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What To Expect!




Hi ya'll!

As always, thank you so much for supporting an indie author.  Every read, review, and recommendation is an absolutely huge help and I couldn't be more grateful! 

A quick note before you begin: this story is not really a romance. It is about two consenting college-aged adults giving in to their deepest desires and whims over one unforgettable summer.

There is definitely more spice than plot, so consider yourself warned.

You can expect:

Consensual female domination

Chastity and keyholding

SPH (a lot of it!)

Teasing and prolonged denial

Humiliation and submissive service

Light feminisation and appearance control

Foot worship

Spanking and playful punishment

Collars, rules, and ownership language

Public embarrassment and exhibitionist themes

Group femdom and multiple dominant women

Butt play and strap-on scenes

As mentioned in the blurb, this novel contains the complete My Summer of Servitude: Femdom Chastity and Humiliation Series, including the expanded material previously published in A Taste of Summer: Locked & Used and The Summer Femdom Bundle: Part II.

It also includes more than 10,000 words of brand-new content that brings the series to its conclusion.

I hope you enjoy this story.




Have a wonderful summer...




 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke



ACT 1: The Girl Next Door


Chapter One: Warm Hot Summer Days

It was the summer before my senior year of college, and already I had wasted the first month of it helplessly mooning over Florence Frost.

Take today, for example.

While my friends were backpacking across Europe in pursuit of a litany of questionable choices and fleeting romances, I was mowing the lawn of my parents’ vacation house, its sole occupant ever since my entire family had boarded a cruise after the Fourth of July.

The sun beat down relentlessly, blazing across my shoulders and neck, coaxing droplets of sweat to bead along my brow and trickle between my shoulder blades as I methodically made my fifth pass over the already perfectly manicured grass.

Why was I subjecting myself to this torturous repetition?

Because of Florence Frost, of course.

The girl-next-door was sprawled languidly on the neighboring deck in a too-small pink bikini that clung to every tempting curve of her petite frame. Her top barely contained the soft swell of her small yet impossibly perky breasts, the outline of her nipples pressing provocatively against the sheer pink fabric.

The strings of the bikini bottom hugged tight above her perfectly rounded hips, emphasizing the delicate dip at her waist.

Though she was barely five foot three, her slender legs stretched endlessly across the lounger, pale and silken, glistening faintly under the sun’s caress, the barest beginnings of summer tan delicately painting her porcelain thighs.

Her dainty feet, with neatly painted pastel toenails, crossed gently at the ankle, her delicate arches flexing softly in rhythm to a song I couldn’t hear through her headphones.

Her electric blue eyes, hidden behind a pair of wide, heart-shaped sunglasses, gazed upwards into the brilliant sky, framed by sandy blonde hair cascading loosely around her slender shoulders beneath a casually tilted baseball cap.

Her lips curved upward into a lazy smile, accentuating the dimples that made my heart pound.

I had nurtured a quiet, aching crush on Florence Frost for years.

I’d even attended her eighteenth birthday party three years back, but had spent most of it awkwardly loitering by the punch bowl, too intimidated by her effortless beauty and casual charm to summon the courage to approach her.

Whenever we did happen to speak, her confidence left me tongue-tied, reducing me to nodding stupidly and mumbling short, unintelligent replies.

As I rounded the fuchsia bush for a seventh pass, stealing yet another glance toward her sun-soaked figure, my heart sank. The lounger was empty.

I sighed, though still feeling grateful to the universe for getting to see as much as I had.

Switching off the lawnmower, I removed my headphones and began unhooking the (mostly empty) grass bag when I heard a voice.

A voice like honeyed sunshine, teasing and inviting all at once.

"Hey neighbor," Florence said sweetly, barefoot and casually strolling towards me across the freshly cut grass, her scandalous pink bikini even more captivating up close.


Chapter Two: The Siren Sings

Florence’s hips swayed slightly with each step, mesmerizing and graceful. It was tremendously difficult to keep my eyes from her chest.

The bikini gave little support, and a phenomenal amount of jiggling was going on.

Florence smiled as she stopped. "I heard your parents and mine are off on the same cruise?"

My throat tightened, pulse racing as I struggled to appear composed.

"Uh, yeah," I managed, voice cracking embarrassingly. "That's—that’s right."

"Wanna hang out?" Florence asked, her voice filled with genuine warmth. "I’m super bored. Can you come over now, or are you still busy cutting grass?"

Her gaze drifted meaningfully over a lawn trimmed within an inch of its life. And had been for over an hour.

"Sure," I stammered, feeling my cheeks redden beneath the intensity of her stare. "Let me just wash up and—"

"No need," she interrupted cheerfully, tilting her head with a teasing grin. "We just got a new pool. Come swim with me."

"Oh, great! I’ll grab my trunks," I replied, attempting a casual tone.

"Cool," she said lightly, turning away with a glance over her shoulder. "Find me out back."

"Cool," I echoed, feeling foolish as soon as the word left my lips.

Florence paused mid-step, eyes wide and innocently curious. "Oh, you don’t mind if I sunbathe topless, do you?" Her expression was open, guileless. "I always get the worst tan lines otherwise."

My chest tightened painfully as I fought to keep my composure. "No—not at all," I choked out, trying unsuccessfully to keep my voice steady. "Do what you gotta do."

Do what you gotta do.

Christ, I was an idiot.

"Sweet," she replied, her smile turning playful as she winked at me. "See you in a sec."

Heart racing, I abandoned the lawnmower and rushed into my house, grabbing my trunks in a blur of frantic anticipation. I practically sprinted around the side of her vacation house, arriving in her backyard breathless and sweating for reasons unrelated to mowing the lawn.

And, oh my God, there she was—Florence Frost, lying serenely topless on her stomach, utterly unaware of how devastatingly beautiful she was. Her flawless, bare back curved gracefully, the sides of her breasts visible, pressing softly against the lounger.

The image hit me like a freight train, every nerve ending in my body suddenly aflame.

"Would you put tanning oil on me?" Florence asked casually, glancing up at me through lowered lashes, her voice gentle and sweetly innocent as though I was doing her the biggest favour in the world and not the other way around. "I can’t reach."

I swallowed hard, pulse pounding erratically. "Uh—yeah, sure."

She handed me the bottle, her slender fingers brushing mine lightly, setting my skin ablaze. With shaking hands, I squeezed the oil into my palm, the warm scent of coconut filling the air. Hesitantly, I moved toward her, pulse roaring in my ears.

As I gently spread the oil across her delicate shoulders, her skin was silky smooth beneath my fingers. My hands trembled slightly as I traced along the soft line of her spine, feeling the subtle arch of her back as she shifted under my touch.

"That feels amazing," she murmured contentedly, eyes closed, her voice a soft purr. "You’re really good at this."

My face burned hotter, heart thudding violently against my ribs. I couldn’t believe this was happening. Florence Frost was lying topless beneath my hands, sighing appreciatively at my touch. Her skin was warm and soft and I found my fingers trembling as I got lower to the small of her back.

“Just a little lower,” she said, reaching down with her manicured hand to tug the waistband of her string bikini lower. “You’re a star.”

I gulped, and did as she said, gliding the oil along the beginning of her ass, wishing I could reach out and grab a handful of her perfect butt.

“Thanks neighbor,” she chirped as I settled into the chair beside her.

“Is there somewhere I can change?” I asked, holding up my trunks.

Florence Frost smiled and for the first time I noticed a glimmer of something that wasn’t so innocent.

“Just change here.”

“In front of you?” I asked.

“Whats the matter?” she grinned, beautiful and ruinous. “Scared?”


Chapter Three: Her Electric Blue Eyes Linger

“Change in front of you?” I stammered, my voice cracking embarrassingly. “Like…right now?”

“Yeah,” Florence said lightly, still lying topless on the lounger, her delicate breasts pressed casually against her arms, sunlight glistening across her creamy skin. Her playful, electric-blue eyes locked onto mine. “I dare you.”

I swallowed hard, heart racing wildly in my chest.

How many nights had I lain awake, fantasizing about a moment like this?

Alone with Florence Frost—the effortlessly beautiful girl next door, who teased with every step she took, who paraded around in tiny bikinis as casually as others wore jeans.

It was now or never, I reminded myself, clinging to a bravery I didn't quite feel.

I took a deep breath, trying desperately to pretend nonchalance as I peeled off my sweaty t-shirt, tossing it onto the ground.

The sun warmed my exposed chest, and I felt ridiculously vulnerable, acutely aware of Florence's gaze drifting slowly over me.

“Awh,” she suddenly cooed, pouting slightly. “You have really pretty nipples.”

My face immediately flushed hot, confusion mixing with embarrassment. “I—um…thanks, I guess?”

Florence giggled softly, shaking her head as she removed her sunglasses, her gaze even more piercing without the barrier. “I know you’re not supposed to say that to guys, but you really do,” she said matter-of-factly. “They’re cute.”

My skin burned with humiliation. "Uh…right," I mumbled awkwardly, my fingers hesitating at the belt of my jeans.

She tilted her head, her voice suddenly sweetly teasing. “Why’d you stop? I thought you were going swimming.”

Muttering a string of incoherent apologies, I hurriedly unbuckled my belt and wriggled awkwardly out of my jeans. I instantly regretted forgetting to do laundry this week—I was down to my last clean pair, a shamefully small, embarrassingly tight set of white boxer briefs. They clung uncomfortably, outlining every embarrassing detail.

Florence’s bright laugh rang through the yard. “Oh, even your boxers are cute,” she teased playfully, her eyes sparkling mischievously. “You really didn’t hold back, huh?”

I blushed even deeper, reaching desperately for my red trunks to salvage any remaining dignity. But before my fingers could close around the waistband, Florence snatched them away, holding them out of reach with a mock look of disgust.

“Ew,” she said dramatically, wrinkling her nose in mock horror. “You’re not seriously planning on wearing those over your underwear, are you? That’s so unhygienic. Everyone knows you’re not supposed to do that.” Her eyes narrowed playfully. “You’re not unhygienic, are you?”

“No, no,” I stammered quickly, shaking my head vehemently, embarrassment flooding through me like fire. “Of course not.”

She gave me a dazzling smile, one filled with mischief and promise. “Good,” she purred sweetly, placing the trunks securely behind her back. “I’ll keep these safe until you’re ready.”

My pulse quickened, heart pounding in my ears as I turned away, slowly sliding my boxers off and down to my ankles, feeling her eyes locked onto me the entire time.

“Oh wow!” Florence exclaimed, her tone delightfully scandalized. “You’ve got a juicy little butt, it’s so round and cute—like a girl’s!” She giggled happily, giving a tiny clap of approval.

The shameful humiliation of her words went straight through me, and despite my best efforts, I felt myself growing painfully aroused. My hands scrambled frantically to cover myself, but it was too late.

“Oh my God,” Florence gasped, laughter bubbling from her throat as she sat up abruptly, revealing the full, heart-stopping perfection of her raspberry-pink nipples perched on her perky breasts. Her eyes glittered with delighted shock. “Is that tiny thing your dick?”

My stomach churned with embarrassment, my voice barely audible as I stammered, “I’m—I’m sorry, I—”

“Ew,” she giggled again, cheeks reddening from laughter, “and you’re getting hard?”

My face was blazing, mouth dry, heart thumping frantically. "I'm so sorry," I whispered pathetically, humiliation thickening my throat.

She tilted her head thoughtfully, eyeing me curiously even as she kept my trunks out of reach. “Don’t apologize,” she soothed, though her eyes glittered dangerously. “Honestly, I’m flattered. But, um…” she trailed off, biting her lower lip playfully. “Why aren’t you…harder? Don’t you like my tits?”

With a mischievous pout, she cupped one breast gently, tweaking her nipple until it hardened visibly, watching me with exaggerated disappointment. “Most boys love my tits.”

“I—I do,” I managed hoarsely, shaking slightly as I struggled to maintain any composure at all. “I…am hard.”

She burst into fresh, hysterical laughter, her entire body trembling with amusement. "Oh my God!" she gasped between giggles, eyes sparkling with genuine delight. “I’m so, so sorry! It’s just—I’ve never seen one so small before! It’s kind of adorable, though. Like…like a pretty little clit!”

Mortified, I stood there helplessly, horrified by how much her words excited me, how the humiliation was painfully heightening my arousal.

Suddenly, her playful expression softened slightly, and she leaned forward conspiratorially. “Listen,” she murmured soothingly, dangling my trunks dismissively. “You don’t really need these anyway—they’re far too baggy. Here,” she commanded softly, "turn around."

Obediently, almost without thought, I turned away from her. A moment later, I felt her fingers gently grazing the sensitive skin of my hips, her touch sending electric shivers racing across my body.

“These are much more suitable for a boy of your…insufficiencies,” she whispered teasingly into my ear, her voice soft and wicked.

My breath caught sharply as I glanced downward, horrified and thrilled as Florence slowly pulled a pair of bright neon-pink bikini bottoms up my trembling legs. The thin fabric hugged me mercilessly, pressing intimately between my cheeks and emphasizing the shameful shape of my tiny erection against the stretchy material.

“Much better,” Florence approved lightly, adjusting the straps on my hips with mocking care, her warm breath tickling against my bare back. "Now, go swim!"

With a sudden playful shove, she pushed me into the pool, water enveloping me instantly. I resurfaced quickly, sputtering and breathless, the humiliating pink bikini bottoms clinging obscenely tight.

By the time I wiped water from my eyes, Florence had wrapped herself modestly in a short white sarong, denying me any further view of her beautiful, pantyless form.

“Fifty laps,” she commanded casually, settling herself onto a lounge chair and picking up a paperback book with exaggerated disinterest. “And count them out loud for me.”

I laughed nervously, confusion mingling with embarrassment. “Fifty? Seriously?”

Florence tilted her head thoughtfully, giving me an intense, challenging stare that made my heart leap. “Yes. Fifty. I want to see if you can impress me,” she purred. Her voice dropped lower, dripping with playful cruelty. “Do you think you can impress me, neighbor?”

Swallowing hard, cheeks flaming with embarrassment, I nodded helplessly. "Yes, Florence."

She smiled, radiant and knowing. “Good boy. You can start….now.”


Chapter Four: The Sanctity and Sin of a Girl’s Shower

“Fifty,” I called out finally, panting and exhausted, water dripping down my arms as I clung to the edge of the pool. My chest heaved, my legs burned, and the humiliating pink bikini rode but higher between my ass cheeks with every breath.

Of course, Florence just sat perched elegantly on the lounger, fanning herself lazily, looking like she belonged on the cover of a fashion magazine.

“Good boy,” she said primly, her voice honeyed and dismissive at once.

My god. Two little words—and I was stiff again inside the soft pink fabric.

She stood, sauntering over, and grabbed my wrist.

“Come with me,” she said casually.

I followed her obediently, dripping and dazed as we made our way through her parents’ enormous summer house. The air conditioning sent goosebumps racing across my wet skin, but Florence’s warm grip on my wrist kept me tethered to the moment.

Then we were upstairs. Down a long hallway. Until finally we were her bedroom.

Florence Frost’s bedroom.

I had pictured this place so many times that finally being here was almost ethereal.

It was all soft cream walls, plush rugs, expensive candles, and a vanity cluttered with half-open lipsticks and tiny gold jewellery. She led me quickly into the en suite bathroom, all marble and glass, then turned to face me.

She tugged on the pink strings of my bikini. “Mind if I join you? I could use a rinse”

My breath caught. “No—I mean, please. Stay. I—I’d love that.”

She grinned. “Thanks, neighbour. It’s important to conserve water, you know.”

I stepped into the large walk-in shower, nerves crackling as warm water began cascading over me. Florence followed, and I heard her step in behind me.

“Face the wall,” she said airily. “I’m shy.”

I turned without hesitation, not wanting to disappoint her, though all the while my heart was pounding in my throat.

I heard her pull the wrap over her head and the soft untying of her bikini straps. I stared at the wall, overcome with what was decidedly the most erotic moment of my life as she stepped closer.

I felt her fingers slip under the waistband of the bikini and then tug it down with one smooth motion.

“Your ass looked so good in these,” she whispered, the words hot against my neck. “Such a peach. Though that little clit of yours kind of ruined the cut.”

I froze, breath shallow, flushed with embarrassment and arousal.

“We’ll have to deal with that,” she added casually, as if talking about furniture placement. “But not until you’re squeaky clean.”

Then her body pressed against mine, her warm, wet breasts soft against my back as her hands slid teasingly up and around my abdomen.

I whimpered involuntarily as her fingertips trailed up my chest.

She began massaging my nipples, pinching them lightly with her manicured fingers.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, amused. “These are so much more reactive than most guys. Tiny clit, sensitive nipples, peachy little butt. Wow, you’re much more bitch than stud, huh?”

Her giggle tickled the back of my neck.

“Oh! You know what would be really funny?”

My head was spinning.

“What?” I managed, barely able to speak through the thick haze of humiliation and arousal.

My cock throbbed helplessly as her fingers teased and played with my nipples.

“Let’s make you all silky smooth,” she said sweetly, dragging a single finger down my side, tracing the outline of my hips. “To match your pretty slutty vibe a bit better.”

Her hand slid lower, teasing toward my aching dick.

“I mean, with a cock like that, you really need to focus on being pretty.”

A gasp escaped me as her fingertip finally made contact, resting on the tip of my twitching erection.

“Don’t you think that’d be such a funny joke?” she whispered, her voice a warm purr.

“So funny,” I whispered back, breathless. “Let’s do it.”

“Are you sure? You really think it’d be funny?” she said, moving just the slightest bit, teasing me mercilessly.

“Hilarious,” I moaned as her fingertip glided gently down the underside of my shaft.

“Good boy,” she murmured, and I trembled.

The words sent an electric thrill straight through me.

Then her other hand trailed down the length of my back and rested between my cheeks, her finger making slow, lazy circles around my asshole. I was shaking now, struggling not to whimper.

And just as suddenly, she was gone.

Before I could turn around and catch a glimpse of her body, she had already wrapped herself in a bath sheet, the fabric clinging damply to her curves.

“There’s a razor on the shelf,” she said breezily, gesturing toward a tray near the conditioner. “And some hair-depilating cream for the crannies. Call me when you’re smooth.”

She disappeared through the steam, leaving me naked, aroused, and alone.

I stared at the razor.

And I did it.

With trembling hands, I shaved everything. My arms, chest, pubic hair and even my feet and legs. I smoothed the depilating cream everywhere else, even around my most sensitive places. I rinsed, watching the soft fuzz swirl down the drain, my breath coming in shallow, aroused gasps.

All the while I imagined Florence Frost watching me. Imagined her fingers again on my nipples. Imagined her breath at my ear.

I toweled off and stepped out of the bathroom, smooth, bare, trembling, and so, so undeniably hard.

Still in her bath sheet, Florence looked up from her phone and burst into delighted laughter.

“Oh my God,” she gasped, barely able to breathe. “You look like such a little bitch.”

I flushed, but forced a smile.

“You were right,” I said softly. “It’s hilarious.”

Her grin widened. “Mind if I send a pic to the girl chat?”

My breath hitched.

It was just a joke…right?

“Go ahead,” I whispered, having this insane and unstoppable need to please her. “If it’s funny.”

“Such a good boy,” she beamed, lifting her phone. The flash went off. “Hahaha—oh my God, I’m blowing up already. This is great. They all think you’re such a cutie.”

Without aplomb, she tossed the phone on her pillow, blinked up at me with her long natural eyelashes, and said. “Now let me see your clit up close.”


Chapter Five: Soft Egyptian cotton sheets

I lay on her bed, the soft Egyptian cotton sheets decadent against my newly smooth, hairless legs. The fabric clung to my skin like a lover’s breath, whispering over every inch of my smooth sensitized body as I squirmed slightly, twisting uselessly against the restraints she had so gleefully tied.

Festive scarves leftover from christmas, bright red, glittering gold, and peppermint-striped, bound my wrists and ankles to the legs of her bed. They’d seemed harmless at first, whimsical, almost playful. She’d giggled as she tied me down, saying it was just for a joke, just to see if she still remembered how after all those years of adventure camps.

Like a fucking idiot I’d laughed along with her, my heart hammering with anticipation, fully convinced she was about to pounce on me and fuck me senseless the second she finished.

But no.

The moment she had me spread and helpless, she gave my thigh a teasing pat, then skipped off into her walk-in wardrobe.

“Okay,” she said, emerging a few minutes later, striking a pose in the doorway. “How do I look?”

I blinked.

She was wearing a pair of microscopic pyjamas patterned with tiny pink dinosaurs. The top barely qualified as clothing, more like a bra pretending to be a tank-top. It strained deliciously across her perky tits, the thin cotton stretched tight around her nipples, threatening to tear with every breath she took. The bottoms were little more than an afterthought, just a pair of skimpy cotton shorts so sheer I could see the delicate outline of her pussy through the fabric.

My mouth went dry at just the sight of her.

“Great,” I managed, cheeks burning as I tugged uselessly at my bindings.

She turned to examine herself in the mirror, twisting and frowning. “Ugh, it’s all I could find. It’s so dorky. Hey, wait—”

She whipped around suddenly, her eyes going wide with glee. “Are you hard right now?”

I hesitated.

“I knew it!” she squealed.

She leapt onto the bed beside me, bouncing the mattress and sending me jerking with the motion. She crawled toward me, eyes gleaming, and leaned in so close I could feel her breath on my cock.

I thought she was going to touch it.

My body tensed in anticipation.


Chapter Six: Flushed under her scrutiny

“Has any girl ever told you how small it is?” she asked, voice serious now, her gaze intense.

“Um… no,” I said, mortified. “I always thought it was…average?”

Florence tilted her head. “Above average for a lot of girls’ clits, maybe,” she said thoughtfully. “But for a cock? Definitely waaaay below.”

She punctuated her sentence by lightly poking my balls with a single finger.

“Mmmh,” I grunted involuntarily, the shame burning through me.

She brought her face even closer. My cock twitched. Her lips pursed as if she were going to kiss it—and then she blew a stream of air across the tip.

It jerked upright, harder than ever. Throbbing from just a whisper of breath from her mouth.

“Ha!” she laughed, delighted. “See? I think I’m finally learning to tell when it’s hard. Though to be honest, it’s kind of the same size either way, right? Just a little more in the way when it’s…what’s the technical word? Engorged?”

She smirked. "Am I right?"

I swallowed hard.

"I guess," I mumbled, cheeks glowing.

“Good boy,” she whispered.

And then—quick as a flash—her tongue flicked out and licked the head of my cock.

It was warm and wet and twisted at just the last second.

“Oh God,” I gasped, my body arching against the restraints.

It was barely a light flick, barely a tease, but it sent pleasure coursing through me like lightning.

“Hehe. Gotcha,” Florence giggled, sitting back on her heels. “Your little clit is squeaky clean, but now it’s already dripping on my sheets. Ew.”

She made a face, then seemed to remember something.

“Wait. Shit. Dude, I think I have something,” she said, hopping off the bed and padding over to her dresser.

She rifled through a drawer and returned with a small, velvet-lined box in one hand and a coy smile on her face. Her nipples strained through the pink dinosaur top, the thin fabric clinging damply to her skin.

“It’s a chastity cage,” she announced brightly. “I used it once to stop my ex from getting too familiar with some strippers on a Vegas trip. But I think this little beauty is perfect for keeping you in check.”

I stared, throat dry, as she knelt beside me, opening the box.

“Wanna try it on?” she asked. “I dare you. It'll be so freakin’ funny.”

Desperate to keep her amused, to stay in whatever intoxicating game this was, I gave her a shaky smile.

“Sure,” I said.

Florence beamed.

Inside the box, nestled in black satin, was a clear see-through polycarbonate chastity cage—sleek, curved, and clearly designed to encase a man’s dick. It gleamed in the light as Florence lifted it, inspecting it with fascination. The base ring was thick and sturdy, the cage itself narrow, built to hug tight. Even at a glance, it looked small.

Very small.

She undid my restraints just enough to get better access, then slid the ring behind my balls with gentle precision. Her fingers brushed my skin, soft and sure, as she maneuvered my now-aching cock into the cage. It pressed tightly against the plastic, my shaft folding awkwardly to fit inside. The locking pin slid through with a satisfying click.

I was trapped.

“Oh wow,” she breathed. “I can’t believe it. The cage is too damn big.”

I looked down, horrified. She was right. Even inside the smallest cage she owned, there was extra space.

Florence burst into laughter, clutching her chest as she fell back on the bed beside me.

“Seriously?” she howled. “This is the smallest cage I own. You’re swimming in it! Oh my God, I have to tell someone.”

I moaned, not in pleasure this time, but from the raw, pulsing humiliation. I was locked. I was hard. And I was smaller than her ex’s travel cage.

And worst of all? I wanted her to laugh more. But she had other things on her mind.

“Okay, neighbour, time to go downstairs,” Florence said with a grin. “There’s something fun I’d like you to try with me.”


Chapter Seven: The Servant Game

Apparently, Florence defined fun as me doing her chores completely naked except for a chastity cage.

She called it a “servant game” and insisted it was hilarious.

I wanted to ask so many questions, to ask if this really was what she had in mind when she’d licked my cock and locked it up…but obviously I didn’t. I just obeyed. She followed me around the house with her phone, snapping photos and videos for her girl group chat, all while giggling at how red and flustered I looked.

Every flash of her camera made me flinch, the cage around my cock feeling tighter with every shot. I was completely bare and on display, my tiny dick useless and twitching behind clear plastic while the most beautiful girl I’d ever seen laughed and zoomed in for dramatic effect.

"Smile for the girls!" she'd chirp.

I tried. It only made her laugh harder.

"You look like a little housemaid," she teased, snapping another photo. "God, this is so good."

She gave me a feather duster, pink, of course, and made me dust her bookshelves while she lounged on the couch with her phone. My nipples brushed the air as I reached high and bent low. Every movement reminded me of my smooth, bare body and the way the cage shifted and pressed against me.

"Work those hips, clitty boy," she called lazily. "Give the girls a show."

Then came the floors. Not a mop. Not even a cloth. No, Florence handed me an actual toothbrush.

"For the corners," she said with mock seriousness before she burst out laughing.

I knelt and scrubbed, face burning with humiliation. My ass was fully exposed, on proud display as I wiggled and worked.

Florence took several videos from behind, zooming in on the chastity cage as it dangled uselessly between my thighs.

"You're like my own pathetic slave," she giggled. “See, didn’t I tell you this would be fun?”

“So fun,” I managed, getting back to work.

She walked by now and then, barefoot, tossing little tasks my way as I cleaned.

"Don't miss under the fridge," she said sweetly. "And stick out your butt more when you're on all fours. You have such a sexy ass that Denise, one fo the girls in my sorority, can’t get enough of it. If it weren’t for your tiny clit I think she’d be driving over here right now just for the pleasure of sucking you off. Alas!”

I obeyed, humiliated. Her feet brushed past my nose as I worked, the smell of vanilla lotion and sweat making my mouth water with submission.

The laundry came next.

Her hamper smelled like soft perfume, sweat, and clorine. I sorted everything by color, and when I got to the lingerie, my hands trembled. A pair of scarlet red panties, lacy, worn and still faintly damp, slipped into my grip.

I paused, entranced, overwhelmed by the scent of her pussy soaked into the fabric.

Of course, Florence noticed.

"Oh my God," Florence said from behind me, phone already recording. "Go ahead, you can sniff them if you want. I don’t mind."

I didn’t speak. I just brought the panties to my face. They were intoxicating. The warmth of her scent, musky and sweet, raw and feminine, hit me like a train. I moaned softly before I could stop myself, eyes fluttering closed as I inhaled deeply. Wishing I could taste the real thing.

“You fucking loser," she laughed, zooming in as I pressed her panties to my face like a love letter. "This is so going in the chat."

I looked up, flushed and ashamed, but more aroused than ever.

She sat beside me on the bed a few minutes later, showing me the replies.

What a bitch haha

Where do I get one?

Ew.

“See?” Florence said brightly, tossing the phone onto the bed. “I told you they’d think it was hilarious.”

Then she leaned back on the bed and stretched, her toned stomach flexing as she yawned. “I’m exhausted from all your chores.”

She reached out, running her fingers lightly across my cage as if to remind me of exactly how little power I had.

I whimpered softly.

“Let’s watch a dirty movie together,” she said, patting the bed beside her. “Come on. You’ve earned a little treat, haven’t you?”

I followed her to the couch, still naked and caged, every step aching with shame but also with a pathetic and desperate hope.

Still in her teeny pyjamas, Florence wrapped herself in a blanket but kept me naked curling up beside her with a bowl of popcorn she refused to share. The movie was foreign and explicit, full of moaning and sweaty bodies, and Florence watched it with detached amusement while I sat caged and twitching beside her, desperate and humiliated.

At one point, she looked at me, tilted her head, and whispered, “Try not to leak on the cushions, bitch boy. Actually, fuck you should just sit at my feet, right?”

“Like,” I stammered. “Get on the floor?”

“You want to do that right?” Florence said with an adorable smile. “You don’t want to drip your nasty clit juice all over the nice chair, do you? Besides, we’re playing the servant game still, right?”

“Right,” I said, and slid to the floor.

“And seeing as you’re down there,” Florence said, moving her legs so both her bare feet were pressed against me, heels on my smooth thighs while her pedicured toes tapped frustratingly through the plastic cage. “I bet you’d love to massage my feet. Right?”

Looking up at her, I returned the smile, sure that if I continued pleasing her, I’d finally get what I craved.

“I’d love nothing more,” I said.

“Goodie,” she said. “You really are a pathetic little servant, aren’t you?”


Chapter Eight: Making Her Moan

"Yes, yes, oh god yes," Florence moaned, her voice climbing into a high, theatrical falsetto as she gripped the couch cushions like they were the only thing anchoring her to Earth. “Just there, you’re so close baby, so fucking close.”

I’d never heard a woman sound like this before. Not in real life. She moaned like a porn star, loud, shameless, and utterly consumed. Florence made it sound like she was having the best orgasm of her life.

That was what made it so humiliating.

Because I wasn’t inside her.

I wasn’t even beside her.

I was on my knees, still at her feet.

“Yes, you dumb little footboy, right there,” she gasped again, toes curling in slow ecstasy.

I was on my knees, completely naked except for the clear plastic chastity cage hugging my swollen little cock. I had one of her flawless, soft feet in my hands, kneading the arch gently with my thumbs, trying to remember everything I’d ever read about massage pressure points, trying to please her the only way she allowed.

Her other foot was resting between my legs. It alternated between playfully nudging my cage, sending it clacking lightly and making me moan from the barest contact, and pressing her toes gently, almost mockingly, against my balls.

“You’re such a good little footboy,” Florence purred, reclining further, stretching her arms over her head as if offering herself to the invisible fantasy man she was pretending to fuck. “You like that, don’t you? Serving a woman like this?”

I did. I hated that I did. I hated that it was so fucking obvious as well.

I inhaled subtly every time her foot came near my face, the faint scent of her lotion and sweat driving me mad.

“Do you want to lick them?” she asked, turning her head lazily, locking eyes with me, boring into my pathetic soul with her electric blue gaze.

My body flooded with arousal and shame. I wanted most of all was to fuck her. What I wanted most of all was for her to ride me, not have me on the floor like some pathetic, foot-obsessed pet. But I didn’t not want that either. Truth be told in that moment I think I wanted it very badly.

“Lick your feet?” I repeated, blinking up at her.

I had never done anything like that before.

Florence’s eyes narrowed, her grin widening.

“I bet a little loser footboy like you would love to lick a sexy woman’s feet,” she taunted. “I bet you’d beg for it. Am I right? Am I right?”

I froze. The blood in my face throbbed with humiliation. I wanted to be the kind of person who had no interest in this kind of thing. But I was me. And I wanted it really very badly.

So I nodded. “Yes… please.”

Her smile faltered, and I realised anger on her perfect girl next door features just made her sexier to me. My useless cock throbbed in it’s cage at the sight of her like that. At the idea of being in trouble.

Then she kicked me.

Hard.

Right in the balls.

Pain exploded through my lower body, sharp and blooming, and I crumpled forward with a wheeze.

“No,” Florence said coolly, crossing one ankle over the other. “Yes, Mistress.”

I gasped, blinking tears.

“Yes, Mistress,” I choked out, heart pounding. “Yes, Mistress, please… can I lick your feet?”

She regarded me like a queen from her throne, then gave a thoughtful little nod.

“I’ll allow it,” she said with mock solemnity. "Let’s see what kind of foot slut you are."

My face flushed. I leaned forward slowly, reverently, and extended my tongue.

The first touch was at her arch. Her skin was warm, faintly salty, still soft despite a day of walking barefoot around the house. I licked carefully, tasting the curve of her sole, my tongue moving in slow, trembling strokes.

“Ohh, you’re good, bitch,” she said, shivering theatrically and snapping another photo to show all her sorority friends. "You were meant for worshipping a hot girl’s feet, weren’t you?"

I moaned softly in response, lips trailing lower, licking from heel to toe. She spread her toes slightly, and I kissed each one in turn, sucking gently, rolling the pads between my lips like she was made of sugar. She giggled at how seriously I took it, but I didn’t care. I was in a trance.

Her toes flexed inside my mouth.

She moaned again, softer this time. "Keep sucking. Yeah. Just like that. God, you’re so hot when you’re so desperate."

The cage ached. My balls felt swollen, heavy, and so fucking full.

Florence shifted slightly, her heel pressing against my throat just enough to make me look up at her.

“Wouldn’t it be hilarious,” she murmured, “if this was all you ever did for the rest of your life? Worship women’s feet while they moan and think of better lovers. All while locked up like a little chastity slut?"

What else could I say?

“Yes Mistress,”I mumbled, then stuck out my tongue to lick her feet once more.


Chapter Nine: What a Difference A Day Makes

So much had changed in a single day.

We were back in Florence’s bedroom. The lights were low, casting soft golden shadows across the cream walls. The air smelled faintly of lavender and the secret world of women; her shampoo, her skin, her worn clothes from a night out, crumpled in the corner.

Florence herself was bathed in natural understated sexiness. She wore a pair of baggy cotton pajamas patterned with tiny strawberries, the kind that sagged just slightly on her slim frame, the waistband loose enough to dip below the gentle curve of her hips when she moved. The fabric was thin but baggy. One strap of her top had slipped off her shoulder, revealing the smooth, pale slope of her collarbone.

Her thick white tube socks bunched at the ankle, the elastic stretched from too many wash cycles. They were flecked with faint stains and fuzz, and the smell of her warm feet carried even across the room, unmistakably hers.

It was so normal, but after the day I’d had with her, I was intoxicated by her.

Florence’s hair was pulled up in a lazy ponytail, strands falling around her temples. She hadn’t even tried. And she was clearly, utterly uninterested in looking sexy for me. Like I didn’t matter to her in the least.

“When you said you wanted to slip into something more comfortable, I was expecting…” I began nervously, the words dissolving as soon as I spoke them.

Florence didn’t even glance at me.

Instead, she reached for the apple resting on her nightstand, the very same one I had carefully hand-polished earlier while she changed in her walk-in wardrobe.

“A sad, pathetic loser like you shouldn’t expect anything,” she said coolly, her voice unbothered and final, like she was explaining gravity. “I mean, with a dick that tiny, an ass that juicy, and a pair of slutty little nipples that stiffen whenever I talk down to you? What else could you expect? You’re just a footboy, for God’s sake.”

She bit into the apple with a loud crunch, the sound echoing through the silence between us like judgment. Her teeth sank into the skin with ease, juice trickling slowly down her thumb. She licked it up.

“I’ve decided,” she said, mouth full, licking her lip, “you deserve a reward.”

She reached into her pajama pocket, then flicked something at me with a flick of her wrist. The key.

My key.

It landed on the floor with a soft clink, inches from my bare knees.

I stared at it, frozen. For a second, I thought it was a trick. I looked up at her, eyes wide, searching her face for cruelty or playfulness. She was completely unreadable.

“Go on,” she said with a sigh, already bored. “Unlock yourself, freak.”

I embarrassed myself further then.

“Don’t you want to unlock me?” I said, pathetically even wanting that amount of action.

She took another slow, crunching bite of her apple. “I’m not touching that sad little dick again. Am I?”

“Of course not, Mistress,” I blurted, too fast.

My fingers fumbled over the key. My hands were trembling so badly it took two tries to get the lock undone. My chest was tight, my breathing shallow. But then—click.

Freedom.

My cock sprang out, stiff, angry, aching, the head flushed and weeping from a day of denial and unending teasing by the sexiest woman I had ever known.

Florence burst into laughter.

“Oh my god,” she wheezed, shaking her head, halfway through her third bite. “It really is funny how small it is every single time. Like… how does it seem to shrink even when it’s hard? Honestly. It’s a miracle of modern biology.”

She licked apple juice from her fingers, still shaking her head. “So. You want your reward?”

“Yes,” I said, voice thin, brittle. “Yes, Mistress. Please.”

“Cool,” she said, stretching out her legs and pointing toward her socked foot. “Take off my sock.”

I blinked. “Your…?”

She raised her foot and wiggled her toes inside the thick cotton, smirking. “Your reward, loser. I’m letting you jerk off. With my sock. That’s what you’re getting. You’re welcome.”

She leaned back, one arm behind her head, the other resting casually on her thigh. Her toes flexed again, slow and deliberate.

“Here’s the deal,” she continued. “You get to kneel there, your pathetic little cock twitching like a some kinda gross bug-thing, and suck on my toes while you stroke yourself into my sock. If you cum, congrats. If not, you’re locked back up until tomorrow. Or…”

She finished her bite, chewed slowly, then pointed toward the door with the apple.

“You can walk out right now. Cut the lawn in less than five minutes like you should have been doing all along. Pretend you’re a real man. I don’t care. Either way, stop fucking staring at me.”

I swallowed hard. My mouth was dry.

This wasn’t a game anymore. She wasn’t teasing. There were no more playful dares or feigned innocence. Florence had changed. She’d stepped into something darker and much stronger. This wasn’t just about humiliating the neighbour anymore. This was about control for her. And she was pissed.

“Yes, please, Mistress,” I said softly, then bolder, with more desperation than I meant to reveal: “Please let me jerk off in your perfect sock.”

She laughed. “You are so fucking pathetic,” she whispered. "But fine. You’ve got until I finish this apple."

She held it up, glossy red, three big bites already gone. “So you better get a fucking move on.”


Chapter Ten: The Last Opportunity of a Desperate Man

I hurried desperately, peeling the thick, worn sock off her delicate foot and wrapping it awkwardly around my throbbing cock.

The sock was enormous compared to me, completely enveloping my pathetic erection in the warm, slightly damp fabric. The sensation was completely humiliating; I could hardly feel any friction through the layers of cotton.

“I—I can hardly feel it,” I stammered, looking up helplessly at Florence.

Florence gave a lazy shrug, taking another exaggerated, juicy bite from her apple. “Not my problem,” she said idly, chewing slowly, clearly enjoying the spectacle of my humiliation. “Better hurry up. You’re already wasting precious apple bites.”

My cheeks burned as I dropped obediently onto the floor, the polished wooden surface cold against my bare knees. I began pumping into her sweaty sock, desperately trying to generate some kind of stimulation, the humiliation heightening my arousal even as I lingered in desperate frustration.

The instrument of my ruin, Florence, leaned forward slightly, her perfectly manicured toes stretching toward me. Without hesitation, I opened my mouth, letting her toes slip inside. Her skin tasted faintly salty, warm, and intoxicating, and I sucked eagerly, desperate to please her, even as I degraded myself further.

She laughed softly, her voice dripping with amused superiority.

“All you get is my toes in your mouth,” she taunted gleefully, flexing her foot gently against my tongue. “Maybe tomorrow I’ll make you jerk off staring at my armpits, or the back of my knees, or even my belly button.”

She giggled again, eyes gleaming wickedly.

“Yeah, I like that idea. Keeping you locked up, never letting you see my pussy or my ass. By the time I’m through with you, you’ll be begging just to see my toes. It’ll be the greatest privilege of your desperate, pathetic little life.”

I whimpered softly, cock twitching helplessly in her sock as her words sank in. Every syllable sent a rush of humiliating heat coursing through my veins.

“Mmm,” Florence murmured, savoring her apple theatrically. “This really is a good apple. I think you might only have five bites left.”

She took another deliberate bite, making a loud crunching noise.

“Five,” she announced cheerfully.

I pumped faster, feeling desperation clawing at my chest, my hips moving furiously as I sucked harder on her toes. Each lick, each suck intensified my humiliation and arousal.

Florence, not wasting any time, bit again, making a slow, deliberate crunch.

“Four,” she said lightly, inspecting the fruit as though she were appraising a work of art.

Her casual indifference only made my struggle worse.

Another bite. Louder. Taunting me. “Three.”

My breath grew ragged, hips bucking frantically, chasing pleasure, yet the soft fabric denied me at every thrust. My cock pulsed painfully, trapped between ecstasy and denial.

“Two,” she teased, laughing lightly, delighting in my torment. “Better hurry, footboy. Running out of time here. If you fail, you'll be locked away even longer next time. Imagine how much more desperate you'll be.”

I groaned, sucking her toes frantically, shame filling every inch of my body as my cock strained uselessly.

Florence raised the apple dramatically, then slowly took another careful bite.

“One,” she whispered, her voice dripping with mock sympathy.

I thrust desperately, whimpering pathetically, but it was too late. The sock slipped, and Florence laughed cruelly, pulling her toes from my mouth with a wet pop.

“Aw, poor little footboy couldn't even cum, huh? What a useless, tiny-dicked loser you are,” she mocked, reaching for the chastity cage.

Before I could protest, she swiftly slipped the cage back onto my aching cock, locking it with practiced efficiency.

Just as the lock clicked shut, a sudden, overwhelming wave of sensation exploded through my body, and I shuddered violently. Humiliated and horrified, I realized too late what was happening—a ruined orgasm surged through me, my cock twitching helplessly inside the cage, leaking pathetically.

“Ew, ew, ew!” Florence squealed, recoiling dramatically. “Did you just fucking cum in the cage? That's disgusting! Oh my god, you really are the most pathetic little thing I've ever seen.”

She grimaced playfully, waving her hand dismissively, rubbing a droplet of my embarrassing orgasm through my hair.

“Okay, freak. Go home and clean yourself up. I don't want to see that pathetic little nub for at least twenty-four hours. Come back here tomorrow at six and cook me dinner. I like steak, medium-rare. And don’t even think about trying to get out of that cage.”

Her voice lowered, taking on a sharp, commanding edge. “I mean, I'll give you the key back whenever you want, of course. But if you want to keep coming over here and playing our little servant game, then I need to have complete control. Do you understand?”

My breath was shallow, heart racing as I nodded quickly, humiliated, aroused, and utterly defeated.

“I understand, Mistress,” I said quietly, voice trembling as I picked up the tiny key and handed it back to her.

Florence's lips curled into a cruel smile.

“Good boy,” she purred, leaning forward to stuff the apple core firmly into my mouth. Her fingertips brushed my lips softly, sending a shiver down my spine. “Now get the fuck out of my house, bitch.”

I stood, knees shaking, cage filled with the humiliating evidence of my ruined climax, apple core wedged between my teeth. I stumbled toward the door, every step a reminder of my humiliation and her dominance, the cage swinging heavily between my legs.

But even as I staggered out into the evening air, utterly degraded, there was a twisted thrill in my chest, a pulsing excitement for what tomorrow might hold, for how much deeper Florence would drag me into delicious humiliation.

As fucked up as it was.

I couldn’t wait.

Interlude: Lydia in Rome Earlier That Summer

Lydia had been in Rome for less than 48 hours and already had the city wrapped around her soft, manicured finger.

She sat outside a corner café on Via della Scrofa, espresso in hand, cigarette burning untouched in the ashtray beside her.

The cup’s porcelain felt warm against her fingertips, the faint bitterness of the coffee curling through the back of her throat.

Her sundress clung lightly to her supple thighs, the fabric thin enough that she could feel the sunbaked heat of the metal chair seeping directly into her skin, loose enough to flutter whenever a lazy breeze ghosted down the narrow street.

Her legs were bare, smooth, and spread wide, not least because Lydia never wore panties when she travelled.

That was part of the rule.

No underwear.

No expectations.

No opportunities missed.

When her lip gloss slipped from her purse and clattered to the ground, the vibration hummed up through her sandal, a tiny jolt, and she didn’t even look down.

The sound alone summoned the waitress.

She was gorgeous.

Tall, olive-skinned, soft brown eyes, probably twenty-five, the kind of girl who dropped to her knees with a murmured “Scusi.”

