talk to her tomorrow,” Victoria agreed. “She can be our backup contact. If we don’t check in by a certain time, she alerts Mrs. Brooke.”

Jenna gathered her notes. “I should go. I need to study Julia’s texting patterns—if I’m going to impersonate her to Diana, every detail has to be perfect.”

After Jenna left, Victoria pulled me up onto the couch beside her. “You’ve been quiet. What are you thinking?”

“I’m scared,” I admitted. “Diana already beat us once. What if she does it again?”

“She caught us off guard before. This time, we’re prepared.” Victoria cupped my face. “And this time, she doesn’t know you’re coming. She thinks you’re broken, traumatized, too scared to fight back.”

“I am traumatized.”

“But you’re also angry. And devoted. And mine.” Victoria kissed me softly. “Those are weapons Diana doesn’t understand. She thinks submission is weakness. She doesn’t realize it’s strength.”

“I just want it to be over.”

“It will be. Friday night. One way or another, this ends.”

I leaned into her embrace, my collar pressing against her collarbone. “If we lose—if Diana wins—you’d become her slave too. Can you accept that?”

“I’d rather die,” Victoria said flatly. “But it won’t come to that. We’re going to win. Diana’s going to learn what happens when you fuck with my sissy.”

Her possessiveness shouldn’t have been comforting, but it was. I belonged to Victoria. She would fight for what was hers. And together, we were stronger than Diana could imagine.

“Get some rest,” Victoria said finally. “Tomorrow, we set the trap. And then we wait for our prey to walk into it.”

I spent the night at her feet, my head resting against her calf, her toes occasionally brushing my face in her sleep. My flat cage pressed uncomfortably against my thigh, a constant reminder of my place in this dynamic.

Three more days until the confrontation.

Three more days of planning, of worshipping, of preparing for battle.

And then, finally, this war would end.

I fell asleep thinking about Victoria’s feet—how I’d worshipped them for hours during our planning session, how they grounded me when anxiety threatened to overwhelm. Whatever happened Friday night, I knew one thing with absolute certainty.

I’d do anything to keep worshipping those feet.

Anything.

Even if it meant destroying Diana completely.

Or being destroyed myself.

Either way, my devotion was absolute.

And that was the one thing Diana could never take from me.


Chapter 13: Hanna’s Switch Moment

The night air was cool against my bare legs as I walked back to the dorms from Victoria’s apartment. We’d spent the day refining our plan, and my tongue was still tired from hours of background worship. But I felt good—focused, ready for what was coming.

I cut through the alley behind the science building, a shortcut I’d taken dozens of times. The narrow passage was dark but familiar, and I was lost in thought about Friday’s confrontation when a hand grabbed my wrist and pulled me against the wall.

“Don’t scream.”

I recognized the voice immediately. “Hanna?”

Claire’s submissive stepped out of the shadows, her brown eyes glittering in the dim light. She looked different somehow—her usual meek posture replaced by something more aggressive. Hungrier.

“What are you doing?” I asked, my heart still racing from the sudden grab.

“Something I’ve wanted to do for months.” Hanna pressed closer, pinning me against the brick wall. “I’m so tired of always submitting. Always kneeling. Always being good for Claire.”

“Hanna, you’re scaring me.”

“Good.” Her smile was predatory—an expression I’d never seen on her gentle face. “For once, I want to be the one in control. And you’re going to help me.”

Before I could respond, she dropped to her knees and pressed her face against my flat cage through my skirt. Her tongue traced the outline of the device, hot and wet through the thin fabric of my panties.

“H-Hanna,” I gasped.

“Shut up.” She looked up at me, that unfamiliar dominance still burning in her eyes. “I’ve seen how you worship. How devoted you are. I want that. Just once. I want someone to worship me the way you worship Victoria.”

Her tongue licked my cage again, teasing the compressed flesh beneath the flat plastic. Then she pulled my panties aside and took my entire caged clitty into her mouth, sucking on the plastic device, her tongue working against the tiny bits of flesh that pressed through the ventilation holes.

The sensation was overwhelming—not quite pleasure (the cage prevented real arousal) but something close. An aching awareness of stimulation I couldn’t respond to.

“Hanna,” I moaned.

She pulled back, leaving my cage wet with her saliva. “That’s what I can give you. That’s what I’ve wanted to give someone.” Her eyes burned. “But now I want to receive. I want someone to worship me the way you worship Victoria.”

“Please,” Hanna whispered, and the word broke the dominant spell slightly. Underneath the aggression, I could hear her desperation. “I just need to feel powerful. Once. Just once.”

I understood, suddenly. Hanna had been Claire’s submissive for years. Always serving, always obeying. The switch nature she’d hidden was finally demanding expression.

“Okay,” I said softly. “What do you need?”

Her eyes widened with surprise—she’d expected resistance. Then the dominance returned. “On your knees, sissy.”

I knelt in the dirty alley, my skirt hiking up, my caged clitty pressing against the concrete. Hanna stood over me, her beta-girl softness transformed into something harder.

“Take off your panties.”

I obeyed, sliding the white lace down my legs and off. Hanna took them from my hands and examined them—dry, of course. My cage prevented any wetness from arousal.

“Now mine.” She hiked up her own skirt, revealing a simple cotton thong already visibly wet. “Take them off with your teeth.”

I leaned forward and caught the waistband in my mouth, pulling down slowly. Her scent hit me immediately—aroused, musky, distinctly different from Victoria. The panties came free and I held them in my teeth.

“Good sissy.” Hanna took my dry panties and stepped into them, pulling them up her legs. The contrast was almost comical—her wet arousal soaking into fabric that had never known moisture.

“Now put mine on.”

She pressed her wet panties into my hand. They were warm and damp, saturated with her arousal. I stepped into them and pulled them up, feeling her wetness press against my cage and balls. Intimate. Humiliating. Exactly what she wanted.

“Worship my feet.” Hanna sat on a discarded crate, extending her bare foot. She’d removed her shoes at some point—I hadn’t even noticed. “Show me what you show Victoria.”

I crawled forward and took her foot in my hands. It was smaller than Victoria’s—size 6 to Victoria’s 7.5—softer, less manicured, with chipped polish and rough edges that spoke of neglect. But in this moment, with her wetness soaking through the cotton against my cage and her eyes burning down at me, it didn’t matter.

I kissed her arch.

“More,” she demanded, her voice cracking with need.

My tongue traced her sole—the texture different from Victoria’s, the taste unfamiliar. Where Victoria’s feet were lotioned and cared for, Hanna’s were natural, slightly salty from the day’s walking. The flavor was earthier, rawer. Hanna moaned, her head falling back against the brick wall.

“Fuck, that’s good. I understand now. Why Claire makes me do this for her. Why Victoria makes you do it.” Her toes flexed against my lips, spreading to give me access to the sensitive spaces between. “The power. The complete submission. It’s intoxicating.”

I sucked her toes one by one, starting with her big toe—wrapping my lips around it, hollowing my cheeks with suction, swirling my tongue around the pad. Treating her feet with the same reverence I gave Victoria. Each toe received devoted attention before I moved to the next, my saliva coating her sole until it glistened in the dim alley light.

Hanna came within minutes—fast, her body not conditioned for extended pleasure the way Victoria’s was. Her thighs pressed together, her pussy clenching visibly through her skirt. She grabbed my hair and held my face hard against her sole as she shuddered through her orgasm, grinding her foot against my mouth, her moans echoing off the alley walls.

“Thank you,” she gasped when the trembling finally stopped. “Thank you.”

The dominance drained from her posture immediately. She was Hanna again—sweet, submissive, uncertain.

“I’m sorry,” she said, pulling her foot back. “I don’t know what came over me. I just—I needed—”

“I understand.” I sat back on my heels, still wearing her wet panties, still tasting her feet. “Everyone has a switch inside them. Even the most submissive.”

“Please don’t tell Claire.” Her eyes were wide with fear now. “She’d punish me for weeks. She doesn’t allow me to dominate anyone.”

“I won’t tell.” I stood and helped her to her feet. “This stays between us.”

“Thank you.” Hanna hugged me tightly. “I just… I needed to know what it felt like. To be the one in control.”

“And now you know.”

“Now I know.” She stepped back, smoothing her skirt. “Your panties—do you want them back?”

I looked down at the wet cotton clinging to my cage. “Keep them. As a reminder.”

“Of what?”

“That submission is a choice. That you could dominate if you wanted. That you’re not weak—you’re choosing to serve.”

Hanna smiled—her usual sweet smile, but with something new behind it. Knowledge. Power. Understanding.

“I should go. Claire’s expecting me.”

“Hanna?” I called as she turned to leave.

“Yes?”

“If you ever need to switch again—if the pressure builds and you need release—you can come to me. I’ll keep your secret.”

Her eyes glistened. “You’re a good friend, Alexis. Victoria’s lucky to have you.”

“I’m lucky to have her.”

Hanna disappeared into the night, and I was left standing in the alley wearing her wet panties, my mouth tasting of feet that weren’t Victoria’s.

I should have felt guilty. But somehow, I didn’t. I’d given Hanna something she needed—the same way Victoria gave me what I needed. Service could flow both directions. Submission could become dominance when required.

We were all switches, in a way. Just choosing different positions in the moment.

I continued to my dorm, Hanna’s wetness warm against my skin. When I got to my room, I didn’t change the panties. Instead, I fell asleep wearing them, a secret shared between two submissives who briefly became something else.

In the morning, I’d wash them and return them to her. But for tonight, they were a reminder.

That power existed in giving it away.

That submission was strength.

That even the sweetest beta girl had teeth when she needed them.

Three more days until the confrontation with Diana.

Three more days of planning and preparation.

But tonight, I’d learned something valuable: everyone has a switch nature, whether they admit it or not.

Even me.

Even Victoria.

Even Diana.

And on Friday, we’d use that truth to destroy her.


Chapter 14: Courtney’s Warning

I was studying in the campus library when someone slid into the seat across from me.

“You’re Alexis, right? Victoria’s sissy?”

I looked up to see a striking blonde with sharp features and an assessing gaze. Beside her sat Haley—sweet, submissive Haley—wearing a collar I didn’t recognize and looking nervous.

“I’m Courtney,” the blonde said before I could respond. “Haley’s Mistress. Former Mistress, I should say—we had a complicated relationship.”

“Current Mistress,” Haley corrected quietly. “We reconciled.”

“True enough.” Courtney’s smile was razor-thin. “I wanted to talk to you about Victoria. About what you’re getting into.”

“I know exactly what I’m getting into.”

“Do you?” Courtney leaned forward. “Because from where I’m sitting, you look like a devoted sissy being used as a weapon in someone else’s war.”

My jaw tightened. “Victoria loves me.”

“I’m sure she does. But she also loves defeating Diana. And right now, you’re the tool she’s using to do it.” Courtney pulled Haley closer. “Haley, show Alexis what I mean.”

Haley looked confused but obedient. Courtney guided her off the chair and onto the floor, then stretched her legs out so her bare feet—when had she removed her shoes?—rested in Haley’s lap.

“Watch,” Courtney said to me. “And listen.”

Her feet moved against Haley’s cage, the smooth soles stroking through the thin fabric of Haley’s skirt. She found the outline of the cage immediately, pressing her arch against the trapped flesh, her toes curling to grip what little there was to grip. Haley’s eyes fluttered shut, her breathing changing from normal to desperate in seconds.

“I give Haley what she needs,” Courtney said, her feet working Haley’s caged clitty with practiced skill—rubbing, squeezing, massaging the plastic prison and the sensitive flesh beneath it. Her toes traced the outline, pressed against the ventilation holes where skin bulged through, applied pressure to the base where Haley’s balls hung heavy and full. “Pleasure. Release. Affection. When she’s good, I reward her. When she struggles, I help her.” Her feet squeezed harder, and Haley whimpered audibly. “When did Victoria last reward you, Alexis? When did she give you pleasure without strings attached?”

“That’s different. Our dynamic is based on denial.”

“Your dynamic is based on Victoria’s needs, not yours.” Courtney’s feet moved faster, and Haley whimpered. “She’s trained you to think denial is what you want. But is it really? Or is it just what she wants to give?”

I watched Haley’s face contort with approaching pleasure. Watched Courtney’s feet stroke and squeeze and work the caged flesh with obvious expertise. My own flat cage pressed against my thigh, aching with phantom arousal.

“Victoria’s using you,” Courtney continued. “She doesn’t really love you—she loves having you. Loves the control. Loves having a devoted worshipper at her feet while she plays her dominance games with Diana.”

“That’s not true.”

“Isn’t it? When this war with Diana ends—if Victoria wins—what happens to you? Do you really think she’ll keep you around once the competition is over? Or will she get bored and find a new toy?”

Her words hit harder than I wanted to admit. I’d had those same fears in my darkest moments. The terror that Victoria saw me as a possession rather than a person.

Haley moaned loudly enough that nearby students glanced over. Courtney didn’t stop. Her feet continued their relentless stroking, pushing Haley toward release.

“I’m not saying leave Victoria,” Courtney said. “I’m saying open your eyes. See the situation clearly. You’re in a war zone, and you’re being used as ammunition.”

“Or,” I countered, finding my voice, “I’m in a partnership where we’re fighting together against a common enemy.”

“Are you fighting together? Or is Victoria fighting while you worship?” Courtney’s feet squeezed hard, and Haley cried out. “Cum, pet. Show Alexis what real reward looks like.”

Haley came—right there in the library, her cage straining, her whole body shaking as Courtney’s feet milked her through the orgasm. Weak spurts of cum soaked through her panties while other students pointedly looked away.

“Good girl,” Courtney murmured. “Such a good girl.”

Haley slumped against Courtney’s legs, panting and spent. Courtney’s eyes returned to me.

“That could be you. Pleasure without endless denial. Reward without torture. A Mistress who gives as much as she takes.” Her smile sharpened. “Or you could stay with Victoria. Keep being denied for months. Keep being used in her schemes. Keep worshipping feet that will never worship you back.”

“Victoria has worshipped me,” I said quietly. “After the kidnapping. She showed me her switch side. She licked my feet.”

Courtney’s eyebrows rose. “Did she? Interesting. And how did that make you feel?”

“Confused. But also… loved.”

“Maybe Victoria does love you then. Or maybe she was manipulating you—showing vulnerability to secure your loyalty before the big confrontation.” Courtney pulled her feet back and helped Haley into her seat. “I’m not your enemy, Alexis. I’m just someone who’s seen this pattern before. Dominant uses sissy. Sissy believes it’s love. Dominant gets what she wants and moves on.”

“Victoria isn’t like that.”

“Maybe not. I hope for your sake she isn’t.” Courtney stood, pulling Haley up with her. “But when this war with Diana ends, one way or another, pay attention to how Victoria treats you. See if she still wants you when there’s no one left to defeat.”

She paused, then added: “Or you could leave with Sophie. I heard about her offer. Two sissies, equal partnership, mutual control. No dominants using you as weapons. Just love between equals.”

“How do you know about Sophie’s offer?”

“Sissy network. Word travels.” Courtney smiled. “Think about it, Alexis. Think about what you really want—not what Victoria’s trained you to want. And if you ever need a Mistress who actually rewards her sissies, you know where to find me.”