The girl’s breath stirred the hem of Lydia’s dress as she bent down, warm and feather-light against Lydia’s bare inner thigh.

That was daring.

Lydia liked her girls daring.

Lydia leaned back lazily in her chair, the woven metal creaking with the shift of her weight, spread her thighs ever so slightly, and let the hem of her dress slide up an inch. Heat pooled between her legs, and she felt her pussy go slick with arousal, the kind that came so easily in the sun and around pretty women.

The waitress reached for the gloss, her hand brushing the warm stone tiles, her eyes falling between Lydia’s legs.

Lydia smiled, slow and unapologetic, feeling the curl of it tug at her freshly glossed lips.

“Don’t worry,” she said softly, “you can look if you want.”

The waitress froze mid-reach.

Her fingers grazed the lip gloss but didn’t close around it.

Her eyes flicked up to Lydia’s face, then down again, the movement quick and helpless.

Her breath hitched high in her chest, a tiny trembling inhale Lydia felt more than heard. She bit her lip. She wanted her.

Lydia tilted her head, amused, letting the Roman heat settle into her bones, turning her languid. “Do you want a good time, bella?”

The waitress gave the faintest nod, barely more than a shiver of her chin.

Lydia stood, the chair scraping softly against the stone. She tossed a few euros onto the table without glancing at the bill.

She scooped up the gloss herself, feeling the cool metal tube glide across her fingers, dragged it slowly across her lower lip, and crooked a finger. “Come, follow your Goddess.”

The girl followed her through cobbled streets like a bitch on an invisible leash. Lydia could hear her footfalls—quick, anxious, obedient—keeping close behind.

The air smelled of warm bread, car exhaust, sun-heated stone, and the faint sweetness of melted gelato drifting from open doorways.

Lydia’s hotel was indulgent and definitely overpriced.

It was a converted monastery with thick stone walls cool beneath her fingertips, and crisp sheets that smelled of bergamot, starch, and sun-dried cotton.

She didn’t ask the waitress’s name right away.

Names implied responsibility, and Lydia travelled too freely for that.

Instead she unzipped her bag, tugged out her favorite toy—a curved, black 10-inch silicone monster with a suction base and firm give—and slapped it flat against the antique desk at the end of the bed.

The sound echoed dully in the vaulted room, a commanding little thud.

The waitress swallowed visibly, throat bobbing. “È troppo grande…”

“Not for you…yet,” Lydia said, kicking off her sandals. The cool wooden floor pressed against her bare soles. “Strip for me, let me see what I caught...”

She obeyed eagerly desperate to do whatever this goddess wanted of her, fingers shaking as she pulled at her clothes, dropping each piece onto the floor in a soft, timid pile.

Her body was wiry and lovely, skin golden and tight, smelling faintly of espresso and sun.

Small tits with pebble-hard nipples and dark, sensitive areolas Lydia couldn’t wait to taste.

Lydia’s hands itched with the urge to touch before she even moved.

She bent the girl over the desk slowly, savoring the warmth radiating from her back, positioned her with one hand between her shoulder blades—the delicate tension of bone and muscle shifting under Lydia’s palm—the other dragging down to cup her clit, already swollen and slick with anticipation.

“You’ll take it in your ass for me,” Lydia murmured, her voice low and firm, lips brushing the girl’s ear. “And if you’re a good girl, I’ll let you cum on my fingers.”

The waitress trembled but smiled and whispered. “Yes, Americano.”

Lydia spat in her palm, the saliva warm and silky, and slicked the tip of the dildo.

With her other hand she spread the girl’s cheeks wide, admiring the way she trembled, every muscle quivering, already leaking onto the polished desk.

The first push was tight, resistant, the ring of muscle gripping stubbornly around the silicone.

Lydia loved that tension.

Loved the hiss of breath from the girl, the high, desperate whimper muffled against her own forearm.

She spanked her juicy little ass once—hard—the sound cracking through the room, heat blooming beneath Lydia’s palm.

Then she eased the dildo inside her tight puckered asshole.

Inch by inch, she buried it into the waitress’s ass, slowly enough that Lydia could see every twitch, every shiver, every futile attempt to relax, hard enough that the girl’s delicate toes curled against the floorboards.

Lydia braced herself, hipbones pressing into the desk’s edge, thrusting in deep, and reached around to rub her swollen wet clit with two fingers, slick, hot, pulsing.

The girl moaned—“Oh Dio… oh Dio…”—her voice cracking apart on the last syllable, breath stuttering.

Lydia smiled, heat curling low in her belly. “Good girl. Take my fat cock. All of it. Swallow it with your perfect slutty little hole…”

She fucked her like that for a long, slow minute—deep strokes with the massive toy while her fingers worked expertly between the girl’s thighs, teasing and circling, spreading her slickness with each stroke.

The girl’s breath came in frantic bursts, English and Italian mixing together in broken pleas.

Lydia leaned in close, lips brushing the shell of her ear, whispered filthy encouragements, slapped her ass again, and twisted her hips to drive the toy deeper. The desk creaked beneath them, old wood and new sin.

When the girl came, she did it gasping and shaking, her cunt clenching tight around Lydia’s fingers, her legs almost giving out as pleasure rippled violently up her spine.

Lydia held her there through it, steady and unyielding, petting her through each shudder.

She slowly eased the toy out, watching with satisfaction as the girl’s ass stretched and twitched around it, still fluttering from the force of her orgasm.

The room smelled of sweat, sex, warm stone, and Lydia’s unmistakable dominance. Power had a scent, and Lydia wore it like perfume.

The girl turned her head, still bent over, hair sticking damply to her cheek. Her voice was hoarse, reverent. “I want to be yours… forever.”

Lydia laughed softly, stepping back to retrieve and light the cigarette she’d abandoned earlier.

The first inhale tasted like smoke and victory.

“Sweetheart,” she said, blowing a lazy plume toward the open window where Roman air drifted in, “I’m only in town for a week.”

She paused, watching the girl slump onto the desk, her body still shaking, overstimulated and bliss-dazed.

“But you’ll remember me for life.”

Interlude: Kitten a Woman in Business Who Means Business

On mornings like this it was hard to be angry about anything. And Kitten had been angry for a very long time.

She’d been angry about her folks giving her such a stupid name she’d borne her entire adult life.

Angry at the world for making things so hard.

Angry at so many people.

But then she’d met the lovely slut who’d become her husband, and anger gave way to love.

And Kitten loved mornings like this.

The bedroom windows were cracked open just enough to let in a stream of warm light and the faint hum of early traffic, the kind that made the world feel alive but not yet demanding. Her husband lay stretched out on their king-sized bed, face turned into the pillow, muscles defined and golden in the soft glow.

He was gorgeous in a way that felt almost unfair that only she could have him, with a broad back, slim waist, thick thighs that looked sculpted specifically to be grabbed.

And right now, all of that beauty was hers.

“On your knees, baby,” she murmured, her voice smooth enough that he shivered without even lifting his head.

He obeyed instantly, pushing up onto hands and knees. The mattress dipped beneath his weight, springing soft under each shift.

His cock hung heavy between his thighs, already half-hard with anticipation, and Kitten smiled because he didn’t even know what she was holding behind him yet.

Her favourite strap.

Black.

Silicone.

Thick, curved, with that perfect weight and balance that always made her feel powerful just strapping it on.

The leather hugged her hips snugly, warm from her skin, the buckle clicking into place with a quiet finality.

“Take a really eep breath,” she said, running one palm slowly up his spine.

His skin was warm, firm, the line of each vertebrae pushing delicately into her hand.

He melted into the touch like a cat being stroked.

She reached his neck and scratched lightly with her nails. “Good boy.”

His exhale trembled.

She loved that.

“W—what size today?” he asked, voice hoarse, hopeful and scared in equal measure.

Kitten leaned forward until her lips brushed his ear. He smelled faintly of last night’s cologne and morning heat.

“My favourite,” she whispered.

He groaned — the helpless kind that came from memory and anticipation and the hot fiery fear that comes with sex this good.

Because her favourite wasn’t small.

Or modest.

Or anything a straight man would openly admit to wanting.

“Face down,” she said. “And stick that sexy ass up.”

The shift was immediate.

He sank into the pillows, arching exactly the way she liked — presenting himself, opening himself, offering himself.

Kitten traced her fingertips down the firm curve of his ass, feeling the subtle twitch of nerves under her touch.

His breath was shaky, his thighs tense, his toes curling into the sheets.

“You’re already clenching,” she teased. “Don’t tell me you’re nervous.”

“I’m… respectful,” he said, voice muffled in the pillow.

She laughed and the sound was deep, affectionate, and wicked. “Adorable.”

She grabbed the lube from the nightstand, the bottle cold in her hand. When she poured it onto her fingers, it rolled down in smooth, warm rivulets.

She spread him open with her thumbs, admiring how his body reacted — the little tremble, the involuntary squeeze, the helpless tilt of his hips toward her.

“Relax,” she murmured, circling his pretty little hole with slick pressure.

He gasped softly, gripping the sheets.

“You always get so tight in the mornings.” She slid one finger inside him, slowly. “Hmmm. So warm already.”

His body clenched around her, instinctive and needy.

“K-Kitten…”

“Good boy,” she whispered again, adding a second finger, stretching him gently. He whined into the pillow, a sound that shot heat straight to her core.

When she finally pulled her fingers out, he made a desperate, empty sound — the sudden absence leaving him hollow.

Kitten lined up the strap.

The head pushed against him, firm and slick.

His whole body went still.

“That’s it,” she murmured, placing one steady hand on the small of his back. “Let me in.”

She pushed forward slowly, watching his muscles flutter, strain, then melt as his body yielded inch by inch.

The first push always had that perfect resistance — that sweet, tight squeeze — and Kitten’s breath deepened as she sank the strap deeper into him.

He moaned into the pillow, fingers clenching around the sheets.

“You take my massive cock so well,” she said, gliding another inch inside until his ass hugged the thick silicone like it had missed her. “This is why you get to be my husband.

Because you’re so good for me. Because you’re such an ass slut.”

He whined again, hips pressing back needily, his cock dripping precum and throbbing.

That was her favourite part.

“Greedy,” she teased, giving his ass a firm slap. The sound cracked through the room, followed by the sound of his breath hitching. “I love it.”

She set a rhythm — deep, controlled, slow enough to feel everything, fast enough to make him arch.

Her hands gripped his hips, fingers digging into warm, flexing muscle.

Every thrust made him gasp, then moan, then gasp again. His cock swung helplessly beneath him, leaking onto the sheets.

His body was hot, slick with sweat along his spine, trembling under her like he was being played like an instrument she’d mastered years ago.

“Kittens…” he choked out. “I’m close.”

“No,” she said simply.

The word hit him harder than anything physical. His moan broke at the end.

“You don’t cum before I say,” she murmured, leaning over him, her breasts pressing against his back. “You know that.”

He nodded frantically, panting into the pillow.

“Good boy.”

She fucked him harder then, driving deep, her thighs slapping lightly against his ass.

His whole body rocked with the force of it, his breath coming fast and desperate.

Kitten reached around and grabbed his cock — not stroking, just holding, controlling, reminding him who it belonged to.

He whimpered.

She smiled.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Hold it.”

He shook, muscles quivering violently with the effort.

And she kept going — deep, deliberate thrusts, pushing him right to the edge and keeping him there.

His toes curled, his back arched, his voice cracked.

Only when he was trembling — truly trembling — did she lean down and kiss the back of his neck.

“Cum for me.”

The sound he made wasn’t a moan. It was a surrender.

His hips jerked, his cock pulsed in her hand, hot ropes spilling over her fingers as his whole body convulsed under her.

He sobbed with joy and a swell of emotions into the pillow, overwhelmed, undone, and utterly perfect.

Kitten slowed her thrusts, easing him down, petting his back as he shook through the aftershocks.

When he collapsed forward onto the bed, boneless and panting, she slipped out slowly, letting the strap slide free with a wet, satisfied sound.

He turned his head slightly, cheeks flushed, hair sticking to his forehead.

“God… I love you.”

She smiled, wiping her fingers clean on the sheets without a hint of guilt.

“I know,” she said. “And that’s why you get fucked like a king.”

He laughed breathlessly.

She kissed his shoulder.

“And that,” Kitten added, pulling the strap off with one smooth motion, “is why I run the toy stores. It pays to know your craft.”

Interlude: Florence Frost is a Liberated Woman

Florence Frost did not hurry anywhere.

But she did move with a little extra satisfaction as she padded across her loft, humming under her breath, plucking the apple core smear from her fingers and tossing it casually into the compost bin. She’d washed her toes in the sink with an almost ceremonial flourish — “ew, freak,” she’d muttered at the memory of the cage leaking against her skin — and now she rolled her shoulders back, sighing with that rare, indulgent contentment that only came after reducing a man to trembling, ruined mush on her living room floor.

She felt gorgeous. She felt powerful. She felt like she deserved a reward.

Which is why she was running a bath.

The clawfoot tub filled slowly, steaming, lavender-scented bubbles gathering around the edges like lazy silk.

Florence leaned against the counter, peeling off her shirt, smiling a little at the faint dent of her bra strap on her shoulder. Her nipples were still perked, sensitive in a way that made her grin at her own reflection — domination always did that to her. She unclasped her bra, letting her breasts fall free, warm and heavy and perfect. When she slid her shorts off, she stepped out of them with the slow, luxurious grace of someone who absolutely loved being naked.

The bath water was almost too hot — almost — and it made her skin prickle in that delicious, melting way as she lowered herself in. The bubbles parted around her thighs, clinging to her skin like lace. She sighed, head falling back against the porcelain.

A perfect evening.

She reached for her tablet on the stool beside the tub, flicking it awake. The screen lit up with a cover she knew well: one of her favourite filthy femdom novels, bookmarked halfway through a particularly delicious chapter.

And the instant she saw the page she’d left off on — a scene where a petite blonde forced her boyfriend to lick her high heels while she laughed at the size of his cock — Florence froze for only a heartbeat before smiling slowly.

Oh.
Well.
That hits different after tonight.

Her thighs drifted apart under the water without her even meaning to.

Florence swiped to the next paragraph, the warm light reflecting off the steam in soft golden patches. The smut flowed easily — cruel teasing, forced worship, ruined orgasms, a pathetic little man whining into his mistress’s feet — and she felt herself growing sensitive in the places the water touched.

She shifted slightly, bubbles slipping between her legs, and a soft, involuntary sound escaped her throat.

God, smut was good.
But smut after humiliating her own real-life foot-obsessed disaster of a man?
That was divine.

Her fingers slid under the water, lazy at first, brushing over her inner thigh. The contrast between the hot water and her cooler fingertips made her shiver. She read another line — “he whimpered into her toes, begging for permission he would never receive” — and her breath caught.

She thought of his face earlier.
Red.
Wide-eyed.
Desperate enough to hump a filthy sock on the floor while she ate a fruit.

“Oh my god,” she whispered into the empty bathroom, laughing softly at the memory. “You really are such a little mess, aren’t you?”

Her hand slid higher.
Her knees drifted wider.
The bubbles trembled.

She kept reading.

The mistress on the page called her toy a “good boy” right before forcing him to lick the sweat from the arch of her foot.

Florence’s breath hitched.

Her fingertips grazed her clit beneath the water — barely, just enough to spark a little shockwave through her hips — and she let out a slow, satisfied exhale.

Yeah.
That was nice.
That was very, very nice.

She circled again, a little firmer this time, letting the smut guide her. Her thighs tensed with the movement, the water sloshing softly, the bubbles clinging to her breasts as she shifted. She slid her free hand up over her body, cupping one breast, thumb grazing her nipple. Warm water. Soft skin. Steam rising in thick clouds.

She read the next line.

“The more pathetic he became, the wetter she got.”

“Oh, babe,” Florence murmured with a low, wicked grin, “you have no idea.”

Her finger moved faster, swirling heat through her hips. Her back arched slightly, water rolling over the curve of her stomach. Her breath deepened, lips parting, nipples brushing against the air as they lifted out of the bath.

Her mind drifted back to the moment his cage dripped onto her toes.
His horrified face.
Her dramatic, theatrical “Ew! Did you cum in it?”
The apple core shoved into his mouth.

God, that had been good.

Her hips jerked once, a soft gasp slipping from her lips.

“Fuck,” she whispered, tilting her pelvis up toward her hand. “That’s it…”

The book displayed a line about a ruined orgasm so intense the man cried.

Florence laughed breathlessly.
“Yeah, well,” she murmured, “mine isn’t going to be ruined.”

Her fingers tightened their rhythm, her toes curling under the water, bubbles sliding over her nipples as her chest lifted with each inhale. The heat built and built, a molten pressure behind her pelvis that made her thighs tremble.

“Oh—god—”
Her voice caught.
Her head fell back.

The orgasm hit her like a wave crashing into hot sand — hard, rolling, deep — her back arching, water splashing gently against the porcelain. She came with a low, drawn-out moan, her hips shuddering, fingers working her through every tremor until the pleasure softened into warm, molten bliss.

She lay there panting, steam curling around her face, the smut still glowing on the screen beside her.

After a moment, she smirked.

“Tomorrow’s going to be fun.”

Then she closed the book.
Sank deeper into the water.
And let herself drift in the sweet, smug glow of someone who had absolutely everything under control.


ACT 2: Do What I Tell You To Do


Chapter One: Dreams of Florence Frost

Sun pounded through the thin Venetian blinds, turning my bedroom into a sweltering little box as I tried to burrow back into the warmth of my dream.

It had been a good dream.

In it, Florence Frost, the beautiful next-door neighbour I’d lived beside for years but barely spoken to, had been smiling, lips glistening, and on her knees.

You know the kind of dream I’m talking about.

But it was no use. The heat, the faint sound of a lawnmower somewhere down the street, and the cruel way real life never lets you stay in the good bits had me awake. Groggy and still completely naked,(well except for one thing), I pulled on a pair of loose shorts and stumbled out from under the sheets. The floorboards were hot under my feet as I padded into the kitchen, eyes still half-closed.

I poured myself a bowl of cereal, the dry rattle loud in the stillness, then topped it with cold milk and grabbed a carton of orange juice from the fridge. My parents were off on a month-long cruise, my summer reading list for university was already finished, and the house was mine alone until mid-August.

Seeing as it was Saturday, I dropped into the couch, remote in hand, and began flicking through channels until I landed on an old rerun of America’s Next Top Model. The girls were doing a lingerie shoot in what looked like an abandoned construction site, their small, pert breasts straining against sheer lace, hair blowing in the wind machines.

My chest hitched. Without thinking, I reached down into my boxers, sighing at the sensation, or lack of it.

Yesterday, Florence had… well, let’s just say the line between dream and reality had blurred.

What had started with her sunbathing topless in her backyard had spiralled into a blur of teasing, humiliating dares, me cleaning her house naked except for a tiny pink bikini, and, worst of all, her snapping a lock shut on a clear plastic chastity cage that now kept my dick completely useless.

She’d sent me home with it still on, telling me she didn’t want to see me until this evening.

I’d agreed, because apparently I’ll agree to anything when she smiles at me like that.

Now, sprawled on the couch in the thin morning light, I sat aching and touching myself uselessly through the smooth, unforgiving plastic, trying to find any purchase on my twitching, slick little dick as it tried, and failed, to get hard in its prison.

“God, that’s fucking embarrassing.”

“Ah!” I yelped, jerking upright, my cereal spoon raised like a weapon.

Milk sloshed onto my bare thigh.

But it was only Florence.

And not the Florence from my dream, this was worse.
 

She was standing in my living room like she owned it, her electric-blue eyes gleaming with amusement, her sandy blonde hair pulled into a high, lazy ponytail that still managed to look like something out of a catalogue.

Today she was wearing a white tennis skirt that was far too short to be practical, pleated fabric swaying against the tops of her toned thighs, paired with a matching fitted polo that hugged her petite frame.

The skirt rode so high that every step threatened to flash the pale, silken curve of her hips.

White ankle socks, spotless tennis shoes, and the faintest sheen of sweat on her tanned shoulders finished the look, like she’d just walked off a court somewhere exclusive and had wandered into my house by mistake.

Except she hadn’t. She was here for me.

Florence grinned, leaning one hip against the fridge as if she hadn’t just materialised in my locked house.

“Surprised?”

“I… I thought you didn’t want to see me until this evening?” I stammered, lowering the spoon but clutching it anyway, like maybe I could dig my way out of this.

“I got bored,” she said simply, moving past me without asking, “and the AC guy is working in our living room, so I thought I’d snoop on the bitch next door.”

She opened my fridge, plucked out a bottle of kombucha, twisted the cap off with a crisp crack, and, without looking, let it drop to the floor.

It rolled a few inches before coming to rest against my bare foot. I bent automatically to pick it up, cheeks heating when I realised how easily she could see the outline of the cage through my thin shorts.

“I wanna see what embarrassing things you’ve got in your room,” Florence said lightly, taking a swig and wrinkling her nose at the taste before drinking again. “Wanna come?”

Before I could answer, she was already heading for the hallway, pleats swaying, ponytail bouncing with each step.

My stomach dropped.

My room.

My actual fucking room.
Horror-stricken, I scrambled after her, nearly tripping over the coffee table in my rush.

Florence paused in the hallway, one hand already on the door to my bedroom, and turned back with a small, almost businesslike smile.

From the pocket of her tiny tennis skirt she produced a folded sheet of paper and a pen, holding them out as if this were the most natural thing in the world.

“Before we go any further,” she said lightly, “I want this in writing. It’s a simple servant contract. You agree that from this moment on you will follow every single one of my whims, no matter how crazy or humiliating they get. In return you get a safeword—‘pickleball’—and a hand signal I’ve already shown all the girls so everyone knows and respects it. Either one ends everything instantly and the contract is annulled on the spot. No arguments and no hard feelings. You understand that by signing this you’re giving me permission to do literally anything I want with you for as long as the contract stands?”

I stared at the paper.

The wording was clear, almost clinical, and the implications sat heavy in my chest.

I understood completely.

This could mean anything.

Everything.

I still took the pen, the plastic of the cage pressing uselessly against my hardening cock, and signed my name at the bottom without hesitation.

Florence watched the ink dry, then folded the contract neatly and slipped it back into her pocket.

“Good boy,” she said, pushing the bedroom door open with one finger. “Now I’m gonna check out your room.”


Chapter Two: Florence Frost gets a glance into my private life

“Oh my god,” Florence giggled, hand over her mouth. “You’re such a dirty little pig.”


Her eyes flicked down the room, then back to me, the corners crinkling with amusement.

I ran past her to hastily make my bed, the sheet still warm from where I’d been lying, but she clicked her tongue.

The sharp sound stopped me mid-step.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked, a perfect eyebrow arched as she put a manicured hand on her cocked hip.

The movement drew my gaze to her supple, sun-kissed thighs, the smooth skin catching the light from the window, the faint curve of muscle shifting under the short pleats of her tennis skirt.

“Um,” I began, knowing I was going to get myself in trouble. My mouth felt dry. “Tidying up?”

Florence shook her head. “You had your chance for that all summer, I want to see how you really live. Stand in the corner.”

I gulped. The girl next door with the innocent smile and all-American beauty, the one who volunteered at the library and protested to save historical buildings, was ordering me about like I was a slave… in my own room. My pulse was up, the air in the room suddenly heavier.

Well I’d show her. I’d take control and make her see…

“Bitch boy,” she said sweetly. “Lose the shorts as well, I didn’t give you permission to wear them in my presence.”

Then she took a step closer to me and slowly ran her manicured fingers up my chest, fingernails trailing against my goosebump skin slowly until they reached my nipples.

The pads of her fingers were warm and smooth. She began to massage them in small, delicate circles, her nails grazing lightly, and smiled up at me before twisting them with a smirk.

“Ouch!” I cried, a sharp pinch of heat shooting through me.

“Hehe,” she giggled, so proud of herself. “You can always just ask me to leave, bitch, but if I stay we play by my rules.”

I gulped, my resolve crumbling like a sandcastle beneath a tsumami. “Yes, Miss.”

My back was against the wall now, hands twitching at my sides.

I stood in the corner, face burning with embarrassment.

“Good girl,” she said, biting her plump lip as she looked me over. “And those yucky shorts?”

I sighed and shimmied out of them, revealing my chastity cage, slick with precum and framed by my swollen balls.

The cool air hit my skin, making me even more aware of how exposed I was.

“That must be really painful,” she said with a pout, her eyes fixed there.

“It’s not too bad,” I offered, trying to please her.

Florence frowned. “Oh, that’s a shame, we’ll have to get you a smaller one later then. But first thing’s first. Time to see what embarrassing shit you’ve got in this place.”

With a probing finger she began to look at my sheet.

“Ewwwww! Bitch, you’ve dripped your gross boy juice all over these, if you can’t control yourself I’m going to have to make you start wearing pads when you go to sleep. Change these before you go to bed tonight.”

I burned with humiliation.

My ears felt hot.

Then she walked around the room. And her eyes glinted as she found my bedside locker drawer and pulled out an old porn mag and a lingerie catalogue. She riffled the pages, smirking.

She mocked me relentlessly about both. “What pages are your favourite, bitch?”

“I don’t look at them that much,” I protested, lying, my voice catching.

“No, no, no, tell me now,” she said, slapping my balls.

The cage dug in with the impact, a dull ache that made me flinch.

I hurt, and I hated how much her hurting me made me feel good.

“These ones,” I explained, pointing.

The first image was of a girl with huge tits, wearing a French maid lingerie set. Holding a feather duster between her teeth and red juicy lips.

“You boys are so dumb and obvious,” Florence laughed. “And sexist, is that what you want, some slut going around your house in lingerie cleaning up after your mess?”

“Well, umm—”

“Oh course you do, idiot,” she snorted, somehow cute when she did it. “That’s what makes you so fucking pathetic.”

I felt my cock desperately pushing at the confines of the cage, itching to get out.

How did this level of humiliation and cruelty affect me this way. What was wrong with me.

This was not normal.

“And the lingerie?”

I show her a red lacy set with a brunette model and a corset and stockings.

“Classic, she is hot though, I’d fuck her,” Florence said clinically, ignoring my widening eyes. “Now tell me, if you could only see me in one of these what would it be?”

I gulped, the prospect so tantalising.

The thought of her tight body and fat ass in either was enough to make me drip.

But I kept it together.

“The maid one,” I murmured.

“Good boy,” she said with a coy smile. “Maybe you’ll get to see it before the end of the week.”

Then she goes to my underwear drawer.

“Oh my god, this is just sad,” she says, holding up a pair of boxer briefs with holes in them. “When was the last time you bought new ones?”

I tried to think of an answer when she cut me off.

“Never mind,” and then without further ado she dumped all of them into my trash bin. The sound of the pile hitting the plastic made my stomach drop.

“But what am I supposed to wear?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes, then something appeared to occur to her.

With a grin she reached beneath her tiny skirt and removed the white cotton panties she had been wearing.

I could see the crotch was damp from her pussy or sweat.

I realised I didn’t care.

I was hard as a fucking quished rock either way.

“Wear these until we go to town together to get you more.”

I just held them.

The cotton was still warm and wet  from her perfect goddess body.

“What are you waiting for, bitch?” she said, rolling her eyes. “Now I want the whole house clean before I come back.”

I struggled into them.

They squeezed my butt, the elastic snug over my hips, and made me so humiliated and embarrassed to be wearing nothing in front of this bombshell other than white cotton women’s underwear.

“Where are you going?”

“Tennis lesson,” she said, going towards the door.

“But you’re not wearing underwear, won’t people see your—”

She winked. “Competitive edge. I’m not great with the form, but I’m very good at distraction. Haven’t lost a game all summer.”

Then she left, and I was left, caged, blushing and standing in her panties.


Chapter Three: Put to work by Florence Frost

God, this was humiliating.

Standing in the middle of the living room in nothing but a pair of Florence’s white cotton panties and the clear plastic cage she’d locked me in.

The panties hugged tight across my hips, the elastic biting between my ass cheeks, and every time I moved the fabric pulled between my cheeks and reminded me exactly what I was wearing.

The cage felt heavy and ever present, swinging slightly when I shifted my weight, the head of my dick trapped and slick with precum inside.

It was ridiculous.

I should just tell her it was all off. That I didn’t want to play the servant game anymore.

That I never wanted to see her again.

But I didn’t want that.

Some dirty, quiet part of me never wanted this to end. I was like an asteroid caught in her orbit, drawn to Florence without any hope of breaking away. She was more beautiful than any woman I’d ever been with, hell, more beautiful than any I’d ever even spoken to.

A perfect, smug vision in tiny skirts and flawless skin, with that casual cruelty in her voice that made my chest tighten every time she used it on me.

If the servant game was how I got to stay in her world, then I’d keep playing.

I started with the kitchen, wiping down the counters, scrubbing the sink until it gleamed.

The panties shifted with each stretch, the waistband rolling slightly when I bent to clean lower cupboards.

Every movement reminded me of the cage; the way the plastic pressed in made it impossible to forget.

I vacuumed the rugs, dusted the bookshelves, changed the sheets in the guest room.

By the time I’d cleaned the oven, sweat was running down my spine. The air felt thick, my skin flushed. I was too scared to stop. I couldn’t risk her walking in and finding me idle.

Which was exactly why, when she did finally walk back through my front door, she caught me in the single dumbest predicament of my life.

“Help!” I called, my voice echoing in the hallway.

Her footsteps paused, then quickened. “Oh my god, what the fuck did you do?” Her singsong voice was high and laughing.

It was dumb.

Really fucking dumb.

My upper body was jammed halfway into the laundry chute that opened just above the baseboards in the upstairs hallway.

I’d seen a sock wedged in there and thought I’d just reach in to grab it. My arm got stuck first, then my shoulder.

I’d leaned further, trying to twist free, and now my entire torso was inside, my waist caught against the edge, my ass sticking out into the hallway in full view.

White cotton panties stretched over my cheeks. The clear bulge of the cage pushed against the fabric in front.

My legs were bent awkwardly, bare feet braced on the wood floor.

“You dumb little slut,” she giggled, coming up behind me. I could feel her shadow fall over my back. “You’ve wasted so much time.”

“I wasn’t—”

“I think you need to be punished,” she said, cutting me off.

I heard the light patter of her sneakers on the stairs as she disappeared into the other room.

“Luckily, I have my Wiffle ball bat,” she giggled as she tapped the hollow plastic against her palm, the sound sharp and hollow.

“Seriously—” I started, but the first smack cut me off.

The bat cracked across the left cheek of my ass. Even through the panties the sting was instant, a hot, sharp pulse that spread across my skin.

“Ah—”

Florence swung again, this time to the right.

The sound of the hollow bat hitting me echoed in the narrow hallway.

“Such a dumb little maid,” she said. “Stuck in your own house like a fucking cartoon. While I was at the tennis club…”

She laughed softly, pausing for another swing that made me grunt. “God, the people there today. So many hot girls. One of them, you’d have died, she bent over right in front of me to pick up a ball, her skirt practically around her waist. Miniature thong. Her ass was perfect. This was tight. Firm. And she knew I was looking. She even wiggled it for me. I wanted to finger her senseless right there and then…”

Another smack. My toes curled against the floor.

“And the guys,” she went on, voice casual, as if we were just chatting. “This one guy served shirtless. Sweaty chest, abs like a fucking statue. His shorts hung so low I could see the start of his happy trail. And you could tell, even through them, he was… big. Way bigger than your little clit.”

She punctuated it with a harder hit.

I flinched, the edge of the chute digging into my ribs.

But I didn’t use my safeword, so obviously some slutty part of me was fucking loving this.

“I kept thinking,” she continued, “if you were there, you’d be on your knees beside the court. Serving drinks for me and the other hot men and women home from college. Just waiting until I clicked my fingers and told you to rub sunscreen on my legs while everyone stared.”

The bat cracked across me again, same spot as before.

The sting layered over itself, the skin beneath the panties beginning to throb.

“Panties off,” she said suddenly.

“I can’t reach—”

She hooked her fingers into the waistband and tugged them down to my thighs. Cool air rushed over my bare ass.

“God,” she said, her tone shifting. “You really do have the cutest girly butt. You don’t deserve to have something this nice. Well, maybe it’s like karmic compensation for your little bean.”

The next smack landed directly across both cheeks and my balls. The sound was sharper, the sting immediate and hotter.

I jerked against the chute.

She worked both cheeks, alternating, the bat striking in a steady rhythm. Each hit made my skin bounce and then burn, the heat spreading.

“Now that,” she said between swings, “is a proper colour. Pink and pretty. It suits you much better. You’re welcome.”

I groaned, my face hot against the inside of the chute.

When she finally stopped, her hand smoothed over one cheek, fingers pressing into the sore flesh.

“Perfect,” she murmured.

I felt her step closer, her chest brushing my back as she reached into the chute to get a grip on me.

“Come on, dumbass,” she said, and with a tug she pulled me free.

I stumbled forward, panties still around my thighs, my ass hot and throbbing.

Florence tossed the bat aside.

“I’m beat,” she said, stretching her arms over her head. “Follow me into the living room. I need my sweaty feet massaged.”

I pulled my panties back up and trailed after her, my cheeks (both sets) burning.


Chapter Four: Florence Frost tells a story

She sat on my chair like it was hers, crossing one knee over the other, tugging off her sweaty white tennis socks.

She didn’t toss them to the floor or crumple them in her hands.

She just peeled them slow, dragging the damp cotton down her smooth calves, her fingers grazing her skin like she was teasing herself.

After yesterday, even the sight of her fucking socks made me hard.

The memory of kneeling in her bedroom, the taste of salt and skin on my tongue, the way she’d smiled down at me like she was looking at a pet she’d trained—yeah, that was all it took.

And now her adorable pedicured toes were curling in the air, pale pink polish gleaming under the light, the high arch of her foot perfect and deliberate.

“You’re dripping, bitch,” Florence cooed.

She didn’t have to lean forward—her voice carried enough weight to make me look down instantly.

The growing stain on her panties was right there in my line of sight, and she pressed the tip of her toe into it just enough for the cotton to cling to her.

A shiver went through me so sharp I nearly whimpered.

God.

She thought I was so pathetic.

And she was fucking right.

“Ruining my panties,” she said flatly.

“I’m sorry,” I mumbled.

“Apologising like a little bitch? That’s good,” she said, smirking faintly. “I’d hate to have to punish you again.”

Her toes brushed my cheek. “Kneel,” she said.

I slid from the bed to the floor without thinking. She propped one foot on the edge of the mattress and flexed her toes lazily. “Go on. You know what to do.”

I bent and kissed the top of her foot, the skin warm and still faintly damp from her socks. I dragged my tongue along the slope of her arch, the faint taste of salt making my cock strain in the cage. She let out a pleased little hum and leaned back in the chair, watching.

“That’s better,” she said. “Now the other one.”

As I moved to her other foot, she tilted her head, her eyes glinting. “Want to hear a story?” she asked.

I nodded, my mouth still on her skin.

She smirked. “It’s about my friend Lydia. You’d like her. She’s… creative.”

I sucked at the base of her toes, and she laughed softly. “Lydia’s obsessed with anal play in boys. Totally her thing. But that’s not where it started. I think it started the summer after high school. We were nineteen. Both working at this summer camp, bored out of our minds, sleeping in crappy bunks, flirting with management so we got all the cushiest jobs and a cabin all to ourselves..”

Her toes pressed harder against my lips. “One night, we were sharing a box of chocolates in her cabin. She got this look on her face and she says, ‘Flo, I dare you to let me finger your ass.’”

I froze for a second, the tip of my tongue still against her sweaty skin.

“She said it like it was nothing. Like we were playing truth or dare at a slumber party. And I didn’t want to be a wimp, so…” Florence shifted in the chair, spreading her legs a little wider. “I got on all fours for her. Right there on her bed.”

I licked higher up her arch, my cage pressing uncomfortably against my thigh.

“She was rough at first. No lube—just her spit and this smug little grin. And I was… loud. Like, embarrassingly loud. I moaned into her pillow while she pushed her finger in and wiggled it. And then, out of nowhere, she slipped it lower and found my pussy.”

My breathing quickened.

“Oh my God, the way I gasped,” Florence said, smiling at the memory. “It was… fun. More than fun. She laughed the whole time, told me I sounded like one of the boys she teases now. And I didn’t even care.”

She leaned forward, resting her elbow on her knee, watching me kiss the soft skin of her inner thigh. “You like that story, clitty boy?”

I nodded quickly, my lips still pressed to her skin.

“I can tell,” she said. “Your cage is straining like it’s going to break off.”

I swallowed hard.

She guided my head higher, her fingers in my hair, until I was licking along the curve where her thigh met her hip.

I could smell her through the damp cotton of her panties, warm and faintly sweet.

Florence’s voice dropped lower. “Would you like to try something like that?”

“Yes,” I said instantly. “Please. Please please please.”

She smiled so wide it almost hurt to look at. “Great. Like I said, you have a pretty butt.” She leaned down and kissed me on the forehead like I was had just done well on a test. “But get into the shower first. If you’re going to have your anal cherry popped, I want you squeaky clean.”

The words hit me like a jolt. My brain flooded with the image of her on the bed, waiting, her legs open and her eyes daring me.

I nodded fast. “Yes, Florence.”

“Good boy,” she said, sitting back, her legs spreading just enough to give me one last view of the darkened patch on her panties. “Now go. And don’t dawdle. I’m timing you.”


Chapter Five: Priming myself for Florence Frost

Steam was already curling around me by the time I stepped into the shower, the water hot enough to sting before it turned comfortable.

I stood there for a moment, letting it run over me, eyes closed, trying to slow my breathing.

Overcome with the morning I’d had and the afternoon to come.

When I opened my eyes, my gaze dropped to my own reflection in the semi-fogged glass of the shower door.

There I stood. Average height. Slim build. Summer touched skin gleaming under the spray.

And for the first time, I noticed what Florence had been hinting at.

My ass.

It wasn’t just that it was smooth now—completely bare after the last time she’d had me shave.

It was the shape.

Round.

High.

A little too… bouncy.

The kind of ass I’d noticed on girls in leggings, not on guys. A bubble butt. My bubble butt.

Fuck, I had a bubble butt.

I turned sideways, cheeks flushing even though I was alone.

Yeah.

As usual Florence was right.

From the curve of my lower back to the swell of my ass, I looked… girly.

Feminine in a way that made my stomach twist and my cock throb inside its cage. It was…embarassing.

And the cage was the next thing I noticed. Clear plastic, snug against me, keeping me small and useless no matter how much the tickle of the hot water and my own thoughts tried to coax me hard.

Every twitch inside it was hers, not mine. She’d locked it without a second thought, like buckling a belt.

Now, even here, in my own shower, she controlled my pathetic manhood completely.

I reached for the body wash, squeezing it into my hand, working it over my chest and down my stomach.

The cage moved slightly with my touch, a reminder with every motion that my cock was trapped.

I cleaned carefully around it, sliding my fingers between the ring and my skin to rinse away the soap. The pressure made me grunt softly.

Florence’s voice was in my head instantly.

Careful, clitty boy. That’s mine.

The thought sent a rush straight through me.

This wasn’t for me.

None of it was.

I was cleaning myself for her.

Keeping myself smooth for her.

Making sure her cock—because that’s what it was, let’s be honest- stayed exactly how she wanted it.

I picked up the razor and started on my thighs, running the blade slowly upward, rinsing it between strokes.

Any hair that had dared to grow back overnight disappeared.

The water and steam made my skin warm and pink, the smoothness under my fingertips making me shiver.

I moved higher, up to my hips, then turned to the mirror again. My ass gleamed wetly under the spray.

I ran the razor over the curve, stretching awkwardly to get every inch. It was intimate in a way jerking off had never been.

So damn vulnerable. I wasn’t making myself sexy for me—I was making myself presentable for her inspection.

Florence would notice. She always noticed. If I missed a spot, she’d be sure to punish me. If I did it perfectly, she’d find something else to punish me for.

By the time I was done, every part of me was smooth again. My cock was still throbbing pathetically inside the plastic, but there was no release coming. Not unless she said so.

I rinsed off one last time, hands sliding over my hairless skin, and felt that strange mix of humiliation and exhilaration churn in my stomach. Humiliation that I’d done all of this—shaving, cleaning, preening—just to be good enough for her. Exhilaration because she’d told me to. Because I’d obeyed without a second thought.

I turned off the water, stepped out, and toweled off quickly. The steam clung to my skin, my reflection still flushed and damp.

“Where are you bitch?” she called. “Why are you keeping me waiting?”

And I knew she was waiting to see if I’d done a good job.


Chapter Six: Mocked and demeaned by Florence Frost

Still feeling raw and exposed from the shower, my skin tight and sensitive, I padded naked and caged through the house toward my room.

Every step made the plastic ring tug faintly at the base of my cock, a constant reminder of who it belonged to.

I was already rehearsing what I might say when I saw her—some nervous little joke, maybe a compliment that didn’t sound too desperate—when I stepped into my room and stopped dead.

Florence was sitting under my freshly laundered white sheets. Totally naked.

My breath caught, my brain blanked, and all I could think was to cross the space between us as fast as possible.

I took a step forward, then another.

“Hah, don’t make me laugh, bitch,” she said.

She was already laughing though, shoulders shaking, her round, perfect breasts pushing together as she hugged the sheet to her chest.

Her nipples were hidden, but that didn’t matter—my cock was already pressing hard into the cage, straining for nothing. “Don’t be gross.”

She nodded toward the floor at her side. “I left a blindfold for you. Put it on.”

I looked down. On top of a neat pile of her folded clothes—her shorts, her tank top, and her sweaty sports bra—sat a pink blindfold.

“Why?” I asked before I could stop myself.

She sighed, the sound dripping with exaggerated patience. “Because you obviously haven’t earned the privilege of seeing a goddess like me naked. Honestly.” She made it sound like I’d just asked why water was wet.

Heat crept up my neck. I bent down, picked it up, and slid the blindfold over my eyes.

The world went dark, and my breath hitched instantly. The bed creaked. I could hear her moving now, the subtle shift of the sheets, the delicate sound of her bare feet touching the floor. The rhythm of her breathing was easy, confident, unhurried.

Then—contact.

Her warm hand cupped my ass, her fingernails sharp enough to make me flinch. She gave it a squeeze, then a sharper pinch that made me gasp.

“Okay, Cinderella,” she said in a mockingly sweet tone. “Your carriage awaits.”

I was already dizzy from the mix of darkness, her touch, and not knowing what she’d do next.

She brushed something soft across my hand. “The sheet,” she said. “Get on all fours, you little anal slut.”

The words hit me in the stomach, and my freshly cleaned cage throbbed helplessly. I climbed onto the bed, planting my hands and knees on the sheet, the mattress dipping under my weight.

“No, no, not like that,” Florence said behind me. I felt her hands on my hips, repositioning me like I was some kind of doll. “You’re too stiff. Arch your back and press your face into the mattress. That’s how the real whores do it, you stupid bitch.”

My cheeks burned as I adjusted. My ass felt higher, more exposed, my face buried in the warm cotton.

“Better,” she murmured.

Then her voice came closer, low and conspiratorial. “Now we’re going to start small. Open your mouth and suck my finger like you’re a slut giving her favorite cock a birthday blowjob.”

I opened my mouth, feeling ridiculous, and closed my lips around her offered finger. I sucked, letting my tongue roll around it, feeling every ridge of her skin.

“Wow,” she cooed. “You really are a natural slut. Good boy.”

Her other hand smacked my ass in a quick, stinging slap that made me jolt. The finger in my mouth slid out, slick now.

A second later, I felt it circle my asshole.

“This just seems more apt when you have such a tiny little clitty, you know?” she said, almost sympathetically. “Besides, boys have so many nerve endings in their assholes that it shouldn’t really bother you if your cock is all locked up. Sorry—” she gave my cage a teasing tap “—I said cock. I meant clit, hehe.”

Her fingertip pressed a little harder.

“Anyway,” she went on, “I think a dumb loser like you would like this. Do you want me to finger your ass or should I just go?”

“Please do it,” I said, my voice already tight.

She made a dissatisfied noise. “That’s not begging.”

I felt the bed shift as she stood up.

“Please finger my slutty hole,” I blurted, panicked. “Please, I need it. I fucking need it, I beg you.”

Her weight returned to the bed, and then—pressure. Her finger slid inside, slow but firm, parting me.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Good slut.”

The invasion made me gasp, my muscles clenching before giving way. She started to work it in and out, the rhythm unhurried but purposeful. I moaned into the mattress, my cage grinding against the sheet with each push.

A second finger joined the first, stretching me.

“Relax,” she said casually, like we were talking about the weather. “You want to be a good little hole for me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I gasped.

She began fingering me harder, her other hand reaching between my legs to cup my balls. They felt swollen and tender in her palm. She gave them a light slap, then another.

“Can you cum from this?” she asked. “Am I touching your prostate?”

“Almost,” I whispered. “You’re so close, but it’s deeper.”

“Hmm,” she said, thoughtful.

And then, without warning, her fingers slid out. I let out a small, involuntary noise—half protest, half desperation.

“Well,” she said, patting my ass, “then we’re going to need to find something bigger for your ass, aren’t we?”

I swallowed hard, my mind already spinning at what she might mean.

“Don’t move,” she added. “I’ll be right back.”

The mattress lifted as she stepped away, her footsteps soft but sure. I stayed frozen in position—face down, ass up, blindfolded, my cage pressed into the sheet—my whole body still humming from the way she’d just used me like it was nothing.


Chapter Seven: On a humiliating Adventure with Florence Frost

“This is so humiliating,” I whispered as the car rolled into the parking lot.

The heat outside was brutal, the kind that shimmered above the tarmac, but the place itself was quiet. Just a small outlet on the edge of town, most of the other spaces empty. Everyone else was probably at the beach, enjoying the weather like normal people.

“The windows are tinted,” Florence said, sounding almost bored. She shifted the car into park. “Nobody can see your panties.”

I groaned and looked down anyway.

I was in the back seat—because bitches don’t deserve the front—wearing nothing but a tiny, pink, frilly thong she’d tossed at me before we left. The elastic cut into my hips just enough to make me painfully aware of it.

Florence, of course, looked perfect. Her T-shirt was at least a size too small, squeezing her tits together so the neckline stretched, showing just enough cleavage to keep my brain fuzzy. Her midriff was bare, the toned line of her stomach on full display. And her shorts… Jesus. Denim cutoffs so tiny that every step flashed the curve of her ass cheeks.

“Can I get dressed now?” I asked.

“One sec,” she said, unlocking her phone. “First pose. I wanna grab a pic for the girls. They think you’re such a hilarious slut.”

My cheeks burned.

She angled the phone, snapping a shot of me in the thong, knees together, hands awkwardly on my lap. She looked down at the screen and grinned. “Oh my god, Lydia hearted it.” She tilted the phone so I could see the little red heart. “I really hope you get to meet her. She’d like you for sure.”

“Can we go now?” I mumbled.

“Sigh. Fine,” she said dramatically. She tossed a bundle of clothes into my lap—things she’d grabbed from her room.

The pink T-shirt was harmless enough. The shorts were not. Too tight, too short, the fabric pulling so much it felt like they might tear if I bent over.

“I feel ridiculous,” I said, tugging at the hem.

“You look ridiculous,” she giggled. “But there’s no law against dressing like a slut. It certainly gets me attention every now and then.” She winked and got out of the car.



The bell above the door chimed as we walked in, and I braced myself for some grimy, neon-lit den of sleaze. But the sex toy shop was… nice. Warm lighting, shelves neatly arranged, a faint smell of lemon from a diffuser by the counter. Soft music hummed in the background.

Florence took my hand—not in a romantic way, but to tow me along like a pet—as she wandered the aisles.

“Oh, look,” she said, stopping at a display. “A penis extender. Perfect for people with mini-shrimps like you.” She said it a little too loud, and I felt the back of my neck heat up.

She moved on. “Ooh, an electro-shock machine. For cocks.” She gave me a sly look. “Could be fun, huh?”

We passed another shelf, and she picked up a small, sleek device. “Clit suction toy. Small enough for your silly little nub.”

I opened my mouth to say something, but she was already grinning at the next find. “A gimp suit. I think you’d sweat to death, but maybe that’s the point.”

Then she turned a corner—and screamed.

“Oh my god! Kitten?!”

The woman she’d spotted turned, and I swear my jaw almost hit the floor.

She was tall. Almost six foot. Skin glowing, hair in neat braids that framed her face perfectly. Her breasts were enormous, the kind that made you lose your train of thought just looking at them, and she carried herself like she owned the room. In fact there was something about her posture and the coy smile on her plump lips that made me feel shorter than I actually was. Smaller in every possible way.

“Florence!” she said, her face lighting up.

“I thought you were on the professional ice-skating circuit!” Florence practically bounced forward to hug her.

“I’m taking a year out,” Kitten said warmly. “I own this store—and three others—so I wanted to focus on that for a while.”

“That’s amazing,” Florence said. “Oh my god, I can’t believe this. Kitten was my babysitter,” she added to me, her voice full of delight. “She’s basically responsible for everything bad about me.”

Kitten laughed, and when her eyes slid over to me, it wasn’t casual—it was slow. Deliberate. A scan from head to toe that made every inch of me tighten.

And she didn’t miss the shorts. Or what was under them.

The thin denim felt suddenly tighter, the cut of them pulling at the tops of my thighs and pushing the waistband of the pink thong higher against my hips. The elastic bit into my skin, an unignorable reminder that I wasn’t just overdressed for humiliation—I was layered in it. A frilly pair of panties hiding under the shorts, a clear plastic cage locked over my cock, and both women knowing exactly what I was wearing.

“What can I get you, girl?” Kitten asked Florence.

“A butt plug,” Florence said immediately.

My stomach dropped so fast it was almost dizzying.

“For him,” she added, pointing right at me.

The weight of Kitten’s gaze was almost physical as it travelled down again, lingering this time. Her lips curved like she was trying not to smile too wide. “With an ass like that,” she said, “it’d be a shame to leave it alone.”

My cock throbbed inside the cage, pressing against the unforgiving plastic. I could feel the waistband of the thong rubbing over it with every small shift of my body, like it was teasing me on purpose. I shifted my weight from one leg to the other and immediately regretted it—the movement only made the cage pull tighter.

“I could barely breathe.

“Let me help,” she said smoothly.

She led us to a display case, the sway of her hips impossible not to notice, and pulled out three options. “We’ve got an inflatable, which is fun if you like to start small and end big. A simple one—beginner-friendly. Or…” She lifted the last one. “Big and vibrating. Remote-controlled.”

Florence’s eyes lit up. “Oh, I think I have to go with that one.”

Kitten grinned like she already knew that would be the answer. “Excellent choice. Want me to help you with the application?”

“Oh yes, please,” Florence said without hesitation. Then she turned to me, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Isn’t that generous, bitch?”

The word landed harder with Kitten right there watching. I felt the heat crawl up my neck, the waistband of my thong cutting just enough to make me aware of how little fabric was separating my bare ass from their hands. The cage was heavy between my legs now, my cock stiff and useless inside it, and I knew every twitch was visible through the outline in these way-too-tight shorts.

I swallowed hard. “Yes, Florence.”

Kitten’s gaze didn’t waver. She looked at me for a moment longer, and it was the kind of look that stripped you. Not just your clothes—your dignity. “Such a well-behaved slut,” she said finally, her voice low and smooth. “Okay—come with me to the back room.”

My legs felt like they were made of rubber as I followed her. The shorts rode up with every step, the thong elastic digging in more, and the cage bumping faintly against the fabric. A woman like her—tall, beautiful, successful—would normally never give me a second glance.

Now she was going to have me undress for her. Handle me. Put something inside me. And it wasn’t even for her—it was for Florence.

And Florence was right behind me, practically humming with anticipation.


Chapter Eight: Filled while Florence watches and laughs

“So I started this place with my husband, and we just built the franchise up from there,” Kitten said, leading us into a room at the back of the store. It looked like a massage parlour at first glance, soft string lights along the walls, clean towels folded neatly on a side table, a faint citrus scent in the air. But the table in the middle of the room wasn’t quite right.

There was a padded hole right in the center of it.

I stared at it for a beat too long.

“Strip for Kitten,” Florence said immediately, her voice light but with that undertone that meant she wasn’t actually giving me a choice. She smiled like this was the most natural thing in the world to ask me to strip for a sexy woman I had only just met. Who was this chick? “Or do you need help?”

I felt a flicker of something, defiance, or at least the weakest version of it.

“Sure,” I said petulantly. “You help me.”

Kitten let out an appreciative “Ooooh,” dragging the sound out. “Jesus, he’s a brat.”

“He’s a dumb slut, is what he is,” Florence sighed, already stepping closer to me.

She didn’t waste a second before yanking my micro shorts down in one firm tug.

The air hit my skin, and suddenly I was standing there in nothing but the bright pink thong she’d made me wear earlier, the dental floss string tight against my asshole, the lace stretched over my caged cock.

I blushed so hard I thought my face might actually get a sunburn.

Kitten laughed instantly, her deep, warm voice somehow making it even more humiliating. “Not so cocky now, are you, you dumb bitch?”

God. Why did I love it so much when they said that? The words sank into my chest and straight down to my cock, making it twitch uselessly in the cage.

“Wait, girl—” Kitten leaned closer, her eyes narrowing. “What the fuck is that thing?”

“A chastity cage,” Florence said breezily. “I thought you’d recognise it. When you gave it to me, you said your husband had the exact same one.”

Kitten’s eyebrows shot up. “Yeah, and my husband is hung like a fucking horse. Not…” she gestured to me with a pitying laugh, “…this little clit. That’s way too big a cage for this tiny dick bitch.”

The words landed like a slap, but before I could sink into the floor, her voice softened. “Don’t worry. I can help.”

“Ugh, you’re a lifesaver,” Florence said, grinning.

They both looked at me then. Florence with that bright, delighted glint in her eyes. Kitten with a more assessing, almost professional interest.

“On the bench,” Kitten said.

The padding was firm but comfortable under my bare thighs as I sat, then lay back. Kitten pulled on a pair of black latex gloves with a sharp snap, the sound making my heart race.

“Unlock him for me?” she asked.

Florence stepped forward, knelt, and popped the lock open. The cage slid away, and I felt the instant relief of being free. Blood rushed down, but…

Kitten tilted her head. “Why isn’t he hard?”

Florence giggled. “He is! That’s as hard as it gets. Can you believe it?”

They both laughed. And I lay there, my face burning, my cock straining as much as it could, which was apparently still laughable.

“Okay,” Kitten said after a moment, “I’ve got just the thing.”

She reached for something from a drawer and held it up. Another chastity cage. But it was smaller. Much smaller.

“This,” she said, “is our Blossom Cage. See? Shaped like a flower. Tiny nub space in the middle, and the petals have just enough gaps so you can work yourself up without being able to cum. Torture, basically. And humiliating.”

I swallowed hard, the reality of it settling in.

“There’s an even smaller one,” she added casually, running her fingers through my hair. “That I think you’d be perfect for. But I recommend not switching you to it for a few days. Keep that part a surprise.” She winked at Florence.

“Oh, I love a surprise,” Florence said happily.

Kitten slid the Blossom Cage into place. It was snug in a way that felt almost insanely small. With a pair of panties on, if it weren’t for my balls, you wouldn’t even know it was a man’s crotch at all. The lock clicked, and my cock was trapped again, this time even more helpless than before.

“There,” Kitten said, satisfied. “See, a much better fit.”

Florence’s eyes shone as she leaned down to inspect it.

“Oh my god, it’s adorable,” she said. “It’s like a little daisy.”

I chewed the inside of my cheeks, their talk only making me more aroused.

Kitten moved on like this was all routine. She picked up a bottle of lube, squirted some onto her gloved fingers, and spread it deliberately on my puckered asshole. The cool slickness made me flinch. Her touch was clinical at first as she began with broad, confident strokes.

“Relax,” she said, commanded really.

I did as I was told.

Her fingers circled my hole, pressing lightly, then a little firmer. The first slide inside was smooth, easy. My hips shifted involuntarily, and I let out a low moan before I could stop myself.

“Oh, he likes it,” Kitten murmured.

Florence grinned. “Of course he does. All that clit’s good for is decoration.”

Kitten’s second finger joined the first, stretching me. The glide of the lube, the firm curl of her fingertips—it was all too much.

I bit down on my lip, but the sounds kept escaping.

“Good,” Kitten said simply. “Now hold still.”

She pulled her fingers free, picked up something from the counter, and before I could process what it was, the thick head of the plug was pressing against me.

It was big. Big enough to make me gasp, my body tensing.

Kitten didn’t push all at once. No, luckily, she eased it in, steady pressure that forced me to relax or be there forever. The stretch burned and throbbed, but when it finally popped past the tightest point, my breath came in a shuddering exhale.

The base settled flush against me, the weight of it pressing down. I felt full in a way that made my cock strain uselessly against the Blossom Cage.

I groaned, the sound low and unfiltered.

“Perfect,” Kitten said, stepping back. She peeled off her gloves and tossed them in the bin. “Don’t be a stranger.”

She reached for something else from under the counter. “Oh, and here—on the house.”

It was a collar. Wide black leather, gleaming metal buckle, and the word SLUT in raised silver letters across the front.

Florence clapped her hands together like it was Christmas. “You are the best, Kitten.”

Before I could react, Florence leaned forward and kissed her full on the mouth, a deep, unapologetic press of lips that left me staring.

When they broke apart, Florence turned to me, holding the collar. “Up.”

I sat, the plug shifting inside me with the movement. She wrapped the collar around my neck, pulled it snug, and fastened it.

The leather was warm from her hands, the weight of it instantly noticeable.

“Perfect, perfect, perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. She looked at Kitten. “Now nobody will forget what this bitch is.”

Kitten smiled like she’d just completed a flawless piece artwork.

And I sat there—plugged, caged, collared—feeling the heat of both their eyes on me.

And god help me, I loved it.


Chapter Nine: Florence Frost offers me an opportunity

Florence looked perfect.

Lounging beside the pool, she lay with the easy confidence of a creature who is prey to noone. The sun shimmered against her soft tan skin, it’s rays illuminating the supple full breasts as they strained against the most revealing red one piece swim suit I had ever seen, high cut on her hips and and low cut on her chest, revealing a bouncing ass and perky tits with every turn.

When she shifted to turn a page in her book, the suit rode up, revealing more of the perfect swell of her ass. The high cut let her thighs stretch long and sleek, the fabric at her chest dipping low enough that I could see the movement of her breasts with each slow breath she took. She moved like she had all the time in the world, like every small adjustment in posture was an act of grace.

And yet—somehow—of the two of us, she was the most modestly dressed.

“Is this really necessary?” I pouted. My voice came out smaller than I intended, the words catching in my throat.

Florence didn’t look up right away. “But you look so cute,” she said finally, the corner of her mouth quirking. “You’re lucky Kitten had something in your size.” She giggled—a low, easy sound that carried over the still surface of the pool. “I mean, you wanted to see the maid lingerie, right? Now look at you.”

I flushed under her gaze, acutely aware of the outfit she’d stuffed me into. The white garters stretched around my smooth thighs, fastening the sheer, silky stockings that ran up my legs. The ruffled panties—her choice—sat snugly against me, hiding the cage beneath only if I didn’t move too much. Above that, the corset cinched my waist tight, forcing my posture straight.

“The corset is a lovely touch, don’t you think?” she continued, clearly pleased with herself. “Really shapes that waist of yours. Gives you a nice… maid’s figure.”

I shifted my weight awkwardly in the high heels she’d insisted on. The straps bit into the tops of my feet, and every step felt like a risk. The heat from the tiles underfoot rose up through the thin sole, adding to the strange, vulnerable sensation of being on display.

“And the headband,” she went on, tapping her own temple to indicate the ruffled strip perched on mine. “A little ridiculous, I’ll grant you. But without it… well, it just wouldn’t be complete.”

“Are you ever going to stop humiliating me?” I groaned. My voice cracked halfway through, and I instantly regretted giving her that much satisfaction.

She looked up from her dog-eared paperback at last, lowering her aviators just enough for me to see the sharp blue of her eyes. “You complain a lot,” she said, tilting her head, “but you realise you can leave at any moment, right? Just take it all off, ask for your key, and be on your merry way.”

I swallowed hard. The idea made my stomach tighten—not out of relief, but out of dread. Now that I had a girl like Florence Frost paying attention to me, the idea of walking away was worse than any of the outfits or games she’d put me through.

“I’ll stay,” I murmured.

“How dare you,” she said instantly, her voice taking on a mock-serious edge. She closed the book and set it aside, her attention fully on me now. “If you want to stay, you can beg. And either way, I’ll want to see a change in your attitude.”

“Please, Florence,” I said quickly. “Please let me stay.”

She shook her head. “Hah. Not to me.” She held up her phone, already swiping across the screen. “I’m making a poll on the girls’ group chat.”

My chest tightened.

“Option one: Make him leave.”

I froze. The words hit with real force, not because I thought she would actually kick me out, but because I knew her friends would love the idea.

She must have noticed the way I tensed, because her smile grew just a fraction.

“Option two: Let him stay, provided he agrees to a full month without being left outside the cage.”

My eyes went wide. She saw it. She enjoyed seeing it.

“And option three…” She arched one perfect brow. “Let him stay and let him cum.” She gave me a beat to process that before adding, “So let’s see how good you can beg.”



It was one thing to beg in front of her. It was another to do it knowing every word would be seen by that group chat.

I hesitated, glancing at the phone in her hand, then at the way she was lounging back in her chair, looking entirely too pleased. My cage pulsed against the inside of my panties, the lace rubbing over it with every breath.

“Well?” she prompted, tilting the phone toward me. “They can’t vote if they don’t hear from you.”

“Please,” I started, the word tasting strange in my mouth. “Please let me stay. Please let me be your—”

“Slower,” she interrupted. “Clearer. And don’t look at me—look at the camera.”

I shifted my gaze to the lens of her phone. “Please… let me stay,” I said again, my voice quiet but deliberate. “I’ll do anything you want. I’ll stay in the cage. I’ll serve. Just… please don’t send me away.”

Her smile sharpened. “Better. But you forgot something.”

“What?”

“You forgot to tell them what you are.”

My mouth went dry.

“I—” I faltered.

She waited.

“I’m your… slut,” I said finally, the word burning as it left my lips. “Your… pathetic little maid. I’ll do whatever you say.”

Florence tapped the screen, clearly satisfied, and sent the video to the chat. The phone chimed almost instantly.

“Oh,” she said, eyes flicking over the responses. “They love you like this.”

My stomach twisted, half from humiliation, half from the undeniable heat pooling low in me.

“Now,” she said, setting the phone down, “stand right there by the pool so they can see the outfit in full.”

The tiles were hot under the thin heels, the sun pressing down on my shoulders. I could feel the line of sweat running down my back, could feel the way the corset forced me to keep my chest lifted and my ass out. The garters tugged lightly with every shift, the stockings clinging to my thighs.

And Florence watched, a slow smile curving her lips as she leaned back in her chair, sunglasses on again like she had all the time in the world.

“Perfect,” she murmured. “Now we’ll just wait for the results.”


Chapter Ten: Florence Frost’s Shot Glass Challenge and Remote Control

I got to my knees without even thinking, the rough scrape of the hot pool tiles on my skin barely registering compared to the thundering in my chest. The possibility of getting to cum made my pulse quicken. It was like a switch in my head had been thrown, stripping away the last fragile threads of pride I had been clinging to.

“Please, miss—”

“Mistresses,” Florence cut in, her voice sharp but playful. She bit her lip, watching me squirm. “I told you. It’s them you need to convince. And it’s not looking good for you.”

Her phone was in her hand, the screen tilted toward her. The soft little dings of incoming messages made my stomach tighten. She was reading my fate in real time, and I was powerless to change it without humiliating myself further.

I swallowed hard. “Please, mistresses. Let me cum. I’m begging you. I’m so desperate.”

The words sounded insane to me, even as they left my mouth. What the hell was I saying? I knew exactly what I was saying. And I said it anyway.

Florence tilted her head, smirking. “They don’t believe you,” she said after another look at the screen. “They say you need to prove it.”

“How?” My voice cracked. I wasn’t just asking. I was pleading.

“Pull down your panties.”

My face burned instantly, the heat rushing from my chest up to my ears. But I obeyed, sliding my thumbs into the waistband of the white ruffled panties and pulling them down over my hips. The lace caught briefly on the small cage between my legs before slipping lower, the stockings brushing against them as I pushed the panties to my knees and then down to my ankles.

The sunlight was merciless. My tiny nub of a cock sat locked away inside the bright pink Blossom cage, gleaming faintly. I was showing it to a group of sorority girls I had never met, girls who were watching through Florence’s camera as if this was just another bit of entertainment.

“Tell them why you’re locked up,” Florence said, lounging back in her chair.

“Because Florence says I have a tiny little…” My voice faltered.

“Go on.”

“A tiny little clitty that’s no good to any woman,” I forced out, the words scraping at my throat. “And it needs to be locked up so I can focus on my real source of pleasure.”

Florence shifted in her seat, her free hand sliding between her legs. The red swimsuit stretched tight over her hips as she pressed her fingers against herself. My eyes locked on the movement, the slight roll of her hips as she found a rhythm. God, I wanted to touch her. To slide those straps aside and feel her heat against my hand. To taste her, to bury my face between her thighs until she was shuddering against me.

“And which is?” she coaxed, her voice lighter now, teasing.

I stared at her hand. “My… my pussy,” I said.

She giggled, the sound wicked. “Show them your real pleasure, slut.” She was still touching herself as she said it. “Show them your pussy.”

I turned, bending forward, my panties still bunched at my ankles. My hands spread my ass cheeks apart, the hot air rushing against my skin. The massive buttplug sat buried deep inside me, the base pressed flush and snug against the stretched ring of my hole.

“Sorry,” I muttered automatically, correcting myself, “my pussy.”

It filled me completely. I could feel the blunt weight of it against my prostate, a constant, throbbing pressure. Every shift of my legs made it move just enough to send a shiver through me.

Florence laughed softly, her voice growing breathier. “They’re saying if you can fill a shot glass with precum, they’ll let you stay. Haha… god, they’re so funny.” She was rubbing herself harder now, her eyes half-lidded, her breaths shorter.

My head jerked up. “What?”

“Here.” She leaned over to rummage in a small tote bag by her chair, then tossed something toward me. A plastic pink shot glass tumbled across the tiles and came to rest by my knees. It still had a faded logo from some sorority party I had not been invited to.

“You have until I cum,” she said simply.

I stared at the tiny cup. My cage pulsed, the faintest bead of wetness already forming at the tip inside its petals.

“But… how?” I whispered.

Florence’s only answer was a grin as her hand appeared again, this time holding a small black remote. Her thumb pressed a button.

The plug inside me came alive.

A deep, thrumming vibration shot through my hips, the low hum carrying directly into the most sensitive spots inside me. My breath caught, my fingers tightening on the tile.

“Fuck,” I breathed.

“Oh, slut,” she moaned, setting her phone against the leg of the chair so it still caught me in frame. She bit her lip, her other hand working between her thighs without hesitation. “You have no idea.”

The hum deepened, and I felt the plug’s girth in a new way, each pulse pressing against the tender ache of my prostate. My cage jerked, a thin line of slick pushing forward and trailing down. The shot glass seemed impossibly far away, but I reached for it, my movements clumsy, the heels making my balance precarious.

Behind me, Florence’s moans blended with the faint ding of incoming messages. I knew the girls were watching. Judging. Voting. Laughing.

I lowered myself closer to the tiles, the plug grinding with every movement. My cock strained helplessly, each twitch forcing more slick between the petals of the Blossom cage. I held the shot glass awkwardly under it, feeling the first drop fall in with a faint wet sound.

“That’s it,” Florence murmured. “Good little maid. Show them how pathetic you are.”

The vibrations climbed higher, making my thighs tremble. The slick pooled faster now, drop by humiliating drop. My whole body was tight, caught between the ache of wanting release and the knowledge that it wasn’t coming—not unless the group decided it.

Florence’s breathing was ragged now, her hips moving in small circles against her hand. “Almost… there,” she gasped. “Better hurry.”

The pressure inside me spiked, the plug’s pulses driving me closer to the edge of something I couldn’t reach. I whimpered, the sound raw and small. The shot glass was half-full, the cage gleaming with pathetic precum.

Florence’s moan broke higher as her fingers worked at her clit through the suit, even now denying me the sight of her pussy. “Oh… fuck, yes…”

I knew my time was almost up.


Chapter Eleven: Florence Frost’s Wrath

The shot glass was almost full now.

My thighs were shaking from the vibration of the plug, my hands slipping slightly on the tiles as I tried to keep it steady beneath the dripping petals of the Blossom cage.

“Pathetic,” Florence said, her voice sharp even between her own short, shaky breaths. “Shaking like a bitch, and you’re just leaking for me. I’d never even dream of touching that pathetic clit of yours.”

Another drop of precum slid free, hitting the inside of the cup with an obscene little plink. My face burned hotter. I didn’t dare look up at her, but I could feel her gaze like a weight, moving between my trembling hands and the small pool of clear fluid in the cup.

“You like this, don’t you,” she said, not as a question but as an accusation. “You like showing all my friends how easy it is to get you dripping without even touching that little clit of yours.”

I swallowed, my voice breaking as I answered. “Yes, Florence.”

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, mistress Florence.”

She smiled faintly at that, then sat forward, her sunglasses sliding down her nose. “Almost there. Fill it up, slut.”

The plug buzzed harder, the deep hum turning into quick, sharp pulses. It felt like my insides were tightening around it, like my body was trying to pull it deeper even though it was already seated as far as it could go. My balls felt heavy, aching, each pulse of the plug squeezing out another drop.

“Come on,” she said, the words low and amused. “Milk yourself for them.”

Another drop. Then another. The surface in the shot glass wobbled as I adjusted my grip, the fluid catching the sunlight and gleaming back at me like a cruel little trophy.

“There,” she said, her tone almost sing-song. “Full. Finally.”

The buzzing stopped abruptly. My body shuddered with the sudden absence of stimulation, a strange hollow ache replacing it.

Florence’s hand never left her swimsuit. If anything, she pressed harder now, her fingers working in small, urgent circles against herself through the thin red fabric. Her breathing came quicker, the rise and fall of her chest making the tight one-piece stretch and shift over her breasts.

“Mmm,” she sighed, tipping her head back. “God, this feels so good. You think you’re the one getting off here, slut? You think this little performance is for you?” She let out a soft laugh that made my cage twitch again. “I would never let you fuck me. Not with that pathetic thing. Not when I can make myself cum whenever I want.”

The heel of her palm ground into her clit as she rocked her hips in the lounge chair, eyes half-lidded behind her sunglasses. “I get to cum while you… leak,” she breathed, glancing down at the shot glass trembling in my hand. “Just dribbling into a cup like the party trick you are.”

My thighs burned from kneeling, the sun hot on my back, but I couldn’t look away from the slow roll of her hips, the way her fingers moved with practiced ease. She was beautiful and untouchable, and she knew it.

“Every drop in that cup is for me,” she said, her voice breaking slightly as she drew in a sharp breath. “You’ll never be inside me. You’ll never make me feel this good. But you’ll sit there and watch me take it anyway.”

Her toes curled against the tiles. A low, throaty moan escaped her lips, and she came, shivering against her own hand, swimsuit darkening with wetness. She leaned back with a contented sigh, her phone blowing up now with messages.

Florence leaned forward, plucked the cup from my fingers, and held it up.

“Look at that,” she said, smiling at the contents. “So much for someone who says he never gets anything out of his cage.”

She set it down on the arm of her chair and looked at me. “Drink it.”

I froze.

Her smile didn’t change, but her eyes narrowed. “Now. Or leave.”

The heat in my face turned almost painful. I picked up the glass, my hands trembling, and brought it to my lips. The faint salt hit my tongue first, then the slick slide of it down my throat. Of all the things I’d thought I would have accomplished this summer, drinking my precum in front of Florence Fucking Frost and her entire sorority was not one of them.

She watched the whole time, her expression one of calm satisfaction. When I set the glass back down, she nodded once. “Good slut.”

Then she reached for the cage. “Time for your reward,” she said, her fingers working the small lock open with practiced ease.

The Blossom cage came away, and the air hitting my cock felt almost shocking. The sensation of being freed, the coolness against skin that had been confined and heated for hours—it hit like a jolt straight to my spine.

I groaned before I could stop myself.

And then, before I could even think to control it, my body took over.

It started with one twitch, then another, and then my sad little cock was spurting—thick ropes splattering across Florence’s thigh, her swimsuit, tand her wrist.

The orgasm hit so hard and fast it left me dizzy, my whole body curling in on itself as my cock jerked uselessly against her.

When my vision cleared, she was staring at me.

Her face was unreadable for a second, then her mouth tightened.

“You just came on me,” she said flatly.

“I—I didn’t mean—”

“Shut up.” She stood, brushing at her leg with the tips of her fingers. The wetness clung, smeared across the red fabric of her swimsuit. “You couldn’t even wait for me to tell you to cum. Couldn’t even last long enough to earn it properly.”

“I’m sorry, Florence, I—”

“I said shut up,” she snapped, and this time the sharpness made me flinch.

She tossed the cage into her tote, then pointed toward the house. “I need to shower and scrub all your gross cum off my body. And you? You’re going home.”

The plug was still inside me, and the thought of standing, of walking with it still buried there, made my stomach flip. In heels no less! But I obeyed, pulling the ruffled panties back up over my hips, tugging the garters straight. The heels clicked against the tiles as I made my way past her chair, head down.

Florence didn’t look at me as I passed, just reached for her phone again.

I only looked back once I’d reached the gate. She sighed, her legs crossed, sunglasses back in place. She glanced at me once.

“Be at my place first thing tomorrow,” she said. “I want coffee in bed.”

I hesitated. “Yes, Florence.”

Her mouth curved, but it wasn’t a smile. “Because I have a plan for your slut ass. And it’s going to make that butt plug feel like a pinky finger.”

The words landed heavy in my chest, dread curling low in my stomach.

And yet… under the dread, something else.

I was throbbing in my cage, and I knew without a doubt, I’d be there first thing tomorrow morning.

Because I couldn’t wait to find out what Florence Frost was planning for me next.

Interlude: Just Two Hot Goddesses, Taking a Dip

Florence Frost had not meant to arrive a day early.

She’d misread the work schedule, slept through her alarm anyway, then panicked and hit the road before checking her email properly. By the time she realized her mistake, she was already turning onto the gravel road that led deep into the woods—farther from cell service, civilization, and anything resembling smart decision-making.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “I’m a grown adult woman for christ sake! How could I be so dumb!”

But the campus coordinator’s office was empty.
The parking lot was empty.
The cabins were empty.

Every single one.

Except one.

Cabin Seven had a door propped open and a suitcase sitting on the stoop.

Florence frowned, pushing her sunglasses up her nose as she approached. The breeze rustled tall pines overhead, and the smell of cedar and lake water mixed in the air. She stepped onto the stoop, about to call out—

A woman stepped into the doorway.

Tall.
Pale.
Dark hair pulled into a loose bun that looked both accidental and perfect.
A black tank top clung to her shoulders, and a pair of cutoff shorts showed miles of elegant thigh.

Her eyes—dark, sharp, assessing—ran over Florence in one slow sweep.

“Oh good,” the girl said dryly. “I’m not hallucinating. Someone else is actually here.”

Florence blinked, then laughed. “You’re early too?”

“Stupidly early,” the girl replied, leaning a hip against the doorframe. “I’m Lydia. I got here at noon because I thought we were supposed to start today. Turns out we’re the only ones who can’t read emails.”

Florence felt something spark behind her ribs—interest, something like recognition.
“I’m Florence,” she said brightly. “I got here around one. So I guess that makes us co-champions of incompetence.”

Lydia smirked.
“Well. We have the whole place to ourselves, apparently. No staff, no supervisors, no guests. Just us. And a forest.”

“And a lake,” Florence added hopefully.

Lydia’s smirk sharpened.
“Right. The lake.”

They both wandered onto the stoop, settling side-by-side. The wood was warm under their thighs, the sky slipping toward late afternoon with long golden streaks between treetops. The stillness around them was startling—no voices, no cars, no footsteps. Just cicadas humming lazily, water lapping faintly in the distance.

“It’s weird,” Florence murmured, swinging her bare feet. “It’s like we’re the last two people alive.”

“Or the first,” Lydia said cryptically.

Florence snorted. “You sound like the kind of girl who writes poetry.”

“I do,” Lydia replied, not missing a beat.

Florence turned to stare, and Lydia’s grin widened, pleased at having caught her off guard.

Minutes passed like that—breezy, quiet, strangely companionable. Lydia stretched out on the stoop, one arm behind her head, her shirt riding up slightly with the movement. Florence caught herself looking—briefly, curiously—and Lydia noticed.

Her eyes glinted.
Dangerously.

“You’re bored,” Lydia said.

“Very,” Florence agreed.

Lydia lifted an eyebrow, her voice turning soft and mischievous.
“Want to do something stupid?”

Florence perked up instantly. “Always.”

Lydia pointed toward the lake through the trees.
“Skinny dipping.”

Florence’s breath caught for half a second—not from shock, exactly, but from the thrill in Lydia’s voice.
“You’re serious?”

“Dead serious,” Lydia said. “I dare you.”

Florence felt heat mix with adrenaline. Dares were her weakness. Lydia must have known.
“Fine,” Florence said, trying to sound nonchalant despite her pulse quickening. “Let’s go.”

They walked through the woods barefoot, pine needles soft beneath their feet, the humid air sticking to their skin. The lake glimmered between the trees—dark, glassy, inviting.

Lydia stopped at the bank, turned toward her, and without ceremony hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts.

“Last chance to back out,” she said lightly.

Florence swallowed. “Nope.”

“Good.”

Lydia slid her shorts down, slow and deliberate, the fabric brushing her thighs before pooling around her ankles. Her black tank top followed, revealing long lines of muscle, pale skin illuminated by streaks of warm sunlight. Florence found herself staring before she could stop it—admiring the smoothness of Lydia’s stomach, the elegant slope of her hip.

Lydia smirked. “Your turn, Florence.”

Florence exhaled shakily, then tugged her own top off. The humid air kissed her bare shoulders. She pushed her shorts down next, the fabric catching slightly at her hips before sliding free. She suddenly felt both exposed and exhilarated, her skin tingling under Lydia’s gaze.

Lydia’s eyes swept over her—slow, appreciative, unashamed.
“You’re pretty,” she said softly.

Florence blushed, smiling crookedly. “Shut up.”

“No,” Lydia replied. “You are.”

Florence’s chest fluttered.

“Ready?” Lydia asked.

Florence nodded.

Together, they ran the last few steps into the lake, water splashing around their calves. Then they dove, breaking through the warm surface with a soft, echoing splash. The water wrapped around Florence’s body like silk, cooling her overheated skin instantly. She surfaced laughing, hair slicked back, droplets shining on her face.

Lydia surfaced beside her, dark hair plastered to her cheek, eyes bright and wild.
“This is actually incredible,” Florence said breathlessly.

“Told you,” Lydia murmured, swimming closer.

Florence floated on her back, watching the sky fade into pink and violet. Lydia’s fingers brushed her wrist underwater—light, accidental, maybe not accidental at all.

The entire world felt suspended.
Just the two of them.
Warm lake.
Empty woods.
Two nineteen-year-olds who had no idea what they were starting.

Florence turned her head toward Lydia, voice softer than she intended.
“This is going to be a fun summer.”

Lydia’s smile turned slow and dangerous.
“Oh, Florence,” she whispered, “you have no idea.”

Interlude: Olive’s 21st Birthday Fun!

Olive had promised herself she would make her twenty-first birthday unforgettable.
She succeeded before midnight.

Her friends had taken her out to a rooftop bar overlooking the river, but the real party — the one she would replay in her mind for weeks — started later, in her apartment, when she walked through the door with two gorgeous grad-student models trailing behind her like pets who didn’t yet know they were pets.

Their names didn’t matter at first.
Names were for people you met at brunch.
Tonight was not brunch.

They were both in their mid-twenties. The man was Spanish — Mateo — tall enough that Olive’s chin barely reached the line where his chest tapered into his tight, carved abs. He had thick forearms, veined and powerful, and the kind of huge biceps that strained his rolled-up sleeves hours earlier. A trail of dark hair led from his pecs down to his waistband, and below that: his cock hung fat and uncut, swinging between heavy, low-hanging balls that made Olive bite her lip the moment she saw them. He had an athlete’s posture, a smoldering gaze, and cheekbones so sharp Olive could’ve used them to slice birthday cake.

The woman was French — Camille — a ballet-trained beauty with black hair pulled into a sleek twist, lips made for sucking a clit or a cock, and collarbones that shimmered under the gold pendant she wore. Her body was taut, breasts small but perfect, high and sensitive, with dusky pink nipples begging to be kissed. Olive imagined how they’d feel in her mouth, how Camille would whimper when they were sucked. Her accent made Olive warm every time she said your birthday, especially when those words were breathed against Olive’s skin.

Neither of them had expected to end the night in Olive’s bed.
Both of them would be dreaming about it long after.

“Sit my lovely little bitches,” she said, kicking off her heels as she stepped into the living room.

Camille sat first — spine perfect, thighs pressed together, her dainty bare feet tucked beneath her.
Mateo hesitated a second too long.

Olive arched a brow.
He sat instantly.

Good.

“Better,” she said with a bright, wicked smile. “You’re learning.”

Her red dress clung to her waist as she crossed the room, the slit brushing high over her thigh. She felt the 21 she was along with all its wonderful connotations — invincible, dangerous, indulgently powerful — the world hers for the hour.

“So,” she purred, standing between them, “since it’s my birthday, I get a present.”

She placed one manicured finger under Camille’s chin.
“Do you want to be my present, bébé?”

Camille inhaled sharply — delicate, excited.
“I would love that.”

Olive turned to Mateo.
“And you?” she asked, tapping his knee with just enough pressure to make him straighten.

“Anything you want.” His voice was deep, accented, already reverent.

Olive laughed, delighted.
“Oh, you two are going to be so good for me.”

She made them stand.
Mateo on her left.
Camille on her right.

She faced them like a queen inspecting soldiers, hands on her hips, chin tilted with perfect, pretty arrogance.

“Strip.”

They obeyed instantly.

Camille’s dress slid off her body like water — leaving smooth skin, tight dancer’s muscle, and the prettiest lace panties Olive had ever seen, already slightly damp at the center. Her pussy lips outlined through the fabric, and Olive could see the faintest shadow of her shaved mound. Her breasts were gorgeous — pert and proud, with nipples already stiff.

Mateo peeled off his shirt, and Olive exhaled at the sight of his carved shoulders, the cut of his hips, the way his chest flexed as he moved. When he dropped his pants, his cock hung heavy, beautiful, thick and already hardening for her — with a perfect foreskin she wanted to tease back with her tongue. His balls were plump and full, swaying gently.

Olive walked a slow circle around them, trailing her nails down Mateo’s back, then dipping to trace Camille’s waist, then lower, her thumb brushing over the front of those soaked panties.

“You’re nervous,” Olive murmured to Camille, kissing the girl’s shoulder and letting her lips graze the skin just above her trembling nipple. Camille shivered. “Good. I like it when pretty girls tremble.”

She stepped behind Mateo.
“And you’re trying very hard not to look desperate,” she said into his ear, letting her hand trail over the firm swell of his ass, then cupping his balls briefly, testing their weight.

He swallowed.

Olive smiled like she owned the universe.
“On your knees, both of you.”

They dropped immediately.
Camille kneeled like a ballerina, legs folded, feet arched gracefully — her dainty little toes flexed just slightly.
Mateo kneeled like a sinner waiting for absolution, thighs spread wide, his cock flushed and jutting, twitching at the tip.

Olive cupped Mateo’s jaw, getting him to look up at her.
“You’re so handsome,” she said lightly, “it would almost be a shame not to break you a little.”

His breath shook.

Olive stepped back, slipped her hand under the slit of her dress, and pulled it up just enough to expose the black, lacy strip of her thong — and beneath that, her wet cunt, glistening between her thighs.

Both of their eyes widened.

“Touch me,” Olive said, “but only where I put you.”

She guided Camille’s hand to her thigh — letting the girl’s fingers brush the heat radiating just inches from her soaked panties.
She guided Mateo’s hand to her calf — dragging his fingers slowly over the curve of her ankle and down to her soft foot, letting him kiss it with reverence.

The contrast was intoxicating — Camille soft, trembling, reverent.
Mateo firm, warm, cock flexing with every breath, controlled only by the thin thread of her dominance.

Olive’s breath deepened.

She led them to the bedroom.
And oh, they followed beautifully.

Camille crawled onto the bed first, laying on her stomach, hair falling out of its twist, perfect tits pressing softly into the sheets. Olive climbed behind her and kissed the back of her neck, laughing at how the French girl immediately arched like a cat wanting more.

“You’re delicious,” Olive murmured, licking slowly down Camille’s spine.

Meanwhile, Mateo stood at the foot of the bed, waiting — chest rising and falling, cock flushed a deep pink, glistening with pre-cum, thighs tense with restraint.

“Come here,” Olive ordered.

He knelt beside Camille.
Olive snapped her fingers.
“Kiss her.”

He froze for a moment — surprised — then leaned in. Camille turned her face toward him, lips parting, and Olive’s clit throbbed at how gently their mouths met.

Olive didn’t allow gentleness for long.
“More,” she said, tightening her grip in Mateo’s hair. “Messier.”

They obeyed, kissing deeper, tongues sliding, Camille moaning softly as Mateo’s hand cupped her jaw and brushed her breast, thumb grazing the peak of one perfect tit.

Olive watched, eyes dark, cunt slick, fingers sliding slowly up Camille’s spine.
“I want both of you to be good for me tonight,” she said softly. “Can you do that?”

“Yes, Olive,” Camille whispered, voice trembling.

“Sí, princesa,” Mateo murmured.

Olive felt something spark low and hot inside her.

She took control of their bodies like an artist with two brushes.

She pushed Camille onto her back and straddled her hips, grinding slowly against her flat stomach while Mateo watched with lips parted and cock twitching.

She pulled Mateo forward by the hair and made him kiss up her thigh while Camille kissed down her chest, mouthing at her tits, sucking each nipple until they were slick and sensitive and begging for more.

She whispered into Camille’s ear,
“Does it make you wet to let him see you obey me?”

Camille whimpered out a “yes,” her panties now soaked, the scent of her pussy sweet and strong.

She whispered into Mateo’s,
“Do you want to be used by me while she watches?”

His whole body shuddered.
“Yes.”

Olive spent hours commanding them, teasing them, positioning them exactly where she wanted:
Camille kneeling between Olive’s legs, tongue shaking with devotion as she lapped at her dripping cunt.
Mateo behind her, kissing Olive’s shoulder, grinding his cock against her ass while she rode Camille’s mouth.
Both of them under her at once as she sat on Mateo’s face, grinding slowly, while Camille licked the inside of Olive’s thighs, teasing her throbbing clit with reverent little kisses.

And when Olive finally came — loud, shaking, gripping both their hair as her body surged, pussy clenching and dripping with release — she looked down at the two beautiful grad students trembling beneath her, flushed and dazed and adoring, and she thought:

This is the first birthday I’ll actually remember.

Afterward, she lay between them, Mateo’s head on her stomach, Camille curled against her side, the sheets warm with sweat, sex, and perfume.

They looked like art.
They looked like the best birthday present she’d ever had.

Interlude: Florence and Lydia Sitting In a Tree

The humid summer air pressed against her skin like a second body.
The rickety wooden bunk creaked under her thighs.
The cheap box fan rattled in the window, barely moving the heat.

And Florence was sitting cross-legged beside her, nineteen, glowing, smelling like sunscreen and sweat and melted chocolate. The tank top hanging off one shoulder was damp from the day’s humidity, clinging to the soft line of her breast. Lydia felt again the faint stickiness of the shared chocolates on her fingers, the waxy coating smearing over her thumb.

Florence had lifted her hand to lick a smudge of chocolate, tongue dragging slow across her skin, lips closing with a tiny pop, and Lydia felt her stomach tighten at the sight.

They were bored.
Dangerously bored.
A kind of boredom that made the air feel electrically charged, as if anything could happen.

And then Florence had said it.

Just dropped it between them like a stone in water.

“I dare you to let me finger your ass.”

Even now Lydia felt the beat of silence that had followed — like time pressing pause. The cicadas outside too loud, the air too thick, Florence’s blue eyes too bright and wicked. She’d said it playfully, offhand — but the words had landed heavy and wet between Lydia’s thighs, burning a pulse into her cunt.

Fine, Lydia had thought. If we’re doing this, we’re doing it right.

“I’m not a bitch,” Florence had huffed when Lydia raised a brow — the same pouty little scrunch of her nose she still did years later.