She left with Haley trailing behind, still flushed from her public orgasm.

I sat there for a long time, Courtney’s words echoing in my head.

Was she right? Was Victoria using me?

I thought about our relationship. The months of denial. The foot worship that brought Victoria pleasure while I remained forever frustrated. The planning sessions where I served as background stimulation while they discussed strategy.

But I also thought about Victoria’s tenderness. The way she held me after nightmares. The kiss she’d given me that wasn’t about power. The vulnerability she’d shown when she’d licked my feet.

Maybe Courtney was partially right—Victoria did use me as a tool in her war with Diana. But she also loved me. I believed that. Had to believe that.

The real question wasn’t whether Victoria was using me.

The question was whether I minded being used.

And the answer, I realized, was no.

I’d chosen this. Chosen submission. Chosen worship. Chosen to be Victoria’s weapon if that’s what she needed. Because being her weapon meant being hers. And that was all I wanted.

But Courtney’s words about Sophie stuck with me. The alternative path. Equal partnership. Mutual control.

Part of me was curious what that would feel like.

Most of me knew I’d never choose it.

Victoria’s feet were my religion. Her denial was my devotion. Her use of me was my purpose.

Courtney didn’t understand that. Couldn’t understand that submission wasn’t about getting pleasure—it was about giving it. The footjob she’d given Haley looked nice. But Haley hadn’t earned it through service. It was just given.

I preferred my rewards hard-won. Rare. Precious.

I preferred Victoria.

Still, as I walked back to Victoria’s apartment that evening, I couldn’t shake the image of Haley cumming from Courtney’s feet. The ease of it. The simplicity.

Was I jealous?

Maybe.

But I was also committed.

Friday was coming. The confrontation with Diana. The end of this war.

And when it was over, I’d know for certain whether Victoria’s love was real or just strategic.

I had to believe it was real.

I had to.

Because if it wasn’t—if Courtney was right—then I’d given everything to someone who saw me as nothing more than a useful tool.

And that thought was too terrible to consider.

So I didn’t.

I just walked home to my Mistress and prepared to be her weapon one more time.


Chapter 15: Final Training

Victoria met me at the door with intensity in her eyes.

“Tomorrow’s the day,” she said. “Diana’s going to come. And you need to be ready for anything.”

I followed her inside, where the living room had been transformed. The coffee table was pushed aside, making space in the center. On the couch lay an array of items that made my cage tighten reflexively: the largest dildo I’d ever seen, restraints, a heavy plug, and Claire’s experimental pills in a small vial.

“Strip,” Victoria commanded.

I obeyed without question, my clothes falling to the floor until I stood naked except for my flat cage and nipple piercings. Victoria circled me slowly, her amber eyes assessing.

“Diana will try to break you,” she said. “Physically, mentally, emotionally. If she gets the upper hand tomorrow, she won’t hold back. You need to be able to handle anything.”

“I can handle it, Mistress.”

“We’re going to make sure.” Victoria picked up the heavy plug—black silicone, wider than anything I’d taken before. “Bend over the couch arm.”

I positioned myself, my ass presented to her. Victoria worked lube into me with clinical efficiency, stretching me with her fingers before pressing the plug against my entrance.

“Breathe,” she commanded.

I exhaled as she pushed. The plug stretched me wider than I’d ever been stretched, the burn intense but manageable. I gripped the couch cushions, my forehead pressed against the fabric.

“That’s it. Take it all.”

The widest point breached me, and then the plug seated itself, filling me completely. I panted, adjusting to the overwhelming fullness.

“How does it feel?” Victoria asked.

“Full, Mistress. Very full.”

“Good. You’ll wear that until tomorrow night. Get used to the sensation. Diana might try to use toys against you—if you’re already stretched and acclimated, you’ll have an advantage.”

She helped me stand, the plug shifting inside me with every movement. The weight was constant, impossible to ignore.

“Now,” Victoria said, her voice dropping to that dangerous register, “we train your capacity in other ways.”

She retrieved the massive dildo from the couch—easily ten inches, thicker than anything I’d experienced. My eyes widened.

“Mistress—”

“You can handle it. You’ve handled everything else.” She strapped it onto her harness with practiced movements. “Get on the bed. Hands and knees.”

I climbed onto her bed, positioning myself on all fours. The heavy plug shifted inside me as I moved, a constant reminder of my vulnerability.

Victoria knelt behind me and worked the plug free. The emptiness was almost worse than the fullness—my stretched hole clenching at nothing.

“This is going to hurt,” Victoria said, pressing the massive head against my entrance. “But you need to know you can take it. Need to know that nothing Diana does can break you.”

“I trust you, Mistress.”

“Good girl.”

She pushed forward. The dildo was enormous—the head alone wider than my stretched hole, requiring effort to breach. The tip pressed against my entrance, spreading me slowly, inexorably. The stretch burned as my rim expanded to accommodate the invader.

“Fuck,” I gasped, my hands fisting in the sheets.

“Language.”

“Sorry, Mistress. It’s just—it’s so big—”

“I know.” She paused, letting me breathe, the head just barely inside me. “But you’re taking it beautifully. Feel yourself opening for me.”

She pushed deeper. Two inches. Three. The girth was constant, relentless, my inner walls stretching to accommodate something larger than they’d ever held. I buried my face in the pillow and screamed silently, my body struggling to accept the invasion. Victoria’s hands gripped my hips, steadying me, controlling the pace.

“Four inches. Five.” She counted each one, marking my progress. “You’re doing so well. Halfway there.”

I could feel the dildo pressing deeper into places nothing had touched before. My prostate throbbed as the shaft rubbed across it. Six inches. Seven.

“Two more.”

Another push. I was shaking now, sweat coating every inch of my skin, my flat cage pressing into the mattress beneath me. My hole burned with the stretch, but beneath the burn was pleasure—a deep, overwhelming fullness that felt almost like being completed.

“One more.”

The final inch slid home. I felt Victoria’s hips press hard against my ass, the entire ten-inch length buried inside me. The fullness was overwhelming—I could feel the head pressing deep, filling every available space, my belly bulging slightly from the sheer volume inside me.

“You did it,” Victoria said, and there was genuine pride in her voice. “All ten inches. You’re incredible. You took every bit of me.”

“Please,” I whimpered, my voice muffled by the pillow. “Please move. Please—I need—”

“Oh, I’m going to move.” Her hands tightened on my hips, fingernails digging in. “I’m going to fuck you harder than you’ve ever been fucked. And you’re going to take it. Because you’re my sissy, and you can handle anything.”

She pulled back—six inches sliding out of me, leaving me suddenly empty—then thrust forward. Hard. Fast. All ten inches slamming home in one brutal stroke.

I screamed into the pillow. The sensation was intense beyond description—pleasure and pain mixing into something primal that existed beyond both. My prostate was hammered with every stroke, the massive head dragging across it on the withdrawal, crushing it on the thrust. My body jerked involuntarily with each impact, my ass bouncing against her hips.

“This is what Diana might do to you,” Victoria said, fucking me with brutal efficiency, establishing a rhythm that left me gasping. “If she wins. If she captures you. Can you take it?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I screamed.

“Can you take it and still stay loyal to me?”

“Always, Mistress! Always!”

She fucked me harder, the massive dildo pistoning in and out of my stretched hole with wet, obscene sounds. The squelch of lube, the slap of her hips against my ass, my muffled screams into the pillow. I was crying now—not from pain, but from the overwhelming intensity of sensation. My flat cage leaked constantly, clear fluid pooling beneath me, soaking the sheets.

“Cum,” Victoria commanded, her thrusts growing even more brutal. “Cum from my cock inside you. Show me you can find pleasure even in overwhelming sensation.”

My body obeyed before my mind caught up. The sissygasm built from somewhere deep inside—not from my caged clitty but from my prostate, from my stretched hole, from every nerve ending firing at once. I came hard, my whole body convulsing around the dildo still buried inside me, my cage spurting weak jets of clear fluid while I screamed my release into the pillow.

Victoria didn’t stop. She fucked me through the orgasm and beyond, the massive dildo continuing its relentless assault on my oversensitized prostate. Each thrust after the orgasm was almost painful, the pleasure too intense, my body twitching and jerking.

“Again,” she commanded. “Cum again.”

“I can’t—”

“You can. You will.”

She reached around and grabbed my nipple piercings, tugging sharply. The additional sensation pushed me over the edge again, a second sissygasm crashing through my exhausted body.

Finally, she slowed, then stopped. The massive dildo remained buried inside me as she leaned over my back.

“You’re ready,” she whispered. “Whatever Diana does, you can handle it. You’ve proven that tonight.”

She pulled out slowly—the withdrawal almost as intense as the entry. My hole gaped open, empty and aching.

“Plug back in,” Victoria said, pressing the heavy plug back into my stretched entrance. It seated easily now, my body trained to accept it.

I collapsed onto the bed, utterly spent. Victoria lay beside me, stroking my hair.

“Tomorrow, this ends,” she said. “One way or another. Are you scared?”

“Terrified.”

“Good. Fear keeps you sharp.” She kissed my forehead. “But underneath the fear, do you believe we can win?”

“I believe in you, Mistress. In us.”

“That’s enough. That’s more than enough.”

We lay together in silence, her hand still in my hair, the plug still filling me. My body ached from the rough fucking, but my mind was clearer than it had been in days.

Victoria was preparing me for war. And I was ready to fight.

“Get some sleep,” she finally said. “Tomorrow will be long. You’ll need your strength.”

“Will you worship my feet?” I asked suddenly. “Like you did before? I know it’s not our usual dynamic, but—”

“Yes.” Victoria didn’t hesitate. “Turn around.”

I shifted position, presenting my feet to her. She took them in her hands—those strong, dominant hands that had just fucked me mercilessly—and brought them to her lips.

Her tongue traced my sole, and I shivered.

“Even dominants can serve sometimes,” Victoria murmured against my arch. “Even Mistresses can worship. That’s what Diana doesn’t understand—that power exchange isn’t about one person being superior. It’s about giving each other what you need.”

She sucked my toes, one by one. The sensation was strange—I was so used to being the worshipper, not the worshipped. But Victoria’s devotion was evident in every lick, every kiss.

“I love you,” she said. “Not just as my sissy. Not just as my property. As a person. As Alexis. And tomorrow, I’m going to prove that by destroying anyone who tries to take you from me.”

“I love you too, Mistress.”

She worshipped my feet for another twenty minutes—shorter than my usual sessions with her, but meaningful. Then she pulled me close, and we fell asleep tangled together, my plug still in place, her scent filling my lungs.

Tomorrow, we’d face Diana.

Tomorrow, everything would change.

But tonight, we were just two people who loved each other, preparing for battle in the only way that made sense.

Together.

Always together.

No matter what came next.


Chapter 16: The Hallway Setup

The east corridor was crowded between classes, exactly as we’d planned.

I watched from a doorway as Victoria walked toward her next lecture, her bag slung over one shoulder, her stride casual but purposeful. She’d dressed carefully—tight jeans that showed off her curves, a crop top that drew eyes to her midriff, her chastity key necklace glinting in the fluorescent light.

Diana appeared from the opposite direction, right on schedule. Jenna had fed her the information perfectly—Victoria would be in this corridor at this exact time.

Their paths would cross in thirty seconds.

My heart hammered against my ribs. The plug Victoria had inserted last night shifted inside me with every breath, a constant reminder of what was at stake.

Twenty seconds.

Victoria adjusted her bag, making it look accidental, her fingers loosening the zipper.

Ten seconds.

Diana’s predatory gaze locked onto Victoria. Her lips curled into that familiar smirk.

Five seconds.

Victoria “tripped”—a stumble so convincing I almost believed it was real. Her bag fell open, contents spilling across the floor. Notebooks, pens, makeup case.

And a set of keys that landed right at Diana’s feet.

“Oops,” Victoria said, bending to collect her things.

Diana didn’t immediately reach for the keys. She stood over Victoria, enjoying the sight of her rival on her knees.

“Clumsy,” Diana said. “Having trouble focusing? Maybe thinking about what I did to you?”

“Go fuck yourself, Diana.” Victoria’s voice dripped venom—partly real, partly performance.

“I’d rather fuck you again. You were so pretty when you submitted. Licking my feet like the switch you are.” Diana’s eyes dropped to the keys. “What’s this? Keys to your apartment?”

“Don’t touch those.”

Diana bent and picked up the keys anyway, examining them. The duplicate set Jenna had made—identical to Victoria’s real keys.

“Interesting,” Diana said. “You really should be more careful with your belongings. Anyone could walk in.”

“Give those back.”

“Make me.” Diana pocketed the keys with a triumphant smile. “Or maybe I’ll just hold onto these for safekeeping. You never know when I might want to… visit.”

Victoria stood, her face flushed with convincing fury. “If you come anywhere near my apartment—”

“You’ll what? Call security? Tell Mrs. Brooke?” Diana stepped closer, her voice dropping to a whisper. “You have nothing, Victoria. I have evidence, I have leverage, and now I have keys. This war is over. You just haven’t accepted your defeat yet.”

She walked away, the stolen keys jingling in her pocket.

Victoria stood in the corridor, letting the passing students see her apparent humiliation. Then she gathered her things and continued to class as if nothing had happened.

I waited ten minutes before leaving my hiding spot, then circled around to meet Victoria at the coffee shop near campus.

“She took them,” Victoria said when I slid into the booth across from her. “Took them and couldn’t resist gloating about it.”

“So she’ll come tonight?”

“Maybe tonight. Maybe tomorrow. She’ll want to plan, prepare her own trap.” Victoria’s smile was predatory. “But she won’t expect us to be ready. She thinks those keys give her surprise access. Instead, they’ll deliver her right into our hands.”

“What if she doesn’t come alone?”

“Jenna’s been intercepting Julia’s messages—Diana doesn’t know the difference. We’ll know her plans before she makes them.” Victoria reached across and took my hand. “Are you ready for this?”

“I’ve been ready since she made me cum on your face.”

“Good.” Victoria’s amber eyes softened. “After tonight, it’s over. One way or another. No more Diana. No more war. Just us.”

“And if we lose?”

“We won’t lose.”

“But if we do—”

Victoria squeezed my hand. “If we lose, we face whatever comes together. As a team. As partners.” She smiled wryly. “Probably as Diana’s slaves, knowing her. But we’d have each other.”

“Romantic.”

“Realistic.” She stood. “I need to get to class. You should go back to the apartment and make sure everything’s ready. Check the restraints, confirm Claire’s pills are accessible, make sure Jenna knows her position.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And Alexis?” Victoria paused. “Whatever happens tonight, I want you to know something.”

“What?”

“I don’t just need you as a weapon against Diana. I need you as my sissy. As my partner. As the person who worships my feet and makes me feel like a goddess.” Her voice caught slightly. “Don’t ever think you’re just a tool to me. You’re everything.”

“I know, Mistress. I’ve always known.”

She left for class, and I walked back to her apartment to prepare.

The trap was set.

Diana had taken the bait.

Now we just had to wait for her to walk into our web.

Back at the apartment, I checked and rechecked everything. The restraints were positioned strategically—hidden but accessible. Claire’s experimental pills sat in a small vial on the kitchen counter, innocuous but deadly. I’d memorized the dosage: half a pill to make someone suggestible and desperately horny, a full pill for more extreme effects.