She got on all fours on Lydia’s thin summer-camp mattress, knees sinking into the sagging foam. Lydia remembered how the bed dipped toward the center, how Florence smelled faintly of bonfire smoke and vanilla lotion and sweat — and something rawer beneath, that unmistakable slick scent of her pussy already starting to leak.

Lydia’s hands had trembled — just a little — as she pushed down the hem of Florence’s shorts.

Her skin was golden and hot from the heat, smooth from weeks of sun, a little tacky with sweat. Lydia’s fingers slid reverently over the curve of her ass, palms cupping each cheek and giving a slow squeeze. The flesh was soft, yielding, but held the promise of muscle underneath. Florence's hips twitched when she touched her, her breath catching.

“No lube,” Florence had giggled breathlessly. “Just spit. Make I want your spit inside me.”

Lydia spat into her palm — thick and hot — and slicked it over her fingers. The moment her fingertip touched Florence’s tight little hole, Florence gasped aloud — a bright, helpless sound that made Lydia's nipples stiffen under her bra.

The memory flooded her like it was happening now:
The initial resistance of Florence’s ass, then the aching, aching give.
The heat of her body closing around Lydia’s finger, clenching and fluttering.
The way Florence’s thighs trembled, how her dainty feet pressed hard against the mattress.

She’d moaned into the pillow — loud. Too loud.

Her breath came in ragged, high-pitched bursts, each one a naked, desperate confession. The old wooden cabin walls felt suddenly complicit, listening.

Lydia had pushed deeper, slow but firm, watching the way Florence’s back arched, her hips rolling back greedily. Her ass clenched around Lydia’s finger, then loosened again — like it was learning her. Like it wanted more.

“You’re a loud loud bitch,” Lydia had whispered, leaning close, her lips brushing Florence’s flushed ear.“You sound like the boys you tease.”

Florence had groaned, face buried deeper in the pillow, cheeks burning red, cunt leaking down her thighs.

Then Lydia’s hand slipped lower.

It wasn’t even a decision — just gravity, just instinct. Her fingers brushed the slick, drenched heat between Florence’s legs — and holy fuck.

The girl was soaked.

Wetness spilled onto Lydia’s knuckles, the folds of Florence’s pussy hot and slippery and fluttering against her touch. Her clit throbbed under Lydia’s palm, needy and swollen.

Florence jerked like she’d been electrocuted.
“Oh—God—Lyd—fuck—”

Her whole body shuddered, back arching, breath fracturing into broken little cries. Lydia could still feel it now — the pulse of that cunt, the shock of how soft and wet and eager it was while her finger was still sunk in Florence’s tight little ass.

Lydia had laughed — stunned, aroused, delighted — because she hadn’t expected that. Not that reaction. Not that raw and messy and honest.

Florence turned her face from the pillow for a moment, hair sticking to her damp cheek, eyes glossy, mouth open.

“Don’t you dare tell anyone how loud I was,” she whispered, half-moan, half-laugh.

Lydia leaned forward and kissed her shoulder, slow and reverent, tasting sweat and salt and girl.

“You were perfect,” she whispered back, lips brushing just below the strap mark of Florence’s tank.

Florence had smiled into the sheets — embarrassed, glowing, proud of how slutty she’d let herself be.

Interlude: Florence and Lydia K-I-S-S-I-N-G

The heat that second night felt heavier than the night before, almost sensual in the way it clung to Florence’s skin. The air inside their private cabin pressed against her shoulders like warm hands, slicking her skin with a faint sheen of sweat. Her thin tank top stuck to her ribcage every time she exhaled, and her shorts rode up annoyingly high on her thighs. She lay back on her creaky mattress, fanning herself lazily with one hand.

Across the narrow aisle, Lydia lounged on her bunk, one knee bent, the shadows from the desk lamp catching the hollow of her throat. She pretended to read, but Florence could feel her eyes drifting over now and then, those slow, assessing glances that always stirred something restless in her.

Florence sighed loudly.
“I’m bored,” she announced, dragging the word out dramatically as she nudged Lydia’s bunk with her foot. “It’s too hot to be human.”

Lydia didn’t even look up. “You say that like you were human before.”

Florence threw a pillow at her—badly. Lydia batted it away with a smirk, that lazy, predatory kind of smirk that made Florence’s stomach dip.

The cabin felt small tonight. Close. Charged.

Florence chewed her lip for several seconds before blurting, “Okay. I have a confession.”

Lydia’s book lowered instantly. “Oh? This sounds promising.”

Florence hesitated, then reached under her duvet, rummaging deep in her duffel bag until she brushed the thing she’d hidden there. It was warm from the heat of the room, smooth under her fingers. Her cheeks flushed as she pulled it out.

A pink vibrator. Slim. Curved. Shy-looking.

She held it up like a contraband treasure.
“Don’t judge me,” she said quickly, voice embarrassingly small.

Lydia’s brows lifted, her eyes gleaming with wicked interest. “Florence,” she said slowly, “you brought a toy to camp.”

Florence groaned and covered her face with one hand. “Don’t make this a thing, please.”

“Oh, it’s definitely a thing,” Lydia replied teasingly.

Then—with the calm confidence that made Florence’s pulse skip—Lydia reached under her pillow.

And pulled out something that made Florence’s breath leave her in a shocked puff.

A black silicone toy. It was thick and veiny and so realistic.

Florence stared at it, stunned. “Lydia,” she whispered, voice cracking, “that thing is… obscene.”

“It’s practical,” Lydia said, shrugging. “I need a boyfriend to take with me in case I get lonely, lol.”

“Oh my God, it’s huge.”

Lydia winked. “It’s not that huge.”

“Lyd—” Florence shook the toy in disbelief. “It’s the size of—of—” She gestured vaguely, flustered. “That is a really massive fucking toy!”

Lydia smirked smugly. “I get bored easily.”

Florence swallowed hard, thighs squeezing together in a slow, helpless pulse of heat.
She whispered, “I cannot believe you brought that.”

“Why not?” Lydia asked lightly. “We’re alone here. And I thought you might enjoy seeing it.”

Florence’s ears burned.

Lydia twirled her toy once, casually, then locked eyes with her.
“Want to trade?”

Florence felt something low in her belly tighten.
“You mean… now?”

“Now,” Lydia said softly. “I dare you.”

And Florence—ridiculously, inevitably—was powerless against a dare.

She lifted her pink vibrator with both hands, offering it gingerly across the aisle. Lydia accepted it with a slow curl of her fingers, eyes warm with amusement.

Then Florence accepted Lydia’s toy.

It was heavier than she expected.

“Oh my God,” she whispered, cheeks pinking.

Lydia shifted onto her knees on the mattress, facing Florence directly. “You can stop if you get shy.”

“I’m not shy,” Florence replied insistently.

“Good,” Lydia murmured, clearly pleased. “Come here.”

Florence crawled to the edge of her bunk. The mattress springs whimpered beneath her knees. Their faces ended up closer than she anticipated—close enough to feel the soft heat of Lydia’s breath.

Lydia raised the pink vibrator first, brushing the tip along her lower lip in a slow, teasing circle.
Florence inhaled sharply. “You’re doing that on purpose.”

“Obviously,” Lydia said.

Florence, emboldened, lifted Lydia’s toy and kissed the silicone gently. The faint warmth of Lydia’s hand lingered on it. Lydia’s eyes flicked downward, pupils dilating.

“Florence,” she murmured hungrily.

“What?” she asked, heartbeat thudding.

“Do it again.”

Florence kissed it again—slower this time, dragging her lips along the curve. Her thighs trembled. Lydia’s breath caught audibly.

The heat between them thickened.

Lydia leaned back on her bunk, spreading her knees just slightly.
“Show me how you use it,” she said quietly.

Florence’s pulse pounded in her ears. “Only if you start.”

Lydia’s smile deepened, slow and knowing. She pressed the pink vibrator between her thighs, rubbing lightly through her cotton shorts, right over the heat of her pussy, right where her wet cunt ached and pulsed. The friction made Lydia exhale sharply, her breath catching, her hips tilting instinctively as the pleasure licked higher.

Florence watched her—utterly transfixed, eyes dark, lips parted, breath shallow as she took in the sight of Lydia touching herself like that, so openly, so hungrily.

Her own hand slid down, guiding Lydia’s bigger toy to the crease of her thigh, right where heat gathered and sweat slicked the skin. She pressed it there, gasping as the firm silicone met overheated skin, the vibration sending a shiver up her spine and straight between her legs, her own pussy already warm and damp.

Lydia’s eyes lowered, voice low and approving, heavy with pleasure.
“There you go, sweetheart.”

Florence bit her lip, nipples tightening under her tank top, hardening into little pebble-like points as heat flooded her chest. “Don’t call me that.”

Lydia smirked. “Then don’t look so good when you blush.”

Florence whimpered, a soft, needy sound that slipped out before she could stop it, her thighs pressing together as her wet cunt throbbed.

They fell into the rhythm almost naturally—Lydia grinding gently against Florence’s smaller vibrator, slow and deliberate, while Florence rocked against Lydia’s, chasing friction, chasing heat. The cabin filled with soft, wet breaths, panting and shaky, the rustle of sheets against bare thighs, the faint squeak of old mattress springs keeping time with their bodies.

Lydia’s voice broke first, roughened by pleasure.
“Harder,” she whispered harshly, breath hot, needy. “Press it harder.”

Florence obeyed, pressing Lydia’s toy more firmly between her legs, right against her cunt. The shock of sensation made Lydia’s body jolt, her thighs tightening, her breath stuttering as pleasure spiked.

“Oh—God—Lyd—” she gasped, voice breaking, cunt slick and aching.

“Come here,” Lydia ordered breathlessly, voice thick with want.

Florence crawled onto Lydia’s bunk, straddling her thigh without thinking, her own pussy pressed hot against Lydia’s leg. Their faces brushed—cheeks, noses, lips almost touching, breaths mingling. Lydia’s hand slid under the hem of Florence’s tank top, fingers tracing the warm underside of her breast, circling slowly until her thumb brushed a hard pebble-like nipple. Florence inhaled sharply, a broken sound spilling from her chest.

Then Lydia kissed her.

It was hot and messy and hungry, both of them moaning softly into each other’s mouths, tongues sliding, breaths tangling. Lydia’s lips tasted faintly of chocolate from earlier and something warm and human and irresistible, something that made Florence’s cunt clench hard.

They rocked together, the rhythm unsteady and frantic, thighs slick with sweat and need. Lydia guided Florence’s hand lower. Florence matched her, palms moving with growing confidence. Their toys slid and pressed and rubbed between sweat-slick thighs, buzzing against wet cunt and sensitive skin, their breaths filling the room in ragged unison, gasps and whimpers overlapping.

Lydia gasped first, biting down softly on Florence’s shoulder as her thighs shook, her body tightening around the pleasure, cunt fluttering hard.

“Oh fuck—Florence—”

That trembling, that helplessness—Florence felt it like fire, like heat pouring straight into her own body.

Her own climax followed seconds later, slamming through her in a sharp, breathless wave, her pussy clenching hard as she cried out. She clung to Lydia’s shoulders, shaking with the force of it, thighs trembling, breath shattered.

They collapsed into each other, panting, skin tacky with sweat, toys forgotten on the sheets, bodies still buzzing, still sensitive.

Lydia brushed her nose against Florence’s cheek, smiling lazily, fingers still tracing slow, possessive lines along Florence’s thigh.
“Well,” she whispered, voice husky, thick with satisfaction, “that was educational.”

Florence laughed weakly against her chest, still breathless, still warm.
“We’re not telling anyone about this.”

Lydia kissed her jaw gently, teasingly, lips lingering.
“Sure, Flo. Whatever you say.”

But the way she kept stroking Florence’s thigh, slow and deliberate, fingers drifting just close enough to make her breath hitch, said everything.

This would be happening again.

And probably soon.


ACT 3: Be Good Boy….Or Else


Chapter One: A Gentle Awakening

I opened my eyes and assumed that I was still dreaming.

Florence Frost was staring down at me, her electric blue eyes cruel and assessing as her round pink lips curved into a dangerous smile.

Her manicured fingers fixed her wavy blonde hair behind a delicate ear, the tiny gold hoop tinkling in the morning air.

“Hey loser,” she whispered.

I was suddenly very very aware that I was naked above the sheets and that her supple, smooth legs were straddling my chest.

And, god, she was wearing nothing but a ludicrously small cherry red bikini, heavy breasts swaying in the light material.

"I wanna play a game with you."


Chapter Two: A Rude Awakening

Quicker than you’d have assumed, I found myself bent over Florence’s thighs, my face mashed into her mattress, the sheets cool against my cheek while my ass was hoisted up and exposed.

The Blossom cage was pressed tight between her smooth legs, trapped and useless, while her smooth, kissable skin smelled faintly of lotion and chlorine from the pool.

My cock throbbed helplessly inside its little prison, swelling against the metal until it hurt, and all I could do was whimper into the bedding as she positioned me how she wanted, my arms folded uselessly beneath me.

The first smack of her hand against my ass was sharp and shocking.

“Ouch,” I yelped.

“Ouch,” she mimicked back mockingly and slapped me twice as hard again.

My whole body jolted, and my cage twitched as if I’d been shocked. The sting lingered, blooming hot, and before I had time to breathe, another crack landed across the other cheek. This one much harder.

“God, this is better than therapy,” Florence said with a smile.

She spanked me with deliberate rhythm, each slap making me buck and twitch in my cage, the ache intensifying until I felt like I was going to lose my mind. My body kept betraying me, every humiliating flinch making the cage shift against me so I was aware of just how stiff and useless I was.

“Tell me,” she said, her voice low and dangerous, fingers digging into the flesh of my ass to hold me in place.

Smack.

“Be honest, now,” she said. “Tell me if you dreamed about me last night.” Smack.

I groaned into the sheets, heat rushing to my face.

My mouth felt dry, my chest tight.

“Um,” I began, feeling embarrassed, knowing Florence would have a field day if she knew the details.

She slapped me again, harder this time, until my eyes watered.

“Say it, loser,” she demanded.

“Yes!” I choked out, my voice muffled in the bedding. “Yes, I dreamed about you.”

Another slap rang out, my ass burning. “Tell me what happened in that little pathetic dream of yours.”

Shame boiled in my stomach.

My throat clenched as I forced myself to say it. “You… you rode me. You rode my cock until I came.”

She burst out laughing, tossing her golden hair back as her palm cracked down on my burning cheek again.

“You?” she scoffed between giggles. “As if I would ever waste myself on a cock as small as yours. God, even if I was paid a billion dollars I wouldn’t give you a pity blowjob. You’re not even worth that.”

Her words cut deeper than the sting of her hand. My cock throbbed painfully against the gaps of the blossom cage, leaking a thin trail of morning precum that smeared against my thigh as she kept spanking me, punctuating every cruel syllable with another slap. My face burned hotter than my ass, humiliated beyond belief, yet my cage pulsed and ached as if her rejection only made me harder.

When she was finished, she shoved me off her lap and ordered me to crawl to the center of the room.

“Pose for me,” she said, pulling her phone from the nightstand. Her electric blue eyes glittered as she snapped photos of me in the most degrading positions she could think of—on my knees with my tongue out like a begging slut, on all fours with my ass arched high, standing with my tiny caged dick jutting uselessly under my belly while I tried not to cry.

Every click of the camera made my stomach drop lower.

“Perfect,” she purred, thumbing through the shots with a smirk. “These will look so cute in the group chat.”

I froze. “Seriously?”

“Of course, me and my girls have like, zero secrets.” She lifted her gaze to mine, smiling like the devil. “All my sorority sisters deserve to see what kind of pathetic toy I’ve got living next door. They’re going to love this.”

My whole body went cold. I couldn’t believe I had agreed to this. Couldn’t believe I had signed myself into this humiliation with a nod and a weak little yes, Florence. And yet… the thought of her hot, confident friends laughing at me made the cage throb harder, my hips twitching like I wanted to hump the air even as shame curdled in my gut.

What the fuck was wrong with me?!

Florence slipped her phone away and clapped her hands.

“Now, time for a little decoration.”

She rummaged through a drawer and came back with a long, silky red ribbon. My breath caught as she knelt in front of me, her tits bouncing in the ridiculous bikini as she tied the ribbon snugly around my cage, looping it in a neat bow like a cruel present. She gave the bow a little tug, satisfied. “There. My little gift-wrapped loser. I don’t know why it’s so funny, it just is, ya’know?”

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning, but before I could beg her not to take me out in public like this, she reached into her bag and pulled out something even worse.

A big, glossy, inflatable butt plug, heavy in her hand. My eyes widened in horror.

“Oh yes,” she said, grinning wickedly. “This is going in.”

She handed it to me, the cold silicone smooth against my shaking fingers.

“Lube it,” she ordered. “With your mouth.”

I obeyed, shame flooding me as I slid the slick tip between my lips, coating it with spit, gagging slightly as I forced myself to slobber over the thick toy. My cock twitched in its cage, leaking helplessly while I worked, Florence laughing above me as if my humiliation was the sweetest entertainment.

When she was satisfied, she shoved me onto my back and pushed my knees to my chest, spreading my legs open with effortless strength.

“Good boy,” she mocked, pressing the tip of the plug against my tight hole.

I gasped, whimpering as she worked it in, the stretch unbearable, the intrusion filling me until I couldn’t think straight. My whole body shook as she gave the bulb one last push and it slid home, seated deep inside me, leaving me trembling and stuffed.

She smirked down at me, giving the base a squeeze so the plug shifted inside.

I moaned, humiliated by how my body responded. “You’ll get used to it,” she said, patting my thigh. “Besides, it’s not like you’re going to be using that pathetic little dick for anything.”

As if that wasn’t enough, she pulled one last item from her drawer: a pair of panties, sheer and silky, darkened by a wet patch at the crotch. The scent hit me immediately—intoxicating, musky, feminine—and my cage jerked painfully. Florence dangled them above my face, watching my reaction with glee.

“Open,” she commanded.

My lips parted automatically. She stuffed the panties into my mouth, the damp fabric pressing down on my tongue, flooding my senses with her scent until my head spun.

“There,” she said with satisfaction. “You’re going to hold those in your mouth the whole way to the mall. No spitting them out. No excuses.”

I whimpered around the soaked fabric, cheeks burning, my body trembling with humiliation and unwanted arousal. My cage ached, the plug stretched me wide, and the ribbon bow bobbed at the front of my useless cock as she grabbed her purse and jingled her car keys.

Florence gave me one last smirk as she headed for the door. “Come on, loser. Time to show you off.”


Chapter Three: A Very Florence Adventure

As we ambled around the big mall downtown, I sorta felt like a spotlight had been turned directly onto us.

Though of course, it was just the Florence effect. She revelled in strutting ahead of me with a sway in her hips and her flimsy bralette top doing nothing to contain the bouncing sway of her perfect tits. The view from the back was tremendous, she had changed into this miniscule white latex skirt so short it barely covered her ass cheeks.

Every pair of eyes landed on her, following her every move as she flounced about, squealing at displays and leaning over counters so her tits nearly spilled free. At first I thought it was just her being careless, but as her skirt kept riding up to flash cheeky glimpses of pink panties, I realized it was deliberate.

Florence Frost wanted the attention.

She wanted me to see her getting it. Men stared openly, slack-jawed, practically drooling as they watched her bounce on her toes. Women glared in envy, or else bit their lips and stared just as hungrily. And I trailed after her with the humiliating ribbon tied around my cage and the plug shifting with every step beneath my trousers.

My face was burning while my cock throbbed uselessly hard in its cage. Watching her parade herself as both innocent girl-next-door and attention-seeking slut, adored by everyone else, made me so desperate I thought I’d explode. If only I could…

Florence squealed when she spotted a lingerie boutique, grabbing my wrist and dragging me inside excitedly. 

“You’re going to help me pick out something steamy,” she declared, electric blue eyes sparkling as she looked around at the racks of lace and satin. “And don’t you dare choose something boring.”

I nodded, my throat dry, my mind a blur of ache and humiliation as she shoved me toward the displays. Every piece I touched seemed more sinful than the last.

I finally managed to point out a white corset with ruffled panties and a matching bra and garter set, imagining how beautiful she’d look in it.

Florence grinned at my choice and made me keep going until I handed her a slutty little nurse outfit, complete with a hat and tiny apron.

“Good boy,” she cooed mockingly. “And don’t worry. I’ll actually wear these this time, I promise!”

The way she smirked when she said it made my cock throb painfully, my cage tightening as though it wanted to split open from sheer frustration.

She marched us straight to the fitting rooms, booking the private dressing area with a smile that had the attractive brunette sales assistant wrapped around her finger in seconds.

I sat in the corner, squirming with the plug deep inside me while Florence disappeared behind the curtain with an armful of lingerie.

My heart pounded in my chest as I waited.

When she finally swept the curtain aside, she stepped out in the white set I had picked. My breath caught. The corset hugged her waist, her tits overflowing the bra, the garter straps framing her thighs.

She struck a pose and purred in a high, mocking voice, “Is this what you wanted, loser?”

She twirled, bent over to show the ruffles on her ass, then strutted right up to me until her tits nearly brushed my face.

“Yes, Miss,” I whimpered, my cage jerking as I tried not to drool.

Then she vanished again and came out in the nurse's outfit, doing a cute little sing-song voice as she wagged her finger. “Time for your check-up, patient.”

“Oh, what big balls you have, you must have too much semen,” she said through a giggle. “Too bad your clitoris is locked up, hehe!”

Each new outfit had her leaning into the role, taunting me, her tits bouncing as she twirled, her ass peeking from lace and satin. Every second was torture, my cock trapped and pulsing, my body shaking with how badly I wanted to touch her, knowing I never could.

Then the curtain snapped open and she was suddenly pulling me to my feet, thrusting the pile of lingerie into my arms.

“Your turn,” she said, her grin wicked.

My heart dropped into my stomach.

“But Florence, you said—”

“I said I would wear the lingerie this time,” she said, back in her tiny dress and revealing bralette. She was loving this. “But that doesn’t mean you’re off the hook Missy! I’m telling you now, when you have a dick that tiny, you shouldn’t be surprised when a sexy woman dresses you to match it. Now either use your safeword and fuck off home, or do as you’re told!”

Briefly, I considered it.

Briefly.

But I was too desperate to please her for that.

My hands shook as I fumbled with the delicate lace, pulling it on while she lounged back in the chair with her phone out, recording every second.

“Haha, aw bitch,” she cooed, “The girlies are loving this, once again they would like me to remind you that you’ve got a juicy fuckable ass.”

When I finally finished, stuffed into the white set, she burst out laughing, pointing at the pathetic bulge of my cage pressing against the ruffled panties.

“Oh my god, look at that little clit,” she cackled. “You look ridiculous. Who do you think you’re fooling in that? No one would ever want to see that in lingerie.”

My face burned red as I posed awkwardly at her insistence, her laughter filling the room, her cruel comments never stopping.

Each outfit was worse than the last, Florence complimenting by waifish frame and fat ass while simultaneously mocking how tiny and humiliating my locked ‘little clit’ was.

My cock jerked inside its cage at every insult, aching so badly it hurt, the ribbon bouncing like a joke I couldn’t escape.

The curtain swished aside, and the sales assistant stepped in, her lips curving into a sly smile as she took in the scene: Florence smirking with her phone in hand, me trembling in ruffled panties with my cage jutting obscenely against the fabric.

My face burned hotter than ever. Florence didn’t miss a beat.

She grinned at the assistant and chirped, “We’ll take it all.”


Chapter Four: The Perfect Barista

The mall food court smelled like sugar and coffee, and after following Florence from store to store, my head was spinning from the plug deep in me and the tight cage digging into my cock.

By the time she finally stopped at the café counter, I was desperate just to sit down. Florence ordered something elaborate with extra whipped cream, of course, then shoved me forward and told me to get myself “something boring and small, like your dick.”

Behind the counter stood a brunette barista who made my stomach drop the moment I looked at her. Greta, her nametag said. She was stunning in that effortless way, soft, smooth brown hair tied back, a cute face with big brown eyes, and a smile that lit up when I stammered my order.

Her tits were small, barely there beneath her shirt, but her ass was… God. Huge, round, perfect. It strained the fabric of her jeans every time she bent down. I couldn’t stop looking, even though my cage throbbed painfully just from imagining what it would feel like pressed against me.

“Here you go,” she said brightly, sliding my coffee across. Her hand lingered on the cup, and when I picked it up, my eyes widened. A little smiley face was drawn on the side, and under it—a phone number.

My heart stopped.

Back at our booth, Florence leaned over my shoulder, peering at the cup, and burst out laughing so loud the people walking past turned. “Oh my god. Women’s intuition must be dead if she’s giving her number to you.”

She shook her head dramatically, then suddenly froze, eyes fixed on Greta. “Holy fuck, she’s hot.”

Before I could stop her, Florence was narrating her every thought like a cruel sports commentator. “Look at those tiny little titties. You know girls with itty-bitties have the most sensitive nipples, right? You’d barely touch them, and she’d be moaning in your ear.” My face burned as she spoke louder than necessary, making sure I caught every word while Greta leaned over to grab something, her round ass jutting out obscenely. Florence’s jaw dropped. “Oh my god. She just turned. That ass is legendary. I’m jealous, seriously.”

I wanted to disappear. My cock jerked against its cage so hard it hurt, the ribbon bow pressing into my balls.

Florence turned to me, still smirking, and tugged one of her EairPods out of her ear. She slid it into my hand.

“Put this in,” she ordered, her smile wicked. I hesitated, but she gave me that sharp little eyebrow raise that meant no disobedience, so I did as I was told, slipping it into my ear.

“Here’s the game,” she whispered, her lips close to my ear, her breath hot against my neck. “You’re going to ask her out. And you’re going to do exactly what I tell you, word for word, while I sit back and watch.”

I swallowed hard, panic rising in my chest. My hands trembled around the coffee cup, the number staring up at me like a dare. Florence just grinned, eyes glittering with cruel amusement. She smirked so wide I could see her tongue press against her teeth, and I knew I was trapped.

The plug shifted inside me when I shifted my weight, and my cage throbbed so tight it hurt. My humiliation was already unbearable, but the thought of stumbling through Florence’s instructions in front of Greta—the girl who had just written her number for me—made my face flush hotter than ever. I bit down hard on my lip, trying to steady my breathing.

Florence leaned back in her chair, sipping her drink with that dangerous little smile, watching me squirm. Her voice came through in the earpod, smug and playful. “Ready, loser? Don’t worry. I’ll make sure you embarrass yourself just right.”


Chapter Five: Desperate and Terrified

Greta was waiting outside the mall when Florence pushed me out to meet her, my cage heavy and aching, the plug still inside me, Florence’s voice in one ear through the earpod.

Greta had changed out of her café uniform into tiny denim shorts that showed off miles of tanned thigh, a tight little crop top that hugged her small tits, and a pair of scuffed Converse sneakers. Her nails were painted a deep glossy black, and when she waved, I caught myself staring at her hands, at how much I wanted to hold them.

“Tell her she’s hot,” Florence whispered in my ear, her voice low and smug.

A part of me wondered where she was. But for the most part I’d begun to think of Florence the same way most people think about God…or more aptly; Satan herself.

I swallowed hard, my cheeks burning, but I obeyed.

“You look… really hot,” I managed, my throat tight.

Greta smiled instantly, eyes lighting up, her laugh soft and genuine. “Thanks,” she said, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. She looked pleased, not mocking. My chest tightened with relief.

Florence hummed in my ear, clearly amused. Women’s intuition really is dead, she muttered, almost to herself, and I flushed deeper as Greta fell into step beside me.

We ended up at the movie theater, Greta tugging my arm with excitement when she saw a horror flick she wanted to watch. Florence’s laughter buzzed in my ear as I paid for the tickets, her commentary constant; what Greta was wearing, how good her legs looked, how I was lucky she hadn’t seen through me yet. Every time Greta brushed my arm, my cage throbbed painfully, and every time Florence whispered some humiliating reminder, I squirmed.

Halfway through the movie, the cola I’d nervously chugged hit me hard. I shifted in my seat, the plug making it worse.

“Ask her permission to use the bathroom,” Florence ordered, cruel delight dripping from her voice.

I froze. “What? I can’t—”

“Do it,” she hissed.

My face burned, but I leaned toward Greta, my voice low. “Uh, is it… okay if I go to the bathroom?”

She looked at me, confused for a second, then smirked. “Sure thing,” she said, clearly amused. “You’re careful, aren’t you?”

My stomach flipped. Careful? If only she knew.

I nodded quickly, muttered a thank you, and hurried out with Florence laughing in my ear the whole way. By the time I came back, my face was still hot with humiliation.

The movie itself was terrifying, and at one jump scare Greta clutched at me, curling into my side. My chest tightened, and before I knew it her hand was resting lightly on my thigh.

Florence’s voice slid into my ear again, smooth and commanding.

“Be bold,” she whispered. “For once in your fucking life be a real man despite that itty bitty clitty between your girly thighs. Kiss her.”

My pulse pounded. I turned my head, and before I could think better of it, I kissed Greta. To my shock, she kissed me back eagerly, her lips soft and warm, her hand sliding higher on my thigh until she was reaching toward my crotch.

Panic shot through me. If she touched me there, she’d feel the cage. She’d know. I pulled back, my breath ragged.

“No,” I whispered.

She looked surprised, but I didn’t let the moment die.

Desperate, I reached for her instead, fumbling at her shorts. She hesitated, then leaned back in her seat, giving me a look that sent a shiver down my spine. My fingers worked clumsily at her belt, loosening it, slipping beneath the denim.

She gasped softly as my hand slid against her body, her thighs spreading just enough to let me in. My fingers rubbed over her slick pussy, exploring tentatively even as my own cock was straining so painfully in its cage I thought I’d break.

Florence was silent in my ear for once, just listening as Greta bit her lip and clutched at my shoulder. I circled her clit with trembling fingers, pressed my middle digit inside her, felt her tighten around me as her breath came faster and faster.

“Oh god,” Greta whimpered. “Oh baby, you’re good at this.”

Her orgasm came suddenly, her nails digging into my arm as she gasped against my neck, shuddering in the dark theater while the movie blared on. My chest heaved, my fingers wet with her arousal, my cage pulsing so violently I thought I might faint from the frustration.

Greta slumped against me afterward, smiling lazily, her eyes sparkling. I couldn’t stop shaking. I had just made her come in a theater, my own cock locked away, untouched, throbbing uselessly in its cage while Florence listened to every second.

And Florence’s laugh finally broke the silence, soft and smug in my ear. “Good boy.”


Chapter Six: Humiliated in the car

Back in Greta’s car, the air felt thick and tense. The movie glow still clung to her skin, her hair a little messy from where my hands had roamed when I’d kissed her.

She was grinning at me as she turned the key, the engine purring beneath us. I couldn’t stop staring at her legs in those tiny shorts, the way they stretched as she shifted gears, and when she parked in a quiet corner of the lot, she turned to me with that same hungry look she’d had in the theater.

Her hand slid onto my thigh, fingers creeping higher, until she was brushing dangerously close to my cage.

My chest seized with panic, and I shifted just enough to stop her. She leaned closer, lips brushing mine.

“I want to taste you,” she whispered. “I wanna take your big fat cock in my mouth and swallow your cum. You’ve earned it.”

I groaned at the impossibility of the situation. How was anyone this hot!?

But of course Florence’s laugh rang in my ear, cruel and amused.

“Oh, this is rich,” she giggled. “She has no idea what she’s reaching for. No idea you’re locked up like a pathetic little loser. Imagine her face if she saw that tiny clit of yours.”

My face flamed, my cock jerking against the unforgiving bars of the cage. I couldn’t let Greta find out—not like this.

So before she could slide down, I moved first, pressing my lips to hers, then trailing kisses down her neck, down her flat wonderful chest, along her round sensitive nipples, until I was tugging at the waistband of her shorts. She gasped in surprise but lifted her hips, letting me peel them down along with her panties.

The smell hit me first. She was warm, musky, intoxicating and pure magic.

My head spun as I lowered my face between her thighs, tongue darting out to taste her slick pink pussy. She moaned, throwing her head back against the seat as my mouth worked over her wet little pussy, my tongue circling her clit, dipping into her folds, licking her like I was starving.

In my ear, Florence’s voice purred, dripping with mockery. “Look at you, loser. Tongue deep in her cunt, and she thinks you’re some regular guy with a hard dick waiting for her. If only she knew the truth, eh? That your cock is locked up in a cage, twitching like a useless little nub while you eat her out like the desperate bitch you are.”

My cock throbbed so hard it hurt, leaking inside the cage, the ribbon damp with precum. Greta’s thighs tightened around my head as I licked her harder, her nails digging into the seat, her hips bucking against my mouth. Her breath grew ragged, her voice breaking into gasps and whimpers.

Florence giggled in my ear again. “Keep going, slut. Make her cum. You’ll never fuck her with that pathetic clit, but at least you can serve with your tongue. That’s all you’re good for.”

The humiliation burned through me, every cruel word making me harder, needier, more desperate. My tongue pressed faster, my lips sucking her clit until Greta cried out, shuddering as her orgasm ripped through her. She ground against my face, smothering me in her wetness, and I lapped up every drop, my body trembling with the ache of denial.

When she finally slumped back in the seat, panting and spent, I pulled away, my chin slick with her arousal, my own cock throbbing painfully in its cage. Greta giggled breathlessly, running a hand through her hair.

“God, you’re… really good at that,” she murmured, still catching her breath.

In my ear, Florence’s voice was smug and merciless. “Of course you are. That’s all you’ll ever be good for. Tongue, fingers, and an extra helping of obedience. She’s clueless now, but sooner or later, she’ll find out the truth. And then she’ll laugh just like I do.”

I bit down hard on my lip, humiliated, frustrated, and desperate beyond words, trapped in the cruelest, hottest secret of my life; licking girls until they came while my own cock swelled uselessly in its tiny cage.


Chapter Seven: Time to graduate from the plug

Back at Florence’s house, my body felt wound tight, every nerve buzzing. The plug had been in me all day, my cage had been digging into my cock with every movement, and the taste of Greta still lingered on my tongue.

Florence unlocked the front door with a careless flick of her wrist, then tugged me inside by my hair, me yelping all the while.

Florence pushed me down onto the carpet in front of the couch, one manicured hand pressing my chest until I was kneeling. She slid out of her sandals, wiggling her perfectly pedicured toes, the nails painted a glossy cherry red.

My mouth watered instantly, and she caught the look in my eyes with a smirk.

“You know what to do,” she said simply.

I leaned forward without hesitation, pressing my lips to the tops of her feet, kissing reverently, worshipping every inch. Her skin was soft and warm, the faintest trace of lotion and sweat still clinging to her.

I dragged my tongue along her arches, sucked each toe into my mouth, shivering with humiliation and desire as she giggled above me.

“God, you’re pathetic,” she laughed, stretching her legs out so I could reach her ankles. “Most guys would be begging to fuck my pussy right now. You? You’re on your knees drooling over my feet like the loser you are.”

My cock strained painfully in its cage, twitching with every humiliating word. My face burned as I kissed harder, sucking and slurping, desperate to please her, desperate for any kind of reward.

“Alright, loser,” she said at last, tugging my hair until I looked up at her. “You’ve earned a little treat.”

My heart leapt as she pulled the key from her necklace, dangling it in front of my face. She unlocked the cage with a satisfying click, sliding the bars free. My cock sprang out immediately, hard and leaking, red from days of confinement. I gasped at the sensation of being free, even for a moment.

“Down,” she ordered, pointing to her feet. “I will allow you….sigh….to hump my feet.”

I lowered myself eagerly, grinding my cock along the arch of her feet, humping desperately as she wiggled her toes and laughed. The silky smoothness of her skin against my aching shaft made me moan loudly, my hips jerking as precum smeared across her insteps.

“That’s it,” she purred. “Hump my feet like the pathetic little desperate bitch you are. That’s all that clit is good for.”

Her words cut straight through me, humiliating and intoxicating. I thrust harder, rutting against her feet, my body trembling as I rubbed my cock along her toes, her arches, her heels. My balls tightened, my orgasm hovering close, so close I could taste it—

“Stop.”

The word was sharp, cold, and final. My hips froze instantly. I was panting, desperate, cock throbbing, so close to release I could cry. She smirked down at me, sliding her feet away and wiping them carelessly on my thigh.

“You really thought I’d let you cum like that?” she scoffed. “God, you’re dumber than I thought. Put your fucking little nub cage back on!”

My chest heaved, my body aching, humiliation burning through me like fire. I did as I was told.

Then Florence stood, sauntering toward her closet with a wicked grin. She rummaged for a moment before turning back, holding something in her hands. My eyes widened in shock.

It was a strap-on.

Thick, purple, and wibbly, the silicone shaft swaying heavily as she buckled the harness around her hips. It was bigger than any butt plug I’d ever taken, longer and thicker than any cock I’d seen in porn. My stomach flipped, my ass clenching instinctively around the plug still seated deep inside me.

Florence adjusted the straps, tightening them with practiced ease, then turned to me with a smirk that made my knees weak.

“Well?” she said, running her hand slowly along the veined shaft. “Like what you see?”

I couldn’t speak. My mouth hung open, my cock twitching pathetically, still wet from humping her feet.

She laughed. “Don’t look so scared. You’ve been destined for this since the moment I locked you up. You just didn’t know it yet.”

She stepped closer, the thick purple shaft bobbing in front of my face. She grabbed the back of my head and pressed it against my lips.

“Kiss it,” she ordered.

I obeyed instantly, my lips trembling as I pressed them to the tip, humiliation flooding me. The taste of silicone was sharp and strange, but Florence’s laughter made my cock jerk harder.

“Good boy,” she purred, stroking my hair. “Now lick.”

My tongue darted out, lapping at the fake cock, drool dripping down my chin as I coated it with spit. She moaned theatrically, grinding the harness against me. “God, you’re such a slut,” she teased. “On your knees, gagging for my cock like you were born for it.”

My face burned, my chest heaved, and my cock throbbed so painfully I thought I might cum just from the humiliation alone.

Florence pulled my head back at last, smirking down at me. “That’s enough worship for now. Time for the real game.”

She reached down, tugging the plug out of my ass with a pop that made me gasp. My hole clenched around nothing, aching and stretched, still wet with lube. She stroked the thick shaft of the strap-on once more, then lined it up against me.

“Ready, loser?” she asked, her voice sweet and cruel at once.

I whimpered, my body trembling, but nodded anyway.

Her grin widened. “Good. Because that’s all you’re good for.”


Chapter Eight: Ruined at the Altar of Florence

The thick purple strap-on pressed against me, and I whimpered, my arms clinging uselessly to Florence’s thighs as she pushed forward. The blunt head stretched my asshole open, filling me inch by inch until my hole clenched around the wide shaft.

“Oh god,” I gasped, eyes watering, every nerve in my body screaming at once—pain, humiliation, unbearable arousal.

Florence leaned over me, her electric-blue eyes cruel and gleaming, her blonde hair spilling around her face as she drove the toy deeper.

“That’s it, loser,” she purred, her voice low and merciless. “Take my cock. Take it like the little bitch you are.”

The cage bit into me, straining against my swollen cock as it twitched with every thrust. The sound of silicone slapping against my ass filled the room, each stroke sinking the shaft deeper into my slutty little hole until my body was shaking and I was moaning openly.

Florence laughed at me, her hands gripping my hips, slamming me down on her cock like I was nothing but a toy.

“You love it, don’t you?” she hissed, punctuating the words with hard thrusts. “Locked up. Used. Filled with this instead of ever getting to fuck me. God, look at you, leaking in your cage like a pathetic slut.”

I moaned helplessly, my hands clawing at the sheets, my chest heaving. Every stroke rubbed against my prostate, sending sparks of pleasure through me until I was trembling. My cock throbbed, precum dripping steadily from the slit, smearing across my stomach. The ribbon she’d tied earlier bounced with every brutal thrust, mocking me, making me ache harder.

She leaned down, kissing my ear, whispering cruelly. “You’ll never fuck me. Never. This is the only cock you’re ever going to take.”

That was it. The shame, the pain, the overwhelming heat—I couldn’t hold it back.

At the same time her strap filled something deep inside me and I cried out, my whole body convulsing as I came, spilling inside my cage. The hot rush of cum smeared instantly, trapped, oozing between the bars until it dribbled down, wet and sticky against my thighs.

Florence laughed wickedly, still pounding me even as I gasped and shook.

“Pathetic,” she said, slowing her thrusts only when my body went limp beneath her. “You couldn’t even wait until I unlocked you. I was even going to let you jerk it with your pinkie! Alas! Came in your cage like the desperate bitch you are.”

I was still panting, trembling, when the sound of the front door opening froze us both.

Florence pulled back, eyes darting toward the hallway. I gasped, panicked, my cock still dripping in its cage, my ass stretched wide around the strap-on. The door creaked, and then—

“Oh, it’s you! Hi, Lydia!” Florence chirped suddenly, her face breaking into a grin.

I twisted my head, heart hammering. Greta stood in the doorway. Her hair was still pulled back, her denim shorts still hugging her ass, but the smile she wore now was different. The innocence in her eyes was long gone. All that was left was mischief.

She winked at Florence, then at me.

My mouth fell open.

“Greta?” I whispered, my face burning.

She stepped inside casually, closing the door behind her, her eyes raking over my body—sweaty, used, cum still dripping from my cage. She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look confused. She looked… hungry.

She laughed at my expression and said. “Sorry, bitch. There never was Greta. Just me. Lydia. Sorry for the subterfuge, just a little fun, huh?”

Before I could say anything else, she crouched down at the foot of the bed, her brown eyes locked on mine. She reached out and scooped up the string of cum dangling from the tip of my caged cock with two black-painted nails. Slowly, deliberately, she brought it to her lips and sucked it into her mouth, her tongue flicking against her fingers as she swallowed.

I gasped, probably more aroused than I’d ever been in my life.

Florence just smirked, still strapped with a huge cock jutting from her waist and hovering at my gaping hole, still holding me pinned.

Greta…or rather, Lydia leaned forward, closing the distance, and pressed her lips to mine. Her kiss was soft and wet, her tongue slipping between my lips, making me taste the salty slickness of my own cum on her tongue.

My body jolted with humiliation and desire, my cage twitching uselessly against my raw, overstimulated cock.

When Lydia pulled back, she licked her lips and smiled sweetly. “We couldn’t have a proper first date without a kiss now, could we?”

I stared at her, breathless, my mind spinning, while Florence threw her head back and laughed.

”Go home, bitch,” Florence said, pushing me off the bed and onto the carpet. “Me and Lydia have some catching up to do.”

“And rest well my good little pussy licker,” Lydia chimed, shooing me out the door. “I have big plans for you tomorrow.”

Epilogue: The Hot Summer Rain

That summer with Florence Frost had been strange….to say the least.

I’d always harbored a thing for her, of course.

How could I not, with those perfect, perky breasts and that juicy ass that seemed to jiggle in slow motion whenever she flounced around in a swimsuit two sizes too small? She had always been a little careless with how much she showed off, like she knew every pair of eyes within fifty feet would be glued to her, like she enjoyed making me squirm.

But ever since she had grown bored at home and invited me over one idle afternoon, things had changed to a crazy extent.

It was as though she had peeled back a curtain, letting me glimpse the real Florence Frost…the one who didn’t just want to be admired, but to be obeyed.

The one who smiled when I blushed.

The one who laughed when I begged.

So much had already happened between us, and yet, judging by Florence’s threats and her promises whispered in that mocking, syrupy velvet voice, I knew we had barely scratched the surface.

Take this evening, for instance.

While most guys my age were out prowling the coastal bars, scanning for chicks in skimpy dresses and too-high heels, I was sitting naked on my couch with my legs spread, frantically rubbing at my caged cock through the meagre slits between the bars.

It was humiliating.

I should have been the one pinning Florence down on her bed, my hands wrapped around her throat as she gasped and begged for more. Instead, she had locked me up in a chastity device she mockingly called the Blossom,  a tiny cage shaped like a daisy no more than an inch long, its delicate petals pressing cruelly against my desperate cockhead.

My caged dick bulged uselessly against the floral bars, straining for freedom that wasn’t coming.

At least not anytime soon.

On the television, some reality show was playing ; one of those trashy setups where a dozen horny men and slutty plasticine women were supposed to live together without having sex, only to inevitably give in and fuck each other senseless on screen. I pitifully attempted to stroke myself through the cage as they moaned and writhed and came in full view of the cameras, my own release nowhere in sight.

And then, with a pop, the power cut.