Jenna texted: Intercepted Diana’s messages to Julia. She’s planning to come Friday night. Thinks you’re staying at the dorms, Victoria will be alone.

Perfect, I replied. We’ll be ready.

Be careful. Diana’s dangerous when cornered.

I know. We’re counting on that.

The afternoon passed slowly. I tried to study but couldn’t focus. Instead, I found myself kneeling by the couch, my head resting against the cushion where Victoria usually sat, imagining her feet in my face.

The plug inside me was a constant presence—a reminder of last night’s training, of what I could handle, of what I was willing to endure for her.

Victoria came home around six, her expression tight with tension.

“Jenna just intercepted another message,” she said. “Diana’s coming at ten. She’ll use the keys to let herself in, expecting to find me asleep or alone.”

“And instead she’ll find both of us.”

“Plus Jenna, hiding in the bedroom.” Victoria started changing out of her university clothes. “We’ll only have one shot at this. Once Diana realizes she’s been trapped, she’ll fight. Hard.”

“I remember her strength.”

“We all need to work together. Jenna tackles her from behind. You get the pills into her somehow—drink, force, whatever works. I keep her distracted.”

“And then?”

“Then we let the pills do their work. Make her confess everything on recording. Make her destroy her own evidence. Make her admit defeat.”

I nodded, trying to project confidence I didn’t entirely feel. “What about the alternative? If we can’t get the pills into her?”

“Physical restraint. We outnumber her three to one. Even Diana can’t fight off three determined people.” Victoria stripped down to her underwear and paused. “Come here.”

I approached, and she pulled me into an embrace. Her mostly-naked body pressed against mine, her warmth seeping into my skin.

“Whatever happens tonight,” she murmured, “I love you. Whatever we have to do, whatever choices we face, that doesn’t change.”

“I love you too, Mistress.”

She kissed me—slow, deep, tender. Not a dominant claiming her property, but a lover saying goodbye to the possibility of loss.

When she pulled back, her eyes were wet. “Worship my feet. One more time before the battle. Center yourself.”

I dropped to my knees immediately, pressing my lips to her bare sole. The familiar taste grounded me, as it always did. Victoria stood above me, one hand in my hair, letting me worship while we both processed what was coming.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “Just like that. Show me your devotion.”

I worshipped for an hour, bringing her to two quiet orgasms. By the time I finished, my jaw ached and my mind was clear.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“I know you are.” Victoria pulled me up. “Now get dressed. Something you can move in. Something you can fight in.”

I changed into leggings and a fitted t-shirt—practical, flexible, nothing Diana could grab easily.

Jenna arrived at eight, slipping in through the back entrance. She positioned herself in Victoria’s bedroom with a clear view of the living room.

At nine-thirty, we turned off most lights, leaving only a dim lamp to suggest Victoria had fallen asleep reading.

At nine-forty-five, Victoria stretched out on the couch, pretending to doze.

At nine-fifty, I hid behind the heavy curtains near the window.

At nine-fifty-five, we heard footsteps in the hallway outside. Soft, careful, trying not to be heard.

My heart pounded against my ribs.

The trap was set.

Our enemy was coming.

Whatever happened in the next few hours would determine everything.

Our relationship.

Our freedom.

Our entire future.

I gripped the small vial of pills in my pocket and waited.

The door handle started to turn.

It was time.


Chapter 17: Convergence

The door handle had turned—but it wasn’t Diana.

A building maintenance worker had chosen that exact moment to check the hallway smoke detector. We’d frozen in our positions, hearts pounding, as he apologized for the late-night disturbance and continued down the hall.

Diana never came that night. Jenna’s intercepted messages revealed why: Julia had warned her at the last second that something felt wrong. Our trap had been detected before it could spring.

So we regrouped. Reset. Planned again.

Now, the day of the actual confrontation arrived with deceptive calm.

Victoria and I left her apartment at noon, heading to the predetermined meeting point. Jenna had already gone ahead to set up the cameras. Hanna was positioned outside as a lookout. Sophie had promised to stay close, just in case everything went wrong.

Everything was in motion.

“Are you scared?” Victoria asked as we walked through the city streets.

“Terrified,” I admitted. “But ready.”

“Diana will be expecting a trap. She’s smart enough to know we wouldn’t just invite her to a meeting without planning something.”

“Then why did she agree to come?”

“Because she’s arrogant.” Victoria’s smile was cold. “She thinks she can outsmart any trap we set. She thinks she’s already won.”

We took the subway, the rhythmic clatter of the train providing background noise to my racing thoughts. Across the city, Diana was likely doing the same—traveling to Victoria’s apartment with her own plans, her own schemes.

Julia might be with her. The thought made my stomach turn.

“What happens if this doesn’t work?” I asked quietly.

“Then we go to Mrs. Brooke with everything we have anyway. The recordings from Diana’s house. The photos from the beach. Hanna’s testimony about the convent.” Victoria took my hand. “Either way, Diana’s reign of terror ends today.”

The subway car was nearly empty at this hour—a few scattered passengers lost in their phones, oblivious to the war being fought around them.

“I need to stop at my dorm first,” I said suddenly. “Sophie wanted to see me before… before whatever happens.”

Victoria nodded. “Make it quick. We can’t be late.”

We detoured to campus. Victoria waited in the lobby while I ran upstairs to my room.

Sophie was there, sitting on her bed, her transformed body tense with worry. Her C-cup breasts strained against her shirt, her feminine face showing traces of fear.

“You came,” she breathed, standing.

“I had to see you. Before everything.”

She crossed the room and took my hands. “Be careful. If you don’t come back… I’ll find you. I’ll tear that place apart.”

“I’ll come back.”

“Promise me.”

I couldn’t promise that. Instead, I pulled her into a hug. Her body pressed against mine—two feminized sissies, both caged, both transformed, both afraid.

“I might choose you, Sophie,” I whispered. “When this is over. I might choose freedom.”

“Whatever you choose, I support you.” She pulled back slightly, her eyes wet. “But before you go… let me give you something to remember. Something to fight for.”

She dropped to her knees.

“Sophie—”

“Shh.” Her fingers found the hem of my skirt, lifting it to reveal my flat cage. “Let me show you what equals look like. What we could have together.”

Her tongue traced the outline of my cage—gentle, loving, nothing like the desperate worship I gave to Mistresses. This was affection between peers. Connection between friends who might become more.

“Your turn,” she whispered, lying back and pulling up her own skirt.

I knelt between her legs and pressed my lips to her cage—identical to mine, flat and restrictive. My tongue traced the same patterns she’d traced on me. Both of us caged. Both of us denied. Both of us giving what little pleasure we could.

“This is what freedom tastes like,” Sophie murmured. “Two sissies, equal, choosing to pleasure each other. No Mistress commanding. No hierarchy. Just us.”

We switched positions twice more, taking turns, our cages pressing against each other’s lips. It wasn’t about orgasm—we couldn’t achieve that through cage licking. It was about connection. About remembering what we meant to each other.

Finally, Sophie pulled away. “Go. Victoria’s waiting. But come back to me, Alexis. Whatever happens with them… come back.”

“I will.”

One last kiss—soft, tender, equal—and I left.

Victoria was checking her phone in the lobby, impatient. “Ready?”

“Ready.”

We arrived at Victoria’s building and took the elevator up. Jenna was already inside, checking the camera positions one final time.

“Everything’s set,” she reported. “Four cameras covering different angles. Audio recording on all of them. Whatever happens, we’ll have documentation.”

“And Julia?” Victoria asked.

Jenna’s expression shifted—her warm smile becoming sharper, her posture slightly colder. Even her voice dropped to a different register. “Diana, it’s Julia. I have news about Victoria’s plan. Meet me at the usual place.”

I stared. For a moment, I genuinely couldn’t tell if I was looking at Jenna or Julia. She had her twin’s mannerisms down perfectly—the calculating gaze, the cruel undertone.

“That’s terrifying,” I whispered.

Jenna’s face relaxed back into her natural warmth. “I’ve been practicing. Sent Diana three messages this morning as Julia, feeding her false information about our defenses. She thinks Julia is still on her side. She thinks she knows exactly what to expect.”

“And the real Julia?”

“I told her I knew what she did and I wanted to talk. She agreed to come—probably to gloat or threaten me. Either way, she’ll show up expecting to meet her twin, not walk into an ambush.”

The waiting was the hardest part.

We positioned ourselves according to plan—Victoria in the living room, visible from the door. Jenna hidden in the bedroom, ready to emerge at the signal. Me… I was the bait. Sitting on the couch, looking vulnerable and uncertain, the perfect picture of a sissy caught between two Mistresses.

An hour passed.

Then two.

My phone buzzed again. This time it was Diana.

“On my way. Finally going to finish what we started. You won’t believe what I have planned for Victoria. See you soon, sissy.”

I showed Victoria.

“She thinks she has the advantage,” Victoria said with grim satisfaction. “She doesn’t know we’re ready for her. She thinks those stolen keys give her surprise access.”

“The keys we planted,” I reminded her.

“Exactly. Let her think she’s the hunter. When she walks through that door expecting to catch us off guard, she’ll find out who the real predator is.”

Twenty minutes later, we heard footsteps in the hallway.

Victoria nodded at me. I took my position on the couch, trying to look like a conflicted sissy awaiting her fate.

The doorbell rang.

Victoria opened it.

Diana stood there in her signature black—leather jacket, tight pants, boots. Her dark eyes swept the apartment, missing nothing.

She was alone. No male backup in sight.

I felt a flicker of relief. Diana was confident—too confident. She thought she was about to spring a surprise attack on an unprepared Victoria, not walking into an ambush we’d carefully prepared.

“Victoria,” she said. “It’s been a while since we’ve spoken civilly.”

“We’re not here to be civil,” Victoria replied. “We’re here to end this.”

Diana stepped inside. Her eyes found me on the couch, and she smiled.

“Alexis. My favorite sissy. Have you finally decided to come to your senses?”

“I don’t know why I’m here,” I said, which was mostly true.

“Liar.” Diana’s smile widened. “You’re here because you’re tired. Tired of the war, tired of the uncertainty, tired of being fought over like a toy. You want resolution.”

“And you’re here to offer that?”

“I’m here to take what’s mine.” Diana’s attention returned to Victoria. “One way or another, this ends tonight.”

The tension in the room was suffocating. Victoria and Diana faced each other like prizefighters before the bell—both coiled, both ready.

“Where’s Julia?” Victoria asked.

“Around.” Diana’s smile turned sharp. “Where’s Jenna?”

Neither woman answered.

I sat frozen on the couch, watching the standoff. Everything we’d planned—the recordings, the trap, the evidence—suddenly seemed inadequate against the raw force of Diana’s presence.

Then Diana moved.

Not toward Victoria—toward me.

“Let’s simplify this,” Diana said, grabbing my arm and yanking me to my feet. “The sissy comes with me. Right now. And this war ends.”

“Let her go,” Victoria commanded.

“Make me.”

The next few seconds happened in slow motion.

Victoria lunged for Diana.

Diana threw me aside and met her charge.

The bedroom door burst open as Jenna emerged.

And from somewhere behind Diana, Julia appeared—having slipped in through the fire escape while we were focused on the front door.

The battle had begun.

But we weren’t the only ones with a plan.

And Diana’s was already unfolding.


Chapter 18: The Battle Begins

Victoria and Diana crashed into each other like titans.

The impact sent them both sprawling across the living room floor, grappling for dominance. Victoria’s hands found Diana’s throat; Diana’s knee drove into Victoria’s stomach. They rolled across the carpet, knocking over furniture, sending lamps crashing to the ground.

“Jenna!” I screamed as Julia advanced on me.

Jenna intercepted her twin, and suddenly there were two fights happening simultaneously—Victoria vs. Diana, Jenna vs. Julia. The apartment had become a battlefield.

I scrambled to my feet, looking for something to help. The cameras were still recording—that was something. But we needed to win this fight, not just document it.

Diana managed to pin Victoria beneath her, hands around her throat. Victoria’s face was turning red, her legs kicking uselessly.

I grabbed a decorative vase and smashed it over Diana’s head.

She reeled back with a cry of pain, and Victoria used the moment to reverse their positions. Now Victoria was on top, raining punches down on Diana’s face.

“You tortured me!” Victoria screamed with each blow. “You made Alexis cum on my face! You tried to destroy everything!”

Diana blocked as many punches as she could, but Victoria was relentless. Blood bloomed from Diana’s lip, her nose.

Across the room, Jenna and Julia were locked in a more even struggle. Identical twins fighting each other—it was like watching someone battle their own reflection.

“You used my face to hurt my friends!” Jenna shouted.

“You were always the favorite!” Julia spat back. “Everyone loved you! No one ever saw me!”

Their fight carried them into the kitchen area, crashing through cabinets and scattering dishes.

Diana finally managed to buck Victoria off and scrambled to her feet. Both women were breathing hard, clothes torn, faces bruised. The civilized veneer had completely stripped away—this was primal now.

“You can’t win,” Diana gasped. “Even if you beat me today, I have evidence. I have backups. I’ll destroy you both.”

“We’ll destroy you first,” Victoria countered.

They circled each other like wolves, looking for an opening.

Diana’s eyes flicked to the overturned coffee table, where a bowl of fruit had spilled across the floor. Apples, oranges, and bananas scattered everywhere.

She lunged—not for Victoria, but for the fruit.

Her hand closed around a banana.

Victoria realized what was happening a second too late. Diana tackled her, forcing her to the ground, and jammed the banana between Victoria’s legs with brutal efficiency.

“Remember this?” Diana hissed. “Remember what I made you feel when you were tied up? Let’s recreate that.”

Victoria screamed—in shock, in violation, in rage. The banana wasn’t painful, but the humiliation was overwhelming.

“Get off her!” I grabbed Diana’s shoulders, trying to pull her away.

Diana elbowed me in the face, sending me sprawling. But the distraction gave Victoria enough time to grab her own banana from the scattered fruit.

“Two can play this game,” Victoria snarled.

She shoved the banana between Diana’s thighs with equal force. Diana’s eyes went wide, a gasp escaping her lips.

For a bizarre, surreal moment, both women were locked together on the floor, each violating the other with fruit. Degrading. Absurd. Completely ridiculous—and yet intensely personal. Two powerful dominants reduced to wrestling in banana mush like toddlers fighting over a toy, except the toy was each other’s dignity.

The smell of overripe fruit filled the room. Yellow pulp squelched between their bodies. It should have been comical—it WAS comical—but neither woman was laughing.

“How does it feel?” Victoria demanded, grinding the banana deeper. “How does it feel to be violated like you violated me?”

“Better than you’d think,” Diana gasped, her body betraying her with obvious arousal despite the circumstances. Or maybe because of them. The absurdity was somehow making it more intense, stripping away all pretense of sophistication and leaving only raw, primal competition.

They struggled, both trying to gain advantage while maintaining their fruit-based assault. It was chaos—bananas breaking apart, fruit smeared across skin and clothing, the ridiculousness of two gorgeous dominants covered in produce doing nothing to diminish the genuine intensity of their hatred. If anything, the absurdity made it more real. This wasn’t a carefully choreographed power exchange. This was a genuine fight, and they were using whatever weapons were at hand—even if those weapons were breakfast items.

Finally, Victoria managed to pin Diana’s arms, knocking both bananas away. She straddled her rival, both of them covered in fruit residue, breathing hard.

“Surrender,” Victoria demanded.

“Never.”

Victoria grabbed another banana and held it threateningly. “I’ll do worse than this. I’ll record it. I’ll send it to everyone.”

“You already recorded everything,” Diana said, gesturing at the cameras. “Might as well finish the show.”

She had a point. The cameras had captured everything—including Victoria’s retaliation. If this footage got out, neither of them would look good.

In the kitchen, Jenna and Julia had fought to a standstill. Both twins were bruised and exhausted, leaning against opposite counters.

“This is pointless,” Julia panted. “We could fight forever and neither of us would win.”

“Then maybe we should stop fighting,” Jenna said, “and start talking.”

“There’s nothing to talk about. You ruined my life just by existing.”

“That’s not true, and you know it.”

The sisters glared at each other, years of resentment simmering between them.

Back in the living room, Victoria still had Diana pinned. The banana had been discarded, but the humiliation lingered.

“Where are the backups?” Victoria demanded. “The real ones. Not the ones we deleted.”

“Everywhere,” Diana said with a bloody smile. “Cloud storage. USB drives. Encrypted emails to myself. You can’t destroy them all.”

“Then what do you want? What will make you stop?”

“Alexis.” Diana’s eyes found me across the room. “I want Alexis. Give her to me, and I’ll delete everything. I’ll transfer to another university. I’ll disappear from your life completely.”

Victoria’s grip on Diana’s wrists tightened. “She’s not mine to give.”

“Then let her choose.”

Both women looked at me.

I was frozen in place, blood dripping from my nose where Diana had elbowed me, watching the two most important dominants in my life locked in combat.

“Alexis,” Victoria said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “You don’t have to choose anything. This isn’t—”

“Let her speak,” Diana interrupted. “For once, let the sissy have a voice.”

The room fell silent.

Even Jenna and Julia stopped their standoff to watch.

“I…” I started, then stopped. What could I possibly say?

The front door burst open.

Sophie stood there, wild-eyed and panting, having run up the stairs. Behind her was Hanna, looking equally frantic.

“We saw Julia go in through the fire escape,” Sophie gasped. “We came as fast as—” She took in the scene. “What the hell happened?”

Victoria and Diana, covered in banana residue and blood.

Jenna and Julia, bruised and exhausted.

Me, caught in the middle of it all.

“The war,” I said simply. “The war happened.”

Sophie moved to my side, her hand finding mine. “Are you okay?”

“No. But I will be.”

Diana used the distraction to break free from Victoria’s grip. She rolled away and climbed to her feet, wiping blood from her lip.

“This isn’t over,” she said. “None of this is over until someone wins completely.”

“Then let’s end it,” Victoria said, also rising. “Right here. Right now. Once and for all.”

She pulled something from her pocket—a small vial.

Claire’s experimental pills.

“Where did you get those?” Diana’s eyes widened.

“Claire. For emergencies.” Victoria held up the vial. “One pill makes the taker permanently suggestible. Permanently submissive to whoever administers it.”

“You’re bluffing.”

“Am I?” Victoria shook out a single pill and held it up. “I could force this down your throat right now. Make you my slave forever. End this war with you kneeling at my feet for the rest of your life.”

Diana’s face went pale. “You wouldn’t.”

“After what you did to me? I would.”

The room held its breath.

This was it. The nuclear option. The end of everything.

Victoria advanced on Diana, the pill clutched in her hand.

Diana backed away, genuine fear in her eyes for the first time.

“Victoria, wait,” I said.

Victoria paused.

“Let me do it,” I said, stepping forward. “If this is how it ends, let me be the one to choose.”

Victoria looked at me for a long moment. Then she handed me the pill.

The power I held was terrifying. One small capsule that could permanently enslave another human being. One choice that would define everything.

Diana. Victoria. Sophie. All of them watching. All of them waiting.

The pill sat in my palm, impossibly heavy.

And I had no idea what to do with it.


Chapter 19: The Pill

Victoria pulled a single pill from her pocket, holding it up so Diana could see.

Everyone in the room was frozen—Victoria and Diana still squared off, Jenna watching from the kitchen doorway, Sophie gripping my hand, Hanna hovering near the entrance.

“Claire’s experimental pill,” Victoria announced, her voice cutting through the tension. “She gave it to me weeks ago. One pill. Split in half—one dose for Alexis to ensure honest choosing, one dose for whoever loses this war.”

“What?” I stared at the pill. “Why me?”

“Because you need to be completely honest when you make your choice. No second-guessing, no overthinking. Half a dose makes you suggestible, strips away the anxiety. You’ll choose with your heart, not your fear.” Victoria’s amber eyes met mine. “I’m sorry, Alexis. But this is the only fair way.”

“You can’t force her to take that,” Diana said, though her voice held a note of curiosity.

“I’m not forcing anyone.” Victoria held out the first pill to me. “Half dose only. It won’t permanently change you—just make you more… honest. The effects wear off in an hour or two.”

Diana laughed. “Finally. Something interesting. Let the sissy experience what it’s like to have her mind softened. Maybe she’ll finally admit what she really wants.”

“Alexis,” Sophie said carefully from beside me. “You don’t have to—”

“Yes, she does,” Victoria interrupted. “If we’re going to end this tonight, we need truth. Real truth. Take the pill, Alexis.”

My hand trembled as I took the half-pill from Victoria. It was small, innocuous-looking. But I knew what it could do.

“Swallow,” Victoria commanded.

I put the half-pill on my tongue and swallowed.

The effects were immediate.

A wave of heat crashed through my body. My mind went fuzzy at the edges, thoughts becoming harder to hold onto. Everything felt softer, more malleable. My flat cage suddenly felt impossibly tight as arousal I couldn’t physically express flooded through me.

“Oh god,” I gasped. “It’s… I can’t…”

“The suggestibility is hitting,” Victoria observed. “Alexis, how do you feel?”

“Desperate,” I heard myself say. “Horny. I need… I need feet. Please. Someone’s feet. Anyone’s.”

Victoria and Diana both stared at me—their sissy, reduced to pure need by a single pill.

“Now,” Victoria said, holding up the remaining half-pill, “this one determines who wins. Whoever swallows this becomes permanently submissive—unable to dominate, only able to serve. The loser in our little war.”

She set the half-pill on the coffee table between herself and Diana.

“Fight for it. Winner forces the loser to swallow.”

Victoria and Diana looked at each other across the room—two rivals, both knowing only one could emerge dominant.

Then they attacked.

Their movements were fierce, violent. When they grappled, there was no sensuality—only raw determination. When they wrestled to the ground, it was with genuine intent to subdue.

“You’ll never beat me,” Diana snarled as Victoria pinned her wrists.

“I already have,” Victoria countered, but Diana bucked and reversed their positions.

They rolled across the floor, struggling for dominance. Clothes tore. Skin pressed against skin. Neither could gain lasting advantage.

And I stood there watching through a drugged haze, my mind foggy with chemically-induced need, as my two Mistresses fought for the right to enslave the other.

“Feet,” I whimpered, the pill making me desperate. “Please. I need feet.”

Neither woman paid attention. They were too focused on their battle.

Sophie grabbed my arm. “Alexis, are you okay?”

“Need to worship,” I mumbled. “The pill… it makes everything about feet. I can’t think about anything else.”

“That’s the suggestibility,” Sophie observed quietly. “Her deepest desires are amplified. For Alexis, that means foot obsession becomes all-consuming.”

Victoria and Diana continued their struggle, neither gaining clear advantage. The pill sat on the coffee table, waiting.

Then Diana managed to get Victoria in a headlock. Victoria’s face reddened as she struggled for air.

“Give up,” Diana demanded. “Submit to me or pass out.”

Victoria’s hand found a lamp and swung it. Diana released her grip to dodge, and Victoria scrambled free.

Both women were breathing hard now, sweating, exhausted from the fight.

“This is getting us nowhere,” Victoria panted.

“Agreed.” Diana wiped blood from her lip where Victoria had landed a punch. “We’re too evenly matched.”

They both looked at the pill on the table.

Then they both looked at me.

I was on my knees now, the drug having pushed me into automatic worship posture. My eyes were locked on their feet—Victoria’s bare after she’d lost her shoes in the fight, Diana’s still in heels but with visible toes.

“The sissy decides,” Diana said suddenly.

“What?” Victoria’s eyes narrowed.

“Look at her. She’s drugged, desperate, reduced to pure instinct. Let her choose. Whoever she crawls to first—that’s whose side she’s on. And together, we force the loser to take the pill.”

Victoria hesitated. Then nodded. “Fine. Let her foot obsession decide.”

They separated, moving to opposite sides of the room. Both extended their feet toward me.

Victoria’s perfect size 7.5s, painted pink, the feet I’d worshipped for nearly a year. The feet that owned my soul.

Diana’s athletic size 8s, painted black, the feet that had tempted me with forbidden pleasure. The feet that promised orgasms Victoria denied.

“Come to me, Alexis,” Victoria called softly. “Come worship the feet you love.”

“Come to me,” Diana countered. “Come worship the feet that will actually let you cum.”

My drugged mind couldn’t think strategically. Couldn’t plan. Could only feel.

Feet. I needed feet. Both sets called to me with equal power.

I started crawling.

Not toward one or the other—toward both. The drug made me incapable of choosing. I needed all the feet. Every foot. My tongue ached with the need to worship.

I reached the center of the room and collapsed, overwhelmed by competing desires.

“She can’t choose,” Jenna observed. “The drug’s made her obsession too strong. She wants both.”

“Then we make her choose,” Diana said, moving closer.

“No.” Victoria moved to match her. “We give her what she needs.”

Both women sat down on either side of me, their feet inches from my face. Victoria’s left foot against my right cheek. Diana’s right foot against my left.

“Worship,” they commanded in unison.

I pressed my face between their feet, inhaling the combined scent of them both. Victoria’s familiar, beloved smell—lotion and clean skin and that unique musk I’d memorized over months of worship—mixed with Diana’s athletic scent, sharper, earthier, the smell of a woman who dominated through physical power. Two women. Two rivals. Both presenting their feet for my desperate tongue.

I turned my head and licked Victoria’s sole—a long, dragging stroke from heel to toe that made her entire body shudder.

“Oh god,” Victoria moaned, the sensation clearly intensified by watching her drugged sissy serve while Diana watched. “Just like that.”

I turned the other way and licked Diana’s sole—different texture, slightly rougher, the taste stronger.

“Fuck,” Diana gasped, her composure cracking.

Back and forth. Victoria’s arch—that perfect curve I knew better than my own face. Diana’s heel—solid, powerful. Victoria’s toes—pink polish, familiar shapes. Diana’s toes—black polish, slightly longer. I worshipped both sets of feet simultaneously, my tongue working overtime, switching between them with desperate intensity, my drugged mind in absolute heaven.

“This is insane,” Jenna whispered from somewhere distant.

Maybe it was. But the drug made it feel perfect. For months, I’d been torn between these two women. Now, in this chemically-enhanced state, I could finally have them both. My tongue was the bridge between rivals, my worship the only thing they could agree on.

I sucked Victoria’s big toe and Diana’s big toe into my mouth at the same time—stretching my jaw wide, both toes pressing against my tongue, their feet touching on either side of my face.

Both women moaned in unison—the same sound, the same pleasure, their rivalry forgotten in shared sensation.

“Please,” Victoria gasped, her toes curling in my mouth. “Please, Alexis. More.”

“More,” Diana begged, grinding her foot against my cheek. “Don’t stop. Don’t ever stop.”

I didn’t stop. My tongue darted between them, lashing against Victoria’s sole then Diana’s, my lips pressed against foot after foot. I sucked their toes individually, then together. I licked between each toe, probing the sensitive webbing. I traced their arches with the flat of my tongue. Victoria’s perfect size 7.5 feet and Diana’s powerful size 8 feet, both mine to taste in this desperate, drugged moment.

The pill’s effects made every sensation overwhelming. Every lick sent electricity through my brain, pleasure radiating from my tongue through my entire body. Every toe in my mouth felt like pure ecstasy. I was drowning in feet, my mind completely submerged in worship, my flat cage leaking steadily despite the drug doing nothing to allow arousal.

“She’s getting worse,” Sophie said with concern from somewhere far away. “The drug is peaking.”

Jenna glanced at her phone. “It’ll start fading in about twenty minutes, according to Claire’s notes. But until then, she’s pure instinct. Pure foot worship instinct.”

Victoria and Diana had stopped fighting entirely. They were both too lost in the pleasure of having their feet worshipped—simultaneously, equally, desperately—to continue their war. Their rivalry temporarily forgotten in the face of a shared experience that neither had expected.

“We can’t stay like this forever,” Victoria finally said, though her voice was thick with pleasure, her words slurring. “Eventually we still have to decide.”

“I know.” Diana’s toes curled hard against my tongue, her leg trembling. “But god, this feels incredible. She’s so desperate. So devoted.”

The worship continued for several more minutes. My tongue worked without pause, switching between feet in a rhythm that kept both women climbing toward release. I could feel them both tensing—Victoria’s familiar tells, Diana’s body learning to respond to my technique.

Both women approaching orgasm from foot stimulation alone—something I’d rarely achieved with Victoria through worship, and never with Diana.

Then Victoria came first, her foot pressing hard against my face, grinding her sole against my mouth as she shuddered. Her moans filled the room, her toes curling tight in my mouth, her other foot kicking involuntarily. “Alexis! Oh god, Alexis!”

Moments later, Diana followed—triggered by watching her rival cum, or by my tongue switching to give her full attention—her athletic toes flexing in my mouth through her climax, her back arching, a scream tearing from her throat that she couldn’t suppress.

I kept licking through both orgasms, the drug not allowing me to stop. My tongue traced Victoria’s sole through her aftershocks, then Diana’s, then back again. Exhausted but still working, still worshipping, still desperate for more despite having brought them both to release.

“Enough.” Victoria finally pulled her foot back. Diana did the same.

I collapsed on the floor, panting, my face wet with saliva, my mind still foggy but starting to clear.

“The drug is fading,” Jenna observed. “She’ll be coherent again in a few minutes.”

Victoria and Diana stood, looking at each other with something approaching mutual respect.

“That was…” Diana started.

“Unexpected,” Victoria finished.

They’d both experienced something profound—their sissy, reduced to pure need, worshipping them equally. Neither could claim she’d been chosen over the other.

“The half-pill,” Diana said, gesturing to the coffee table. “It’s still there. We still haven’t decided.”

Victoria nodded. “But now we know Alexis can’t choose between us while drugged. Her addiction is too strong. She wants us both equally.”

“So we let her choose while sober,” Diana suggested.

Both women turned to look at me as my mind finally cleared.

I sat up slowly, my tongue aching, my face sticky. The drug’s fog was lifting, replaced by crystalline clarity.

“Alexis,” Victoria said. “The half-pill is still there. One of us has to take it. You have to choose.”

I looked at the half-pill on the coffee table.

Then I looked at both women—my Mistress and her rival, both watching me with intense, desperate eyes.