“Shit,” I whispered, staring at the black screen, my hand falling away from the useless cock trapped within the little cage.

A moment later I heard the hum of the old generator sputtering to life.

“Thank god,” I muttered.

It wouldn’t bring back the television, but it kept the fridge running and the dim emergency lights buzzing overhead, casting my living room in a dull yellow glow. Outside, the storm clawed across the country. Gutters rattled on the sleepy roofs of my neighborhood, and water sluiced down the baked earth with the ferocity of hot oil poured over a pan. The wind howled, bending trees like they were twigs.

I sighed, already bored, already aching, already wondering how the hell I was going to make it through another night alone like this. I tugged open the fridge, grabbed a soda, and let the cool metal sweat against my palm.

That was when my front door slammed open.

Florence Frost stepped inside, dripping wet.

She wore nothing but a thin white slip, and the rain had soaked it completely through. The fabric clung to her supple body as though it had been painted on, outlining every curve, every slope, every perfect line. The slip stuck sheer against her breasts, making her round peaked nipples stand out, hard and kissable, under the kitchen light. Water slid down her high cheekbones, trickled over her throat, and gathered between her tits in glittering beads. Her golden hair clung dark and heavy against her shoulders.

“Oh, good — you’ve got some power,” Florence said with a relieved sigh, sweeping past me into the house as if it were hers. She tossed her wet shoes into the corner and peeled her hair back from her face, the scent of rain and perfume following her.

“Make me some hot chocolate, yeah? I’m going to have a bath.” She glanced over her shoulder, her lips curling. “Turn around.”

I gulped and obeyed. In the dim glass of the hall mirror, I caught a hazy reflection of her body as she padded away, hips swaying, legs long and gleaming with droplets. She disappeared into the bathroom, her voice carrying back like the crack of a whip.

“Get a move on with my cocoa.”

I fumbled in the cupboards, scalded milk in the pan, dumped powder into her favorite mug. My hands shook with the effort of not spilling, with the ache in my cock that was already twitching at the thought of her stretched out in my bathtub.

When I knocked gently on the bathroom door, her voice rang out sharp and amused.

“Blindfold yourself, bitch. You’re not permitted to look upon my body without permission. With a micro-dick like yours, you’re lucky I let you serve me at all.”

Heat rose to my face, part humiliation, part raw arousal. Still, I did exactly as I was told, wrapping a scarf around my eyes and knotting it tight before groping for the doorknob. I set the steaming mug on the bath stand and backed out quickly, my heart hammering in my chest.

Once the door was shut again, I slipped the blindfold off and leaned against the wall. My cage throbbed in time with my pulse.

“What the hell am I supposed to do now?” I muttered under my breath.

From inside, I heard a vague laugh, followed by Florence’s lazy drawl.

“Don’t worry about that. I invited a friend.”

At that exact moment, my doorbell rang.


ACT 4: Secrets and Chastity


Chapter One: The Hot Summer Rain

That summer with Florence Frost had been strange….to say the least.

I’d always harbored a thing for her, of course.

How could I not, with those perfect, perky breasts and that juicy ass that seemed to jiggle in slow motion whenever she flounced around in a swimsuit two sizes too small? She had always been a little careless with how much she showed off, like she knew every pair of eyes within fifty feet would be glued to her, like she enjoyed making me squirm.

But ever since she had grown bored at home and invited me over one idle afternoon, things had changed to a crazy extent.

It was as though she had peeled back a curtain, letting me glimpse the real Florence Frost…the one who didn’t just want to be admired, but to be obeyed.

The one who smiled when I blushed.

The one who laughed when I begged.

So much had already happened between us, and yet, judging by Florence’s threats and her promises whispered in that mocking, syrupy velvet voice, I knew we had barely scratched the surface.

Take this evening, for instance.

While most guys my age were out prowling the coastal bars, scanning for chicks in skimpy dresses and too-high heels, I was sitting naked on my couch with my legs spread, frantically rubbing at my caged cock through the meagre slits between the bars.

It was humiliating.

I should have been the one pinning Florence down on her bed, my hands wrapped around her throat as she gasped and begged for more. Instead, she had locked me up in a chastity device she mockingly called the Blossom,  a tiny cage shaped like a daisy no more than an inch long, its delicate petals pressing cruelly against my desperate cockhead.

My caged dick bulged uselessly against the floral bars, straining for freedom that wasn’t coming.

At least not anytime soon.

On the television, some reality show was playing ; one of those trashy setups where a dozen horny men and slutty plasticine women were supposed to live together without having sex, only to inevitably give in and fuck each other senseless on screen. I pitifully attempted to stroke myself through the cage as they moaned and writhed and came in full view of the cameras, my own release nowhere in sight.

And then, with a pop, the power cut.

“Shit,” I whispered, staring at the black screen, my hand falling away from the useless cock trapped within the little cage.

A moment later I heard the hum of the old generator sputtering to life.

“Thank god,” I muttered.

It wouldn’t bring back the television, but it kept the fridge running and the dim emergency lights buzzing overhead, casting my living room in a dull yellow glow. Outside, the storm clawed across the country. Gutters rattled on the sleepy roofs of my neighborhood, and water sluiced down the baked earth with the ferocity of hot oil poured over a pan. The wind howled, bending trees like they were twigs.

I sighed, already bored, already aching, already wondering how the hell I was going to make it through another night alone like this. I tugged open the fridge, grabbed a soda, and let the cool metal sweat against my palm.

That was when my front door slammed open.

Florence Frost stepped inside, dripping wet.

She wore nothing but a thin white slip, and the rain had soaked it completely through. The fabric clung to her supple body as though it had been painted on, outlining every curve, every slope, every perfect line. The slip stuck sheer against her breasts, making her round peaked nipples stand out, hard and kissable, under the kitchen light. Water slid down her high cheekbones, trickled over her throat, and gathered between her tits in glittering beads. Her golden hair clung dark and heavy against her shoulders.

“Oh, good — you’ve got some power,” Florence said with a relieved sigh, sweeping past me into the house as if it were hers. She tossed her wet shoes into the corner and peeled her hair back from her face, the scent of rain and perfume following her.

“Make me some hot chocolate, yeah? I’m going to have a bath.” She glanced over her shoulder, her lips curling. “Turn around.”

I gulped and obeyed. In the dim glass of the hall mirror, I caught a hazy reflection of her body as she padded away, hips swaying, legs long and gleaming with droplets. She disappeared into the bathroom, her voice carrying back like the crack of a whip.

“Get a move on with my cocoa.”

I fumbled in the cupboards, scalded milk in the pan, dumped powder into her favorite mug. My hands shook with the effort of not spilling, with the ache in my cock that was already twitching at the thought of her stretched out in my bathtub.

When I knocked gently on the bathroom door, her voice rang out sharp and amused.

“Blindfold yourself, bitch. You’re not permitted to look upon my body without permission. With a micro-dick like yours, you’re lucky I let you serve me at all.”

Heat rose to my face, part humiliation, part raw arousal. Still, I did exactly as I was told, wrapping a scarf around my eyes and knotting it tight before groping for the doorknob. I set the steaming mug on the bath stand and backed out quickly, my heart hammering in my chest.

Once the door was shut again, I slipped the blindfold off and leaned against the wall. My cage throbbed in time with my pulse.

“What the hell am I supposed to do now?” I muttered under my breath.

From inside, I heard a vague laugh, followed by Florence’s lazy drawl.

“Don’t worry about that. I invited a friend.”

At that exact moment, my doorbell rang.


Chapter Two: The Perfect Girl and her Perfect Friend

Florence Frost’s beauty should have protected me from moments like this, should have been enough to keep my world spinning on its axis.

But whereas Florence’s girl-next-door sweetness meant her dangerous streak always lingered just below the surface, waiting to be unleashed, with Lydia, though, there was no disguise.

Absolutely no pretense, no veil of innocence. Lydia didn’t hide her cruelty or her hunger. She let it blaze from her eyes and drip from her every word. It was like she wanted you to know the second she entered a room that she was the baddest bitch you would ever meet, and that nothing you thought you owned, not even your dignity, belonged to you anymore.

In other words….fuck me, was she hot.

Hot in a way that made my stomach tighten and my cage ache before she even opened her mouth. Brunette hair cascaded over her caramel-tanned shoulders, the kind of skin that spoke of strict European institutions that demanded perfection, discipline, and elegance. Her features were sharp, her cheekbones high, and her startling green eyes gleamed like shards of glass set to cut me open. And then there were her tits ; barely there, tiny little mosquito buds, but capped with the pokiest nipples I had ever seen in my life, so stiff they seemed to pierce through every top she wore, and tonight was no exception.

In the best possible way.

Her breasts were framed by a simple black bandeau, tight across her chest, more like a strip of shadow than clothing. Beneath it, her stomach was taut, smooth, and dipped to the ridiculous tiny leather skirt that clung to her hips. That skirt did nothing to conceal the thick curve of her thighs or the outrageous swell of her ass, straining against the fabric in a way that made my mouth water helplessly.

Every step she took sent a tremor through me, her thighs brushing, her ass shifting like it was mocking me for the fact that I would never be allowed anywhere near it. On her feet were delicate sandals with the smallest of heels, showing off toes, each one perfectly pedicured as though she’d known I would be on my knees kissing them before the night was over.

She was a twenty-two-year-old sorority girl….and she scared the shit out of me.

And God, the way she looked at me.

Not like Florence, who laughed and teased and tested me, who made me feel sometimes like I was still a man even as she reminded me I wasn’t.

No, Lydia looked at me like a predator spotting its meal, like something she couldn’t wait to consume, something disposable. Her green eyes flicked over me, down to where my cock strained pathetically against the Blossom cage, dripping in front of her, begging for her attention.

She smirked, slow and devastating, and with one languid gesture she extended her hand. A single long black nail traced down the inside of my thigh, light as a whisper, until it reached the humiliating bead of precum that had leaked through the tiny petals of my cage.

With a careless flick, she scooped the droplet onto her fingertip, holding it up to the light, rolling her eyes as though my body’s betrayal was the most hilarious thing in the world.

Her voice was low when she finally spoke, simmering with cruel delight.

“Hello, cage slut,” Lydia said, every syllable dripping with ownership. “Did you miss me?”

The words hit me like a whip crack. I opened my mouth, but nothing came out.

My throat was tight, my cock pulsed painfully inside the Blossom, and I knew even before Florence’s laughter rang out from behind her that this night was not going to be mine in any way at all.


Chapter Three: Put to Work

“Make me a pot of tea,” Lydia demanded, and without another word she lowered herself onto the couch, legs crossed as if the entire room had been arranged for her comfort alone.

“I nearly pissed myself laughing so hard, when I saw you had realized that the cute meek little barista you thought you were dating was me,” Lydia cackled, her laughter edged with desire and triumph. “You are such a dumb little cage slut, aren’t you.”

Heat flushed my face as I placed the cup before her, my hands trembling.

“I said,” Lydia scoffed, and before I could breathe her palm whipped across my cheek, hot and sharp, “aren’t you a dumb little cage slut.”

“Yes,” I whispered, then faltered, my lips parting uselessly, not certain what title she wanted, not certain if I was supposed to call her Mistress or Ma’am or some other word. The only thing I was sure of was that I didn’t want to use the wrong word.

I had learned that much from Florence….

Lydia leaned forward, green eyes glittering, and smiled like a cat pinning down a mouse.

“Goddess will do. You are not quite as dumb a slut as Florence Frost made out, which means I have the pleasure of deciding just how much fun I am going to have with you tonight.”

I swallowed, the sound loud in my own ears, and the cage pulsed around me, a reminder of how badly I wanted and how impossible it was to have. Whatever else I might have been in that moment, bored was not one of them.

“Remove my heel,” she whispered, the words soft as silk but heavy with command. “Tonight I am going to show you what your mouth is good for.”

I slid forward on my knees, my heart hammering, my cock pressing uselessly against the bars of the Blossom cage. My fingers shook as they reached for her delicate ankle strap, the tiny buckle warm from her skin. The sandal slid away with a faint scrape, leaving her bare foot resting against my thigh. The scent of rain and leather clung to her, the storm still dripping from her skin, and the knowledge that she had chosen me, chosen this moment to make me kneel, left me breathless.

I set her sandal aside carefully, as if it were something sacred, and let my eyes fall lower, to her toes painted a glossy pink, to the arch of her foot that curved like something designed to be worshipped. I dared not look higher, dared not let my gaze wander up the length of her thighs to the leather skirt that strained against her hips, because I knew if I did she would punish me for forgetting my place.

“Good,” Lydia murmured, flexing her toes as if testing me, her smile wicked. “You are learning what obedience quite well already. And when you have finished here, perhaps we will see if you remember how to thank a Goddess properly.”

My mouth opened, ready to speak, but no words came, only the faint sound of my own breathing as I bent lower, knowing that this was just the beginning of Lydia’s unwinnable trials and that my body, my dignity, my patience, all of it belonged to her tonight.


Chapter Four: Tongue Worship and a Price is Named

“Hold still,” Lydia said, her green eyes glittering as though she had just discovered a new toy to break.

She lifted her hand in front of my face, palm open, smooth and faintly scented of her perfume and the lingering trace of rain. “Lick it. Reverentially now, nice and slow and with no small amount of delighted relish. Like the dumb cage slut you are.”

My chest tightened.

The Blossom cage pulsed against my cock, every throb reminding me of the humiliating truth: that I was kneeling here, naked, while she lounged in her leather skirt and bandeau, demanding I worship her hand. Not her tits or her ass….no I was supposed to debase myself for the palm of her hand.

And if I’d learned nothing else this summer, it was that I enjoyed doing what I was told.

So, embarrassed as I was, I parted my lips and pressed my tongue to her skin, warm and soft, tracing the lines that curved across her palm.

“That’s right,” Lydia purred. “Down each finger. Don’t you dare miss a spot.”

I dragged my tongue between each long, manicured finger, tasting faint salt, tasting her. My face burned. I hated how much I wanted her approval, how much I wanted her to call me good, how much my cock ached for release that wasn’t coming.

“Thank me,” she said.

“Thank you, Goddess,” I whispered, the words falling out like a confession.

“Again, louder.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” I said, heat flooding my cheeks.

Lydia’s plump lips curved. “Better. You sound almost worth my time. Now—” She slid her hand down, lifting her arm, baring the smooth hollow of her armpit, the scent of her body stronger now, intimate and raw. “Here. Lick my armpit. Show me what that pathetic little mouth is for.”

I hesitated, shame lancing through me. It felt so filthy, so degrading, but the cage around my cock tightened with every second, my body betraying me again. I leaned in, tongue pressing against the delicate skin, tasting her sweat, breathing her in, my cheeks burning hotter with each stroke.

Her laugh was cruel and melodic. “Look at you. I don’t even need to really try and you’re so quick to humiliate yourself. You’d lick the dirt off my shoes if I told you to, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said, voice thick, because it was true.

“Good slut,” Lydia said. “Now move up. I have something sweeter for you.”

She shifted, tugging at her bandeau until her small breasts spilled free, her nipples dark and hardened, the stiffest points I had ever seen. My eyes locked on them helplessly.

“Don’t stare,” she mocked. “Worship. If your tongue isn’t working, what’s the point of keeping you around?”

I leaned forward, lips brushing her nipple, my tongue circling. She hissed softly, then tangled her fingers in my hair and pulled me closer until my nose pressed against the swell of her breast. I could barely breathe, the heat of her body overwhelming me, the sound of her breathing sharper now, pleasure humming beneath her taunts.

“That’s right,” she said. “Suck on it. Pretend it’s the only thing you’ll ever be allowed to taste again.”

I groaned, sucking harder, shame and desire twisting together until I couldn’t tell them apart. My cage throbbed relentlessly, dripping against my thigh.

“Thank me,” she demanded.

“Thank you, Goddess,” I gasped against her nipple.

“Again.”

“Thank you, Goddess.”

“Louder.”

“Thank you, Goddess!”

She laughed, low and cruel, pushing me back by the hair so she could look into my face. “You’d do anything for a taste of me, wouldn’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, throat dry.

Her eyes narrowed, gleaming. “Even lick my pussy?”

The words sent a lightning bolt through me. My cock jumped against the Blossom cage, the petals biting into my swollen head. “Yes,” I breathed, almost desperate. “Yes, Goddess.”

Her smile widened, cruel and perfect. “Oh, I bet you would. But there’s a price.”

I swallowed, heart racing. “What is it, Goddess?”

“You have to make me cum,” she said, her voice dropping to a husky purr. “Not try. Not hope. You will make me cum, or you’ll never get another chance again.”

I nodded, frantic. “Yes, Goddess. I’ll make you cum.”

Her laugh rolled through the room, rich and mocking. “So eager. So pathetic. You can’t even touch your own cock, but you’re begging to put your mouth where real men would be honored to go. Do you even hear how much of a slut you sound?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, shame crawling over my skin.

“Yes what?” she pressed.

“Yes, Goddess, I know I’m a stupid locked dicklet slut,” I said, cheeks burning hotter.

She tilted her head, studying me, then ran her nails lightly down her stomach, dragging over the curve of her hip. My eyes followed helplessly, drinking her in, every inch of her body a masterpiece I wasn’t worthy of touching. Her stomach was taut, caramel skin gleaming in the dim light, her thighs thick and perfect, her little skirt riding dangerously high, the edge of her g-string just visible.

“Pathetic little cage slut,” Lydia murmured, her manicured thumbs hooking slowly into the corners of her waistband. She drew it down just enough to make me ache, just enough to make me lean forward on instinct before she pulled it taut again and smirked. “You’re going to regret that.”

The words echoed through me like a sentence passed, final and absolute, and even as I whispered, “Thank you, Goddess,” my cock pulsed helplessly in the Blossom cage, already knowing she was right.


Chapter Five: Take the Reward and Pay the Price in Full

Her manicured thumbs tugged her g-string lower, teasing me with glimpses of caramel skin, and then she leaned back, thighs parting, green eyes gleaming with challenge.

“Go on then,” Lydia purred. “You wanted my pussy. Now make me cum like a good bitch. But you’ll pay the price….trust me.”

I lowered myself between her legs, the scent of her already heady, sharp and intoxicating, my cage throbbing helplessly. My tongue flicked out, tentative at first, tracing the soft folds.

“Pathetic,” she hissed, her hand gripping my hair. “Flatten your tongue. Nice and wide. Long strokes. Don’t you dare rush. This isn’t for you, cage slut, it’s to make me cum. And this is exaqctly how you make me cum.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered against her, the words muffled by her flesh.

“Again,” she demanded.

“Thank you, Goddess,” I moaned, then pressed my tongue lower, lapping her as she instructed.

She moaned, hips rolling, but her heel shot up and caught me hard in the balls, the Blossom cage grinding into me. Pain jolted through my gut and tears stung my eyes.

“Keep going,” she ordered, her voice tight, almost a growl. “You’ll lick through the pain. That’s the price. You don’t stop unless I tell you.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I choked, pressing my mouth back to her, tongue tracing slow circles over her clit the way she had demanded. My cock throbbed, pressed painfully against the petals of the Blossom, precum smearing sticky trails down my thigh as I licked harder, desperate for her approval.

“That’s it,” Lydia gasped, tugging me closer by my hair, grinding her cunt against my face. “Focus on my clit, don’t wander, don’t slack. Faster now. Yes—fuck, just like that.”

Her nails dug into my scalp, pulling me tighter, her thighs trembling against my ears. Every moan she gave made my heart lurch, every cry of pleasure twisted deeper into my humiliation, because I knew I would never be allowed to cum the way she was about to.

“Good boy,” she hissed. “Keep thanking me. Every time you lick, thank me.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” I groaned between strokes. “Thank you, Goddess. Thank you for letting me lick your perfect pussy!”

Her body arched, her moans spilling louder and sharper from her plump lips as she cried out in pleasure. She ground against my mouth, hips jerking, her sandal heel pressing again into my aching cage, the pain and the humiliation mixing into a dizzying haze I couldn’t escape.

Then she cried out, a low, raw sound that cut through the storm outside, her body shuddering as she came, thighs clamping around my face.

I lapped at her slick pussy greedily, desperate to drink down every drop of her release, my cock straining and pulsing uselessly, aching with the need she would never grant me.

Finally, Lydia pushed me back, chest heaving, sweat gleaming along her skin. She stretched out across the couch like a cat after cream, long legs splayed, arms overhead, every line of her body smug with satisfaction.

Her green eyes slid to me, still kneeling, my lips wet with her, my cock leaking in its pretty little daisy cage. She smiled lazily.

“Now,” she murmured, voice thick with triumph, “I get you all to myself.”


Chapter Six: I Beg like a Really Talented Slut

Lydia sprawled on the couch, her body glowing with satisfaction, and when her green eyes turned down to me again I felt smaller than I ever had in my life. She crooked her finger and I crawled closer, my cage heavy and aching, precum dripping down my thighs.

“On your knees,” she said, her voice a simmer. “Spread them wider. Good. Now lean forward. Yes, just like that.”

I obeyed, shame prickling over my skin, exposing myself to her without even knowing what she planned. My stomach pressed to the rug, my ass lifted, the Blossom cage jutting uselessly below me.

“Perfect,” Lydia purred, slipping down behind me. “Now hold still.”

Her manicured hands spread me open, nails dragging lightly over sensitive skin, and then I felt her tongue, warm and wet, dragging across my asshole. I gasped, body jerking, face burning red.

“Goddess—”

“Shut up,” she snapped, her tongue circling me again, firmer this time. “Moan for me. You’re going to sound like the desperate dickless slut you are.”

A moan tore out of me, high and helpless, nothing like the voice I thought belonged to me. I clutched the carpet, humiliated, every lick sending sparks through my caged cock.

“That’s it,” she said, her breath hot against me. “Listen to yourself. You moan like a good girl when I tongue your ass. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, hips trembling.

“Say it,” she demanded, pushing her tongue deeper.

“I love it when you lick me, Goddess,” I gasped, tears stinging my eyes from the shame and the pleasure all at once.

Her laugh was low and cruel. “No. Not your ass. Call it what it is.”

My body froze. “Goddess—”

Her palm cracked against my thigh. “Say it. My pretty little pussy”

“My… my pussy,” I whispered, voice breaking.

“Louder.”

“My pretty little pussy,” I moaned, my cock throbbing painfully in its tiny blossom cage.

“Good little cage slut,” she purred, her tongue flicking faster now, her nails digging into my hips as she devoured me. “Beg me for more. Beg me to fuck your pussy.”

Shame crushed me, but the words tumbled out before I could stop them. “Please, Goddess. Please fuck my pussy.”

“Again.”

“Please, Goddess, fuck my pussy,” I cried, my voice high and desperate, my face burning with humiliation.

Her tongue speared me harder, licking, teasing, claiming me, every wet stroke unraveling what little pride I had left. My cage leaked helplessly, sticky trails dripping onto the rug.

“Beg louder,” she ordered.

“Please, Goddess! Please fuck my pussy!”

I didn’t know if I was crying or moaning anymore, but I knew I meant it. My body shook, every nerve ending raw, every lick and every command sinking deeper than the cage around my cock.

Finally she pulled back, her laugh low, satisfied, her breath hot against my skin. “That’s better. You’ve learned your place. And now—” she dragged her nail down my spine until I shivered— “you’re going to find out exactly what happens when I decide to fuck a pussy like yours.”


Chapter Seven: Countdown to None

The glittery gold strap gleamed like a weapon as Lydia buckled it tight around her hips, her green eyes never leaving mine. The sight alone made my chest tighten, my cock pulse against the cruel petals of the Blossom cage, my whole body trembling with the knowledge of what was coming.

“Get ready, cage slut,” she purred, slicking her hand down the shaft and guiding me forward on my knees. “This pussy of yours is about to learn what it’s for.”

I barely had time to brace before she pressed the blunt head against me and drove forward, stretching me wide, my cry muffled in the couch cushion.

“God, yes,” Lydia hissed, gripping my hips tight. “Take it. Take your Goddess’s cock like a good little bitch.”

I groaned, my arms shaking, every inch of me aflame. The gold strap split me open, deeper, fuller than I thought possible, humiliation and pleasure surging together until I could hardly breathe.

And then the bathroom door opened.

Florence Frost stepped back into the room, her body still dripping wet from the bath, her blonde hair clinging to her shoulders, her curves gleaming in the dim light. She was gloriously naked except for a pair of boyshort boxers that hugged her hips, and she leaned lazily against the doorway, watching with the sharp amusement of a queen arriving late to her own feast.

“Would you look at that,” Florence purred, her lips curving as she padded barefoot closer. “My little cage slut getting split open by Lydia’s massive girlcock. I think I mentioned how much she loved anal, didn’t I.” She grinned. “You like getting fucked, don’t you, bitch?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, voice breaking as Lydia slammed deeper inside my hole as my cage throbbed.

Florence crouched near my head, brushing my damp hair back with her fingers.

“God, she’s so deep inside your pussy,” she cooed, her tone dripping with mockery. “You’re clenching around it like you were born for this. I bet your little caged cock is throbbing, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I gasped, my voice a ragged moan.

“Then we’ll make it official,” Florence said smoothly. “You’re going to count down for us. Every thrust, one number less, until we reach none. And when we reach none, you’ll know exactly what you are. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I cried, the word tearing out of me as Lydia rammed forward, the strap pounding into me, my body bucking helplessly against her.

“Ten,” Florence whispered in my ear, her voice rich with delight. “Say it.”

“Ten,” I groaned, my body jerking with Lydia’s rhythm.

“Nine,” Florence said, her fingers stroking over my wet cheek. “Oh, you’re bucking against her massive cock like a slut who loves it.”

“Nine,” I moaned, the sound high and broken.

“Eight,” Florence teased. “You’ve never felt so full, have you? Tell me.”

“I’ve never felt so full, Goddess,” I sobbed.

“Seven. And your tiny cage is throbbing, isn’t it? Your little daisy blossom dripping while you get split in two.”

“Seven,” I gasped, my cock aching painfully, leaking against the rug.

“Six. You love it, don’t you? Say it.”

“I love it, Goddess,” I cried, humiliation tearing through me.

“Five,” Florence breathed. “Every thrust makes you more of a pussy slut than the last.”

“Five,” I moaned, my whole body shaking.

“Four. Beg for it.”

“Please, Goddess, please don’t stop,” I begged, my words spilling out helplessly.

“Three,” Florence said, her eyes locked on mine. “Look at you. You’re nothing but a hole for Lydia’s cock.”

“Three,” I whimpered, my throat raw.

“Two,” Florence crooned. “And you’re dripping, begging, ruined. Say it.”

“I’m dripping, begging, ruined, Goddess,” I cried, sobbing with each thrust.

“One,” Florence whispered, her fingers gripping my jaw. “You’re about to break.”

“One,” I screamed, my voice shattering with the force of it.

“None,” Florence said, her voice like a bell.

“None!” I moaned, just as Lydia slid out of me, the strap dragging wet and heavy, leaving me gaping and trembling.

“Oh my god,” I gasped, unable to stop my body from what it was about to do.

My cock spasmed violently in its cage, my body convulsing, and a ruined orgasm broke me in two with cum spilling through the bars in hot streams, dribbling down my thighs as I cried out in pure untouched, anal release.

Florence kissed my temple sweetly, her smile cruel. “That’s it. That’s what you are. A cage slut with a pussy that loves to be fucked.”

Lydia wiped the glittering strap against my thigh with a laugh, green eyes glittering with satisfaction.

And I knew, as I collapsed onto the rug, my body shaking, that they were right.


Chapter Eight: Lapping it from her toes

Florence knelt beside me, her blonde hair falling in damp waves around her face, and dipped one finger into the sticky mess dribbling from the Blossom cage. She lifted it, glossy with my own cum, and smeared it across the arch of her bare foot.

“Open your mouth,” she said, her voice light, almost sing-song.

My lips parted automatically, shame roaring through me, and she pressed her toes against my tongue. The taste hit me immediately, salty and humiliating, the proof of my release smeared across the feet of the girl next door who had once been only a fantasy.

“Good cage slut,” Florence purred, flexing her toes against my lips. “Lick it clean. You should be grateful I’m not making you lap it off the floor.”

I groaned around her toes, licking dutifully, my cock twitching painfully inside the Blossom even though I had just spent myself.

“Pathetic,” Lydia laughed from the couch, stretching lazily as she wiped down the glittery strap. “And yet somehow useful.”

Florence withdrew her foot, satisfied, and looked down at me with that bright blue sparkle of cruelty in her eyes. “You can go to sleep now. We won’t need anything else off you…not tonight anyway”

“I—” My voice cracked, uncertain if I should beg or slink off.

“Oh, on the bed,” Florence interrupted with a grin. “Lydia and I are taking it. You can sleep on the floor. Isn’t that generous?”

Lydia smirked, her green eyes alight. “We’ll make up a bed for you. On the mat by the door. Like a little house pet.”

They both laughed, and Florence tugged me up by my balls, leading me inside. The storm still raged outside, but in here the only storm that mattered was the one swirling between these two girls who now owned me. They spread out a thin mat, tossed down a pillow like a scrap for a dog, and told me sweetly to make myself comfortable.

I lay down, shivering on the floor, the Blossom heavy and biting at me. My body was sore, my pride shredded, and yet I whispered “Thank you, Goddess” into the dark, because anything else would have been worse.

Epilogue: That which is to come

Sometime deep in the night I woke, cold and stiff, my cage throbbing with every beat of my heart. The mat was thin, the floor unforgiving, but it wasn’t the ache in my body that kept me awake. It was the sound of voices.

I stilled, feigning sleep, my breath shallow, ears straining to catch every word.

“God, he’s so pathetic,” Lydia’s voice drifted through the dark, amused and sharp. “The sorority girls are going to love this when they get here at the end of the month.”

Florence giggled softly. “Ugh, I know. I’ve really outdone myself this time.”

“With tits like yours, it’s not hard,” Lydia teased.

“Stop it,” Florence murmured, her voice thick with laughter.

“No, really,” Lydia pressed. “I love your tits. They’re so much bigger than my little mosquito bites. You’re fucking perfect.”

“Shut up,” Florence said, mock stern, and then softer, “So prove it. Bite them.”

I heard the rustle of fabric, the soft groan that followed, the wet sound of mouths meeting. Heat pooled low in my stomach, my cage throbbing painfully as the girls’ laughter turned into gasps, into moans, into the unmistakable sound of sex.

“God, you taste so good,” Lydia moaned, her voice lower now, huskier.

Florence’s laugh melted into a sharp inhale. “Don’t stop, don’t—fuck, Lydia—”

The sounds filled the room: the wet drag of tongues, the slap of skin, the rustle of sheets. I pressed my face into the thin pillow, humiliated and yet unable to stop listening, every noise carving deeper into me. My cock strained against the Blossom, leaking helplessly, my body betraying me again.

“You like hearing this, don’t you, cage slut?” Lydia’s voice rose suddenly, playful and cruel. “Even half-asleep, I bet your little pussy is aching for us.”

I squeezed my eyes shut tighter, pretending, praying she didn’t really know I was awake.

Florence giggled, breathless. “Let him ache. He deserves it. And besides, it’ll make the finale so much sweeter.”

“Oh?” Lydia asked, her tone wicked.

“The sorority,” Florence purred. “Can you imagine their faces when they see him like this? Our dumb little bitch, dripping in his cage, begging for every crumb of attention?”

Lydia’s moan turned into a laugh. “Fuck, I can’t wait. I want to watch them line up to humiliate him. Every last one of them. He won’t survive it. His poor little boy pussy will be completely wrecked….to say the very least, hah!”

Florence groaned, then gasped again, her voice high with pleasure. “Yes, bite harder—oh God—”

The bed creaked, their laughter muffled by kisses, their moans spilling through the dark, and I lay frozen on the mat, my body shaking, my heart pounding.

At last Lydia’s voice cut through, clear and cruel. “I can’t wait to watch all the sorority come here and humiliate this little bitch.”

Her words landed like a hammer.

I bit the pillow, my cage throbbing, kat the thought of a group of sorority girls lining up…all to humiliate me.


Act 5: Sorority Goddesses On The Move


Chapter 1: Helen & Tamy & the Mechanic in Oklahoma

Helen’s POV

The road to Florence’s house stretched ahead of me, endless hours of empty highway, the kind of drive that made a girl restless. All of us sorority sisters were scattered across the map right now, converging on her place by the end of the week, but that didn’t mean we couldn’t have a little fun along the way.

Florence would understand.

Hell, she’d probably be disappointed if we didn’t leave a trail of broken men behind us.

I pulled the car into the dusty Oklahoma gas station just past midnight, the flickering neon sign buzzing like a dying insect. My bright red halter top was already riding up, the thin fabric stretched so tight across my huge, round tits that every breath made them strain against it, nipples stiff and obvious under the cotton.

My bald head caught the harsh station lights, gleaming like polished obsidian, and my hoop earrings swung heavy against my dark, smooth skin as I stretched my arms overhead, feeling the ache in my shoulders from hours behind the wheel. Tight denim shorts hugged my thick thighs, the seam digging into the soft flesh where my ass met my legs, and I could already feel the low throb of arousal building between them.

Tamy stepped out beside me, all sharp angles and cool control. Her slim black dress clung like a second skin to her pale, freckled body, the low neckline framing her small, pointed tits so perfectly that the fabric looked painted on. Her auburn hair was clipped back severely, not a strand out of place, and those high heels clicked with every step like she was measuring the ground before she deigned to walk on it. She adjusted the hem of her dress where it rode up her long, lean thighs, and I caught the faint scent of her perfume—something expensive and cutting.

We spotted him right away.

The 21-year-old mechanic was alone in the garage bay, overalls half-unzipped, grease streaked across his toned chest and forearms. He was beautiful in that rough, desperate way I broke for, think broad shoulders tapering to a narrow waist, dark hair falling into wide, nervous eyes, full lips parted like he was already imagining what we might do to him.

His hands shook a little as he wiped them on a rag, and when he looked up and saw us, his gaze dragged shamelessly over my tits, then Tamy’s sharp silhouette, then back again.

He was hard already—I could see the thick outline pressing against the front of his overalls, shameless and slutty, like his cock had decided for him before his brain caught up.

“Need help, ladies?” His voice cracked on the last word, sweet and eager.

I grinned wide, full lips curving slow. “Oh, we do. But do you want to play, pretty boy? We’re demanding.”

He swallowed hard, Adam’s apple bobbing, eyes flicking to the empty lot like he was checking for witnesses before he gave in. “Y-yes. God, yes.”

Tamy’s crisp English accent sliced through the humid air. “Safe word, boy. Pick one now.”

“Engine,” he blurted, cheeks flushing dark red.

“How original,” I smiled, heat pooling between my legs.

We didn’t waste time.

I led him to the workbench inside the garage bay, the metal cool against my palms as I shoved him down onto his back.

Tamy watched with that cold, poised detachment she always had, arms crossed under her small tits, making them push up even higher against the black fabric. I hiked my denim shorts to the side, the seam scraping my inner thighs, and straddled his face without preamble.

My shaved pussy settled over his mouth, hot and already slick from the long drive and the sight of him so eager to break.

I ground down deep, smothering him in my wetness, feeling his tongue dart out immediately—hungry, sloppy, desperate. My huge tits bounced with every roll of my hips, the halter top barely holding them in, nipples aching against the cotton.

“Lick exactly as I fucking say,” I purred, voice low and experimental, testing how long he could last under me.

My hoop earrings dangled, brushing his forehead as I rocked harder, clit grinding against his nose. God, he was good—sluttier than I expected, tongue flicking and sucking like he’d been starving for it. My thighs trembled around his ears, arousal pooling hot and wet on his face.

Behind me, Tamy flexed the slim bamboo cane she’d pulled from the trunk—always prepared, that one. She yanked his overalls down to his knees in one sharp tug, exposing his thick, leaking cock and those strong thighs. The first crack of the cane landed clean across his skin, a bright red line blooming instantly. He moaned straight into my pussy, the vibration shooting through me like lightning.

“This slutty really does have absolutely pathetic endurance,” Tamy mocked, her voice crisp and cutting, never losing that severe poise. Another strike, then another, rhythmic and precise, welts rising in neat parallel lines. “You’re dripping already, boy. How disappointing.”

He bucked under me, cock twitching untouched, precum smearing across his stomach in shiny trails. Every time the cane landed, his tongue plunged deeper into me, like the pain was fuel. I loved it—loved how his body betrayed him, how slutty he was for us, how beautiful he looked wrecked and devoted. My own arousal was dripping down his chin now, slick and hot, and I could feel the pressure building low in my belly.

Tamy’s strikes never faltered, but her breathing had quickened, the flush creeping up her pale neck, her pointed tits rising and falling faster under the dress. She was wet too—I could tell by the way she shifted her thighs together, the faint hitch in her otherwise perfect control.

He never said “engine.” Not once.

I rode his face harder, grinding my clit against his tongue until the orgasm ripped through me. I squirted hard, flooding his mouth, his nose, his cheeks—hot, messy, claiming him. At the exact same second, his cock jerked violently, untouched, ropes of cum spilling across his stomach and the workbench in thick, desperate spurts.

Tamy gave one last, stinging crack of the cane, then stepped back, cane still in hand, lips curved in faint disdain. I lifted off his face slowly, letting him gasp for air, his lips and chin glistening with me.

We left him there—panting, marked, spent, beautiful in his ruin—while we climbed back into the car, still buzzing, still wet, still laughing softly at how easy it was.

The road to Florence’s was long, but nights like this made it feel shorter.


Chapter 2: Tilly & Olivia in Missouri

The humid Missouri night pressed in like a heavy blanket as Tamy guided the car east along the empty highway, the headlights cutting sharp paths through the darkness. Her severe pencil skirt had ridden up during the long drive, exposing the pale, freckled expanse of her slim thighs where they pressed together against the leather seat. Her auburn hair remained clipped back in its severe knot, not a strand daring to escape, and the white blouse she’d chosen hugged her small, pointed tits so tightly that the faint outline of her stiff nipples showed through the thin cotton whenever she breathed deeply.

She pulled into the gravel lot of the vintage diner just after midnight, the retro neon sign buzzing pink and blue above the windows. Elizabeth was already waiting, leaning against the hood of her own car like she owned the place. The brunette’s dark hair fell loose and glossy over her shoulders, framing her sharp, classically beautiful face. Her black corset top laced tight across her torso, thrusting her big, heavy tits high and forward until they strained against the boning, the deep cleavage a deliberate invitation—or warning. Latex leggings clung to her long legs and taut ass like liquid night, every curve accentuated, every movement deliberate and poised.

Elizabeth pushed off the car as Tamy stepped out, heels crunching gravel in perfect sync with Elizabeth’s own measured stride. The two women met halfway across the lot, exchanging a single, knowing glance.

“Long drive?” Elizabeth asked, voice low and clipped, one dark brow arching as her eyes flicked down Tamy’s body—lingering on the way the skirt had ridden up, the faint sheen of sweat along her pale collarbone.

“Tedious,” Tamy replied crisply, adjusting the hem of her skirt with a deliberate tug. “But the scenery improves.” She tilted her head toward the diner windows. “She’s inside. Alone. Already staring.”

Elizabeth’s lips curved—just a fraction, the barest hint of a smile. “I noticed. Freckles. Short skirt. Trembling hands. She’ll break beautifully.”

“Or beg beautifully,” Tamy corrected, her small, pointed tits rising with a slow breath. “Either way, I want her dripping before we touch her.”

Elizabeth’s gaze darkened with cool amusement. “Then go get her?”

A few moments later Tamy emerged holding the 21 year old waitress’s hand.

Elizabeth spoke first, voice calm and clipped. “Did my dear friend explain our methods?”

The waitress bit her lower lip, cheeks blooming pink. “Yes… I want to try it.”

Tamy leaned forward, elbows on the table, her small, pointed tits pressing against the edge of her blouse. “And tell me, what’ll be your safe word, girl?”

“Cherry,” the waitress whispered, voice barely audible over the hum of the old jukebox.

Elizabeth took the girl’s wrist in a firm grip and led her out the back door to Tamy’s car, parked in the shadowed corner of the lot. The night air was thick and warm, carrying the faint scent of diesel and pie. They opened the rear door and guided the waitress inside, laying her across the wide backseat on her back.

The doors clicked shut. The engine purred to life.

Tamy hiked her pencil skirt to her hips and straddled the girl’s face backward, pale thighs framing freckled cheeks as she lowered herself. “Rim me,” she ordered crisply, voice never wavering. “Deep. Tongue-fuck my tight little asshole like the desperate slut you are. Show me how much you want to taste a real woman.”

Tamy climbed in first, hiking her pencil skirt to her hips and straddling the girl’s face backward. Her pale thighs framed the waitress’s freckled cheeks as she lowered herself, shaved pussy settling hot and slick over the girl’s mouth.

The waitress obeyed instantly, tongue darting out to circle Tamy’s puckered hole, pressing flat and eager, swirling with filthy hunger. She moaned into the flesh, the sound muffled and wet, as her tongue pushed inside, fucking in and out with sloppy devotion.

Tamy let out a low, controlled hiss, small, pointed tits heaving under the white blouse as she rocked back, grinding slowly. “That’s it, you greedy little bitch. Eat my ass like it’s your last meal. Deeper—yes, just like that. You love being used, don’t you?”

At the same time, Tamy reached down between the waitress’s spread thighs, shoving the uniform skirt up and aside. Two fingers plunged into the girl’s dripping pussy, curling precisely, stroking in and out with sharp, punishing rhythm. Her thumb found the swollen clit and circled—slow, deliberate, edging without mercy. “Look at this sloppy cunt,” Tamy sneered. “Soaking my fingers already. You’re dripping like a whore in heat, but you don’t get to come. Not until we say.”

Elizabeth knelt on the seat beside them, latex leggings creaking as she bent low. Her dark hair spilled forward like ink, brushing the waitress’s trembling stomach. She pushed two long fingers into the girl’s asshole, stretching her slowly at first, then deeper, fucking in steady, methodical thrusts that matched Tamy’s pace. “Such a tight little hole,” Elizabeth murmured, voice cold and precise. “Clenching around my fingers like you were born to be filled. Beg for it, slut. Tell us how much you need your ass fucked while you tongue Tamy’s hole.”

The waitress whimpered into Tamy’s ass, hips bucking helplessly. “Please… fuck my ass harder… I need it… I’m so close…”

Tamy laughed softly, cruel and clipped. “Close? Oh, sweet thing, you’re nowhere near close. You’re going to stay right on the edge, dripping and desperate, while we use you. That’s all a filthy little waitress is good for.”

Elizabeth’s big tits swayed heavily in the corset with every thrust, nipples stiff peaks pressing against the lace, her own arousal evident in the faint sheen of sweat along her collarbone and the way her thighs clenched together. “Look at her squirm,” she said to Tamy. “Pathetic. She’s practically crying for it.”

Tamy’s control held longest. She rode the waitress’s tongue harder, asshole clenching around the probing muscle, thighs beginning to shake. “Yes—fuck—right there, you dirty bitch. Make me come on your slutty face.” A sharp, clipped gasp escaped her—almost inaudible—and then she came, flooding the girl’s mouth with hot, wet release, hips jerking once, twice, grinding down until every tremor passed. Her pale thighs trembled around the waitress’s head, small tits rising and falling rapidly under the blouse.

Elizabeth and Tamy withdrew their fingers at the exact same moment, leaving the waitress gasping, hips still rocking uselessly into empty air. Her clit throbbed visibly, untouched now, pussy and asshole clenching on nothing. She whimpered, eyes glassy with need, tears of frustration pricking the corners.

“Please…” she begged, voice broken. “I was so close…”

Tamy tugged her skirt down, auburn hair still perfectly clipped, composure unbroken except for the faint flush on her pale neck. “You don’t get to come, girl. That’s the point. You serve. You ache. You remember who owns you tonight.”

Elizabeth smoothed her corset with deliberate calm, dark hair falling back into place. “Maybe next time—if you’re lucky.”

They left her there—sprawled across the backseat, uniform askew, thighs slick and trembling, body quaking on the razor’s edge of release she would not be granted. Beautiful in her eager, denied ruin.

The car doors clicked shut. Tamy slid behind the wheel, Elizabeth settling into the passenger seat. They exchanged a single, knowing glance—cool satisfaction in Elizabeth’s eyes, sharp triumph in Tamy’s—before pulling back onto the dark highway.

The road to Florence’s waited ahead, long and full of promise.