“You had us completely,” Diana said. “While we were distracted by your worship. You could have grabbed the pill and forced it on either of us.”

“But you didn’t,” Victoria added. “Why?”

“Because that’s not the victory I want,” I said, my voice hoarse from worship. “I don’t want slaves. I don’t want to force anyone.”

I reached for the half-pill and held it up.

“This is the real choice. Not who I worship. Not who controls me. But who gets enslaved permanently.”

Both women stared at the pill in my palm.

“Give it to Diana,” Victoria said. “End this. Make her mine forever.”

“Give it to Victoria,” Diana countered. “She deserves to know what submission really feels like. Permanently.”

“Or destroy it,” Sophie suggested from the doorway. “Walk away from both of them. Come with me. Be free.”

Three options.

Three paths.

One choice.

Victoria stepped closer. “I love you, Alexis. I’ve always loved you. Choose me.”

Diana stepped closer from the other side. “I can give you pleasure Victoria never will. Choose me.”

Sophie held out her hand. “Neither of them will ever see you as an equal. Choose yourself.”

The half-pill sat in my palm.

Both Mistresses were within arm’s reach.

Both were watching me with desperate, pleading eyes.

Victoria’s feet—the feet I’d worshipped for nearly a year, still glistening with my saliva.

Diana’s feet—the feet that had tempted me with forbidden pleasure, equally wet from my tongue.

Sophie’s hand—the promise of something different. Something equal.

My heart pounded.

My mind raced.

And I knew, with sudden clarity, exactly what I had to do.

I raised the pill.

Both Victoria and Diana tensed, ready to either receive or fight.

And I—



[CHOOSE YOUR ENDING]

Alexis holds the pill. Both Mistresses wait. Three futures are possible—but only ONE is yours to read.

Pick the path that calls to you, then skip to that chapter:



If Alexis gives the pill to Diana—choosing love and devotion to Victoria forever: → Read Chapter 20A: Victoria’s Triumph, then Chapter 21A (Epilogue) Diana becomes their shared slave. Alexis remains Victoria’s beloved sissy. Victory through loyalty.



If Alexis gives the pill to Victoria—choosing pleasure over denial, power over love: → Read Chapter 20B: Diana’s Conquest, then Chapter 21B (Epilogue) Victoria falls. Both sissies serve Diana now. Alexis chose the Mistress who kept her promises.



If Alexis refuses to enslave either woman—choosing Sophie and freedom instead: → Read Chapter 20C: Freedom’s Choice, then Chapter 21C (Epilogue) No more Mistresses. No more ownership. Two sissies build an equal life together.



IMPORTANT: Chapters 20A, 20B, and 20C are alternative endings—not sequential. Read only ONE path (20 + 21 of the same letter). Each is a complete, satisfying conclusion to Alexis’s story.


Chapter 20A: Victoria’s Triumph

[VICTORIA’S PATH - ALEXIS CHOOSES VICTORIA]

The pill sat heavy in my palm as I looked between the two women who had defined my existence for months.

Victoria, my Mistress, my love, the owner of my devotion—watching me with those amber eyes that had commanded me since the beginning.

Diana, my tormentor, my tempter, the woman who had violated us both—kneeling in drugged compliance, waiting for judgment.

The choice was clear. Had always been clear.

“I love you, Mistress,” I said to Victoria. “Your feet own me forever.”

Then I turned to Diana and forced the pill into her mouth.

Diana’s eyes went wide with panic. She tried to spit it out, but I clamped her jaw shut and held it there while she swallowed involuntarily.

“No,” Diana whimpered. “No, please, I’ll leave, I’ll—”

“Too late,” Victoria said, her voice cold with satisfaction.

The effects were immediate and dramatic. Diana’s eyes glazed over, the fight draining from her body. Her shoulders slumped. Her hands fell to her sides.

“Yes…” Diana breathed, the word coming out soft and wondering. “Yes, Mistress Victoria.”

Defeated. Mind surrendering. Permanently altered.

“Good choice, sissy,” Victoria said to me, her hand finding my hair. “Very good choice.”

I watched Diana kneel there, transformed, and felt a complicated mix of triumph and unease. This was justice, wasn’t it? After everything she’d done?

“Diana,” Victoria commanded. “Crawl to me.”

Diana crawled, her athletic body moving with sudden grace, all aggression replaced by submission. She stopped at Victoria’s feet and looked up with adoring eyes.

“Lick them,” Victoria ordered. “Show me what you are now.”

Diana bent and pressed her tongue to Victoria’s sole. The woman who had tortured us, who had forced Victoria to worship her feet in that terrible room, was now worshipping Victoria’s feet with genuine devotion. Her tongue dragged up the arch slowly, reverently, gathering the taste of her new Mistress.

“This is your place now,” Victoria said, her voice dripping satisfaction. “Beneath me. Always. Licking the feet of the woman you thought you could break.”

Diana licked obediently, her tongue tracing Victoria’s arch with the same skill she’d once used to dominate others—now turned to pure submission. She sucked Victoria’s toes one by one, her cheeks hollowing with suction, her eyes closed in devoted pleasure. Her technique was perfect—she knew exactly how to worship because she’d trained others to worship her the same way.

Victoria came from the worship within minutes—her pussy clenching visibly, her toes curling hard against Diana’s lips, her moan filling the room. Diana kept licking through the orgasm, her tongue never stopping, her devotion absolute.

“Good girl,” Victoria murmured, and Diana shuddered with pleasure at the praise, a soft whimper escaping her throat.

I watched, my cage straining, my heart pounding. This was what I’d wanted—Diana defeated, Victoria triumphant, our enemy brought low.

“Alexis,” Victoria said, extending her other foot to me. “Join us. Show Diana how proper worship is done.”

I knelt beside my former enemy and pressed my lips to Victoria’s left foot while Diana continued worshipping the right. Our tongues met between Victoria’s toes, two submissives serving their shared Mistress.

“My two foot slaves,” Victoria said, her voice thick with pleasure. “Competing for my attention. Fighting for my favor. This is perfect.”

We worshipped together for over an hour. Victoria came four more times from our dual devotion. By the end, my jaw ached and Diana was trembling with exhausted submission.

“Enough,” Victoria finally said. “Both of you, kneel.”

We knelt side by side, awaiting her judgment.

“Diana, you will live with us from now on. You’ll serve as my secondary slave—beneath Alexis in the hierarchy, but above everyone else. You’ll worship my feet daily, maintain the household, and accept whatever punishments I deem appropriate.”

“Yes, Mistress Victoria,” Diana said, her voice dreamy with compliance.

“Alexis, you remain my primary sissy. My beloved. My chosen. Diana’s presence doesn’t diminish your position—it enhances it. You’ll have authority over her when I’m not present.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” I whispered.

“Now.” Victoria stood. “Let’s get cleaned up. We have a new dynamic to establish and a household to organize. Diana, draw a bath for me. Alexis, prepare the bedroom. We have a long night ahead.”

We both moved to obey—Diana with the eager compliance of her altered mind, me with the devoted obedience I’d chosen freely.

This was our new reality.

Victoria had won completely.

Diana was broken.

And I was exactly where I belonged.



The next weeks established our new normal.

Diana moved into Victoria’s apartment, sleeping on a mat at the foot of Victoria’s bed—literally beneath us in the hierarchy. She served without complaint, her former aggression completely erased by the permanent compound.

“Remarkable,” Claire said during Diana’s first medical checkup. “The pill worked exactly as designed. She’s genuinely, permanently submissive now. No resistance, no hidden resentment. Just pure devotion.”

“Is she happy?” I asked, watching Diana kneel patiently in the corner.

“Happier than she’s ever been, according to her brain chemistry. The compound doesn’t just force submission—it rewires the reward system. She experiences genuine pleasure from serving.”

That eased some of my guilt. Diana wasn’t suffering in her new role. She was, in her own altered way, content.

Our daily routine settled into comfortable patterns:

Morning: Diana would wake first and prepare Victoria’s feet for worship—cleaning them, moisturizing them, ensuring they were perfect. Then I would worship while Diana knelt nearby, waiting her turn.

Day: Victoria taught at the university while Diana maintained the apartment and I attended classes. We’d meet for lunch sometimes, three women who looked like friends but were actually Mistress and her two slaves.

Evening: Combined worship sessions. Victoria would have both of us licking her feet simultaneously, playing us against each other for her amusement. I always got more time, more attention, more affection—my position as primary never in doubt.

Night: Victoria and I would sleep together in her bed while Diana curled on her mat below. Sometimes Victoria would extend a foot down for Diana to kiss goodnight. Sometimes she wouldn’t.

“You’re handling this well,” Victoria observed one evening, while I worshipped her feet and Diana massaged her shoulders. “I was worried you’d resent sharing.”

“I’m not sharing you,” I said between licks. “I’m benefiting from having help. Diana does the things I don’t want to do—the cleaning, the errands, the boring service. That leaves me free for the worship I love.”

“Practical.” Victoria smiled. “And Diana? Are you happy in your position?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Diana said immediately. “I live to serve you. Both of you.”

“Even though Alexis outranks you? Even though you used to dominate her?”

“That Diana is gone. I’m your slave now. Alexis is my superior because you say she is. That makes her worthy of my respect.”

It was strange, hearing Diana speak about herself in third person. The woman who had kidnapped and tortured us now willingly subordinated herself to our household hierarchy.

Justice or cruelty? I still wasn’t sure.

But it worked. Our household functioned smoothly. Victoria was happier than I’d ever seen her—two devoted slaves attending her every need. And I had what I’d always wanted: Victoria’s feet to worship, Victoria’s love to cherish, and an enemy utterly defeated.

Three months after Diana’s transformation, Victoria proposed.

Not a formal collaring ceremony—something more traditional. A ring. A question. A commitment.

“Marry me,” she said, on her knees for once, holding a diamond ring. “Not as Mistress and sissy. As partners. As wives.”

I stared at the ring, my heart racing.

“Yes,” I whispered. “Yes, of course, yes.”

Diana watched from her corner, tears streaming down her face—tears of joy for us, not jealousy. The compound had even altered that.

We were married three months later. A small ceremony—just close friends and the university community. Diana served as my maid of honor, a role that amused everyone who knew our history.

“I do,” I said, sliding the ring onto Victoria’s finger.

“I do,” Victoria replied, completing the ceremony.

We kissed while our guests applauded.

And later that night, both Diana and I worshipped Victoria’s feet together—two wives in spirit if not law, devoted to the same goddess, united in submission.

“This is everything I wanted,” Victoria whispered in the darkness. “My crush became my sissy. My rival became my slave. Both of you worship my feet forever.”

“And we always will, Mistress,” I promised.

Diana echoed: “Always, Mistress Victoria. Thank you for owning us.”

The war was over.

Victoria had won.

And we were all exactly where we belonged.

[CONTINUED IN CHAPTER 21A: EPILOGUE]


Chapter 20B: Diana’s Victory

The pill sat heavy in my palm. Both Mistresses lay tangled on Victoria’s apartment floor, exhausted from their battle, neither able to break free from the other’s grip. Their feet—eight perfect toes on each side—were inches from my face, and my pill-addled mind swam with desperate need.

“Choose me, Alexis!” Victoria’s voice cracked with desperation. “I love you! I’ve always loved you! She tortured me—she made you betray me!”

“Choose me, sissy!” Diana’s dark eyes blazed. “I gave you pleasure when she only gave denial. I kept my promises. I’d worship YOUR feet if you chose me!”

That last phrase cut through the pharmaceutical fog. Diana would worship my feet? Victoria had never once offered that. In all our time together, the dynamic had only ever flowed one direction—my tongue on her soles, never the reverse.

I looked at the pill. Looked at Victoria—my first love, my Mistress, the woman whose feet had become my religion. Then at Diana—aggressive, cruel, but honest about what she offered.

“Victoria,” I whispered, crawling closer. My flat cage pressed painfully against the floor. “I loved you. I still love you.”

Hope flickered in her amber eyes. “Then choose me. Give her the pill. We can be together forever—”

“But you never gave me anything back.” The words surprised me as they left my mouth. “Months of denial. Endless worship. I gave you everything, and you just… took.”

“That’s what Mistresses do—”

“Diana offered pleasure. Diana kept her promises.” I turned toward the dark-haired woman. “You gave me sissygasms when she wouldn’t. You showed me I could feel good in this body.”

Diana’s cruel smile spread across her face. “Smart sissy. You’re making the right choice.”

“Alexis, NO!” Victoria screamed, struggling against Diana’s grip. “She kidnapped me! She made you cum on my face! She’s a monster!”

“And you made me worship your feet for hours while you planned revenge,” I said quietly. “You used me as furniture. You never once asked what I wanted.”

I looked at the pill one final time. Then I made my choice.

“I’m sorry, Victoria.”

I lunged forward, forcing the pill between Victoria’s lips before she could close her mouth. Her eyes went wide with shock as I clamped my hand over her jaw, forcing her to swallow.

“NO! No, no, no—” Victoria’s protests became muffled, then stopped entirely as the pill dissolved on her tongue.

Diana laughed—that mocking, triumphant laugh I’d heard so many times. “Good girl, Alexis. Very good girl.”

Victoria’s body went rigid. Then something shifted behind her amber eyes. The defiance, the dominance, the commanding presence that had owned me for months—it all began to dissolve like morning mist.

“I… I feel…” Victoria’s voice trembled. “What’s happening to me?”

“The pill is working,” Diana purred, finally releasing her grip on Victoria. She didn’t need to hold her anymore. “You’re feeling what your precious sissy has felt all along. The need to submit. The desperate desire to serve.”

Victoria’s eyes glazed over. Her breathing became shallow, rapid. “Yes… Mistress Diana…”

The words sent a shock through my system. Victoria—MY Mistress Victoria—had just called Diana “Mistress.”

Diana rose gracefully to her feet, looking down at both of us. Her black hair was disheveled from the fight, her clothes torn, but she radiated absolute triumph.

“On your knees, fuckbunny,” she commanded Victoria.

And Victoria obeyed.

My former Mistress—the woman who had transformed me, owned me, controlled every aspect of my existence—sank to her knees beside me. Her amber eyes were unfocused, filled with the same desperate need I saw in my own reflection every day.

“Now,” Diana said, turning to me with a wicked grin. “I promised you something, didn’t I, Alexis? I said I’d worship your feet if you chose me.”

“You don’t have to—”

“I keep my promises. But first…” Diana’s eyes glittered. “Let’s see how the mighty Victoria likes being on the other end.”

She grabbed Victoria’s hair, forcing her head down toward my feet. I was still wearing the strappy heels Victoria had given me months ago—the ones I’d worn during so many worship sessions.

“Take them off her,” Diana commanded Victoria. “With your teeth.”

Victoria’s trembling fingers reached for the buckles, but Diana slapped her hand away. “I said with your TEETH, fuckbunny. Sissies use their mouths. That’s what you are now—my sissy’s sissy.”

A whimper escaped Victoria’s throat. But she leaned forward, her perfect lips wrapping around the ankle strap of my heel. I watched in disbelief as my former Mistress—the woman whose feet I had worshipped hundreds of times—carefully unbuckled my shoe with her mouth.

The heel fell away. Victoria stared at my bare foot like she’d never seen one before.

“Kiss it,” Diana ordered.

Victoria’s lips pressed against my arch—soft, reverent, trembling. The sensation sent electricity through my entire body, radiating from my sole up through my legs and straight to my caged clitty.

“Lick it.”

Victoria’s tongue—the tongue that had issued commands for months, that had mocked my desperation, that had never once touched my skin in service—dragged across my sole. A long, wet stroke from heel to toe. I gasped, my flat cage straining uselessly against my pelvis, my body desperate to respond to sensation it couldn’t express.

“How does it feel, Alexis?” Diana asked, watching with evident satisfaction. “Having Victoria worship YOUR feet?”

“It feels…” I couldn’t find words. This was impossible. This was everything I’d never dared to imagine. My former Mistress’s tongue on my foot, her lips kissing my arch, her breath hot against my skin.

“It feels like power,” Diana finished for me. “That’s what I’m giving you. Not just pleasure—power. Something Victoria never offered.”

Victoria was fully committed now, her tongue working between my toes with surprising skill—probing the sensitive webbing, licking each space clean, then moving to suck my toes one by one. Her amber eyes looked up at me with the same desperate devotion I’d shown her so many times. The reversal was intoxicating.

“She’s a natural,” Diana laughed. “All that time dominating others, and she was hiding this inside. Every dominant has a switch buried somewhere. I just helped her find it.”

I came.

Not from my useless caged clitty—that was impossible with the flat cage. But a sissygasm ripped through me as Victoria sucked my big toe deep into her mouth, her tongue swirling around the pad, her cheeks hollowing with suction. The pleasure originated from somewhere deep in my core—not genital, but whole-body. My back arched off the floor, my vision went white, and I cried out in shocked pleasure as wave after wave crashed through me.

“Good girl,” Diana praised me. “But we’re not done. Victoria still needs to learn her place.”

She pulled Victoria away from my feet by her hair. Victoria whimpered at the loss, actually reaching back toward my soles.

“Please,” Victoria begged. “Please let me worship more…”

“Soon, fuckbunny. But first, you both need to worship ME.”

Diana settled onto Victoria’s couch—claiming it as her throne. She kicked off her boots and extended her bare feet toward us. Size 8, athletic but well-maintained, the feet I had worshipped during my moments of weakness with her.

“Both of you. Now.”

I knew my place. I crawled forward immediately, positioning myself at Diana’s left foot. But Victoria hesitated, some remnant of her former self resisting.

Diana’s eyes narrowed. “Victoria. I won’t ask twice.”

The resistance crumbled. Victoria crawled to Diana’s right foot, her amber eyes filled with confused arousal.

“Together,” Diana commanded. “Worship together. Show me how devoted my new slaves are.”

My tongue found Diana’s sole at the same moment Victoria’s did. We worked in tandem—two slaves serving our new Mistress. I glanced sideways at Victoria, at her expression of desperate need, and felt a strange mixture of sympathy and satisfaction.

This was what I had looked like. This was what she had enjoyed watching. Now she understood.

“Good girls,” Diana moaned, her toes curling with pleasure. “My two perfect foot slaves. The sissy I conquered and the Mistress I broke.”

Victoria and I both sucked Diana’s toes simultaneously. Our tongues touched briefly around her big toe, and Victoria’s eyes met mine with something like recognition—we were equals now, both beneath Diana’s feet.

Diana came with a triumphant cry, her juices dripping onto the couch cushion. But she didn’t release us.

“Keep worshipping. You’ll worship until I tell you to stop. That’s your life now—both of you.”

We worshipped for three hours.

My tongue went numb. My jaw ached. But beside me, Victoria suffered the same fate, learning what I had experienced countless times under her command.

When Diana finally pulled her feet away, we both collapsed on the floor, exhausted.

“Good girls,” Diana said, standing over us. “Now let’s discuss your new living arrangements.”

She explained it simply: we would both move into her apartment. Both caged—me in my flat black cage, Victoria in a new pink CB-6000 that Diana had apparently already purchased. Both feminized. Both devoted to her feet.

“You chose well, Alexis,” Diana said, stroking my hair. “You’ll be my primary sissy—you earned that by making the right choice. Victoria will be secondary. She’ll learn submission from you.”

Victoria lay curled on the floor, her amber eyes still glazed with pill-induced devotion. The proud woman who had owned me was gone. In her place was another slave.

“What about my things?” Victoria asked meekly. “My apartment? My classes?”

“You’ll handle them,” Diana said dismissively. “Or not. I don’t really care. Your life serves me now. Everything else is secondary.”

I should have felt guilty. Part of me did—Victoria had loved me, in her way. She had transformed me, cared for me, made me who I was.

But another part of me felt vindicated. All those months of denial, of desperate worship while she withheld pleasure, of being treated as furniture during her planning sessions—now she would understand. Now she would experience what she had inflicted.

“Thank you, Mistress Diana,” I said, the words feeling natural in my mouth.

“Thank you, Mistress Diana,” Victoria echoed, her voice barely a whisper.

Diana smiled down at us—her two slaves, her conquered prizes.

“This is just the beginning,” she promised. “Tomorrow, we start your real training. Both of you. Together.”

She left us on the floor, heading to Victoria’s bedroom—claiming it as her own.

In the darkness, Victoria reached out and touched my hand.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered. “For everything. I understand now. I understand what I put you through.”

“I know,” I whispered back. “I’m sorry too. But this is our life now.”

“At Diana’s feet.”

“At Diana’s feet.”

We held hands in the darkness, two slaves bound by shared servitude, waiting for our Mistress to summon us.

I had made my choice.

And surprisingly, I didn’t regret it.

Diana had offered pleasure when Victoria offered only denial. Diana had kept her promises. Diana had shown me a world where I had some power, some value beyond being a worship machine.

Yes, I was still a slave. Still caged. Still devoted to feet.

But I wasn’t alone anymore. Victoria was beside me, learning what I had learned, suffering what I had suffered.

And somehow, that made it bearable.

Even beautiful.

“Alexis?” Victoria’s voice was barely audible.

“Yes?”

“Your feet… they taste different than I expected. Good different.”

I almost laughed. “Wait until morning. Diana will probably make you worship them again.”

“I hope so,” Victoria admitted. “I actually… I want to.”

The mighty had fallen. And in falling, she had become my sister in servitude.

Tomorrow would bring new challenges, new worship, new submission.

But tonight, we rested.

Two slaves beneath Diana’s roof.

Two worshippers awaiting her feet.

Two hearts learning what it meant to truly surrender.

[CONTINUED IN CHAPTER 21B]


Chapter 20C: Freedom’s Choice

The pill sat heavy in my palm. Both Mistresses lay tangled on Victoria’s apartment floor, exhausted from their battle, neither able to break free from the other’s grip. Their feet—eight perfect toes on each side—were inches from my face, and my pill-addled mind swam with desperate need.

“Choose me, Alexis!” Victoria’s voice cracked with desperation. “I love you! I’ve always loved you! She tortured me—she made you betray me!”

“Choose me, sissy!” Diana’s dark eyes blazed. “I gave you pleasure when she only gave denial. I kept my promises. Choose me and I’ll worship YOUR feet!”

I looked at the pill. Looked at Victoria—my first love, my Mistress, the woman whose feet had become my religion. Then at Diana—aggressive, cruel, but honest about what she offered.

And then I looked at Sophie.

She stood in the doorway, watching the chaos with wide eyes. She’d followed me here, worried about what might happen. My best friend. My fellow sissy. The one person in all of this who had never tried to own me.

“Alexis,” Victoria begged. “Please. Choose me. We can be together forever—”

“Choose ME,” Diana snarled. “I’ll give you everything she denied—”

“No.”

The word fell from my lips like a stone into still water. Both Mistresses froze.

“What?” Victoria’s voice was barely a whisper.

“No.” I stood up, still holding the pill. “I won’t choose. I won’t give this to either of you.”

“Alexis, what are you—”

“You both USED me!” The words erupted from somewhere deep inside, bypassing the pill’s fog. “Victoria, you made me worship your feet for hours while you planned revenge. You treated me like furniture. You denied me for MONTHS while you got everything you wanted.”

“I loved you—”

“And Diana!” I turned to her. “You kidnapped Victoria. You tortured her. You made me cum on her FACE. You used me as a weapon against the woman I loved!”

“I gave you pleasure—”

“You gave me pleasure to STEAL me! Not because you cared about me—because you wanted to win!” I looked between them, these two women who had fought over me like a trophy. “Neither of you ever asked what I wanted. Neither of you saw me as a person. I was just… a prize. A foot slave to be won.”

Victoria’s face crumpled. “That’s not true. I love you, Alexis. I’ve always—”

“Maybe you do. Maybe you both do, in your own ways. But your love comes with chains. Literal chains.” I gestured at my flat cage. “I’ve been locked up for months. Denied. Controlled. Transformed into what YOU wanted me to be. And I let it happen because I thought that was love.”

“It IS love,” Diana insisted. “Submission is—”

“Submission should be a CHOICE. Not a trap. Not something forced on me before I knew who I was.” I took a step back from both of them. “I was eighteen when this started. I didn’t know anything about myself. And instead of letting me figure it out, you both just… shaped me. Molded me. Made me into your perfect foot slave.”

Sophie stepped forward from the doorway. “Alexis?”

I turned to her—my friend, my fellow sissy, the one who had offered me something different.

“Sophie.” I held out my hand. “Come with me.”

“What?”

“Your offer. From before. Sissy girlfriends. Equal partnership. Controlling each other’s cages instead of being controlled.” I felt tears streaming down my face. “I should have said yes then. I’m saying yes now.”

Sophie’s eyes widened. She looked at Victoria, at Diana, at the chaos of the battle-torn apartment. Then back at me.

“Are you sure?”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”

Sophie crossed the room and took my hand. Her fingers were warm, familiar, safe.

“ALEXIS!” Victoria screamed, struggling against Diana’s grip. “You can’t just LEAVE! After everything we’ve been through—”

“You can’t do this!” Diana snarled. “I WON! I defeated her! You’re MINE now—”

“I’m not anyone’s.” I looked at the pill in my other hand—the pill that would have enslaved one of them forever. Then I threw it across the room, where it shattered against the wall. “And neither is she.”

“NO!” Both Mistresses screamed simultaneously, watching their prize—their weapon—destroyed.

“Goodbye, Victoria. Goodbye, Diana.” I squeezed Sophie’s hand. “I hope you find whatever it is you’re looking for. But it’s not going to be me.”

We walked out of the apartment together.

Behind us, both Mistresses were screaming—at each other, at us, at the universe that had denied them their victory. But we didn’t look back.

Down the stairs. Out the front door. Into the evening air.

We kept walking until we couldn’t hear them anymore. Then we stopped in a small park, both of us shaking.

“Holy shit,” Sophie breathed. “You actually did it.”

“We did it.” I turned to face her. “Sophie, I meant what I said. I want to try this. Equal partnership. No Mistresses, no slaves. Just… us.”

“I want that too.” Sophie reached into her pocket and pulled out a small key—her cage key, which she’d been allowed to keep. “But if we’re doing this… we should do it right.”

I pulled my own key from my bra—the one Victoria had given me months ago. “Exchange?”

“Exchange.”

We swapped keys, right there in the park. Sophie held mine, I held hers. Equal control. Equal power. Equal partnership.

“We should find somewhere to stay tonight,” I said. “I can’t go back to the dorms—Victoria might look for me there.”

“I have some money saved. We could get a motel room. Figure out our next steps.”

We found a cheap motel on the edge of town. It wasn’t much—a single bed, a tiny bathroom, peeling wallpaper—but it was ours. Our first space together.

Sophie sat on the bed, looking at me with something like wonder. “I can’t believe you chose me.”

“I didn’t choose you over them.” I sat beside her. “I chose FREEDOM. You just happened to be offering it.”

“But you could have walked out alone. You could have chosen complete independence.”

“I could have. But…” I took her hand again. “I don’t want to be alone, Sophie. I just don’t want to be owned. There’s a difference.”

“So what now?”

I looked at the key in my hand—Sophie’s cage key. She looked at mine. We both knew the significance of what we held.

“We keep these,” I said slowly. “We don’t unlock ourselves tonight. We stay caged—but we control each other. Equal partnership. Neither of us can release ourselves, but we decide TOGETHER when we release each other.”

Sophie’s breath caught. “You want to stay caged?”

“I want us to choose WHEN we’re released. Not have someone else decide. Not be unlocked because a Mistress allows it.” I held up her key. “I hold your freedom. You hold mine. When we both agree it’s time—when we’ve earned it in each other’s eyes—we unlock together.”

Sophie’s eyes glistened. “That’s… that’s actually beautiful. Control without ownership.”

“Exactly. We’re still sissies. We still wear cages. We still submit—but we submit to each other. As equals.”

She looked at the key in her hand—my key. Then at me. “How long do we wait?”

“Until it feels right. Could be tomorrow. Could be a week. Could be when we’ve built something together worth celebrating.” I placed her key carefully in my pocket. “But when it happens, it’ll be our choice. Not anyone else’s.”

Sophie tucked my key into her bra, close to her heart. “Partners?”

“Partners.”

Sophie reached into her bag and pulled out something I hadn’t expected—a double-ended dildo, pink silicone, curved perfectly for two bodies.

“I brought this,” she said shyly. “In case… in case you said yes. I thought maybe we could…”

“Where did you get that?”

“Stole it from the university supply closet.” She grinned. “One last act of rebellion against the system.”

I laughed—genuinely laughed, something I hadn’t done in weeks. “Sophie, you’re perfect.”

We undressed each other slowly, reverently. Our cages stayed on—we’d agreed to that—but everything else came off. Two feminized bodies, C-cup breasts pressing together, flat cages clicking gently against each other.

“Who goes first?” Sophie asked.

“You choose. Equal partnership, remember? But someone has to decide.”

Sophie considered. “You first. You’ve been denied longer than me.”

She positioned the dildo, one end sliding into her with a soft gasp. The other end pointed toward me, waiting.

“Come here,” she whispered.

I lowered myself onto my end of the dildo, feeling it fill me as Sophie’s had filled her. We were connected now—literally, intimately, the pink silicone bridging our bodies.

“Move with me,” Sophie said.

We found a rhythm together, rocking against each other, the dildo sliding between us. Our breasts pressed together, our lips met, our cages clinked softly with each movement. It was gentle, tender—nothing like the rough domination we’d experienced with our Mistresses.

“This is what I wanted,” Sophie gasped. “This. Equal. Together.”

The pleasure built slowly, differently than I was used to. No one was controlling me. No one was denying me. Sophie and I moved together, gave to each other, received from each other.

“I’m close,” Sophie whispered.

“Me too.”

We came together—not the ruined orgasms or the sissygasms forced by Mistresses, but real orgasms born from mutual pleasure. Sophie cried out, I moaned into her mouth, and we shuddered against each other as waves of release washed through us.

Afterward, we lay tangled together, the dildo still connecting us, both breathing hard.

“That was…” Sophie started.

“Real,” I finished. “That felt real.”

“Not performed for someone else. Not earned through denial. Just… us.”

“Just us.”

We separated gently, setting the dildo aside. Sophie pulled me close, and I nestled against her, our cages pressing together—still locked, still denied in one sense, but we’d chosen this. We held each other’s keys. We decided when release came.