Chapter 3: Elizabeth & Helen Get Covered In Jazz

Elizabeth arrived at the St. Louis jazz club just as the last of the daylight bled out of the sky. She had driven straight from the diner, still buzzing from the waitress’s desperate, denied whimpers, her latex leggings still faintly warm from where the girl’s tongue had pressed against her through the fabric. She stepped out of the car in a fresh outfit that screamed quiet dominance: a deep burgundy corset top laced so tightly it pushed her big, heavy tits up into perfect, overflowing cleavage, the black lace edging barely containing her stiff nipples. A high-waisted black pencil skirt hugged her hips and ass, slit high enough on one thigh to show the gleam of her stockings and the sharp point of her stiletto heels. Her dark hair was loose, falling in glossy waves that brushed the tops of her breasts every time she moved.

Helen was already waiting outside the club’s side entrance, leaning against the brick wall like she owned the night. She looked sinful. A crimson silk halter dress clung to her dark, smooth skin, the thin straps crossing over her broad shoulders and plunging low enough to frame the deep valley between her huge, round tits. The fabric was so sheer in the right light that the dark circles of her areolas were faintly visible, and the hem stopped scandalously high on her thick, powerful thighs. Gold hoop earrings swung against her shaved head, catching the neon glow from the club’s sign. Her full lips were painted deep wine-red, and when she smiled at Elizabeth it was slow, hungry, predatory.

“Thought you’d never show,” Helen purred, pushing off the wall. Her tits shifted heavily under the silk, nipples hardening visibly against the thin material. “Tamy ditched us for a spa day. Poor thing’s probably getting a facial while we’re out here hunting.”

Elizabeth’s gaze raked over Helen’s body, lingering on the way the dress clung to the curve of her ass. “She’ll survive. We won’t.” She stepped closer, close enough that the heat of their bodies mingled. “You look like you’re ready to ruin someone.”

Helen laughed low, the sound vibrating through her chest. “Always. Shall we?”

They slipped inside. The club was nearly empty—midweek, late enough that the usual crowd had thinned to nothing. Just the low throb of a lone saxophone player warming up on the small stage and the soft clink of glasses behind the bar. The bartender, a lean 21-year-old with tousled black hair and a shy smile, looked up as they approached. Beside him, wiping down the counter, was his girlfriend—petite, blonde, early twenties, wearing a tight black tank top that stretched across her perky tits and a short denim skirt that showed off toned legs.

Helen slid onto a stool first, crossing her thick thighs so the hem of her dress rode dangerously high. Elizabeth took the one beside her, legs crossed slowly, the slit in her skirt parting to reveal smooth, stocking-clad skin.

“Mocktails,” Elizabeth said calmly. “Something strong, caffeine-wise. No alcohol. We need clear heads for what comes next.”

The jazz musician seemed to understand it would be a bad night and left. It was a good decision.

The bartender—his name tag read “Jace”—nodded quickly, cheeks already flushing as his eyes kept darting between Helen’s cleavage and Elizabeth’s corset-lifted tits. His girlfriend, Mia, bit her lip and poured.

They drank in silence for a minute, the saxophone curling through the air like smoke. Then Helen leaned forward, elbows on the bar, tits pressing together until they threatened to spill out of the silk.

“So,” she said, voice velvet and low, “tell us about your sex life.”

Jace nearly dropped the shaker. Mia’s hand froze on a glass.

Elizabeth tilted her head, dark hair sliding over one shoulder. “Don’t be shy. We’re curious. Do you fuck her hard? Does she come on your cock every time? Or…” Her gaze flicked to Mia. “…does she need more?”

Mia swallowed. “We… we do okay.”

Helen laughed softly, reaching out to trace one long, dark finger along the rim of her glass. “Okay isn’t enough, baby. Not when you’re looking at us like that.”

Jace’s throat worked. “We’re… open. We talk about it.”

“Good boy,” Elizabeth murmured. “Then you won’t mind if we borrow her for a little demonstration.”

Mia’s breath hitched. “What kind of demonstration?”

Helen stood, towering over the bar, tits swaying as she rounded it in three slow steps. She hooked a finger under Mia’s chin, tilting her face up. “The kind where your boyfriend fucks me until he fills me up, and you watch—edged, aching, dripping—while Elizabeth keeps you right on the brink. You’ll beg to come, but you won’t. Not until we decide you’ve earned it.”

Jace’s cock was visibly straining against his black jeans. “I… I want that.”

Elizabeth rose smoothly, heels clicking as she moved behind Mia. “Safe word, both of you.”

“Blue,” Jace said instantly.

“Same,” Mia whispered.

Elizabeth’s hand slid around Mia’s waist, fingers dipping under the hem of her tank top to tease the underside of her breast. “Good. Now strip him, sweetheart. Show us what you’re giving up tonight.”

Mia’s hands shook as she unbuttoned Jace’s shirt, then his jeans. His cock sprang free—thick, hard, already leaking. Helen licked her lips.

“On your knees, Mia,” Elizabeth ordered softly. “Right here, between the stools. Watch.”

Helen hiked her crimson dress to her waist—no panties—and bent over the bar, thick thighs spread, ass presented. “Come here, Jace. Fuck me like you mean it. Fill me up while your pretty girlfriend watches.”

Jace groaned, stepping forward. He lined up and thrust in deep, groaning at the wet heat that swallowed him. Helen pushed back hard, tits bouncing under the silk, moaning loud enough to drown out the saxophone.

“God, he’s thick,” Helen purred, glancing back at Mia. “Feel how deep he is inside me, baby? This is what a real cock feels like.”

Elizabeth’s fingers were already between Mia’s thighs, pushing her skirt up, sliding beneath her panties. She found the girl’s clit—swollen, slick—and began slow, torturous circles. “Look at him,” Elizabeth whispered in Mia’s ear. “Look how hard he fucks her. He’s going to come in her cunt, not yours. And you’re going to watch every second.”

Mia whimpered, hips jerking into Elizabeth’s hand. “Please… please let me—”

“No,” Elizabeth said coldly. “You edge. You ache. You learn what it feels like to be denied while your boyfriend breeds another woman.”

Jace’s thrusts grew frantic. “Fuck—Helen—I’m close—”

“Do it,” Helen growled. “Come inside me. Fill me up while she watches.”

He slammed deep one last time and came with a broken moan, hips jerking as he pumped rope after rope into Helen’s pussy. Helen clenched around him, milking every drop, then pushed him out slowly so Mia could see the thick white cum leaking from her stretched hole.

Elizabeth’s fingers never stopped—circling Mia’s clit faster now, then slowing again, keeping her ruthlessly on the edge. Mia sobbed, thighs trembling, pussy clenching on nothing.

“Look at that mess,” Elizabeth murmured, voice dripping with cruel satisfaction. “Your boyfriend just came in another woman’s cunt. And you’re still dripping, still desperate, still denied.”

Helen straightened, dress falling back into place, cum trickling down her inner thigh. She cupped Mia’s chin. “Thank him, baby. Thank him for fucking me so good.”

Mia’s voice cracked. “Thank you… thank you for coming in her…”

Jace panted, cock still twitching. “I… fuck…”

Elizabeth withdrew her hand just as Mia’s hips bucked for the final denied thrust. The girl cried out in frustration, tears streaking her cheeks, body shaking.

Helen licked a finger clean of Jace’s cum, eyes locked on Mia. “Good girl. Now go clean up your boyfriend. We have a long drive ahead.”

They left them there—Jace dazed and spent, Mia trembling and denied, cum still leaking from Helen’s pussy as she and Elizabeth walked out into the humid night.


Chapter 4: Bora takes a long-needed shower

Bora had been driving for hours, the Nebraska sun baking the highway and her skin. Sweat clung to the small of her back, dampening the thin tank top that stuck to her tiny tits, the stiff nipples poking through the cotton like little peaks begging for attention. Her long black waves were pulled into a messy bun, strands escaping to frame her sharp cheekbones and full lips. The camel-toe yoga pants hugged every curve of her toned ass and thick thighs, the seam disappearing between her cheeks with every step she took out of the car at the isolated truck-stop pit stop.

The place was quiet, just a row of coin-operated showers in a concrete block building off the main lot. She fed quarters into the slot, stripped quickly in the small tiled stall, and let the hot water cascade over her smooth, golden skin. Her small tits lifted as she arched her back, water streaming between them, down her flat stomach, over the neat triangle of trimmed hair above her pussy. She sighed, eyes closed, letting the steam loosen the tension in her shoulders.

The door creaked open.

She didn't startle. She simply opened one eye and saw him: a 21-year-old Asian guy, hot in that effortless way. Lean muscle under a faded black t-shirt, sharp jawline, dark eyes that widened when he realized the shower was occupied. He was already shirtless, towel slung over one shoulder, gym shorts low on his hips showing the deep V of his pelvis and the obvious bulge straining the fabric.

He froze. Then grinned, cheeky and bold. "Mind if I join? There's only one working stall left."

Bora turned slowly under the spray, letting him see every inch of her naked body: the way water beaded on her small, perky tits, the curve of her hips flaring into thick thighs, the perfect roundness of her ass glistening wet.

She tilted her head, water dripping from her long lashes. "Okay. But you work for me now. Deal?"

His cock twitched visibly in his shorts. "Deal."

She crooked a finger. "Then get in here and prove it. Clothes off. On your knees. You don't touch your pathetic little cock until I say. If you can behave, maybe I'll let you come. Maybe."

He stripped fast, shorts hitting the wet tile. His cock sprang free, hard and thick, already leaking precum down the shaft. He dropped to his knees on the slick floor, water splashing around him, eyes locked on her body like a man starving.

Bora stepped closer, one foot on the low bench so her pussy was level with his face. "Start with my tits. Worship them like they're the only thing that matters."

He leaned in eagerly, mouth open, tongue flicking out to circle one stiff nipple. "Fuck, they're perfect," he groaned against her skin. "So small and tight. I want to suck them forever."

She threaded her fingers through his wet hair and pulled his head harder against her chest. "Then do it. Suck. Lick. Bite just enough. Tell me how much you love my little tits while you do it."

He obeyed, mouth latching onto one nipple, sucking hard while his tongue swirled. Water streamed over them both as he moved to the other, groaning. "God, they're so sensitive. I can feel them getting harder in my mouth. You're so fucking hot. I want to live between these tits."

Bora hummed approval, rocking her hips slightly. "Good boy. Now my ass. Turn around. On your back."

He lay down on the wet tile, water pounding against his chest. She straddled his face reverse, lowering her perfect round ass until it hovered just above his mouth.

"Eat it," she commanded. "Tongue my asshole like you worship it. Spread me and get deep."

His hands came up to grip her cheeks, spreading them wide. His tongue darted out, circling her tight hole, then pressing flat and pushing inside. She moaned low, grinding back against his face.

"Deeper, slut," she snapped. "I want to feel your tongue fucking my ass. Tell me how good it tastes."

He groaned into her flesh, voice muffled and desperate. "It tastes so fucking good. Clean and sweet and perfect. I love eating your ass. Please let me stay here forever."

She laughed softly, rolling her hips in slow circles, smothering him. "You don't get to come yet. Not while you're busy worshipping me."

After minutes of sloppy, eager rimming that left her asshole glistening with his spit, she lifted off and turned around, straddling his chest now.

"My pussy next," she said, sliding forward until her slick folds hovered over his mouth. "Lick me clean. Suck my clit. Worship it like it's your goddess."

His tongue plunged immediately, lapping at her entrance, then flicking up to circle her swollen clit. "Fuck, you're so wet," he gasped between licks. "Tastes like heaven. I want to drink you all day."

She ground down harder, riding his face slowly. "That's right. Suck my clit. Flick it with your tongue. Make me feel how badly you need this pussy. But your cock? It stays ignored. Look at it twitching, leaking for me, and know you're not allowed to touch it."

His hips jerked uselessly, cock bobbing untouched, precum dripping onto his stomach as he devoured her. "Please," he begged against her folds. "I'm so hard it hurts. Let me come. I'll do anything."

Bora laughed, low and cruel. "Anything? Then keep licking. Make me come on your face. That's your only job right now."

She rode him faster, small tits bouncing, water streaming over her body as she chased her release. Her thighs clamped around his head, hips grinding down hard. "Yes, right there, you filthy boy. Suck my clit. Don't stop. I'm going to come all over your pretty face."

She shattered with a sharp cry, flooding his mouth, thighs trembling as wave after wave rolled through her. He licked desperately, swallowing every drop, cock still painfully hard and untouched.

When the last tremor faded, she lifted off, standing over him, water dripping from her body.

She looked down at his desperate, leaking cock and smiled. "Good work. Now stay on your knees until the water runs cold. Think about how badly you wanted to come inside me. And remember: you work for me now."

She stepped out of the shower, leaving him there on the tile, hard, denied, and completely hers.


Chapter 5: Helen, Tamy & Tilly have their fun

We’d detoured off the highway onto a quiet state park trail, the kind with thick trees and barely any other hikers. Sweat glistened on my dark skin as I led the way, my crimson sports bra soaked through and clinging to my huge, round tits like wet paint. The thin black sports shorts rode high on my thick thighs, the fabric stretched tight across my ass with every step. My bald head shone in the dappled light, gold hoop earrings swinging against my neck.

Tamy walked beside me, somehow still looking severe even in workout gear. Her black sports top was cropped short, exposing the pale, freckled flat of her stomach, the pointed tips of her small tits pressing sharply against the thin material. High-waisted compression leggings hugged her slim hips and long legs, the seam disappearing between her tight cheeks. Her auburn hair was pulled into a high, severe ponytail that bounced with every stride.

Tilly bounced along behind us, her energy impossible to dampen. A neon-pink sports bra barely contained her fat, jiggling tits; every step made them bounce so hard the straps dug into her pale shoulders. Tiny black running shorts clung to her round ass, the hem riding up to show the lower curve of her cheeks. Her blonde ponytail swung like a metronome, and she kept giggling every time one of us said something filthy.

We were deep into the conversation when it happened.

“Biggest dick I ever took was this guy in London,” Tamy said crisply, voice carrying over the crunch of leaves. “Nine inches, thick as my wrist. Stretched me so wide I couldn’t walk straight for two days.”

I laughed low, tits bouncing with the sound. “That’s cute. Mine was a football player back in college. Ten and a half. Curved just right. Hit spots I didn’t know I had. Came so hard I blacked out for a second.”

Tilly squealed. “You guys are sluts! Mine was only eight, but he was so thick I swear my jaw still hurts thinking about sucking it. I gagged so pretty for him.”

That’s when we heard the twig snap.

We turned. A 21-year-old guy stood maybe ten feet off the trail, frozen mid-step. Cute face, messy brown hair, gym-rat build under a loose tank and basketball shorts. His cheeks were already pink, eyes wide as he realized we’d heard every word.

He swallowed hard. “Uh… sorry. I didn’t mean to eavesdrop. But… if you’re talking about dicks… would you fuck me?”

Tamy’s lips curved into a cruel little smile. I felt my pussy clench at the sight.

I stepped forward first, hips rolling, tits swaying in the damp bra. “Show us your cock, pretty boy. We’ll decide if it’s worth our time.”

He looked around once, then hooked his thumbs into his waistband and shoved his shorts down. His cock flopped out—soft, pink, maybe four inches hard at best. It twitched once, trying to rise under our stares, but stayed small and pathetic.

Tilly burst out laughing, fat tits jiggling wildly. “Oh my god! That’s it? That’s your dick?”

Tamy tilted her head, ponytail swinging. “Adorable. A little clitty. Barely qualifies.”

I circled him slowly, letting him feel my gaze on every inch of his shrinking cock. “Look at it. So tiny. So useless. You really thought this would impress us?”

His face burned crimson. “I… I just…”

“Shhh,” I purred, stepping close enough that my tits brushed his chest. “We’re feeling generous today. Sit down. On that log. Legs spread.”

He obeyed instantly, ass hitting the fallen tree trunk, thighs parting. His little cock stood straight up now, leaking a single bead of precum.

Tilly kicked off her running shoes and peeled off her socks, revealing perfect pedicured feet—small, high-arched, toes painted bright pink. “You get one treat, tiny. A foot job from all three of us. But only because we pity you.”

Tamy slipped her sneakers off next, long pale feet flexing, toes curling. “And you’re going to thank us the whole time.”

I stayed in my sneakers for now, but planted one foot on the log between his thighs, the sole pressing lightly against his balls. “Start with Tilly’s feet, clitty boy. Lick them clean. Show us how grateful you are.”

He dropped to his knees in the dirt, hands shaking as he lifted Tilly’s right foot to his mouth. His tongue flicked out, tracing the arch, then sucking each pink-painted toe like they were candy.

Tilly giggled, fat tits bouncing. “Good boy. Suck harder. Clean between my toes. You love my pretty feet, don’t you? Say it.”

“I love your pretty feet,” he mumbled around her big toe, cheeks flaming. “They taste so good. Thank you for letting me worship them.”

Tamy knelt beside him, pressing both her pale feet against his pathetic little cock. She wrapped her long toes around the shaft, stroking slowly. “Look at this sad little thing. Barely fills the space between my feet. You’re not even worthy of real pussy.”

I joined in, kicking off one sneaker and pressing my dark, smooth sole against the head of his cock while Tamy stroked the shaft. Our feet worked in tandem—mine teasing the sensitive tip, hers sliding up and down the length—while Tilly fed him her other foot, toes sliding into his mouth.

“Feel that?” I murmured, grinding my sole against his leaking slit. “That’s the closest your tiny clitty will ever get to real women. You’re going to come all over our toes like the pathetic little foot slut you are.”

He moaned around Tilly’s toes, hips jerking helplessly. “Thank you… thank you for touching me… I’m so close…”

Tamy squeezed her toes tighter. “Beg for it. Beg to come on our feet.”

“Please,” he whimpered, voice muffled by Tilly’s foot. “Please let me come on your beautiful feet. I need it so bad. I’m your little foot bitch. Thank you for letting me worship you.”

Tilly pulled her toes from his mouth and pressed both feet against his cock alongside ours. Three sets of perfect soles and toes surrounded his tiny shaft, stroking faster, slick with his precum.

“Come,” I ordered softly. “Now. Cover our toes like a good boy.”

He cried out, hips bucking, and his little cock erupted. Thin ropes of cum spurted across our feet—dribbling over Tilly’s pink toes, streaking Tamy’s pale arches, splashing onto my dark soles. He shuddered through every pulse, whimpering thanks between gasps.

When he finally stilled, panting, we lifted our feet to his face.

“Lick it up,” Tamy said crisply. “Every drop. Clean our feet like the grateful slut you are.”

He dove in without hesitation, tongue lapping at the cum on Tilly’s toes first, then Tamy’s arches, finally my soles. He sucked and swallowed, moaning like it was the best thing he’d ever tasted.

“Thank you,” he whispered between licks. “Thank you for letting me come on your feet. Thank you for letting me clean it up. You’re all so beautiful. I don’t deserve it.”

Tilly giggled, ruffling his hair. “Good boy. Now put your tiny clitty away and go home. Think about us every time you jerk off that pathetic thing.”

We slipped our shoes back on, leaving him kneeling in the dirt, face flushed and glistening, cock soft and spent.


Chapter 6: Ha-Yoon & Bora find a viewpoint

The Iowa trail was quiet, just the rustle of leaves and the distant hum of the highway behind us. Ha-Yoon had caught up with me an hour earlier at a rest stop, her blunt-cut black hair still damp from a quick rinse, micro-bikini peeking under an oversized hoodie that did nothing to hide the way her tiny tits poked against the fabric. She wore tiny running shorts that rode high on her toned ass, showing off long, smooth legs that gleamed with a light sheen of sweat. I felt my own yoga pants clinging tighter with every step, the camel-toe seam digging in just enough to keep me aware of how wet I already was from the drive and the anticipation of whatever trouble we’d find.

We reached the viewpoint just as the sun dipped low, painting the rolling hills gold. And there she was.

A 25-year-old Hawaiian woman stood at the wooden railing, alone, camera in hand. She was stunning—golden-brown skin glowing in the late light, long dark hair cascading down her back in loose waves, full hips flaring into thick thighs under cutoff denim shorts. Her white crop top was cropped high, exposing a toned stomach and the generous swell of her heavy tits, dark nipples faintly visible through the thin cotton. She turned when she heard our footsteps, full lips parting in surprise, then curving into a shy smile.

“Beautiful view,” I said, letting my eyes drag slowly over her body.

Ha-Yoon stepped up beside me, hoodie unzipped now so her micro-bikini top was on full display, tiny triangles barely covering her stiff nipples. “Even better up close.”

The woman laughed softly, cheeks flushing. “You two are trouble, aren’t you?”

“Only the best kind,” Ha-Yoon replied, voice light but edged with intent. “We’re on a road trip. Looking for fun. You interested in a night of really good times?”

She bit her lip, gaze flicking between us, lingering on the way my yoga pants hugged my ass, then on Ha-Yoon’s exposed midriff. “I… yeah. I think I am.”

We didn’t waste time talking her out of it. Twenty minutes later we were at a cheap roadside motel just off the interstate. The room smelled faintly of bleach and old carpet, but the bed was big and the blinds closed tight.

She stood in the middle of the room, shifting nervously. “Safe word?”

“Pineapple,” she said immediately, voice steady despite the tremor in her hands.

Ha-Yoon grinned. “Good girl. Strip. Then hands behind your back.”

She peeled off the crop top first, heavy tits spilling free—full, round, dark nipples already hard. The shorts came next, revealing a black thong that disappeared between her thick cheeks. She kicked everything aside and stood naked, golden skin flushed, pussy already glistening.

I stepped behind her, looping soft rope around her wrists and tying them snug at the small of her back. Ha-Yoon pushed her forward until her thighs hit the edge of the bed, then bent her over it, ass up, face down on the comforter.

“Spread your legs,” I ordered.

She obeyed, thighs parting to show her slick pussy and the tight pucker of her asshole.

Ha-Yoon delivered the first spank—sharp, open-palmed, right across one cheek. The sound cracked through the room. The woman gasped, hips jerking.

“Count,” Ha-Yoon said coolly.

“One,” she breathed.

I took the next, my palm landing harder on the other cheek, watching the golden skin bloom pink. “Two.”

We alternated, building a steady rhythm. Her ass reddened beautifully, jiggling with each impact, her heavy tits swaying beneath her as she moaned into the blanket. By fifteen she was dripping down her thighs, pussy lips swollen and shiny.

“Look at this needy little cunt,” I murmured, sliding two fingers along her slit, collecting her wetness. “You love getting spanked, don’t you?”

“Yes,” she whimpered. “Please… more…”

Ha-Yoon knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks wide. “Such a pretty asshole.” She pressed one finger against the tight ring, circling slowly before pushing inside. The woman moaned loud, hips bucking back. Ha-Yoon added a second finger, fucking her ass steadily while I reached under to pinch her clit.

“You’re going to come like this,” I told her. “Ass full, clit teased, while you lick us both to orgasm. Understand?”

“Yes… please…”

I climbed onto the bed first, straddling her face. My yoga pants were long gone; I lowered my shaved pussy onto her waiting mouth. “Eat me. Tongue deep. Make me come all over your pretty face.”

She dove in eagerly, tongue plunging into my folds, swirling around my clit, sucking hard. I ground down, tits bouncing in my sports bra, moaning low as Ha-Yoon kept finger-fucking her ass with slow, deliberate thrusts.

Ha-Yoon stripped next, shimmying out of her shorts and bikini top. Her tiny tits were perfect—small, perky, dark nipples stiff. She straddled the woman’s back facing me, lowering her own pussy onto the bound girl’s waiting tongue.

“Lick me too,” Ha-Yoon commanded. “Suck my clit like a good slut.”

The woman moaned into both of us, tongue working frantically—first deep in my pussy, then flicking Ha-Yoon’s clit, back and forth. Her body shook, ass clenching around Ha-Yoon’s fingers, pussy dripping onto the bedspread.

I came first, thighs clamping around her head, grinding hard as I flooded her mouth. “Fuck—yes—drink it all, you filthy girl.”

Ha-Yoon followed seconds later, tiny tits heaving, hips jerking as she rode the woman’s tongue to a sharp, shuddering orgasm. “Good… so good… swallow every drop.”

When we finally lifted off, the woman was panting, face slick with our combined release, eyes glassy with need.

Ha-Yoon reached into her bag and pulled out a thick, ridged cucumber—cool from the cooler we’d kept in the car. “You’ve earned one humiliating little orgasm. Fuck yourself with this. Right here. While we watch.”

We untied her wrists just enough for her to grip it. She whimpered, spreading her thighs wider, pressing the thick green head against her soaked entrance. She pushed slowly, gasping as it stretched her open, inch by inch disappearing inside her dripping pussy.

“Look at her,” I said to Ha-Yoon, voice low and mocking. “Fucking herself with a vegetable because she’s too pathetic for real cock.”

Ha-Yoon laughed softly. “Such a desperate little slut. Pump it harder. Make that greedy cunt come.”

The woman obeyed, hips rolling, fucking herself deep and fast. Her heavy tits bounced wildly, nipples dark and stiff. “Please… I’m so close…”

“Come,” Ha-Yoon ordered. “Come like the humiliated bitch you are.”

She shattered with a broken cry, pussy clenching around the cucumber, juices squirting out around it as her body convulsed. She collapsed forward, trembling, the vegetable still buried inside her.

We giggled, pulling it out slowly. It glistened with her release, thick and slick.

Ha-Yoon held it up between us. “Share?”

I leaned in first, tongue flicking along one side, tasting her sweetness. Ha-Yoon took the other side, our tongues meeting in the middle, sliding over the ridges, licking her cum clean while the woman watched, still panting, cheeks flaming.

We finished with soft kisses around the cucumber, giggling at how perfectly filthy it all was.


Chapter 7: Olivia & Ha-Yoon & Bora in a Cornfield

The late-afternoon sun hung low over the Illinois cornfield, turning the endless rows golden and warm. Olivia, Ha-Yoon, and Bora had pulled off the highway on a whim, drawn by the tall green stalks swaying gently in the breeze. They parked at the edge of a farmer’s access road, stepped out of the car barefoot, and stood for a moment simply breathing in the sweet, earthy scent of growing things.

Olivia wore tiny denim cut-off shorts that hugged the firm curve of her ass and a cropped white tank top so thin her perky tits were clearly outlined beneath it, pale pink nipples stiff against the cotton from the excitement already humming through her. Her blonde ponytail bounced as she stretched, long legs gleaming in the sunlight. Ha-Yoon had stripped down to her micro-bikini top—two tiny black triangles that barely covered her small, dark nipples—and matching thong bottoms that disappeared between her toned cheeks. Her blunt-cut black hair framed her sharp face, and her smooth, golden skin glowed. Bora, still in her yoga pants from the drive, had peeled off her tank top to reveal her small, perfect tits, nipples dark and erect in the open air. The high-waisted leggings clung to her thick thighs and round ass, the seam pressing into her camel-toe with every shift of her hips.

They looked at each other, grinning.

“I have an idea,” Olivia said, voice bright and teasing. “We play tag. But with a rule. Whoever catches you… you have to give them an orgasm. Right here, right now. Mouth, fingers, whatever they want. Then you’re it.”

Ha-Yoon’s dark eyes sparkled. “I like it. Consensual, filthy, and fair. Everyone gets to come.”

Bora laughed softly, running her hands down her own body, cupping her small tits and pinching her nipples. “I’m in. But only if we all agree—no one has to do anything they don’t want. Safe word is ‘cornstalk’ if anyone needs out.”

Olivia stepped forward and kissed Ha-Yoon lightly on the lips, then Bora, sweet and lingering. “We all say yes?”

“Yes,” Ha-Yoon whispered, cheeks flushing.

“Yes,” Bora echoed, already breathing faster.

“Then let’s play.”

Olivia took off first, laughing as she darted between the rows of corn. The stalks towered over them, leaves brushing their bare skin like teasing fingers. Ha-Yoon chased, lithe and quick, her tiny bikini top shifting with every stride, small tits jiggling. Bora followed more slowly, letting her thick thighs flex, ass swaying hypnotically.

It was Olivia who caught Ha-Yoon first. She tackled her gently into a small clearing, both of them tumbling into the soft earth between the rows. Olivia pinned Ha-Yoon’s wrists above her head, blonde ponytail falling forward as she leaned down.

“Got you,” Olivia purred. “Now make me come, pretty girl.”

Ha-Yoon grinned up at her, eyes dark with want. “With pleasure.”

She wriggled free just enough to push Olivia onto her back. Olivia’s tank top rode up, exposing her perky tits, pale pink nipples hard as pebbles. Ha-Yoon tugged the denim shorts down just enough to bare Olivia’s smooth, glistening pussy. She dove in without hesitation, tongue flat and eager, lapping from entrance to clit in long, slow strokes.

Olivia moaned, hips rolling. “Oh god… your tongue feels so good. Suck my clit, baby. Please.”

Ha-Yoon obeyed, lips closing around the swollen bud, sucking gently while two fingers slid inside Olivia’s tight heat, curling to stroke that perfect spot. Olivia’s back arched, tits bouncing as she gasped.

“Yes—right there—don’t stop—I’m so close—”

Ha-Yoon hummed against her, the vibration sending Olivia over the edge. She came with a sharp, delighted cry, thighs clamping around Ha-Yoon’s head, pussy pulsing around her fingers as she flooded the other girl’s mouth. Ha-Yoon licked her through every tremor, gentle and adoring.

When Olivia finally relaxed, panting and glowing, Ha-Yoon kissed her softly. “You taste like summer.”

Olivia laughed breathlessly. “Your turn to chase.”

Now Ha-Yoon was it. She sprang up, small tits jiggling in the bikini top, thong riding high between her cheeks as she sprinted after Bora.

Bora was slower but clever, ducking between rows, giggling every time Ha-Yoon got close. Finally Ha-Yoon caught her around the waist, spinning her gently until Bora’s back pressed against a thick corn stalk.

“Caught you,” Ha-Yoon whispered, pressing close. Their small tits brushed together through the thin fabric. “I want your mouth on me. Please.”

Bora smiled, soft and sweet. “Anything for you.”

She sank to her knees in the dirt, tugging Ha-Yoon’s thong aside. Ha-Yoon’s pussy was already slick, dark lips swollen and glistening. Bora leaned in, tongue tracing the seam slowly, savoring.

“You’re so beautiful,” Bora murmured against her folds. “So wet for me. I love how you taste.”

She licked deeper, tongue plunging inside before flicking up to circle Ha-Yoon’s clit. Ha-Yoon moaned, fingers threading into Bora’s long waves, hips rocking gently.

“More… suck my clit, baby. Make me come on your pretty tongue.”

Bora closed her lips around the sensitive bud, sucking softly while two fingers slid into Ha-Yoon’s tight heat, stroking in time with her tongue. Ha-Yoon’s thighs trembled, small tits heaving as she gasped.

“Yes—oh god—right there—I’m coming—”

She shattered sweetly, hips bucking, a soft, delighted cry spilling from her lips as her pussy pulsed around Bora’s fingers. Bora drank her down, licking gently until Ha-Yoon sagged against the corn stalk, flushed and smiling.

“Your turn,” Ha-Yoon whispered, kissing Bora’s slick lips.

Now Bora was it. She chased Olivia through the rows, both of them laughing, breathless. Olivia finally let herself be caught, turning with a grin as Bora pressed her back against a stalk.

“I want you to ride my face,” Bora said softly. “I want to feel you come all over me.”

Olivia’s eyes sparkled. “Yes.”

She pushed Bora down onto her back in the soft earth, straddled her face, and lowered her dripping pussy onto Bora’s waiting mouth. Bora’s tongue met her eagerly, swirling around her clit, plunging deep inside.

Olivia moaned, grinding slowly. “Your tongue is perfect. So warm, so sweet. Eat me, baby. Make me come for you.”

Bora hummed in agreement, hands gripping Olivia’s thighs, tongue working faster. Olivia’s perky tits bounced as she rode, nipples hard and pink, head thrown back in delight.

“I’m close—don’t stop—yes—yes—”

She came with a bright, joyful cry, hips jerking, flooding Bora’s mouth with sweet release. Bora licked her through it, gentle and loving, until Olivia collapsed forward, giggling against Bora’s shoulder.

They lay there for a moment, tangled together in the corn, bodies flushed and satisfied, laughter soft in the golden light.

Olivia kissed them both, one after the other. “Best game ever.”

Ha-Yoon traced lazy circles on Bora’s stomach. “We should play again tomorrow.”


Act 6: The Summer Job


Chapter 1: Breakfast with Lydia 


“Alright bitch, it’s time you actually made yourself useful for once,” Lydia said with a smirk, her green eyes glittering like beach glass. 


I blushed, groaning inwardly, my throat dry. 

There was no hiding what I looked like standing there in the kitchen: completely naked except for the tiny steel cage biting around my cock and a humiliating maid’s hat Lydia had pulled from her endless luggage. The cage pulsed against me with every beat of my heart, my cock swelling uselessly inside it, precum slicking the metal petals. The ridiculous frilly hat perched on my head made the whole thing worse. 

I wasn’t sure how exactly I had fallen into this world where a twenty-one-year-old sorority girl owned my body, but I had agreed to it completely and now here I was, staring at the cruel beauty who delighted in reminding me of it every second. 

Lydia wore a light chiffon gown, dyed black, the thin material clinging to every curve and crevice of her caramel skin. Her wide hips looked obscene under the cling of the fabric, the perfect shape of a girl made to breed, her thighs thick and strong beneath the hem. 

The gown did nothing to hide her mosquito-bite tits, those tiny mounds crowned with stiff, puffy nipples that jutted proudly, pressing against the chiffon like they were daring me to stare. She looked like some spoiled heiress whose sole mission in life was to ruin men. 

All I could do was gape like an idiot. 

And Lydia knew it. 

That was why she smirked, shifting her weight so that the gown pulled tighter over her ass, the thick swell stretching the fabric with every casual movement. She was young, cruel, gorgeous, and she had me kneeling in a cage like her personal house pet. 

If I’d cared that much, if I’d wanted to draw a line, I would have used the safe word Florence insisted on giving me at the start. But the truth was I didn’t want to say it. 

I wanted this. 

I needed it. 

“You’ll start with breakfast,” Lydia said lazily, pacing around the kitchen in her bare feet, her toenails painted glossy pink. “Florence likes her eggs scrambled, soft but not runny, on sourdough toast with a dash of chili powder on top. You’ll cook it exactly the way she likes or I’ll slap that stupid hat off your head and make you lick the floor clean instead. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, shame heating my face as my cage pulsed harder at her tone. 

She tilted her head, her green eyes sharp. 

“Good slut.” Then she reached out with one long black nail, trailing it slowly down my chest, over my stomach, until she scraped lightly against the tiny slit of my cage. A bead of precum had already leaked through. Lydia smeared it across the metal, rolling her eyes. 

“Pathetic. You leak just from being told how to scramble eggs. Florence was right about you.” 

I swallowed hard, the humiliation burning deeper. 

Lydia’s smirk widened. “I’ve got to go out for a bit. But don’t worry, I’ll be back. And before I go…” She leaned closer, her breath hot against my ear. “Since you were such a good little boy last night, you get a reward.” 

My heart jolted. My cage throbbed violently. “A reward, Goddess?” 

She laughed softly, the sound like velvet dipped in poison. “Don’t get excited. It just means you can do your best to fuck me first before I leave. That’s all.” 

I gasped, my knees nearly buckling. 

My cock swelled so hard against the Blossom cage it hurt, precum dripping freely now, smearing sticky trails down my thigh. The words tumbled out of me before I could stop them. “Thank you, Goddess. Thank you.” 

Lydia’s eyes gleamed with cruel amusement as she tugged at the knot of her gown, letting it slip loose. The chiffon fell open, baring her flat stomach, the taut line dipping into the thin scrap of lace panties she’d hidden underneath. Her tits were small but perfect, nipples already stiff, daring me to worship them. 

She stepped closer, grabbing a fistful of my hair and tilting my head back so I had no choice but to stare up at her. 

“You’re going to fuck me,” she said slowly, each word sending shivers down my spine. “You do want to, right?” 

My hands shook as I reached for her, my heart hammering, my cock trapped and aching, the humiliation only making me harder. 

And I knew this was only the beginning. 


Chapter 2: The Thought that Counts 


Lydia took me by the hand and dragged me into the living room. She bent herself over the sofa like it was nothing, hips high, her black chiffon gown falling forward over her caramel back. She tilted her head just enough to smirk at me, her green eyes sharp.

“Pull up my dress,” she ordered.

My hands shook as I reached down. The fabric was light and soft between my fingers, whisper-thin, clinging to her curves. I couldn’t believe I had permission to do this. I lifted it slowly, higher and higher, until her wide hips and her thick ass came into full view. My cage throbbed instantly, precum leaking down my thigh.

“Describe my ass,” Lydia said, her voice calm but edged with cruelty.

“It’s round,” I stammered. My throat was tight. “And bouncy.”

Her ass shifted as she laughed low. “Is it the greatest ass you’ve ever seen?”

“Yes,” I moaned, the words tumbling out before I could think, desperate to please her.

“Good little bitch,” she breathed. “Now pull down my panties.”

I hooked my fingers into the waistband of the thin lace and tugged them down, inch by inch, until they slid past the swell of her ass, down her thighs. Her bare pussy glistened, shaved smooth, the lips plump and already wet. My cage pulsed hard at the sight.

“Now gag yourself,” Lydia said. She shoved the panties against my mouth. “I want you tasting me every second you hump me.”

I opened my mouth, pushing the lace inside, gagging on the taste of her sex. The flavor was sharp and intimate, the wetness seeping into my tongue. My face burned with humiliation, but my cock twitched helplessly in its cage.

“Now fuck me,” Lydia ordered, bending further over the sofa, her ass arched high.

“But I’m locked,” I mumbled through the panties, my voice muffled. “You need to—”

She cut me off with a sharp laugh. “I don’t need to do anything, bitch. I said you could fuck me. I never said I’d unlock you. Go.”

The words hit like a slap. My body moved anyway. I gasped and bucked my hips forward, pressing my humiliating little chastity cage against her wet slit. I felt the heat of her, the slickness, the way she spread open against me. But there was no relief, only the cruel press of steel between us.

“Harder,” Lydia said, looking back over her shoulder, her green eyes daring me.

I ground against her, humping like a desperate animal, the cage sliding against her pussy lips, smearing her wetness over my useless cock. My hips jerked, my thighs burned, sweat rolled down my chest as I pressed myself into her again and again. I could smell her, taste her panties gagging me, hear her breath hitch every time the cage ground against her clit.

“Have you even started?” she giggled, her voice mocking. “You feel like nothing.”

I moaned into her panties, humiliated, grinding harder, trying to please her. My cage ached, swollen and leaking, but there was no freedom, no release, just the endless friction of steel against her soft wetness.

After a while, Lydia sighed and pushed me back by the chest. Her gown fell closed around her as she stood, her smirk still in place. She grabbed my chin, pulled me close, and sank her teeth into the side of my neck. The sharp sting made me yelp, and then her lips sucked hard, leaving a deep red hickey that burned against my skin.

She leaned back, admiring her mark. “Perfect,” she said, her voice dripping satisfaction. “Now everyone will know you’re mine.”

I nodded frantically, still gagged, still leaking, my chest heaving.

“Go make the fucking eggs, loser,” Lydia snapped, tugging her gown back into place like nothing had happened. “Florence doesn’t like to wait. See you later.”

She grabbed her bag, slipped her sandals on, and strutted out the door, her ass swaying deliberately. I stood there in the living room, naked except for my cage and the maid’s hat, my cock throbbing uselessly, the taste of her panties still on my tongue, the hickey burning on my neck, humiliated beyond belief and yet harder than I had ever been.

And then I turned back toward the kitchen, already terrified of screwing up Florence’s breakfast.


Chapter 3: Florence makes the rules 


I carried the plate carefully into the bedroom, my hands trembling as I balanced the scrambled eggs on toast with the dusting of chili powder Lydia had demanded. 
Florence was stretched out on my bed like she owned it, her blonde hair messy from sleep, her body glowing in the pale light spilling through the blinds. 
She wore only a thin white tank top, the cotton clinging tight to her chest, her perky breasts pressing up against the fabric. 
Her nipples poked through stiff and obvious, two hard little points that made my cock ache violently inside the Blossom cage the second I saw them. 


“Morning,” Florence said lazily, her voice soft and rich, like she’d just woken from the best dream. She propped herself up on one elbow, her bright blue eyes glinting as she took the plate from me. “Did you sleep well?” 

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Her lips curled. “Did you have fun fucking Lydia?” 

Heat shot through me, humiliation stabbing deeper. “Y-yes, Goddess,” I whispered. 

Florence smirked, taking a slow bite of the toast. “I bet you did. Grinding your tiny locked cock against her while she laughed at you. I can still see the hickey she left on your neck. So pathetic.” 

I lowered my head, my cage twitching uselessly. 

“On your knees,” she said casually, chewing as if it were the most natural command in the world. 

I obeyed immediately, kneeling at the side of the bed, staring at her perfect bare feet. Her toenails were painted pale pink, her arches delicate, her toes small and perfectly shaped. 

“Worship,” Florence said around a mouthful, her eyes never leaving mine. 

I bent down, pressing my lips to her arch, licking slowly up the soft curve, kissing across each toe in turn. My tongue dragged over her skin, tasting salt, warmth, and the faint lotion she always used. 

“Good little cage slut,” she purred, taking another bite. She shifted her foot, flexing her toes against my lips, making me suck each one into my mouth in turn. “While you’re down there, let me tell you about some friends of mine.” 

I moaned softly, my cage dripping against my thigh as I kissed her toes. 

“Marie keeps messaging me about you,” Florence said between bites, her tone casual, cruel. “She’s one of my sorority sisters. A total sadist. Obsessed with pain. She’d love to get her hands on you. I bet she’d cane your little ass until you cried like a baby.” 

I whimpered against her foot, sucking on her second toe, my cock pulsing at the thought. 

Florence laughed lightly, chewing another forkful. “And then there’s Olivia. She’s just a pledge. Only twenty. She’s never dommed a boy before. But she keeps asking me if she can practice on you. Isn’t that adorable? Her very first taste of control, and it’ll be with you, my pathetic locked bitch.” 

I groaned against her arch, kissing desperately, humiliated at the idea of being used as a training toy for a younger girl. 

“Which one are you more scared of?” Florence teased, brushing her toes across my lips as she licked a smudge of chili powder from her fork. “Marie with her cane, or Olivia with her inexperience?” 

“I… I don’t know, Goddess,” I stammered, my lips wet from kissing her toes. 

She smirked, finishing the last bite of toast, licking the chili from her lips. “Both, I think. You’re going to be ruined either way.” 

I moaned, my cage straining harder, precum leaking down my thigh. 

Florence set the plate aside and held out her hand. Her fingers were glossy with yolk and chili. “Clean me,” she ordered. 

I took her hand reverently, licking each finger slowly, sucking between them, tasting the tang of the egg and spice, the humiliation sharp as she watched me. 

“Good slut,” Florence said when I finished, wiping her wet fingers against my cheek like I was a napkin. “You did well enough. But we need to start preparing you.” 

“Preparing me, Goddess?” I asked, my voice shaking. 

She sat up straighter, her tank top stretching across her breasts, nipples still stiff and teasing. “Yes. Marie and Olivia are coming soon. You’re going to be their little toy. And if you want to survive that, you need to learn your place even better than you have already.” 

I nodded frantically, my cage throbbing, my body shaking with both dread and arousal. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Florence smirked. “So today you’ll practice. You’re going to be my maid. I want the house spotless. Every corner, every surface. You’ll do it on your knees, in that stupid little hat Lydia gave you, your cage leaking the whole time.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, humiliation burning hot in my chest. 

She reached out and tugged at the frilly maid’s cap still perched on my head, adjusting it with a mocking smile. “Perfect. You already look the part.” 

Florence leaned back against the pillows, satisfied. “Now get to work, bitch. And make sure you do it right, because if I find one speck of dust, I’ll invite Marie over early. And I promise you, she won’t be gentle.” 

I shivered on my knees, my cock swelling uselessly against the Blossom cage, knowing I had no choice but to obey. 


Chapter 4: Cherries and Stockings 


Florence called me into the bar room next door, the one her family kept stocked for parties. When I stepped inside, my breath caught. She was standing behind the polished counter in a skimpy bartender’s uniform — a tight black vest buttoned across her chest, no bra underneath, her perky tits straining the fabric so her nipples pushed through. A short skirt hugged her hips, leaving her toned thighs bare, and a bow tie circled her pale throat like she was playing dress-up just to humiliate me.

“Perfect, my cage slut’s here,” she said, grinning. “Today you’re going to learn to serve drinks. No alcohol — just mocktails. I want you able to impress my girlfriends when they arrive.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I said quickly, my cage already throbbing at the sight of her.

She showed me how to measure juice, how to shake the shaker, how to pour without spilling. Every time she leaned forward, her nipples poked harder through the thin fabric, and I had to force myself not to stare too long.

“Now,” Florence said, giggling, “time for the real lesson.” She held up a bright red cherry, stem dangling. “You’re going to learn to tie this in a knot with your tongue. And you’re going to keep trying until you can do it three times in a row.”

She popped the first cherry between her fingers, but before handing it over, she dipped her hand under her skirt. I saw her push her fingers between her pussy lips, coating them in her wetness, then she rubbed them over the fruit. “Open wide.”

My face burned as she slipped it into my mouth. The sweet juice mixed instantly with her slick, the taste sharp and humiliating.

“Now tie it,” she ordered.

I pushed the stem around my tongue, twisting, biting gently, but after thirty seconds it slipped free and hung loose.

“Pathetic,” Florence said, laughing. She picked up a huge leather paddle from the bar. “Turn around.”

I obeyed, bending slightly. The paddle smacked hard against my bare ass, the crack echoing in the empty room. The sting shot deep, my knees trembling.

“Again,” Florence said, pressing another cherry to her pussy before shoving it between my lips.

I worked desperately with my tongue, but the stem came apart.

The paddle slammed into me again, harder this time. I gasped, the sound high and desperate.

“You’re going to learn,” she teased. “Every failure earns you another spanking.”

Again and again she made me try. Each cherry slick with the taste of her pussy. Each failed knot punished with another brutal swat of leather. My ass burned, red and hot, the pain making me squirm, my cage dripping precum down my thighs.

“Worthless little bitch,” Florence said as I gagged on another cherry. “You can’t even do a simple party trick without getting punished.”

I moaned, my cock straining against the bars, desperate.

Finally, after what felt like forever, I managed to twist a stem into a tight little knot. I pulled it from my mouth, panting.

Florence arched her brows. “One. But I said three in a row.”

She dipped her fingers into her pussy again, pulled out another cherry, slid it against my lips. I sucked it into my mouth, my face burning, my cage pulsing. This time, I managed it again. Two knots.

She leaned forward, her blue eyes gleaming. “One more and you’ll earn your reward.”

The third cherry slid in, tasting of her, humiliating me completely. I twisted my tongue, desperate not to fail, and after a long moment the stem bent into a neat knot. I spat it into my palm, shaking with relief.

Florence clapped mockingly. “Well, well, looks like my slut has some talent after all. And I did promise you a reward.”

She reached behind the bar and pulled out a pair of sheer black maid stockings. She crouched down in front of me, her grin wicked.

“Sit.”

I obeyed, lowering myself onto a stool, my cage leaking, my ass still sore from the paddle.

Florence slid the first stocking up my leg slowly, the thin nylon clinging to my skin. “Look at these smooth little legs,” she cooed. “You’re perfect for this. Not a man at all. Just my little sissy bitch.”

I moaned, my cock pulsing painfully as she rolled the fabric higher, over my calf, over my thigh, stopping just below my cage.

“Other leg,” she ordered.

I lifted it obediently, and she pulled the second stocking up just as slowly, her nails scraping lightly over my skin. She pressed her face close to my cage as she smoothed the top into place, her breath hot against the steel.

“God, you look pathetic,” Florence said, her voice dripping with delight. She sat back, admiring me, her eyes sparkling. “My little maid, all dressed up in stockings, ass red from my paddle, cock locked and dripping, ready to serve drinks for my friends.”

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, humiliated, my cheeks burning.

Florence giggled, standing tall again, her nipples still stiff under the vest. “Good sissy bitch. You’ve earned them. Now get used to the feel of stockings, because you’ll be wearing them from now on.”

I nodded, my cage aching, my whole body trembling under her gaze, knowing this was only the beginning of the humiliation she had planned.


Chapter 5: Teacher’s Pet 


Florence snapped her fingers and called me into the study room her family used as an office. When I stepped inside, my knees nearly buckled. She was waiting at the blackboard in a skin-tight teacher’s outfit — a white blouse with half the buttons undone, showing the swell of her perky tits, a short black pencil skirt clinging to her hips, stockings hugging her legs, and a pair of glasses perched low on her nose. She looked like the kind of teacher who would flunk you for staring at her tits too long, except instead of detention you’d end up on your knees licking her feet. 


“About time,” Florence said, tapping the blackboard with a stick of chalk. “Get over here, slut. Class is in session.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my cage pulsing immediately at the sight of her. 

She handed me the chalk and pointed at the empty space on the board. “Write what you are. Over and over. Mantras. Start with: I am a slut. Then: my cock is useless. I want ten of each.” 

My cheeks burned hot, but I obeyed, scribbling the humiliating lines in shaky handwriting. The chalk squeaked with every word. My cage throbbed, precum already leaking down my thigh as the words piled up: I am a slut. My cock is useless. Over and over until the board was nearly filled. 

Florence sat behind the desk, legs crossed, watching with a cruel smirk. “Pathetic handwriting,” she muttered. “But the words are true. Say one out loud every time you finish writing it.” 

I swallowed and nodded, humiliation burning through me. “I am a slut,” I whispered after the first line. “My cock is useless,” I said after the second. My voice grew shakier the more I said it, my face burning, my cage pulsing harder each time. 

When I finished, Florence rose smoothly from her chair and strutted toward me, her heels clicking on the floor. She bent over to check my work, her tits nearly spilling out of the blouse, nipples stiff under the thin fabric. She tapped the board with her manicured finger. 

“Correct,” she said. “Now let’s test your balance.” 

She produced a pair of black heels from under the desk.. slim stilettos with sharp points and glossy shine. She crouched down and slid the first one over my foot, then the second, buckling them tight around my ankles. 

“Do you know why I’m putting you in these, bitch?” Florence asked, her blue eyes glittering as she stood back up. 

“No, Goddess,” I whispered, wobbling on the heels already. 

She smirked. “Because they thrust your ass out. That way, when my sorority girlfriends arrive, they’ll have easy access to your pussy and your chastity cage. You’ll be on display, bent just the way we like.” 

My cock twitched painfully in its steel prison. 

“Now walk,” Florence ordered. 

I tried to step forward, my legs shaking. The heels forced my hips back, my ass sticking out embarrassingly. My arms flailed for balance. 

Florence lifted a huge leather paddle from the desk. “Every stumble earns you a hit.” 

I nodded, terrified, and started walking. The heels clicked awkwardly against the wooden floor, my cage swinging between my legs. After only three steps, I stumbled sideways. 

The paddle cracked against my ass instantly. The sting lit fire across my skin, making me yelp. 

“Pathetic,” Florence said sharply. “Start again.” 

I turned, trying again, my whole body trembling. Another stumble — another brutal swat. The sound echoed through the room, my ass burning, my cage leaking precum down my thigh. 

“Five full laps around the room without failing,” Florence demanded. “Do it, or I’ll cane you until you cry.” 

I moaned, nodding desperately. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Step after step, I forced myself forward. My calves burned from the heels, my ass thrust humiliatingly high. Every wobble made Florence lift the paddle threateningly, every mistake punished with a hard crack that made me whimper. 

By the time I managed five full laps without falling, my ass was raw and stinging, my chest slick with sweat, my cage dripping uncontrollably. 

Florence leaned against the desk, clapping mockingly. “Well done, slut. You’ve finally earned a reward.” 

She picked up a bright red cherry from a bowl, then without hesitation slid her fingers under her skirt, pushing the fruit between her folds until it glistened with her wetness. She held it up, smirking. 

“Open,” she said. 

I parted my lips, and she popped it into my mouth. The sweet juice burst instantly, mixed with the sharp taste of her pussy, humiliating me all over again. 

“Good girl,” Florence purred. “Now swallow.” 

I obeyed, swallowing hard, my cage throbbing painfully. 

Florence bent down, buckling the heels tighter around my ankles. “You’re staying in these. Consider yourself locked into them. Another little award for my sissy bitch.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my face burning. 

She patted my cheek mockingly. “Good. You’re finally learning. Now keep those heels on and get back to cleaning. Your sorority mistresses-to-be won’t want a dirty house.” 

I nodded quickly, humiliated, my ass still burning from the paddle, my body trembling in the heels, knowing I would never escape this. 


Chapter 6: Candle Wax and Fear 


Florence called me into the dining room, and when I stepped through the doorway my jaw nearly dropped. She was standing there in a firewoman’s costume that looked like something out of a cheap sex shop — a cropped black jacket with red reflective stripes stretched tight over her perky tits, her nipples poking hard against the fabric, a pair of skimpy shorts that barely covered the curve of her ass, and thigh-high black boots laced tight up her legs. A plastic fire helmet sat crooked on her blonde head, her hair spilling in waves around her face. 


I blinked. “That doesn’t even make sense—” 

Before I could finish, she lifted a black cattle prod meant for “safe human play” and jabbed it down against my balls. The tip buzzed, a sharp crack of current shooting straight into my cage. I yelped and doubled over, the sting exploding through my groin. 

“No sass,” Florence snapped, though I could see she was blushing a little. “You don’t get to decide what makes sense. I do.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I gasped, my thighs trembling, precum already leaking down my cage. 

She smirked, resting the prod against her hip like a baton. “Tonight’s lesson is simple. You’re going to light every candle in this room without spilling a single drop of wax. Spill, and I shock your little balls until you scream. Got it?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my voice shaking. 

Florence handed me a long lighter, then crossed her arms under her tits, watching me with cold amusement. The dining room was lined with tall candles, dozens of them placed along the table, windowsills, and mantle. 

I stepped to the first one, my hands shaking. I flicked the lighter, touched the wick, and flame flared up. My cage throbbed with every movement, precum dripping to the floor. I turned to the next candle, my body tense, every nerve on edge knowing the prod could strike at any second. 

Halfway through the second candle, a droplet of wax rolled over the side and hit the tablecloth. 

“Pathetic,” Florence said, stepping forward. She jabbed the prod between my thighs, right against my balls. The jolt ripped through me, making me cry out, my knees buckling. My cage smacked against my thigh, dripping uncontrollably. 

“Keep going,” she ordered, smirking. 

I bit my lip and moved to the next candle, forcing myself to stay steady. The room slowly filled with soft flickering light as I lit more and more. Sweat rolled down my chest, my legs quivering from the heels she had locked me in earlier. My ass throbbed from the paddle, my balls still burning from the shocks. 

At the final candle on the table, wax spilled down the side and hit the wood with a faint sizzle. 

“Idiot,” Florence growled, and the prod slammed into my balls again. My body jerked, my cry high and pathetic, the pain flooding me until I could hardly breathe. 

“Try again,” she said flatly. 

I relit the wick, careful this time, managing to keep the wax under control. One by one, every candle in the dining room glowed, the space now bathed in golden light. My cage pulsed violently, precum running sticky trails down my thighs. 

Finally I stepped back, panting. “They’re all lit, Goddess.” 

Florence smirked, tapping the prod against her thigh. “Good little cage slut. Looks like you’ve earned a reward.” 

She pointed to the dining room table. “Up.” 

I hesitated, then scrambled onto the wood, lying flat on my back, my cage pointing upward, my body exposed. 

Florence set the cattle prod down and picked up a thick pillar candle from the center of the table. She held it above me, smirking. “Don’t move.” 

Hot wax dripped from the wick, landing on my chest in heavy drops. I gasped at the sting, the burn spreading across my skin. Another drop landed right on my nipple, making me cry out and arch my back. 

“Stay still,” Florence warned. “You move, I shock you.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, forcing myself flat against the wood. 

She moved lower, tilting the candle over my stomach, letting streams of wax drizzle across my abs, burning trails that hardened quickly against my skin. 

Then she tilted it over my groin. My breath caught. 

A fat drop hit the steel bars of my chastity cage, splattering across the tip of my swollen cockhead trapped inside. I screamed, my thighs jerking, but Florence immediately snatched up the prod and pressed it to my balls. The jolt ripped through me, doubling the pain, leaving me trembling. 

“Still,” she hissed. “You’re lucky I didn’t make it worse.” 

I nodded frantically, tears stinging my eyes, my cock throbbing harder than ever. 

Florence dripped wax directly onto my balls, the sting sharp and unrelenting. Thick white streaks coated my cage, pooling around the petals, sealing me in burning heat. My chest rose and fell fast, every nerve raw. 

“Beautiful,” Florence murmured, her blue eyes gleaming as she admired the mess. “You look perfect. My little candleholder. My decorative centerpiece.” 

She set the candle aside and ran her manicured fingers over my chest, scraping the hardened wax, making me hiss with each touch. Then she gripped my cage, squeezing it hard, the wax cracking around it. 

“You’ll stay like this until I decide otherwise,” she said. “Burned, locked, dripping, humiliated. Exactly as you should be.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, broken, my cock leaking against the bars, my whole body aching under her control. 

Florence leaned down and kissed my cheek softly, her lips sweet against the sweat on my skin. Then she straightened, adjusting the ridiculous firewoman helmet on her head, her smirk returning. 


Chapter 7.5: Girl, Interrupted 


The door slammed open and Lydia strutted in, her caramel thighs gleaming under the hem of a short skirt, her tiny tits poking through a cropped top, her green eyes burning with cruel delight. 


Florence squealed and rushed over, hugging her tight, her nipples pressing through her thin tank top as she bounced against her sorority sister. 

“You’re back!” Florence said, her voice high with excitement. “Perfect timing. I was just thinking of a new game.” 

Lydia smirked, brushing past her and fixing her sharp gaze on me where I knelt in my heels, cage dripping, my chest still streaked with wax. 

“What kind of game?” she asked smoothly. 

“An obstacle course,” Florence said proudly. “I’ve set it all up. And if our little slut makes it through without failing…” She turned to Lydia, her blue eyes gleaming. “You’ll let him have what he’s been begging for.” 

Lydia’s smirk widened, her green eyes glittering. She walked closer, dragging her nail along my jaw, then down my neck until it scraped against the hickey she’d left there days before. 

“If you make it to the end,” she purred, “I’ll let you actually enter me. Just once. Do you understand, cage slut?” 

My heart stopped. “Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, desperate, my cage swelling painfully. 

“Good,” Lydia said simply. “Then get moving.” 

Florence clapped her hands. “First station: shock training.” 

She held up the cattle prod and gestured to a set of chairs lined in a zig-zag path across the floor. “Crawl under each chair, no touching the legs, or you get shocked.” 

I dropped to my hands and knees, crawling under the first chair. The heels made it clumsy, my ass stuck high in the air, my cage swinging humiliatingly. I scraped too close, the chair leg wobbling, and before I could correct it Florence jabbed the prod into my balls. The jolt shot through me, making me cry out and slam flat to the floor. 

“Again,” Florence barked. 

I forced myself forward, crawling under each chair slower, more careful. Every near mistake earned a sharp crack of current, leaving my balls aching, my cock leaking down my thighs. By the time I made it to the end, my whole body shook. 

“Next,” Florence said, pointing to a narrow line of tape across the floor. “Walk the line. Every stumble, you get whipped.” 

Lydia had already grabbed a leather riding crop from her bag. She snapped it against her palm, her grin vicious. 

I stepped onto the line, balancing in the heels, my arms out for stability. I managed three steps before wobbling off. 

The crop cracked across my ass instantly. I yelped, my cage jerking, precum splattering the floor. 

“Again,” Lydia snapped. 

I forced myself back, walking carefully. Every stumble was punished. By the time I reached the end of the line my ass burned, striped red from the whipping, my thighs shaking. 

“Final station,” Florence said sweetly, holding up a fresh candle. “Wax endurance. Stand still while I drip this all over your cage and your balls. You move, we start again from the beginning.” 

I nodded frantically, sweat dripping down my face. “Yes, Goddess.” 

She lit the wick and tilted it, thick drops falling onto my chest, my stomach, my cock cage. Each one stung sharp, the heat biting through my skin. I gasped, trembling, but stayed upright. When she moved lower and let it drip directly onto my balls, the pain was white hot, making me whimper and twitch. 

Florence raised the prod threateningly. “Stay still slut.” 

I bit down hard on my lip and froze in place, my whole body shaking, tears stinging my eyes. 

Finally, Florence blew out the candle and stepped back, smirking. “He did it.” 

I collapsed to my knees, panting, my ass raw, my balls aching, my chest streaked with wax. 

Lydia crossed her arms, her smirk wicked. “Looks like you earned it.” 

I lifted my head, hope swelling in my chest, my cage throbbing harder than ever. 

Lydia walked slowly to the bedroom and returned in a silk nighty, the thin fabric clinging to her caramel body, her nipples poking through proudly. My breath caught. She looked like perfection. 

Then Florence tossed something across the room. 

A strapon. Thick, shiny, and very very long. 

It hit my chest and dropped into my lap. 

“Get to work, bitch,” Florence said, grinning wide. 

I froze, staring down at the strap. 

Lydia smirked, leaning against the doorway, her green eyes glittering with cruel delight. “That’s right, cage slut. You’re not going to fuck me with your useless little dick. You’re going to wear that and work for it. If you want to make me cum, you’ll do it as nothing more than my sissy toy.” 

My cage throbbed painfully, precum smearing against the nylon straps as I picked it up with shaking hands. 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my humiliation complete. 


Chapter 8: The Next best thing! 


I strapped the harness around my waist with shaking hands. The thick cock jutted out in front of me, glossy and firm, humiliating in its size compared to the tiny metal Blossom cage biting around my swollen dick. My precum smeared against the inside of the straps as I tightened them. 


Florence grinned, leaning back against the sofa in a tiny white tennis skirt, no panties underneath, her thighs spread wide. 

Lydia climbed onto the bed, lying back against the pillows, her nighty riding up to her waist. Her caramel thighs spread, her pussy glistening, shaved smooth and wet. She smirked at me, green eyes gleaming with cruelty. 

“Come here, cage slut,” she ordered, curling her finger. 

I crawled forward on my knees, the strapon bouncing obscenely between my legs, my cage leaking against my thigh. 

“Mount me,” Lydia said sharply. “And remember, this isn’t about you. You don’t feel a thing. You just fuck me until I cum.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my voice breaking. 

I lined the tip of the strapon against her slit and pushed forward. Her wet pussy opened around it easily, slick and hot. 

Lydia moaned low, tilting her head back, then immediately laughed at the sight of me. 

“Look at you,” she gasped, mocking me even as her body clenched around the toy. “Grinding with your useless locked dick under that strap. Do you feel pathetic, cage slut?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, thrusting into her, my cage smashing painfully against the base of the harness with every stroke. 

“Say it,” she hissed, nails digging into my shoulders. 

“I feel pathetic, Goddess,” I moaned, my voice high. 

Florence giggled from across the room. She had spread her tennis skirt wider, one hand holding it back while her other pulled Lydia’s head between her thighs. Lydia leaned sideways, still riding the strapon, and buried her face against Florence’s pussy, licking hungrily. 

“Good girl,” Florence gasped, tangling her hands in Lydia’s dark hair, grinding her cunt against her lips. “Don’t stop eating while you get fucked.” 

Lydia moaned against Florence’s pussy, the vibration shuddering through her body and into the strapon. She bucked her hips up against me, making me slam deeper inside her. 

“Faster,” Lydia gasped, pulling her mouth from Florence just long enough to bark the command at me before diving back in. 

I obeyed instantly, thrusting harder, my cage smashing against the straps again and again, precum dripping onto her stomach. My thighs burned, my chest heaved, my ass clenched as I fucked her with everything I had, knowing I’d never feel the release I wanted. 

Florence moaned louder, her blue eyes rolling back, her nipples poking through her tight top as Lydia’s tongue flicked her clit. She bucked against Lydia’s mouth, her moans sharp and needy. 

“Oh God,” Florence gasped, clutching tighter at Lydia’s hair. “She’s so good at this. Look at you, cage slut, watching me cum while your cock stays locked. Pathetic little bitch.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I groaned, thrusting harder into Lydia, my balls aching, my cage dripping uselessly. 

Lydia broke from Florence’s pussy for a second, her lips wet, her green eyes blazing. “Harder, slut. Make me cum. Prove you’re not completely worthless.” 

I slammed into her with everything I had, sweat dripping from my forehead onto her chest, my cage pressed painfully against the harness. She moaned louder, her nails raking down my back, her thighs clamping around my hips. 

Florence’s cries grew higher, her thighs shaking as she ground her pussy into Lydia’s mouth. “Yes, fuck, yes! Eat me! Don’t stop!” 

Lydia bucked beneath me, grinding the strapon deeper into herself even as she devoured Florence. Her moans turned ragged, sharp, her body arching against mine. 

“Say thank you while you fuck me!” she screamed suddenly. 

“Thank you, Goddess! Thank you for letting me fuck you!” I cried, thrusting frantically, my cage leaking uncontrollably. 

Her body jerked hard, her pussy clenching around the toy, her moan muffled by Florence’s cunt pressed against her mouth. Her thighs squeezed me tight, her nails clawed at my back, and she came with a shudder, grinding against the strapon until her whole body shook. 

Florence cried out almost at the same time, her thighs locking around Lydia’s head, her hips jerking as she came hard against her tongue. She collapsed back against the cushions, panting, her tennis skirt bunched around her waist, her pussy glistening with Lydia’s spit. 

I kept thrusting desperately, my cage throbbing, hoping for release. 

But Lydia shoved me back suddenly, her chest heaving, her face still wet with Florence’s cum. “Enough,” she snapped, her smirk cruel. “We got what we wanted. You stay locked.” 

I froze, trembling, my cage dripping down my thighs, my chest streaked with sweat. 

Florence giggled, curling her finger to beckon me closer. “You did well, slut. You fucked like a toy. But toys don’t get to cum.” 

I nodded weakly, my throat dry, my body aching. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Both girls lay back, satisfied and glowing, while I knelt at the foot of the bed, still caged, dripping, ruined, my cock harder than ever but denied once again. 


Chapter 9: Rewarded with her feet 


Florence stretched out on the bed, her tennis skirt bunched around her waist, her tank top pushed up so her tits were bare and perfect. Lydia lay beside her in her nighty, still glowing from her orgasm, her caramel thighs slick, her green eyes sharp with satisfaction. 


“Massage us,” Florence ordered, her blue eyes sparkling with mock cruelty. “Make yourself useful.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my cage throbbing instantly at the command. 

I climbed onto the bed, kneeling between them. My hands trembled as I pressed them against Florence’s bare back first, kneading gently. Her skin was soft and warm under my palms, the smooth arch of her spine perfect to the touch. I worked my way down, pressing along her shoulders, tracing the sides of her tits with careful strokes. 

“Don’t get distracted by my tits, cage slut,” Florence teased, turning her head with a grin. “You’ll never get near them anyway.” 

Lydia laughed, rolling onto her stomach, her nighty sliding up to reveal the thick swell of her ass. “He’s leaking on the sheets just from touching you. Pathetic.” 

I swallowed hard and shifted to Lydia, massaging her caramel thighs, running my hands over the hard curve of muscle and the soft skin. Her toes flexed, her feet delicate but strong, her toenails painted glossy pink. I bent and kissed them instinctively, worshipping without being asked. 

“God, look at him,” Lydia said with a cruel smirk. “So desperate just to touch our skin. You’d sell your soul for a single stroke on your cock, wouldn’t you?” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I admitted, my face burning. 

Florence rolled onto her back, sticking her bare feet in my face. “Kiss every toe,” she demanded, her voice sharp. 

I obeyed instantly, kissing each one, sucking her delicate toes into my mouth one by one, licking between them as my cage pulsed and leaked. 

Florence laughed lightly. “You’re so distracted. I can see it all over your face. You’re trying to figure out how much trouble you’ll be in if you start begging for me to let you jerk that little cock.” 

I moaned, my body trembling, my cage aching so badly it hurt. 

“Fine,” she said suddenly, her grin widening. She shoved two fingers into my mouth, curling them deep against my tongue. “Suck these while you stroke. But don’t you dare think you’re getting a clean orgasm.” 

My eyes widened. 

“Yes, Goddess,” I gasped as she tossed me the keys. 

Immediately I was pulling my leaking cock out of the Blossom cage with shaking hands. The release was immediate;  my swollen head pulsed as I wrapped my fist around it, jerking fast, precum smearing over my hand. All the while I sucked Florence’s fingers greedily, her blue eyes locked on me. 

Lydia propped herself up on one elbow, smirking. “Pathetic. Look at him, Florence. He’s going to cum in under a minute.” 

“Exactly,” Florence purred. She yanked her fingers free from my mouth and slapped my cheek lightly. “Ruin it for me, slut. Do it on Lydia’s feet. That’s all you deserve.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I cried, my hand pumping desperately, my balls tightening fast. 

I scrambled down and pressed my cock over Lydia’s perfect caramel feet, her toes flexing. The pleasure mounted. 

“I going to cum,” I groaned. 

“Drop that filthy cock right now!” Florence squealed. 

I did as she asked. And the hollow tantalizing sensation of the ruined orgasm tore me back from the edge. She laughed in my face as the first spurt of cum shot out, splattering across her toes and arch, dripping between each one. 

“God, you’re disgusting,” Lydia sneered, wiggling her toes in the sticky mess as more dribbled from my cock, smearing over her skin. 

“Now clean it,” Florence snapped. “Every drop. Swallow it all.” 

I dropped to my stomach instantly, pressing my tongue against Lydia’s toes, licking the warm cum from between them. The taste was thick and salty, humiliating beyond belief. I kissed and sucked until every trace was gone, my tongue darting between her toes to collect the last drops. 

“Good slut,” Florence purred, patting my cheek mockingly. “Nothing but a cum rag for our feet.” 

I swallowed hard, licking the final streak from Lydia’s big toe. My cage throbbed painfully, my cock twitching even as it softened. 

Then the sound of the front door opening froze me in place. 

I lifted my head, my mouth wet, Lydia’s toes still between my lips. 

A stunning brunette stepped into the room, her large tits straining against a tight blouse, her waist narrow, her hips full. Her hair was dark and glossy, her face classically beautiful in a way that made my stomach clench. Her expression was amused, cruel, serious all at once. 

She took one look at me on the floor, licking Lydia’s cum-slick toes, and burst out laughing. 

Florence’s eyes lit up. “Elizabeth,” she said, her voice full of delight. 


Chapter 10: Elizabeth Cometh 


Elizabeth stepped into the room like she owned it. The brunette’s hair fell sleek over her shoulders, dark and glossy, her face the kind of perfect that belonged on magazine covers. Wide cheekbones, sharp jaw, full lips painted deep red. Her tits were huge, round, pressing against the front of her tight white blouse so hard the buttons looked ready to burst. Her skirt clung to her hips and thighs, cutting off just high enough to show the smooth curve of her long legs. 


She looked down at me kneeling on the floor, my lips wet from licking Lydia’s toes, my cage dripping, my face red with humiliation. She laughed — not a nervous laugh, but a low, confident one that cut through me like a blade. 

“Well,” Elizabeth said smoothly, her voice rich and commanding. “Is this the little bitch you’ve both been bragging about?” 

Florence giggled on the bed, her tennis skirt still bunched around her waist, her tits bare. “Yep. Isn’t he pathetic?” 

Lydia smirked, wiggling her toes in front of my face just to humiliate me further. “He’ll do anything we tell him. Literally anything.” 

Elizabeth stepped closer, her heels clicking against the floor. She tilted her head and gestured at me. “Stand up. Slowly. Let me get a good look.” 

I obeyed, my legs trembling as I rose in the heels Florence had locked me in. My cage pulsed between my thighs, dripping precum onto the floor. 

“Spin,” Elizabeth ordered, folding her arms under her massive tits. 

I turned in a shaky circle, my cage jutting forward, my ass thrust back by the heels, every inch of me on display. 

She laughed again, shaking her head. “God, you’re even worse than they described. A walking humiliation.” 

Florence clapped her hands like a teacher encouraging a student. “Spin faster, bitch.” 

I spun quicker, my face burning, the room spinning around me. My cage swung painfully, my thighs slick with precum. 

“Stop,” Elizabeth snapped. 

I froze instantly. 

She stepped behind me, her hand landing hard on my ass. The smack echoed, sharp and hot, sending me forward a step. Then she spanked me again, harder, the sting blooming across my skin. 

“You make such a good little toy,” Elizabeth said, her tone cruel but playful. “I can see why they like you.” 

“Thank you, Goddess,” I whispered, my voice shaking. 

Elizabeth stepped back in front of me, her eyes raking over my body. “But toys need their limits tested. And you’re not ready for tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow?” I asked weakly. 

She smirked. “Yes. Olivia and I are going to use you. Florence thought it would be fun. You’ll want to be well-rested. We have plans.” 

My cage throbbed painfully. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Elizabeth reached into her bag and pulled out something that made my stomach drop: a new chastity device. It gleamed black and cruel, spiked along the inside. Tiny dull points lined the tube where my cock would sit, designed to press into the skin with every twitch. 

Florence sat up, her blue eyes sparkling. “Oh, it’s perfect. He’ll scream just trying to sleep in that.” 

Elizabeth smirked and knelt down in front of me. “Take that useless Blossom off. You’re upgrading.” 

My hands shook as I fumbled with the key Florence tossed me. The Blossom popped free, my swollen cock springing out, red and dripping. I gasped at the brief relief of freedom. 

Elizabeth grabbed my shaft in her manicured fingers, squeezing hard until I whimpered. “Pathetic little thing,” she mocked. “You leak like a slut just from being touched.” 

She shoved the spiked cage over me, sliding my cock inside the tight tube. The spikes pressed instantly into my skin, not enough to pierce but sharp enough to sting with every movement. I hissed, my hips jerking. 

“Don’t move,” Elizabeth said flatly. She locked the cage with a snap, the key jingling in her hand. “There. Now every time you twitch, you’ll feel exactly how worthless you are.” 

Florence giggled, clapping like a child. “Oh, it suits him. Look at him squirm.” 

Lydia leaned back, her nighty slipping down to show one nipple. “God, I love seeing him suffer.” 

Elizabeth reached into her bag again and pulled out a small blue pill. She held it up between two fingers, her smile cruel. “Open your mouth.” 

I obeyed willingly, my lips parting. 

She placed the pill on my tongue and tipped a glass of water against my lips. I swallowed. 

“Sildenafil, makes your dick hard,” she said, smirking. “Let’s see how your little cock handles getting hard against spikes all night long.” 

My stomach dropped, my cage already pulsing painfully at the thought. “Thank you, Goddess,” I whispered, my voice breaking. 

Elizabeth leaned close, her perfume thick, her lips brushing my ear. “Goodnight, my sweet little painslut.” She kissed my cheek mockingly, then stood. 

Florence jumped up from the bed, her tits bouncing, and rushed to Elizabeth’s side. She blushed as Elizabeth kissed her on the lips, slow and deliberate. Florence melted into it, moaning softly, her hand clinging to Elizabeth’s waist. 

When they pulled apart, Florence’s face was flushed bright red. She turned to me with a grin. “Fuck off, bitch. Go home. Rest up. Tomorrow’s going to be worse.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whispered, my balls aching already, my cock swelling uselessly against the cruel spikes, every throb sharp and unrelenting. 

I stumbled toward the door, my heels clicking on the floor, my cage biting into me with every step. Behind me, I could hear their laughter — three beautiful girls mocking me, already planning the next round of my humiliation. 

And I knew, as the spikes dug into my cock and the sildenafil started to burn through my veins, that there would be no sleep for me tonight. 


Act 7: Femdom Sorority Summer 


Chapter 1: A New Sorority Girl 


I was dreaming of Florence. 


“It’s so big,” she whispered, plump natural lips wet and gaping. 

I kept dreaming. 

Dreaming of the soft, practiced pressure of her mouth and the wet, sure motion of her tongue working the crown of my cock, and for a delicious second, the dream was real enough that I reached for it with my hands even as I woke, fingers fumbling over empty sheets. 

It was a dream because, of course, nothing of the sort had come close to happening since my gorgeous and sadistic neighbor Florence Frost had first snapped the Blossom cage on my cock and slid the key into her pocket with a wink and a smile. 

Ever since that day I had been her servant, and relief rare; when it did come, it was almost worse than the denial. 

Almost. 

I moaned, a soft, plaintive sound that came from somewhere under my ribs as my nipples hardened and my scalp prickled at the memory. 

The bed smelled faintly of floral soap and the perfume Florence Frost always wore, and my body, stupid, obedient thing that it was, remembered what it had been taught. 

Instantl,y the spiked cage pressed against my hardening cock, and I tried to will myself back to sleep. 

“Good morning, sleepy head.” 

A warm hand ghosted down my sternum, cupped my balls, then slipped lower, fingers finding the rim of my asshole, and I nearly came fully awake with the feeling, half in a tangle of want and humiliation. 

“Mmm, good boy,” the sensual woman’s voice purred close to my ear, her breath hot and playful. “Moan like a good slut for your new mistress.” 

Her voice was bright with teasing, and I moaned again, a deeper, wetter sound that made her giggle. The ache in my cock sharpened as blood flooded me even though the spiked cage bit into the tender, erect length and told me in a lance of pain that waking pleasure would not come easy. 

The beautiful woman stopped spooning me then, the pressure of her hip sliding away like a promise withdrawn, and I felt the cruel space beside me as clearly as a physical bruise. 

She was a blonde with pouty lips and a laugh that lit the ceiling above us, and when she caught my expression she chirped delightedly. 

“I’m Olivia, silly,” she said, voice all bright mischief. “I volunteered to get you ready for breakfast. Florence said you’re a wreck in the morning and we can’t have that.” 

I swallowed, the cage clamping and pulsing against my shaft, the spines inside pressing at sensitive skin in a way that suggested they would track every twitch of blood. 

“Thank you, Olivia,” I breathed, because that was what the girls liked, because gratitude kept the punishments at bay and led to the possibility of reward. 

And I really, really wanted a reward. 

She laughed, a sound like bells, and her long manicured nails trailed lightly over my chest, feather soft and utterly devastating. 

“Let’s see how pretty we can make you,” she said, sweetly. 

She kissed the hollow at my throat, kissed where my collarbone rose, then slid her hand lower until she cupped the metal over my caged cock, feeling the warmth and the slick of my leaking precum. 

“You’re prettier than the others said,” Olivia whispered right into my ear, her tongue dancing around my lobe, her fingers twisting my nipples. “I think you and I are going to have a lot of fun together.” 


Chapter 2: Up and at ‘em 


“This really won’t do,” she said, tugging me by the hand. 


She led me into the bathroom where her suitcase was already waiting on the tiled floor. She opened it and began laying out the things she had packed: razors, shaving cream, bottles of lotion, stockings, and a few small metal devices that glinted under the light. 

“Get in the shower, stinky man,” she ordered. 

I obeyed. 

The hot water ran down my body while Olivia hummed and worked the razor with practiced movements. She shaved me everywhere, from my chest down to my legs, talking the entire time about how smooth and pretty I had to be for all the girls once they arrived. 

She said, “Florence demanded nothing less than perfect, and a nice smooth body makes you easier to enjoy. She likes her bitches pretty, she’s quite particular about it at times…” 

Her tone was cheerful and mocking at the same time, and every word reminded me that my body wasn’t mine anymore. 

That I had willingly given my consent for this humiliation. 

It just made it all the more embarrassing. 

When she finished my legs, she turned me around. She spread my ass cheeks and dragged the razor carefully between them, shaving me clean. I flinched when her other hand pressed against my hole. She circled it slowly with one finger, just enough to make me squirm. The cold metal of the spiked cage rubbed against my skin, and the ache grew sharper with every touch. 

“Awh, poor drippy boy,” she said. “That spiked cage must really, really hurt.” She gripped it with two fingers and gave it a tug. “What about a new one?” 

“Yes,” I begged. “Please. Anything. Please.” 

She tilted her head, smirking. “Are you sure? You might not like it.” 

“I’m sure,” I said quickly. “I’m super sure. Yes please, Miss.” 

Olivia reached into the suitcase and pulled out an inverted flat metal chastity cage. She held it in front of me like a prize. It was smooth and unforgiving, the kind of device that swallowed everything until nothing was left. My heart raced as she unlocked me and removed the spiked cage. My cock throbbed painfully when it was free, swollen from the constant stimulation. Olivia tapped the head with her finger and laughed at the way I twitched. 

“Pathetic,” she said. “But kinda cute. Like a bean!” 

Then she slid the flat cage over me, pushing my cock down until it disappeared into the narrow chamber. She locked it in place, turning the key with a click. The sensation was immediate. The cage pressed me down, erased the shape of my cock, and left only a smooth, humiliating plate of metal. It pulsed hard against my skin as I struggled with the pressure. 

“Much better,” Olivia said. “Now you’re nothing but a smooth little slut. No one will even know you had a cock.” 

I groaned in frustration, but she pressed her foot against my shoulder and pushed me to my knees. 

“Thank me,” she demanded. 

I bent down and kissed her foot, first her toes and then the soft arch. She made me move slowly across both feet, licking and kissing until she was satisfied. The taste of her skin stayed on my tongue while my cock strained uselessly in the flat cage. 

“Good boy,” she said at last. “Now we can make you look the part.” 

Olivia dried me off with a towel and pulled me to the stool by the sink. She rolled stockings up my legs, tugging them into place until they clung tight and high on my thighs. The nylon shone under the bathroom light and made my legs look weak and exposed. She patted them and smiled. 

“Slutty stockings for a slutty bitch,” she said. 

Then she opened a small case of makeup. She dusted powder across my face, dabbed color on my cheeks, and pressed a bit of gloss onto my lips. She didn’t rush. She made me sit still and endure every touch while she worked. I saw myself in the mirror, bare and smooth, the flat cage erasing my cock, my legs covered in stockings, and my lips shining. 

I flushed with shame. 

“Perfect,” Olivia said. She leaned down, kissed me on the cheek, and wiped a bit of gloss onto her own finger. “You’re ready.” 

She stood and pulled me to my feet. The cage throbbed every time I moved. The stockings rubbed against my thighs. The faint smell of her lotion clung to my skin. She stepped back to admire me and nodded. 

“Let’s go,” she said. 

I followed her out of the bathroom, my head lowered. My cock pulsed in the flat metal, trapped and denied, while my stomach churned with humiliation. Every step reminded me of what she had done to me, and every glance from her reminded me that this was only the beginning. 


Chapter 3: Lydia, the kitchen, and the prod 


Lydia was already in the kitchen when we arrived. 


God, that woman knew how to torture me. 

She stood bare from the waist up, small breasts exposed, dusky nipples hard. She wore a lacy white thong that left her spankable ass and long legs exposed. Her feet were neat, toes polished. She moved around the cooker like she owned the room. 

“Morning drippy,” She tapped the flat cage with one long finger and laughed. 

“Pretty stockings for a slut,” she said, spining me around and smacking my ass before adding. “You’re going to help with breakfast. Come on.” 

She handed me a wooden spoon and put me at the hob. The kitchen smelled like coffee and citrus. I stood with the flat cage pressing against my skin, stockings slick against my calves. My hands shook as I stirred because the metal sat tight and pulled whenever I shifted. 

Lydia watched me while she set out bowls and cut fruit. 

She spoke in short sentences. 

“Whisk faster,” she said. 

I whisked. 

“You need some…incentive,” Lydia said and opened a drawer. 

To retrieve an electric prod. 

My eyes widened. 

“Good boy you know what it is,” she grinned and jabbit it at my nipple. 

“Agh!” I yelped, the pain making me jump. 

Lydia giggled. “Oh, you and I are going to have so much fun together!” 

I gulped, cock pulsating within the cage. 

“Don’t dawdle,” she said. “You’re useless when you dawdle.” 

I moved quicker. Lydia stood behind me and watched the way my body responded to the flat cage, how the metal made my cock an absence. 

She tested the metal again. “I’ve never seen a cage so flat, does it hurt?” 

“Not hurt, not really,” I whispered. “But the denial is…its agony.” 

Lydia laughed. “Music to my ears, what more with a tiny cock chastity bitch like you deserve, eh?” 

After an eternity of cooking and leaping away from the electric prod, she finally let up. 

“Finish up,” she ordered. “When everything’s ready, get up on the table.” 

I set plates into neat rows, wiped counters until nothing showed, and moved with the efficiency she demanded. When I paused she tapped the prod against my thigh and the sting made me hurry. She cleared space on the central table, folded a towel, and looked at me. 

“Up,” she said with a grin. 

I climbed onto the table on trembling legs and knelt where she indicated. I spread my legs on command and the flat cage lay exposed through the thin fabric. Lydia pressed the prod to the metal again. The shock made me flinch and made a small useless sound. 

She set the prod down and listened. In the hall, heels thundered down the stairs, and Lydia smiled. “Time to meet all the girls.” 


Chapter 4: The Humiliating Center Peice 


They tied me flat on the table, wrists pulled out, ankles spread. My back pressed against the wood and the cold surface almost made me grateful for the stockings. 


My cock was locked tight in the flat cage, already straining. Lydia fixed a vibrator to my thigh with tape, the head pushed directly against the metal so every movement made it buzz. 

It stayed there, humming, the constant edge that kept me panting. Precum leaked through the holes in the cage, wetting the nylon, running down my leg in thin streaks. 

For me it was complete torture. 

For everyone else: it was simply breakfast. 

They set the food across me as if I were nothing but a platter. Bowls of fruit, plates of pancakes, cups balanced close enough that I could smell the syrup dripping over my skin. My humiliation was part of the meal, and every second the vibrator pressed into me I twitched beneath it, helpless. 

Florence entered first. She was flawless as always, her blonde hair pulled back into a sleek ponytail, her bright blue eyes sparkling with cruel delight. She wore a skintight red workout one-peice. Her perky tits pressed against the fabric, nipples faintly outlined, and the sight of her made me harder even though the cage crushed me down. She stood over me and smiled. “Exactly how I like to see you,” she said. 

Elizabeth came next. Her long dark hair fell loose around her shoulders, glossy and rich, framing her sharp, classically beautiful face. Her big tits strained against a black corset top that shoved them up high, matched with latex leggings that clung to her thighs. She looked severe, statuesque, every inch the poised brunette goddess she was. Her eyes landed on me like a verdict. She picked up a piece of fruit, held it over me, then pinched my skin hard before putting it in her mouth. Every time she took something, she pinched again. 

Florence sat at the edge of the table and began feeding me bites from a fork. She didn’t rush. She raised the fork, slid it into my mouth, then waited until I swallowed. 

“Say thank you,” she said each time, and I obeyed, the words hoarse. 

My lips tasted of sugar and salt from my own sweat. 

Olivia leaned over me, her blonde hair brushing my chest, her pouty lips curled into a mischievous smile. She tugged at my nipples with her fingers, twisted until I gasped, then laughed brightly. 

“Such sensitive little nips,” she said. “I like that in a subby!” 

She bent down and sucked one nipple between her lips, biting just enough to leave me squirming. 

Lydia took her position at the foot of the table. Her green eyes glinted as she opened her suitcase and pulled out toys. She slid one finger into me, then two, slick and quick, stretching me as the vibrator kept my cock trembling in the flat cage. She hummed softly to herself, not even looking at me, as if my body were just another chore she enjoyed. Each time I clenched, she pushed harder, forcing me open and reminding me how little control I had. 

The girls ate casually, passing plates, sipping from their cups, and using me as their table. Elizabeth never missed a chance to pinch. Olivia teased my nipples without pause. Florence kept feeding me until I was stuffed, and every mouthful came with the demand for thanks. Lydia kept me stretched, fingers pressing deeper, toys sliding in and out while I moaned. The vibrator never stopped, the constant pressure against the cage making me drip until my thighs were slick. 

My body shook, pulled between too many sensations at once. Every edge of pain and pleasure blurred together. I wanted to cum, but the cage only crushed me harder. I wanted to close my legs, but the ties held me wide open. I wanted to beg, but Florence looked down at me and shook her head as if she already knew. “Not yet,” she said quietly, and the words pinned me harder than the ropes. 

The food disappeared slowly, piece by piece, until the table looked bare except for my body. My skin was sticky from syrup, from juice, from their hands smearing food across me without care. The vibrator buzzed harder against the cage as Lydia adjusted it, pressing it deeper into the metal so my cock throbbed without release. 

Elizabeth bit into a strawberry and pressed the juice to my lips with her thumb. Olivia twisted both nipples at once and laughed at the way I groaned around the fruit Florence slid into my mouth. Lydia pushed another toy deeper into my ass and slapped my thigh when I clenched. 