We lay down together on the narrow bed, both still caged but satisfied in a way denial had never allowed. The flat metal pressed against my pelvis as it had for months, but now it felt different. Not a prison, but a bond we’d chosen.

We kissed softly, lazily, our bodies warm and loose from the release we’d shared. The intimacy was there—pure connection without the pressure of performance, without the desperation of denial.

“This is what freedom feels like,” Sophie whispered against my lips. “Choosing the cage. Choosing the denial. Choosing each other.”

“When we finally unlock,” I promised, “it’ll mean something. It won’t be a Mistress’s whim. It’ll be because we’ve earned it together.”

“I can wait,” Sophie said. “For the first time… I actually WANT to wait.”

We held each other through the night, both caged, both denied, but completely free in the ways that mattered.

Not from submission. From ownership.

From being someone else’s property instead of our own.

“I love you,” Sophie whispered into my hair.

“I love you too.” And I meant it. Not the desperate, worshipful love I’d felt for Victoria. Not the confused attraction Diana had cultivated. Something cleaner. Purer. Two people choosing each other as equals.

“What happens tomorrow?” Sophie asked.

“We figure it out together. Find an apartment. Get jobs. Build a life.” I kissed her forehead. “And we keep each other’s keys. So neither of us is ever completely controlled again.”

“But we can still play? Sometimes? I mean… I still like the cage sometimes. I still like feet.”

“We can play whenever we both want to. That’s the point—it’s a choice now. Not an obligation.”

Sophie smiled—the first genuinely happy smile I’d seen from her since her experimental treatment.

We fell asleep tangled together, still caged but finally free.

Tomorrow would bring challenges. We’d need to figure out money, living situations, how to exist outside the structures that had defined us. Victoria and Diana might come looking for us. The university might have questions.

But tonight, none of that mattered.

Tonight, we were free.

Two sissies who had chosen each other over Mistresses.

Two hearts that had found partnership instead of ownership.

Two souls that had walked away from power games and into something real.

Freedom tasted sweet.

And tomorrow, we’d start building the life we’d chosen.

Together.

[CONTINUED IN CHAPTER 21C]


Chapter 21A: Victoria’s Epilogue

[VICTORIA’S PATH - EPILOGUE: SIX MONTHS LATER]

I woke to the familiar sensation of Victoria’s foot pressing against my face. But now there was a second body beside me—Diana, curled on Victoria’s other side, her own face pressed against Victoria’s left foot.

Six months since the battle. Six months since I’d chosen Victoria. Six months of this new life—two foot slaves serving one Mistress.

“Good morning, my sissies,” Victoria murmured, stretching luxuriously between us. Her toes wiggled against our lips.

“Good morning, Mistress,” Diana and I said in unison, our voices blending together in the morning quiet.

“Time for your morning worship. Together.”

This was our ritual now. Every morning began the same way—Diana and I kneeling at Victoria’s feet, our tongues working in tandem to pleasure our Mistress. Victoria’s right foot was mine, her left belonged to Diana. We had our territories, our techniques, our competition.

I glanced sideways at Diana. Her dark eyes met mine briefly before returning to Victoria’s sole. The pill had changed her completely—the aggressive rival who had kidnapped and tortured Victoria was gone. In her place was a devoted slave, hungry for approval, desperate for the feet she had once tried to steal.

“Good girls,” Victoria moaned as our tongues found her arches simultaneously. “My two perfect foot slaves.”

Diana’s technique had improved dramatically over six months. She’d learned from watching me, from Victoria’s corrections, from the desperate need to please that the pill had awakened in her. Her tongue traced patterns I recognized—she was mimicking my style.

“Alexis,” Victoria said, “show Diana how to worship between my toes.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I shifted position, demonstrating with exaggerated slowness how to slide my tongue between each toe, how to suck gently without using teeth, how to maintain eye contact while serving. Diana watched intently, her dark brown eyes—now softer, more submissive than the predatory gaze I remembered—fixed on my mouth.

“Now you try, Diana.”

Diana copied my technique, her movements careful and precise. Victoria’s toes curled with pleasure.

“Better. But you’re still not as good as Alexis. You’ll need more practice.”

Diana’s face fell slightly at the criticism. I felt a flash of satisfaction—petty, perhaps, but Victoria had established a clear hierarchy from the beginning. I was primary sissy, earned through loyalty and choice. Diana was secondary, a conquered rival learning her place.

“Don’t pout,” Victoria chided Diana. “Alexis has been worshipping for over a year. You’ve only had six months. Keep practicing, and you’ll improve.” She turned to me. “Alexis, make Diana practice on your feet after we’re done here.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

This was part of my role now—training Diana, correcting her technique, maintaining the hierarchy. Victoria had given me authority over her former rival, and I used it carefully. Diana worshipped my feet every day, learning proper technique, earning the right to eventually match my skill.

We worshipped Victoria’s feet for an hour—my tongue tracing her right arch while Diana’s worked her left, our techniques complementary, our devotion absolute. Victoria came three times, each orgasm building on the last. The first was soft, almost gentle—her toes curling as we worked in tandem. The second was harder, her hips lifting off the bed as both our tongues found her arches simultaneously. The third was explosive—her whole body arching, her feet pressing hard against our faces as she screamed her release, her juices soaking through her panties beneath the sheets.

Finally, she pulled away.

“Enough. Time to start the day.” Victoria rose from the bed, stretching her perfect body. “Diana, you’re on breakfast duty. Alexis, help me dress.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we chorused again.

I followed Victoria to her closet—the walk-in that had been expanded when Diana moved in, now holding clothes for three feminized bodies. I selected Victoria’s outfit for the day: a professional blouse and pencil skirt for her morning classes, heels that would make her towers above both her slaves.

“How is Diana’s training progressing?” Victoria asked as I buttoned her blouse.

“She’s improving, Mistress. Her tongue technique is almost acceptable now. She still hesitates sometimes—I think part of her old self is fighting the submission.”

“That’s expected. The pill doesn’t erase personality completely—it just… redirects priorities.” Victoria smiled. “She’ll fully break eventually. They always do.”

“Should I be harder on her?”

“No. Be firm but fair. I want her devoted, not broken beyond usefulness.” Victoria cupped my chin. “You’re doing well, Alexis. Managing Diana, maintaining the household, serving me perfectly. I’m proud of you.”

Warmth flooded through me at the praise. “Thank you, Mistress.”

We joined Diana in the kitchen, where she had prepared breakfast—eggs, toast, fresh fruit. She knelt beside the table as Victoria and I sat, waiting for permission to eat.

“You may sit, Diana,” Victoria said after a moment.

Diana rose gratefully and took her place at the table—the smaller chair, lower than ours, a constant reminder of her position. She ate quickly, efficiently, always watching Victoria for cues.

“I have a surprise for both of you tonight,” Victoria announced. “A celebration of our six-month anniversary.”

“Anniversary, Mistress?” Diana asked hesitantly.

“Six months since I won. Six months since Alexis chose correctly. Six months since you became mine.” Victoria’s smile was predatory. “We’re going to have a special worship session. Both of you. All night.”

My cage twitched at the promise. Beside me, Diana’s breath quickened.

After breakfast, Victoria left for campus. Diana and I cleaned the apartment together—another part of our routine. We worked in comfortable silence, two slaves maintaining our Mistress’s home.

“Alexis?” Diana’s voice was soft.

“Yes?”

“Do you think she’ll ever let me be equal to you?”

I considered the question. “I don’t know. Do you want to be?”

“I… I think so. Being secondary is hard. I was always in charge before. Being beneath you is…” Diana trailed off.

“Humiliating?”

“Yes. But also…” She flushed. “Arousing. I don’t understand it.”

“That’s the pill. It rewired your priorities. Submission feels good now because your brain associates it with pleasure.”

“Is that what happened to you? Before, I mean. Without the pill?”

“Something like that. I chose submission. You had it chosen for you.” I paused. “Does that bother you?”

Diana was quiet for a long moment. “It did, at first. I was so angry—at you, at Victoria, at myself for losing. But now…” She looked at her hands. “Now I just want to be good. To please her. To worship her feet until she’s satisfied. Is that wrong?”

“It’s not wrong. It’s just different from who you were.”

“I don’t miss who I was,” Diana admitted. “She was angry all the time. Competitive. Never satisfied. This version of me… she’s happier.”

I reached out and touched Diana’s hand. “Then maybe it’s not so bad.”

She smiled—a genuine smile, not the cruel smirk I remembered. “Maybe not.”

That evening, Victoria returned with supplies: massage oils, restraints, a new set of worship pillows, and a bottle of champagne.

“Strip,” she commanded as she entered. “Both of you.”

We obeyed immediately, shedding our clothes until we stood naked except for our cages—my flat black one, Diana’s pink CB-6000. Victoria circled us appraisingly.

“Beautiful. My two foot slaves.” She gestured to the living room. “I’ve arranged everything. Go kneel.”

The living room had been transformed. Worship pillows formed a semicircle around Victoria’s favorite armchair. Restraints hung from hooks I hadn’t noticed before. Candles flickered everywhere, casting warm light across the space.

Diana and I knelt on our designated pillows. Victoria settled into her chair, kicking off her heels.

“Tonight, we celebrate my victory. You will worship my feet together until I tell you to stop. No breaks. No complaints. Just pure devotion.” She extended both feet. “Begin.”

We descended together.

For hours, Diana and I worshipped Victoria’s feet in tandem. Our tongues crossed, touched, retreated, advanced. We developed a rhythm—I would focus on her right foot while Diana worked her left, then we’d switch. Sometimes Victoria demanded we both worship the same foot, our tongues fighting for space on her sole.

Victoria came again and again, her moans filling the apartment. We didn’t stop. Couldn’t stop. The worship was everything—the taste of her skin, the curl of her toes, the sound of her pleasure.

At some point, Victoria restrained us—our wrists bound behind our backs, forcing us to worship using only our mouths. The restriction heightened everything. We became pure worship machines, existing only to service her feet.

“Good girls,” Victoria gasped after her tenth orgasm. “My perfect… perfect slaves…”

Dawn was approaching when she finally pulled her feet away. Diana and I collapsed on our pillows, exhausted but fulfilled.

Victoria knelt between us, stroking our hair.

“You’ve made me so happy,” she whispered. “Both of you. Alexis—my loyal sissy, my first love, my chosen one. Diana—my conquered rival, my second slave, my unexpected gift.” She kissed each of our foreheads. “I love you both. In different ways, but genuinely.”

“I love you too, Mistress,” I managed through my exhaustion.

“I love you, Mistress Victoria,” Diana echoed.

“I know.” Victoria helped us to our feet—or tried to. We were too weak to stand. She laughed and dragged us to the bedroom instead, depositing us on the bed.

“Rest. You’ve earned it. Tonight was perfect.”

We curled together—Victoria in the middle, Diana and I on either side, our faces naturally gravitating toward her feet even in sleep.

This was our life now. Two slaves, one Mistress, one bed, one purpose.

Victoria’s feet above all.

Her pleasure our only goal.

Her satisfaction our highest reward.

I had made the right choice that day in her apartment. Chosen loyalty over temptation. Chosen devotion over pleasure. And in return, Victoria had given me everything—a home, a purpose, a sister-slave to share the journey.

As I drifted into sleep, my lips brushing Victoria’s ankle, I felt complete.

Three people bound by submission and dominance.

Three hearts beating in hierarchy.

Three pairs of feet–Victoria’s perfect soles above all.

My lips find their home.

And they would stay there forever.

[END OF VICTORIA’S PATH]


Chapter 21B: Diana’s Epilogue

[DIANA’S PATH - EPILOGUE: SIX MONTHS LATER]

I woke to the familiar pressure of Diana’s foot against my face—and the less familiar sensation of Victoria’s body pressed against mine, her own face buried against Diana’s other foot.

Six months since I’d chosen Diana. Six months since Victoria had swallowed the pill. Six months of this strange new life where my former Mistress was now my sister-slave.

“Wake up, slaves.” Diana’s voice was lazy, satisfied—the voice of a woman who had won everything she’d ever wanted. “Time for morning worship.”

Victoria stirred beside me, her amber eyes still carrying that glazed quality the pill had given her. She’d changed so much in six months—the commanding presence replaced by eager submission, the cruel smirk replaced by desperate devotion.

“Yes, Mistress Diana,” we said together, our voices blending into the harmony of shared servitude.

We knelt at the foot of the bed, each claiming one of Diana’s feet. This was our morning ritual—the first of many worship sessions that would fill our day.

I glanced at Victoria as we worked. Her technique had improved dramatically since those first awkward days after the pill. I’d taught her everything I knew—how to worship properly, how to bring pleasure with lips and tongue, how to find satisfaction in service.

“Good girls,” Diana moaned, her toes curling against our mouths. “My two perfect foot slaves.”

There was something different about serving Diana compared to serving Victoria. Diana was generous in ways Victoria had never been. Weekly sissygasms—actual permission to cum, not just desperate denial. Praise that felt genuine rather than conditional. A dynamic that acknowledged our humanity even while demanding our worship.

“Victoria, you’re improving,” Diana said, reaching down to stroke her former rival’s hair. “Alexis has taught you well.”

Victoria’s eyes lit up at the praise. “Thank you, Mistress. I try to learn.”

I felt a strange pride watching Victoria worship. Six months ago, she had owned me completely. Now she was learning from me, following my lead, matching my devotion. The role reversal still felt surreal sometimes.

After Diana came twice from our morning worship, she released us to prepare breakfast. Victoria and I worked together in the kitchen—another skill I’d taught her. She’d never cooked before; she’d always had someone else handle such mundane tasks. Now she measured ingredients carefully, following my instructions with the same attentiveness she gave to worship.

“You’re getting better at this too,” I told her as she plated Diana’s eggs.

Victoria smiled—a genuine smile, not the predatory one I remembered. “You’re a good teacher, Alexis. I’m sorry I never appreciated how much skill goes into service.”

“You didn’t know. You couldn’t know until you experienced it.”

“I know now.” Victoria glanced toward the bedroom where Diana was showering. “Is it strange that I’m happier like this? Happier than I was when I was in charge?”

“The pill—”

“It’s not just the pill. I’ve thought about this a lot. When I was dominant, I was always anxious. Always worried about maintaining control, about keeping you devoted, about Diana stealing you away.” Victoria shook her head. “Now I don’t have to worry about any of that. Someone else makes the decisions. I just have to serve. It’s… peaceful.”

I understood exactly what she meant. I’d felt that peace since my first days with Victoria—the surrender that came with complete submission. Now Victoria understood it too.

Diana joined us for breakfast, sitting at the head of the table while Victoria and I knelt on either side. She fed us bites from her plate—another ritual, another reminder of our place.

“I have plans for today,” Diana announced. “We’re going shopping. Both of you need new lingerie.”

“Yes, Mistress,” we chorused.

Shopping with Diana was an exercise in controlled humiliation. She chose our outfits—matching sets, always, because she liked her slaves to look coordinated. We weren’t allowed to speak to salespeople directly; Diana handled all interactions while we stood silently behind her, heads bowed.

At the lingerie store, Diana made us try on dozens of sets, modeling each one for her approval. The changing room was small, forcing Victoria and me to dress together, our bodies brushing as we squeezed into lace and silk.

“I never thought I’d see you like this,” I admitted as Victoria struggled with a particularly complicated garter belt. “You were so… untouchable before.”

“I never thought I’d BE like this.” Victoria finally got the clasp fastened. “But here we are. Both of us belonging to Diana.”

“Do you hate me? For choosing her?”

Victoria was quiet for a moment. “I did, at first. When the pill was still settling in, when I could still remember wanting to be in control. But now…” She met my eyes. “Now I understand why you chose her. She gives what I never could—pleasure, freedom within submission, acknowledgment of our needs. You made the right choice, Alexis. For both of us.”

Diana approved of matching burgundy sets—wine-colored lace that complemented both our skin tones. We wore them out of the store, our old underwear discarded, another small piece of our former selves left behind.

That evening, Diana rewarded our good behavior with something special: a sissygasm for each of us.

“You’ve both earned this,” Diana said, settling onto the couch. “Victoria, you’ve been serving beautifully. Alexis, you’ve trained her well. Tonight, you both get to cum.”

We knelt before her, trembling with anticipation. Diana’s generous orgasm policy was one of the things that had drawn me to her—the knowledge that pleasure wasn’t just for Mistresses, that slaves could find release too.

“Alexis first. Show Victoria how it’s done.”

I positioned myself at Diana’s feet, beginning my worship while Diana reached down to stroke my caged clitty through my panties. Her fingers found the sensitive spots she’d mapped over months of ownership—the places that could trigger a sissygasm even through the cage’s restrictions.

“Worship my feet,” Diana commanded. “Cum from worship alone.”

I licked and sucked with desperate intensity, my tongue tracing patterns on her soles while her fingers teased my cage. The pleasure built slowly, a wave of sensation centered not in my useless clitty but somewhere deeper—the prostate orgasm that had become my only release.

When I came, it was a full-body experience. The pleasure originated in my prostate—Diana’s fingers pressing just right through my cage—and radiated outward in waves. My back arched off the floor, my toes curled tight, my tongue pressed hard against Diana’s arch as pleasure washed through me. My flat cage pulsed against her palm, my body spasming with release even though no fluid could escape. No spurting—the cage prevented that—but the release was real, satisfying, earned through worship.

“Good girl,” Diana praised. “Now move aside. Victoria’s turn.”

I watched, still trembling from my own orgasm, as Victoria took my place. Her technique was good now—not quite as refined as mine, but close. Diana’s fingers found Victoria’s cage, the pink CB-6000 that had replaced her former dominance with permanent submission.

“You’ve never cum like this before, have you?” Diana asked. “As a slave, from worship alone?”

“No, Mistress,” Victoria admitted, her voice breathy with building arousal.

“Then let me show you what you’ve been missing.”

Diana’s touch was expert, finding the rhythm that would push Victoria over the edge while her feet received devoted worship. I watched my former Mistress climb toward orgasm—watched her face contort with unfamiliar pleasure, watched her body surrender to sensations she’d never allowed herself to feel.

When Victoria came, she screamed—a sound I’d heard her make countless times from her throne, but never from her knees. Her orgasm was intense, overwhelming, transformative. She collapsed against Diana’s legs, sobbing with release.

“That’s what submission feels like,” Diana said gently, stroking Victoria’s hair. “That’s what you denied Alexis for months. Now you understand.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Victoria gasped. “I understand. Thank you. Thank you so much.”

Later, curled together in Diana’s massive bed, I held Victoria while she processed her experience.

“I never knew,” she whispered. “I never knew it could feel like that. I thought orgasms were about power—taking pleasure, using others. But this… this was about surrender. About letting go.”

“That’s what I tried to tell you. What I couldn’t find words for.”

“I’m sorry, Alexis. For all those months of denial. For treating you like furniture. For not understanding what you needed.”

“You’re learning now. That’s what matters.”

Diana’s arm draped over both of us, pulling us closer. “My two beautiful slaves. My conquered rivals. My perfect foot worship machines.”

We nestled against her, our faces naturally gravitating toward her feet even in rest.

This was our life now. Shared submission. Shared worship. Shared pleasure under Diana’s generous rule.

Was it what I’d imagined when I first fell for Victoria’s amber eyes? No. But it was good—genuinely good. Diana gave us what Victoria never had: acknowledgment, pleasure, the space to serve without being consumed.

And Victoria had become something unexpected—not just a fellow slave, but a friend. Someone who understood my journey because she was now walking it herself. Someone who could share the burden and the joy of submission.

“I love you both,” Diana murmured sleepily. “My devoted Alexis. My broken Victoria. My perfect prizes.”

“I love you too, Mistress,” we said together.

And I meant it. Not the desperate, consuming love I’d felt for Victoria, but something steadier. The love of a slave for a Mistress who valued her. The love of service freely given and generously rewarded.

Victoria’s hand found mine beneath the covers. We intertwined our fingers—two slaves bound by shared submission, finding comfort in each other’s presence.

Tomorrow would bring more worship. More service. More of this strange, beautiful life we’d built together.

But tonight, we rested.

Two slaves beneath Diana’s feet.

Two hearts learning what it meant to truly surrender.

Two souls finding peace in service.

I had chosen pleasure over love.

And somehow, I’d found both.

Two slaves beneath her feet. I chose pleasure over love—and found both.

[END OF DIANA’S PATH]


Chapter 21C: Sophie’s Epilogue

[SOPHIE’S PATH - EPILOGUE: SIX MONTHS LATER]

I woke to the feeling of Sophie’s toes wiggling against my lips.

“Morning worship,” she murmured sleepily. “My turn.”

This was our routine now—alternating mornings. Yesterday, I’d woken with Sophie’s mouth on my feet. Today, she got the same from me.

I kissed her arch softly, then let my tongue trace the familiar path along her sole. Sophie sighed with pleasure, stretching like a cat in the early morning light.

Six months since we’d walked out of Victoria’s apartment. Six months of building a life together. Six months of learning what freedom actually felt like.

Our apartment was small—a one-bedroom in a cheaper part of town. We’d furnished it with secondhand finds and clearance sales. The bed took up most of the bedroom. The kitchen was barely big enough for two people. The bathroom had persistent mold issues we couldn’t quite fix.

It was perfect.

“Mmm,” Sophie moaned as I sucked her big toe into my mouth. “You’re getting really good at this.”

“I had a lot of practice with Victoria.”

“True. But this is different. This is…” She searched for the word. “Gentler. More playful.”

She was right. With Victoria, foot worship had been service—devotion given to a superior. With Sophie, it was mutual pleasure. A game we played because we both enjoyed it, not because one of us demanded it.

After I brought Sophie to a small orgasm through worship alone, we switched positions. Her mouth found my feet with equal enthusiasm, her tongue tracing the patterns I’d taught her over the past months.

“I love your feet,” Sophie whispered between licks. “I know that’s weird. We’re both supposed to be submissive. But I love worshipping you.”

“It’s not weird. It’s just… us.” I reached down and stroked her hair. “We get to make our own rules, remember?”

“Our own rules.” Sophie smiled against my sole. “Best decision we ever made.”

After mutual worship, we showered together—another small pleasure of our shared life—and made breakfast in our tiny kitchen.

“Work schedule today?” Sophie asked, pouring cereal.

“Shift at the coffee shop from eleven to five. You?”

“Evening shift at the bookstore. Six to close.” Sophie did the mental math. “So we have the morning free, and I can make dinner before I leave.”

This was our life now. Jobs that paid enough to cover rent and groceries. Time together when our schedules aligned. Small pleasures earned through equal effort.

We ate breakfast at our little table—the one we’d found at a thrift store and repainted together. Sophie’s cage key hung on a chain around my neck. Mine hung around hers. Always visible. Always a reminder of our partnership.

“Victoria texted again,” I said. “Asking if we want to visit this weekend.”

Sophie’s expression flickered with something complicated. “How do you feel about that?”

“Honestly? I miss her feet sometimes. Not the control—never the control—but the worship. The taste. The satisfaction of service.”

“I know what you mean.” Sophie had never worshipped Victoria the way I had, but she understood the pull. “Do you want to go?”

“Only if you’re comfortable with it. And only together.”

This was our rule: we could play with others, but only together. Never alone. The partnership came first, always.

“Let’s do it,” Sophie decided. “I’m curious, honestly. I never got to know Victoria as anything other than a rival for your attention. Maybe now that neither of us belongs to her, we can actually be… friends?”

“Maybe.”

I texted Victoria back: We’ll come Saturday. Both of us. Just for the afternoon.

Her response was immediate: Perfect. I’ll make lunch. And yes, you can worship if you want. No obligations. Just old friends catching up.

Saturday arrived faster than expected. We took the bus across town to Victoria’s apartment—the same apartment where everything had ended, but now just a place our friend lived.

Victoria opened the door looking beautiful as always. Her amber eyes softened when she saw us.

“Alexis. Sophie. Come in.”

The apartment looked different. Softer, somehow. Less like a throne room and more like a home. Victoria had clearly made changes in the months since we’d left.

“You’ve redecorated,” I observed.

“Fresh start.” Victoria gestured to the couch. “Sit. Lunch is almost ready.”

We ate together like civilized adults—not at each other’s feet, not in hierarchies, just three women sharing a meal. Victoria asked about our jobs, our apartment, our life together. We asked about her work, her recovery, her therapy.

“I’ve been seeing someone,” Victoria admitted over dessert. “A therapist who specializes in power exchange dynamics. Working through why I needed such total control.”

“That’s good,” Sophie said. “Really good.”

“It is. I’m learning that my needs are valid, but the way I pursued them wasn’t always healthy. I pushed too hard, too fast. I didn’t give space for independence.” Victoria looked at me directly. “I’m sorry, Alexis. For everything.”

“I know.” I reached across and touched her hand. “I forgave you a long time ago. We were both young. Neither of us knew what we were doing.”

“Maybe. But I should have known better.” Victoria smiled wistfully. “You were so eager to please. I took advantage of that instead of nurturing your growth.”

“Water under the bridge.”

After lunch, we moved to the living room. Victoria settled into her chair—the same chair where I’d worshipped countless times—and kicked off her heels.

“The offer stands,” she said. “If you want to worship. No expectations. No obligations. Just… pleasure, if it would make you happy.”

I looked at Sophie. She nodded slightly.

“Together?” I asked Victoria.

“Together. Both of you. If you want.”

Sophie and I knelt before Victoria’s feet—not as slaves, but as visitors. Friends who happened to enjoy a particular activity.

I took Victoria’s right foot. Sophie, hesitantly, took her left.

“Show me how,” Sophie whispered. “I never learned properly.”

So I showed her. We worshipped Victoria’s feet together—my experienced tongue beside Sophie’s learning one. Victoria moaned with pleasure, but it felt different now. Less like service, more like a gift freely given.

“I forgot how good you are at this,” Victoria gasped as I traced a familiar pattern on her arch.

“Some things you don’t forget.”

Sophie was learning quickly—her tongue finding Victoria’s sensitive spots, her lips wrapping around Victoria’s toes with growing confidence. Victoria’s breathing grew ragged as we worked together, two mouths serving her feet simultaneously.

“Oh god,” Victoria moaned, her back arching. “Both of you… I’m going to…”

She came with a cry, her toes curling against our tongues, her body shuddering with release. The familiar taste of her pleasure filled the air as Sophie and I continued our worship through her climax.

When Victoria finally relaxed, she looked down at us with flushed cheeks. “Your turn. Both of you.”

She reached down and found our cages through our skirts, her fingers knowing exactly where to press. The combination of foot worship and Victoria’s expert touch pushed us both over the edge—Sophie first with a whimper, then me moments later, our bodies trembling as we came together, our mouths still pressed against Victoria’s soles.

Three orgasms. Three friends. All of us satisfied.

Afterward, we all sat together on the couch—Victoria between Sophie and me, but as equals, not as Mistress and slaves.

“Thank you,” Victoria said. “I needed that. I’ve been seeing a professional sub for sessions, but it’s not the same as someone who genuinely enjoys it.”

“We do genuinely enjoy it,” I confirmed. “Just not as a lifestyle anymore.”

“I understand. And I’m glad you can still share this with me sometimes. As friends.”

“Friends,” Sophie agreed. “I like that.”

We left as the afternoon faded, promising to visit again. On the bus home, Sophie leaned against my shoulder.

“That was nice,” she said. “Different than I expected.”

“Good different?”

“Yeah. Victoria’s not so scary when you’re not trying to belong to her.”

“She never was, really. The scariness was in the control, not the person.”

We got home as the sun set, our little apartment warm and welcoming. Sophie made tea while I changed out of my visiting clothes into something more comfortable.

“You know what I realized today?” Sophie said, handing me a mug.

“What?”

“We actually have the best deal.” She curled up beside me on our secondhand couch. “We get to play when we want—with each other, with Victoria, with whoever. But we always come home to this. To us. To equal partnership.”

“Freedom within connection,” I agreed.

“Exactly.” Sophie lifted her feet into my lap—an invitation, not a command. “Want to worship for a bit? No agenda. Just because.”

“Always.”

I took her feet in my hands and began to work. Her toes, her arches, her heels. The familiar patterns that had become our private language.

Sophie returned the favor when I finished, her mouth on my feet just as devoted as mine had been on hers. Mutual. Equal. Chosen.

Later, tangled together in our small bed, both of us satisfied and sleepy, I reflected on the path that had brought us here.

I’d loved Victoria once—desperately, consumingly, worshipfully. That love had transformed me, shaped me, nearly swallowed me whole.

But this love with Sophie was different. Sustainable. Built on choice rather than control.

“Alexis?” Sophie’s voice was soft in the darkness.

“Hmm?”

“I’m happy. Really, truly happy.”

“Me too.”

“Do you ever regret it? Walking out? Choosing this instead of… that?”

I thought about it honestly. About Victoria’s throne room. About the worship marathons. About the denial and the control and the all-consuming devotion.

“No,” I said finally. “I loved what I had with Victoria. But it wasn’t sustainable. It would have consumed me eventually.” I pulled Sophie closer. “This—us—this can last. We’re building something together instead of one person building around the other.”

“Partners.”

“Partners.”

We fell asleep tangled together, our keys resting against our hearts, our feet occasionally brushing as we shifted in sleep.

This was our life now. A small apartment. Simple jobs. Equal partnership. Occasional play with others who understood our rules.

Freedom.

Real, sustainable, chosen freedom.

We worshipped each other’s feet every day—not because one of us demanded it, but because we both loved it. We controlled each other’s cages—not as dominants, but as partners who’d agreed to share that intimacy. We visited Victoria sometimes, played with others occasionally, but always came home to each other.

Four feet we shared.

Hers and mine.

Equal and loved.

And freedom—real freedom, not just the absence of chains but the presence of choice—tasted like Saturday afternoons and mutual worship and a partner who saw you as an equal.

Freedom tasted like home.

Freedom tasted like Sophie.

Freedom tasted like toes.

Four feet we share—hers and mine. Freedom tastes like toes.

[END OF SOPHIE’S PATH]

[END OF BOOK 3]

[END OF SURRENDERING SERIES]


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Velvet Vex. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Velvet Vex on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Velvet Vex are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Velvet Vex
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