The doorbell rang. The sharp sound cut through everything. 

Florence froze for a moment, then smiled. She wiped her hands delicately on a napkin and stood. Her eyes swept over me, tied down, dripping, covered in food, cage pressed so tight it ached. 

“Oh look,” she said, her voice smooth. “The other girls must be here.” 

She left me there, still bound, the vibrator buzzing against the cage, my hole stretched open by Lydia’s toys, nipples sore from Olivia’s teasing, thighs sticky with precum. The sound of heels thundering down the stairs filled the house as the newcomers arrived. 

Florence looked back at me once more, her grin wide. 

“Time to meet all the girls.” 


Chapter 5: A Stampede of Sadistic Sorotiy Girls 


Nothing can prepare you for the moment five new sorority girls storm into the kitchen to find four others eating breakfast off your naked body. Not that I imagine it’s a skill most people need. But tied flat on the dining table, wrists bound wide, ankles stretched, cock locked in the flat steel cage, stockings tight on my legs, nipples sore and wet from Olivia’s teeth, hole stretched around Lydia’s toy, vibrator buzzing constantly against the metal, syrup and juice smeared across my chest: there wasn’t a part of me that wasn’t already broken open by humiliation. 


Then the door burst wide and heels clattered across the tiles. 

Five girls rushed in, loud, laughing, squealing, their voices overlapping as they saw me spread out like the sorority’s personal centerpiece. 

“Holy shit,” one gasped, an English accent sharp and bright. She was tall, blonde, her pale tits spilling out of a tiny bikini top that looked ready to snap. “Florence, you didn’t say we’d be eating breakfast off a boy!” 

“Correction,” Florence said smoothly from her chair, crossing her legs, her blue eyes gleaming. “You’re not eating off a boy. You’re eating off my bitch.” 

The girls screamed and giggled, the sound like knives scraping inside my chest. 

Another voice cut through, deeper, darker. A tall Black girl stood behind them, her bald head gleaming, hoop earrings brushing her neck, tits huge and round in a bright red bikini. Her grin was wide, cruel, her long nails tapping against her thigh. “Goddamn. Look at him drip. You weren’t kidding, Florence.” 

Two smaller girls darted forward together — South Korean, both petite but toned, their hair glossy and dark, one cut short and sharp, the other falling in long waves. Their bikinis were cut so tiny they may as well have been strips of floss. Nipples stiff under the thin fabric, asses swallowed by the strings, long smooth legs gleaming with lotion. 

They whispered to each other in Korean before one leaned down close to me, her eyes narrowing. “Pathetic,” she said in accented English, poking the flat cage with her fingertip. Her friend giggled, reaching down to smear a line of syrup across my cheek with one manicured nail. 

I whimpered, my face burning, precum dripping uselessly inside the cage. 

And then the last of the group — another English girl — pushed forward. Tilly. Blonde, round-faced, with fat tits that bounced freely even in her tiny bikini. She clapped her hands like a child and squealed. “Pool party!” 

“Pool party!” the others echoed, screaming and giggling, their voices filling the kitchen. 

Before I could even beg, they surged out the door, feet thundering across the hall, shrieks and laughter fading toward the back of the house. 

I was left behind. 

Shackled to the table. 

Covered in the remains of their breakfast. 

My cock aching in the flat metal cage, vibrator buzzing mercilessly. 

Florence stood gracefully, wiping her fingers on a napkin. She looked down at me, her blonde hair shining, her perky tits pressing against her blouse. Her smile was cruel. “Don’t worry, bitch. You’ll get to join them soon enough.” 

Olivia leaned over me, her pouty lips curved into a wicked grin. “You’re going to look so cute out there, dripping in your little cage while all the girls watch.” She twisted one nipple between her fingers until I gasped. 

Elizabeth leaned against the counter, her dark hair loose, her big tits straining against her corset. “He’ll probably cum in his cage the second he sees all that skin. He’s pathetic enough.” 

Lydia hummed softly, still sliding her toy in and out of me with lazy precision. “Don’t forget the prod,” she said, her green eyes sparkling. “He works better when he’s reminded what happens if he disappoints us.” 

The four of them laughed together, cruel and casual, while I lay there helpless. My body shook from the constant vibrator, every nerve raw. I wanted to beg, but my throat felt too tight. 

Florence bent close, brushing her lips against my ear. “Enjoy the quiet, bitch. Once we take you outside, you won’t have it again. You’re about to meet the whole sorority.” 

She straightened, smoothing her skirt, her heels clicking on the floor as she turned away. “Untie him,” she ordered Lydia. 

Lydia pulled the ropes loose, yanking me upright by the arm. My legs wobbled, the heels making me stumble. The vibrator finally switched off, leaving me gasping, thighs slick with precum. 

“Up, slut,” Lydia said sharply, smacking my ass as I staggered to my feet. 

Florence clapped her hands once. “Time for the pool party.” 

The girls filed out, laughter echoing, heels clattering, voices carrying through the halls. I stumbled after them, my cage throbbing, my stomach churning, humiliation burning hotter with every step. 

I already knew. Out there, in the sun, in front of five new girls I’d never seen before, my body wasn’t mine. My body was theirs. 

And the pool party was just beginning. 


Chapter 6: The Force of Nature that is Tilly Stratton 


“Cannonball!” Tilly screamed, voice bright and silly as she launched herself from the roof, her fat tits wobbling in the barely-there bikini like they’d been built to defy gravity. 


The splash hit the pool with a glorious roar and everyone whooped, the house filling with laugher and sun and the smell of chlorine and sunscreen.
 I watched from my spot on the deck, knelt naked beside Florence like a little decorative thing, my flat steel cage pressing me down, my thighs slick with the residue from breakfast, the vibrator long since reattached by Lydia and humming low against the metal. 


Florence lay back on a sun lounger, white dress pushed up around her hips, one hand fanning herself in lazy, perfect boredom. She sipped a mocktail with the other, watching Tilly’s display as if the whole scene had been arranged precisely to please her. Every so often her bare foot would find the curve of my cage and she’d give me a casual kick, just enough to remind me of how ridiculous my situation was.. 

“Look at her,” Florence said softly, half to herself, blue eyes relaxed and bright. “She’s ridiculous.” 

Tilly hauled herself from the pool, bikini sliding loose on the hips as water rolled off her. The top shifted and then fell open, and suddenly both tits were free and pale in the sun, nipples hard, small beads of water clinging to the skin. She laughed, breathless, and the other girls hooted and catcalled, but she seemed to love the attention the way some people crave applause. 

She stalked over to the deck where I knelt, dripping, cage gleaming in the light, and perched herself in a patch of sun like a queen that had been expecting my obedience all along. 

“You,” she said, pointing her chin at me with a grin, “come here.” 

I swallowed and crawled forward on my knees. 

Tilly laughed and pushed herself up so she was towering over me, tits swinging in the breeze. She leaned forward until she was face-to-face, and then, with a deliberately bratty air, she grabbed my hands. 

“Hold them,” she ordered, grabbing my wrists and planting my palms on the soft curve of one breast, then the other, until the weight filled my hands and my shoulders hunched under it. 

My heart hammered, my cock a small, smothered thing inside the flat metal. The pressure against the cage made it ache, every beat of blood a reminder that nothing I did would change how locked I was. I kept my mouth shut and my eyes lowered and tried not to think of anything but the heat and the soft skin under my palms. 

Tilly’s breath was warm and slightly salty. She wiggled her hips so the sun hit her more perfectly, and I felt the tilt of her breasts against my face and the heaviness of them in my hands. 

“Do you like my tits?” she asked conversationally, like she was asking if I preferred chocolate or vanilla. 

Her fingers tickled the inside of my wrist. 

“Yes,” I whispered, obedient and aching. 

She smiled, pleased. 

“Would you like to suck my nipples?” she asked, voice high and teasing. 

“Yes,” I said again, like the obedient fool I was, desperate for any permission, any small kindness. 

She laughed, a bright, cruel sound that made something hollow in my chest flip. 

“Too bad.” She pushed me away gently, fingers cool on my skin, and hopped up, flicking her hair over one shoulder while she flounced off toward the pool, her bikini slipping in such a way that the sight of it made my chest throb. 

She left me there, gripping the empty air where her tits had been a second before, cheek burning and stomach aching. 

My cage pulsed harder at the loss, the flat metal feeling even more like punishment because there was nothing to press against anymore. I glanced up and saw Florence watching with slow approval, hand wrapped around her drink, the occasional cruel curl at the corner of her mouth as if she’d planned that exact moment. She raised her glass and sipped, enjoying on the way Tilly was adored by the other girls. 

A light tap on my shoulder made me start. Two of the Korean girls stood behind me now, bobbing slightly with tiny giggles. They were in micro one-pieces that did nothing but bisect their asses and barely cover their nipples. 

The shorter one, with the blunt cut, leaned down close enough that I could smell the faint mint of her lip gloss. 

“We need you,” she said in accented English, soft and dangerous. Her fingers feathered across the top of my cage, making me shiver. “Come with us.” 

Her friend circled around and gave my cheek a light, expert pinch that made me wince, as if testing how far I could be pushed before I broke. 

“You look delicious,” she added, and her smile was small and predatory. 

Tilly had disappeared back into the throng, laughing at something Lydia had said, and Florence sat up, smirking at me as if she’d just watched a favorite show. 

“Be a good boy,” she called, voice light. “Serve the girls. Don’t be useless.” 

I gulped. “I’ll try my best!” 


Chapter 7: Two exchange students that are learning english but are intimately familiar with the language of desperate men… 


They led me inside and shut the door behind us, the sound of the pool party muffled. 


The two beautiful Korean girls pulled me into the sitting room and smiled at each other, their faces suddenly serious. Ha-Yoon crossed her arms and tapped a manicured nail against her palm, she had a blunt cut and tiny tits, but her bikini was so small I could make out the edges of her creamy areola on the edge of the swimsuit. 

“We’re having an argument. I think, spanking hurts more,” she said flatly. 

The Bora, shook her head, her bikini bottom cutting the most striking camel toe I’d ever seen. “No. Slaps to the thigh. They sting for longer.” 

They argued in soft voices, precise and sharp, and I knelt there like a piece of furniture while they measured out which pain would teach me the lesson they wanted me to learn. 

“Ugh, this is pointless. Listen bitch, you’re going to help us to decide,” Ha-Yoon said finally. “Understand and agree?” 

God she was blunt. 

I nodded. “Yes, miss.” 

“You’ll take the spanking,” she decided, voice crisp. “Bend over my lap.” 

I obeyed. 

My legs were trembling as I climbed up onto her knees, my face down against the cushion, the flat cage pressing against the wood of the coffee table. 

She pulled my cheeks apart with one hand and struck me across the ass with the flat of her palm. The slap landed hard and clean and hot, and I cried out, the sound slipping out of me before I had any control over it. 

“That one shouldn’t count, let me try harder,” she said, not unkindly, as if she were a scientist. (later I’d find out that was exactly what she was). 

She spanked again and again, palm after palm, the room filling with the rhythm of skin on skin and the sharp burning that followed. My thighs shook where they pressed against the cushion, my shoulders bunched against the couch, my breath coming in short bursts as the pain built into a constant heat that made my whole body thrum. 

After what felt like an hour but was only minutes, but eventually I yelled. “Ow, stop, please!” 

Immediately Ha-Yoon paused and counted softly on her fingers, kissed me on the forehead and tutted. “Dissapointing to say the least.” 

From the mirror I could see that my ass was a map of red lines, my skin hot and tender, and I wanted to curl inward and hide inside myself, but the rope around my wrists and the flat cage kept me exposed and useless. 

I know I could have left if I’d wanted to. But some part of me was still intensely curious what her friend would do to me next. 

They moved me without ceremony from her lap to the floor, and the Bora nodded with a small smile that had no sweetness in it. She pushed me down and spread my legs, holding them open with her knees. 

“Now the thigh slaps,” she said, and her hand rose. 

She slapped the inside of my right thigh. The sting seared, higher and sharper than the blows to my ass, and I sucked in air around the sound Ha-Yoon had made me hold. 

She slapped the left thigh, then the right, then the left, faster now, the rhythm quick and punishing. My thighs trembled under the blows, red marks appearing like bruises blooming beneath the skin. 

I clenched and unclenched, the flat cage pressing against the table where it rested, the vibrator buzzed against that unyielding metal, and every strike made my muscles jump and a hot shame pulse through me. I kept my eyes lowered because looking at them felt like begging for mercy, and they were not in the business of giving it. 

When the slaps slowed, both girls stepped back and examined their work, trading notes in low voices about the depth of the marks and who had landed the hardest. Ha-Yoon had taken fewer blows, and the Bora had taken more. They compared numbers like competitors, then looked at me the way someone inspects a project they have just finished. 

“You bowed out early,” the Bora said to Ha-Yoon with an edge of accusation. “He gave up quicker for you.” 

Ha-Yoon shrugged, a small smile playing around the corner of her mouth. 

“He’s yours to worship then a bets a bet,” she said, hardly sounding upset about it. “Oh well, next time!” 

They pushed me forward and ordered me to my knees again, and I moved. 

Ha-Yoon leaned forward, smoothed her bikini down, and crouched so that her asshole sat right in front of my face like an invitation. 

“Worship,” she said simply. “You earned it.” 

I leaned in and kissed the rim, tasting salt and skin and the faint trace of sunscreen, and then I spread my lips and started to lick, slow and steady, because hunger or no hunger, obedience came first. 

My tongue worked at the tight hole, my lips pressed and sucked as she adjusted and breathed and told me to go deeper, to prove I appreciated her the gift of worshipping her asshole. 

I swallowed my pride with every stroke and thought only of the one rule that had never changed: obey and maybe you will be rewarded later. 

When she had had enough and pushed back with a satisfied hum, the Bora pushed her arm forward and presented her armpits like a prize. 

“My turn,” she said, slapping my cage. “Lick my pits bitch, it’s more than you deserve.” 

Her pits were tight and scented and warm, and she made me press my lips to their hollow, kiss and lick and press until the salt of her skin filled my mouth. She made me keep my hands away and my face down as if worship only existed in vertical lines and silence. 

They called me names as I worked, cuck and loser and toy. Each taunt dug a little deeper into my chest and made the flat metal bite harder against my cock. I was told to watch while the two of them shared a private laugh and then slid together, brief and dismissive, because they wanted to see me humiliated by their closeness. 

They kissed and touched one another, mouths on one anothers breasts, fingers disappearing into one another’s bikini bottoms. 

“Touch your pathetic little cage like a clit,” Ha-Yoon said suddenly, pointing at my caged cock. “Be good girl!” 

Bora giggled through a moan as her friend slipped a finger in her asshole. 

I did as I was told, slow and rhythmic, my fingers pressed against the flat steel, feeling nothing but the sting from the marks on my thighs. 

The girls laughed and kissed and used each other with arduous hunger. 

Then a soft sultry voice came from the hallway, low and amused. “You girls get into all the fun without me?” 

I looked up, my fingers still pressed to the cage, as the beautiful black girl stepped into the doorway with that patient, hungry smile I didn’t know whether to fear or crave… 


Chapter 8: Face that Ensnared a Thousand Subs 


Helen leaned against the doorframe, grinning wide. 


Her tall frame filled the space, her bald head gleaming under the light, big hoop earrings brushing her neck. Her skin was dark, smooth, perfect, and her long nails gleamed under a fresh coat of polish. She crossed her arms under her huge tits, the bright red bikini she wore barely covering them, the fabric stretched tight. Her grin widened when she saw me staring. 

“Come here, boy,” she said, her voice low and steady. 

I obeyed, my legs shaky from the spanking and slaps. The cage pressed hard between my thighs with every step. 

“I’m Helen,” she said as I dropped to my knees in front of her. “You’ll remember it.” 

“I’m studying anatomy in college and I think you could help me,” She tilted her head, hoop earrings swinging. “See…I want to check something. I want to see if you shrank.” 

I swallowed hard, my throat dry. “Yes, Goddess.” 

Helen crouched down and handed me a marvelous little key, her long nails tapping lightly on the flat cage. 

“Unlock it,” she ordered. 

My fingers shook as I slid the key into the lock and popped the steel plate open. My cock flopped free, red and swollen from hours inside the metal, but already it twitched as the cooler air hit it. I moaned softly at the brief sensation of freedom. 

Helen grinned wider. “Good. Now let’s see.” 

She leaned forward and wrapped her full, lush lips around the head of my cock. I gasped, every nerve in my body lighting up at the shock of her mouth. It was wet and soft and so perfect I nearly collapsed right there. 

Then she pulled back and looked down, her eyebrow raised. My cock hung heavy but still soft, limp and useless. 

She held up her other hand and showed me a small stopwatch, already ticking. 

“Still soft,” she said, her voice amused. “That’s interesting…..the refractory period is…” 

My stomach churned. “I—” 

“Quiet,” Helen snapped, and she spat lightly on her hand, then wrapped her long fingers around my shaft. She jerked me once, twice, hard and fast, watching my cock bounce. 

“Any luck?” she pouted. 

Still not hard. 

She laughed low, shaking her head. “Even with my mouth, even with my hand, you’re not hard.” She clicked the stopwatch and smiled cruelly. “Do you want me to play with your clitty instead?” 

My face burned hot. “Yes, Goddess,” I whispered. 

Helen smirked, leaning closer. She pressed her long nail against the tip of my cock, right at the slit, and flicked gently. 

“That little nub is no cock, its a silly little clit,” she said. 

She circled the head with her fingertip, teasing it the way she’d toy with a girl’s pussy. 

Instantly my cock surged, growing stiff, throbbing hard in her grip. 

“Well, well,” Helen said with a grin. “That’s interesting. Humiliation makes you instantly hard. Very interesting indeed.” She tapped the stopwatch, stopping the time, and laughed deep in her chest. “You’re a pathetic little bitch, but you’re not a badscience experiment.” 

I groaned, my cock straining in her hand, precum leaking freely down her palm. 

Helen stood tall again, towering over me, wiping her hand on my chest with casual contempt. 

“Up,” she ordered. “I’m done with you now.” 

I scrambled to my feet, cock still hard and dripping. 

She leaned down suddenly, her lips brushing mine, then her tongue sliding across my cheek as if tasting me. I moaned helplessly, my cock twitching harder. 

Then she bit my ear lightly, pulled back, and smacked my balls with the flat of her palm. The slap rang out, sharp and hot, and I doubled over with a cry, cock jerking uselessly. 

“Pathetic little clitty boy,” Helen said, her grin wide as she locked me back up. “Get back to the party before I make you crawl all the way there.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, clutching my aching balls. 

She flicked my forehead with one long nail and stepped back. “Run.” 

I stumbled out of the room, cock now throbbing in the cage, thighs sticky with precum, chest burning where she had wiped her spit. Behind me I could still hear Helen’s laughter, low and cruel, echoing down the hallway. 

I rushed back toward the sound of voices. 




Chapter 9: The Terrifying Nature of a Woman Named Tamy 

Tamy was waiting by the bar cart, her long legs crossed neatly at the ankle, her severe English accent cutting through the noise of the pool party. She was tall, slim, her pale skin freckled across her shoulders, her tits small but pointed in a dark bikini that looked sharp against her complexion. Her short auburn hair was clipped back from her face, which was all cheekbones and sharp edges. She held a glass stem in her hand, half-filled with juice. 

“You,” she said, her eyes flicking down to the cage still locked around my cock. “Come here and make me a proper mocktail. Don’t waste my time.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I said quickly, rushing to the bar. My hands shook as I gathered the bottles, ice, and fruit. I mixed as carefully as I could, the cage throbbing, thighs still sore from the thigh-slapping game the Korean girls had played. 

Tamy watched me with her sharp eyes, expression unreadable. When I placed the glass in front of her she took one sip and spat the liquid back into it. 

“You missed an ingredient,” she said coldly. “Absolutely pathetic. Do you know what that earns you?” 

I swallowed, my chest tight. “Punishment, Goddess.” 

“Correct,” she said. She reached behind the bar and pulled out a long cane, slim and wicked. She flexed it between her hands, the whistling sound slicing the air. “Bend over. Hands on the bar.” 

My stomach twisted, but I obeyed, bending over the polished wood, my ass exposed, the flat cage pressing tight against me. 

Tamy stepped behind me, tapping the cane lightly across my cheeks, measuring her strike. “I’ve caned many boys,” she said conversationally, her accent crisp. “At my finishing school when I was 19, in my club in London, back at Cambridge. And do you know what they all had in common?” 

The cane cracked across my ass before I could answer. I yelped, the sting hot and sharp. 

“They all had bigger cocks than you,” she said flatly. 

The cane landed again, harder this time, making me gasp, my hands gripping the bar. 

“Pathetic little thing,” she continued, striking again. “At least when I caned those boys, I knew there was something between their legs worth locking away. You? You’re just a clitty in a cage.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I gasped, humiliation burning hotter than the cane marks striping my skin. 

“Every man. I’ve ever caned. Is.” She struck again, each word punctuated by a blow. “Bigger. Than. You.” 

I cried out, my ass on fire, cock leaking against the cage. 

“How many strokes have you earned, boy?” she asked sharply. 

“As many as you want, Goddess!” I cried, my voice breaking. 

She laughed coldly. “Good answer.” The cane whistled down again, the pain searing across both cheeks. I whimpered, thighs trembling. 

After a dozen more sharp strokes, Tamy stepped back, her breathing steady. “Kneel.” 

I dropped instantly, my knees hitting the tiles. 

She stood above me, sliding the bottom of her bikini aside, revealing her smooth, wet pussy. Her lips were already glistening, her clit swollen. She wrapped one hand around the cane and held it like a baton, the other sliding between her thighs. 

“Slap your balls,” she ordered. 

My eyes widened. “Yes, Goddess.” I cupped my balls and smacked them, the sting sharp. 

“Harder,” she snapped, fingers working her pussy. 

I obeyed, slapping harder, the sound loud in the air. My balls ached, the cage biting into my cock. 

“Again. Again. Keep going,” she commanded, her accent clipped, cruel. “All those boys in England with their big cocks. I made them cry. I made them thank me. And here you are, with nothing, slapping your little balls like a bitch while I get myself off.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I whimpered, smacking harder, the ache spreading through my gut. 

She gasped, her fingers sliding faster over her clit, juices dripping down her thighs. “That’s it. Look at you. Pathetic little cage slut. Nothing but a pain toy.” 

I kept slapping, tears in my eyes, my thighs trembling. 

“Beg for it,” Tamy ordered, her voice sharp. 

“Please cum, Goddess! Please let me lick it!” I cried, my balls burning. 

She moaned, her hips jerking, her accent cutting through her gasp. “Keep slapping, harder, don’t stop—” 

Her pussy spasmed, and she cried out, her orgasm sharp and loud. A jet of clear girl cum spurted from her, splashing my face, running down my cheeks, dripping into my open mouth. I gasped, the taste sharp, the humiliation sharper. She squirted again, soaking me, her thighs shaking as she ground her pussy against her own hand, spraying more across my forehead and lips. 

I opened my mouth wide, licking at the air, swallowing every drop I could. 

“Good little bitch,” she gasped, her accent still sharp even through her panting. “That’s all you deserve.” 

I lapped it up, my face soaked, my cage dripping, my balls aching from the constant slapping. 

Tamy finally stepped back, tugging her bikini bottom into place, her breathing slowing. She looked down at me with disdain. “Worse than all of them,” she said softly. “And yet somehow useful.” 

I stayed kneeling, chest heaving, cum juice dripping down my chin. 

Before she could speak again, Florence’s voice rang out from the hallway, clear and commanding. “Bitch, get in here.” 

I scrambled to my feet, wiping at my face uselessly, my cage pulsing, and hurried toward Florence’s call, leaving Tamy smirking behind me, the cane still in her hand. 


Chapter 10: Here Come the Girls 


Florence was buzzing with energy. 


She clapped her hands as the girls piled into the bedroom, bags of clothes, shoes, and makeup spilling everywhere. Her blue eyes sparkled, her blonde hair loose around her shoulders, and her tits bounced under the thin tank top she wore. 

“Tonight’s the big night,” she said, her grin wide. “We’re all going out, and I want my slut here to keep us entertained while we get ready.” 

“Yes, Goddess,” I said quickly, standing by the door, cage heavy and aching, my ass still red from Tamy’s caning. 

Florence waved me to the cart by the wall. “So what are you waiting for? Start making us mocktails, bitch. Serve us properly. Don’t fuck it up like you did for Tamy, or you’ll wish you hadn’t been born.” 

“Yes, Goddess.” My hands shook as I gathered glasses, ice, juices, and fruit. 

The room filled with noise and laughter as the sorority stripped down to bras and panties, pulling out dresses and heels, curling irons heating, perfume clouds thick in the air. 

Tilly sat on the edge of the bed, tits spilling out of a lacy bra, pale nipples stiff. She smeared lotion across her thighs and grinned. 

“I’m going to get fucked stupid tonight,” she announced. “I can already taste the cum.” 

“Same,” Lydia said, sprawled on the floor in just her thong, her supple caramel thighs spread invitingly as she painted her toenails. “But I want to taste pussy too. Get some strange.” 

Olivia giggled, blonde hair bouncing as she leaned over the mirror to fix her lip gloss. “Boys or girls, doesn’t matter. I just want someone begging to eat my asshole by the end of the night.” 

Elizabeth stood by the closet, pulling on a corset top that shoved her tits high and tight. She checked herself in the mirror, severe and beautiful, and said in her calm, clipped voice, “I want a man with stamina. None of these quick-spurt idiots. Someone I can ride until my thighs shake. I want a real cock, no less than eight inches.” 

The Korean girls chatted together, their tiny panties leaving almost nothing covered, one bending over to wiggle her ass in the mirror, the other flicking her nipples playfully. 

“We’re going to make some boys suffer,” one said, grinning. 

Helen adjusted her hoop earrings, her bald head shining under the light, her big tits almost spilling out of her bra. “I just want someone to lick my pussy and them fuck me like a battering ram, what more could a girl need?.” 

Tamy, already dressed in a slim black dress, crossed her legs and sipped her mocktail after I handed it to her. 

“In England,” she said in her severe accent, “boys would line up to lick our shoes. I expect the same here.” 

They all laughed. 

I swallowed hard, the cage pulsing painfully as my eyes darted between tits, asses, stockings, smooth thighs. 

Every word about cock and pussy twisted the ache tighter. 

I stirred and poured, my hands trembling, trying not to spill. 

Florence leaned back on the bed, legs spread, her white skirt riding up to show her tiny pink panties. 

She took the mocktail I brought her and kicked me lightly in the cage with her foot. 

“Don’t look so desperate,” she teased. “We haven’t even started….yet” 

The girls preened, swapped clothes, argued over earrings, and compared lipstick shades. 

I knelt at their feet, serving drinks, swallowing the ache that grew harder with every flash of bare skin and every word about how they were going to use strangers that night while I stayed locked, denied, and humiliated. 

Finally, Florence looked at the clock, swore and clapped her hands again. “Time to go.” 

The girls slipped into their dresses and heels, perfume thick, lips glossy, tits and asses framed perfectly by fabric. They looked like a lineup of goddesses ready to devastate the city. 

But before they left, Florence pointed at me. “Tie him up will you?” 

Elizabeth pulled ropes from her bag. They shoved me back onto the bed, spread my arms and legs wide, and tied me down. My cock pressed tight against the flat cage, precum already leaking. 

Florence smirked. “Each of you gets one turn. Edge him. Don’t let him cum. That’s my job.” 

Tilly went first. She slipped off her heels, climbed onto the bed, and knelt beside me. She tugged at the lock of the flat cage and popped it open. 

The metal came away and my cock flopped out, red, swollen, dripping precum. 

Free for the first time in hours, it twitched helplessly against my stomach. 

Tilly laughed so hard she nearly fell back. “Oh my God, that’s it? That’s your cock?” She poked it with her toe, smearing the precum across my stomach. “That’s not a cock, that’s a clitty! God, It’s smaller than my pinky.” 

The other girls giggled, heads tilting, eyes fixed on my twitching little dick. 

“Do you like my fat tits, bitch?” Tilly asked, pressing her pale soles against me, stroking up and down my shaft with deliberate contempt. “Too bad you’ll never get them.” 

She rubbed harder with her toes until I gasped, cock straining, the precum slicking her arch. 

Then she pulled away suddenly and giggled, hopping down. 

Olivia replaced her, blonde hair shining, pouty lips twisted in a cruel grin. She dragged her glossy lips slowly across my chest, biting my nipple with her warm wet mouth before pressing her plump lips down on my exposed cock. 

She rubbed slow circles with her tongue, making me whimper. 

“Say thank you, slut,” she said sweetly. 

“Thank you, Goddess,” I moaned, my voice cracking. 

Olivia laughed, pinched my cockhead between her manicured fingers, gave it a mocking squeeze, then pulled back and left me trembling. 

“Pathetic little clitty,” she said as she walked away. 

Elizabeth stepped forward next, severe and poised, her dark hair falling around her face, her big tits thrust high in her corset. 

She peeled off one glove with deliberate slowness and crouched, positioning her tits just above my face so I could see every inch of them. 

Then she pressed the tip of a single manicured finger against my cock, stroking in long, deliberate motions, her eyes locked on mine. 

“This is the most pathetic cock I’ve ever seen,” she said calmly. “I’ve had men in London beg to be locked with dicks three times the size of yours. You’re nothing but a clit owning bitch.” 

My whole body shook, precum streaming freely as she worked me with cruel precision. 

She released me suddenly, her face blank, and stepped back coldly. 

Lydia climbed onto the bed next, smirking, her caramel thighs gleaming under the light. She rubbed her soles against my cock roughly, faster and harder, until I whined. 

“Beg to lick them,” she demanded, green eyes sharp. 

“Please, Goddess, let me lick your feet!” I cried. 

“Denied,” she snapped, pulling away, leaving me soaked and desperate, cock bobbing helplessly. 

Helen moved in, tall and grinning, her dark skin gleaming, toenails painted gold. 

She pressed both feet down against my cock, grinding the shaft flat against my stomach. 

I gasped at the pressure, precum leaking between her toes. 

“I could make you cum in seconds,” she said. “But Florence told me not to.” 

She gave me three sharp strokes with her arches, laughed at the way my hips jerked, then pulled away, leaving me shaking. 

The Korean girls knelt together, giggling as they leaned close. 

One teased my shaved balls with her wet tongue while the other smacked my cock over and over again. 

To my utter humiliation, this brought me right to the edge, and soon precum was smearing across my stomach. 

“This cute little freak is actually so drippy,” one said. 

“So weak,” the other added, their voices teasing. 

They stroked until I was panting, cock twitching desperately, then pulled away in unison, leaving me gasping. 

Finally Florence approached. 

She slipped off her dress, her perfect tits bare, her blonde hair cascading down her shoulders. 

She stood at the edge of the bed, one foot pressing on my chest, the other pinning my cock down hard. She stroked me with her perfect pedicured toes, faster, harder, watching me shake. 

On either side of me, Olivia and Elizabeth began to draw slow circles around my nipples, teasing them as they pressed their own perfect feet against my face. 

“Beg for it,” she ordered, her blue eyes bright with cruel delight. “Beg to make your gross mess if you want to make it.” 

“Please, Goddess, please let me cum!” I cried, my voice high, desperate, my hips jerking helplessly. 

“Of course, just be quick,” Florence chirped, working my hard cock with her foot. 

Florence Frost pressed her toes tighter around the shaft, rubbing fast against the slick precum-smeared head, grinding until the frustration couldn’t hold me back anymore. 

“Ruined, of course,” Florence grinned, snapping her foot away at the last second, the pleasure was left inches away from my grasp. 

Cum exploded out, spurting across her foot, splashing my chest, dripping down my stomach. 

I moaned loud, my whole body convulsing, every nerve on fire. 

Florence laughed, rubbing her toes through the mess, smearing cum across her arch. 

She lifted her foot and shoved it into my mouth. 

“Clean it like a good slut,” she demanded. 

I licked and sucked, swallowing every drop of my own release from her skin, tongue darting between her toes, humiliated beyond words. 

The taste filled my mouth, hot and salty, every swallow another reminder of how completely I belonged to her. 

When I finished, she pulled her foot free, wiped the rest across my cheek, and leaned down to kiss my forehead. 

Her smile was wicked, her voice soft and final as she whispered in my ear: 

“I love this neighborhood.” 

Epilogue: What Happens in the Club… 


The club throbbed with music, lights flashing red and blue across the packed dance floor.

Florence Frost leaned back against the padded bench in the discrete VIP booth, her legs spread, skirt bunched around her waist, feet above her head, blonde hair plastered to her temples with sweat.

Her bright blue eyes rolled back as the huge cock inside her slammed deep again, her tits bouncing with every thrust.

“Oh fuck,” she gasped, nails clawing at the stud’s back. “You’re so fucking big. God, I wish I had a cock like this on call whenever I wanted.”

Across from her, Lydia was bent over the same bench, caramel skin gleaming under the strobes, her small tits bouncing as another man rammed into her from behind.

Her green eyes were wild, her hair sticking to her face, her nails digging into the seat.

“Fuck, yes,” she cried, voice rough with pleasure. “This is what a cock should feel like. Not our drippy little bitch. This is a real man.”

Helen sat beside them, her hoop earrings swinging with every bounce. She straddled another stud of a man now, riding his cock with slow, deep strokes that made her big tits shake.

Her grin was wide, sweat running down her dark skin.

“I feel like this is gonna be a core memory,” she laughed breathlessly. “All three of us lined up, getting that huge dick we’ve been talking about for aaaages. Maybe we should keep these boys for ourselves.”

Florence moaned loud, her legs shaking as another orgasm ripped through her.

She clawed at the man’s chest and cried out, her blonde hair flying around her face.

Her pussy squeezed the massive cock again and again until she collapsed back against the seat, panting, dripping down her thighs.

Lydia was next, her caramel thighs slamming back against the stud’s hips until she screamed, her body clenching, juices spilling down her legs.

She slapped the seat in front of her and laughed breathlessly through the wave. “Fuck! God, I needed that.”

Helen rode him to the finish, grinding down, her pussy squirting across his stomach as she moaned and shook, her big tits bouncing.

She pulled off him with a wet slap and collapsed against the booth beside Florence, sweat glistening across her chest.

The three of them sat together, legs spread, pussies dripping, chests heaving.

The studs zipped their pants, gave them a cocky grin, and left them there spent and used, each of them flushed and glowing.

“Fuck,” Florence muttered, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “That cock… ugh. If only we could call him anytime we wanted. That’s the kind of cock worth keeping.”

“Mm,” Lydia hummed, smirking, her green eyes still glazed. “Better than your drippy little neighbor.”

Florence rolled her eyes, her tits still rising and falling with heavy breaths. “His cock really is just so cute in that cage though isn’t it. But…” Her voice trailed off, a note of regret in it.

“But what?” Lydia asked, tugging her thong back into place.

Florence sighed, running her hand down her stomach, still slick with sweat and cum.

“Everyone’s coming back from the cruise at the end of the week.” She paused, eyes wide and checked her phone. “Shit. That’s tomorrow evening.”

The mood dipped. Lydia frowned. Helen tilted her head, eyebrow raised.

“So the arrangement ends?” Lydia asked, her voice flat.

Florence nodded slowly, her blue eyes sad for a moment.

“It has to. He was never permanent. Just a project. A way to kill time this summer….” She looked down at her thighs, slick with the last of the stud’s cum. “And God, he’s been fun. But it tomorrow it has to end.”

Helen stretched, her big tits bouncing, her grin returning. “Then we should give him a proper sendoff.”

Florence laughed softly, shaking her head. “Even filled with cock, you think about how to torture other men, god I love you.”

Helen smirked. “Of course. He’s pathetic. That’s the only thing he’s good for. But really, he’s earned it, hasn’t he?”

Lydia leaned forward, her eyes bright again. “A sendoff. Yes. A gauntlet.”

Florence looked up. “A gauntlet?”

Lydia nodded eagerly. “Line him up with all of us. We take turns. We make him do everything we say. Every humiliating, painful, slutty thing we can dream up. And if he manages it all without failing, without crying stop—”

Helen’s grin widened. “We let him fuck one of us.”

Florence tilted her head, thinking. “Actually fuck? With that tiny thing?”

“Yes,” Lydia said, smirking. “One of us. Just once. It’ll be his prize. And if he fails, we lock him again and laugh in his face. Either way, it’s perfect.”

Helen chuckled low, her hand sliding lazily down to stroke her clit again. “I love it. Make him run the gauntlet. If he fails, we’ll give him a little blowjob or something, but if he succeeds…then he gets to fuck one of us.”

“I don’t know,” Florence said slowly, a small smile tugging her lips. “He’s desperate. He’ll fight for it. And watching him try…” She moaned softly, her fingers teasing her pussy again. “God, that would be delicious.”

The three of them touched themselves as they spoke, bodies still hot, pussies still wet, the memory of the stud’s cock pushing them back toward the edge.

“To the gauntlet,” Lydia whispered, sliding two fingers into herself and gasping.

“To the gauntlet,” Helen echoed, her pussy squirting again onto the floor.

Florence moaned, her toes curling, her tits bouncing as she came one more time, spilling down her thighs.

“Tomorrow night,” she gasped. “Tomorrow we give drippy the sendoff he deserves.”

All three of them came together, moaning and gasping, juices dripping down their thighs, their laughter mixing with the music pounding through the club.

Florence leaned back against the booth, sweaty and glowing, her blonde hair clinging to her cheeks.

She looked at her two sorority sisters and smirked.

“Tomorrow,” she said again, voice sharp. “He runs the gauntlet. And if he’s just good enough….we’ll let his tiny little cock fuck us, aaand, fill us with cum.”

“Think he can do it?” Helen laughed.

Florence found herself strangely aroused by the thought of him putting his cute little cock inside her.

“I don’t care,” she said with a lying smile. “Now, come on, let's clean up and go dance!”


Act 8: The End of Summer


Chapter 1: The End of the Summer

By any calendar’s metric, the last day of summer was still a while away, but for me and Florence, summer ended today at five o’clock.

And what a summer it had been!

I’d done things over the past few weeks that seemed unbelievable even to me.

The spanking, the humiliation, the pegging, and the barrage of ruined orgasms.

Just thinking about it had my tiny cock throbbing inside its flat cage.

I peeled open my eyes, feeling refreshed and awake despite having slept curled up at the foot of the bed. I yawned, stretched my stiff neck, and looked around the room.

It seemed the girls had enjoyed themselves last night, at least.

The room was a haze of glitter-soaked, perfect bodies. Abandoned dresses and tiny scraps of underwear lay scattered across the carpet, while the sweet scents of perfume, body lotion, and warm skin lingered in the heavy morning air. A forgotten mocktail rested on the nightstand, its melted ice catching the pale sunlight slipping through the curtains.

Lydia lay sprawled near me, her long caramel legs stretched out so that her dainty feet were pressed only inches from my face. Her dark hair was a crow’s nest, and she gave small, delicate snores, but somehow she still seemed terrifying and sexy.

Ha-Yoon and Bora faced each other, sleeping peacefully with their arms wrapped around one another, their small breasts pressed together in a way that made my cock twitch inside the humiliating cage.

It would be any guy’s dream to be in this room.

But add a chastity cage and it quickly became torment.

I kept scanning the room.

On the chaise lounge, I could see Olivia lying on top of Tilly Stratton, using the bimbo’s massive tits as a pillow as she nestled closer. Tilly had one arm dangling toward the floor, her fingers almost touching the discarded bikini top beside her, while Olivia’s blonde ponytail had come mostly undone and spilled across Tilly’s pale skin.

Helen, Tamy, and Elizabeth must have taken the guest room, but there, just above me, lay Florence Frost.

I bent down and placed a small kiss on her delicately painted toes before allowing myself to stare at the woman I’d spent three years idolizing.

At twenty-one years old, barely five foot three, and petite, the baggy T-shirt she wore covered her like a huge sack dress. Her silky legs were sun-kissed from a summer spent beside the pool, and her blonde hair had grown brighter from the blazing sun and chlorinated water. Her small, perky tits pressed against the fabric, and as she smiled in her dreams, I saw one of her dimples flash.

One bare foot rested against the pillow while the other hung slightly over the side of the bed. She looked soft and harmless in her sleep, nothing like the spoiled little Goddess who had spent the summer locking me up, ordering me around, and laughing whenever I became desperate.

I had been in love with this girl, I realized.

Not merely infatuated, but in love.

I had seen her as this perfect Goddess who lived next door and made a myriad of assumptions about her.

But after a summer serving as her chastity submissive, I felt I finally knew the girl behind the fantasy.

The real Florence Frost.

It was a funny thought, really, but one I couldn’t dwell on. Both my house and hers needed to be tidied before our families returned, and I doubted any of these gorgeous sorority girls would be willing to help.

There were glasses to wash, clothes to gather, sheets to change, and an alarming number of toys that could not be left where the regular housekeeper might stumble across them.

The houses needed to look as innocent and untouched as they had before the summer began.

So, on quiet feet, I padded barefoot toward the door. With a quick glance back at the beautiful scene of terrifying girls within, I smiled, bit my lip, and then got to work.

Today was the last day of summer for me.

I meant to start it right.


Chapter 2: Commitment To My Role

If this was our last day together, I decided that I wanted to impress the girls.

So, without being told, I went into my bedroom en suite and took a long, hot shower, shaving my legs, pubic hair, chest, and face until I was as bald as a doll beneath my eyebrows.

My freshly shaved legs rubbed together, silky and embarrassing but strangely pleasant. I found a pair of see-through black lace panties and some white stockings that one of the girls had left in my bedroom, and I pulled them on with the ease of someone who had received plenty of practice over the past few weeks.

The stockings whispered as they rose over my smooth calves and thighs. The black panties barely concealed the flat cage locked between my legs, leaving my heavy balls exposed beneath the lace.

I found a little white apron in Florence’s kitchen and fastened it around my waist.

After sneaking across the road to tidy Florence’s house, gathering discarded clothes, hiding toys, and carrying an alarming number of empty glasses into the kitchen, I began to whip up a breakfast fit for a village of hungry sluts.

I produced stacks of fluffy pancakes, a mountain of crisp bacon, bowls of fresh berries, and a surprisingly impressive sun-dried tomato and spinach quiche.

I had just finished hand-squeezing the third jug of orange juice when the kitchen door opened to reveal a smiling Helen.

Her thick, powerful thighs were on ample display as she sauntered inside wearing only golden bikini bottoms and a yellow halter top that did little to conceal her enormous breasts. Her shaved head gleamed in the morning sunlight, and her hoop earrings swayed as she looked over the crowded table.

“I found the slut!” she called toward the other house, a glimmer of mischief in her voice.

“Oh, yippee!” Tilly Stratton cried.

She bounded into the kitchen with her massive breasts bouncing inside a bubblegum-pink bikini. Her wide doe eyes grew even larger, and her pouty lips formed a surprised little O as she took in the feast.

“Oh my,” she said brightly. “He’s been a good little servant today, hasn’t he?”

“Thank you, Mistress Tilly,” I said with a small smile, pulling out a chair for her. “I hope you’re hungry.”

“Starving,” she replied with a catlike grin.

She grabbed Helen by the elbow and swept her toward the table while I pulled out another chair.

The others streamed in behind them.

Tamy entered first, wearing a dark silk slip with delicate straps that revealed the spray of freckles across her pale shoulders. The hem skimmed the tops of her long legs, and her auburn hair was tied up in an expensive-looking silk scarf.

Elizabeth and Olivia followed, each wearing a white crop top and denim shorts, their bare feet padding quietly across the floor. Elizabeth’s sleek brunette hair fell over her shoulders, while Olivia’s blonde ponytail bounced behind her as she hurried toward the food.

Ha-Yoon and Bora were close behind them. The two petite Korean goddesses wore matching pink thongs and nothing else, their supple skin gleaming in the morning light. Ha-Yoon’s blunt black bob framed her sharp face, while Bora’s longer hair tumbled in glossy waves down her back.

I looked around at the beautiful women.

They were powerful and sexy even before they had showered properly or put on their makeup. Their hair was rumpled, their faces softer with sleep, and their laughter unguarded as they tore into the mountain of carbohydrates before them.

It made them strangely hotter to see them like this.

For most of the summer, I had encountered them as Goddesses, carefully dressed and prepared to torment me. Now they were simply friends sharing breakfast, stealing bacon from one another’s plates and arguing over who had taken the last pancake.

Then Lydia arrived.

She wore a black corset top and matching miniskirt, high heels, an intricately braided hairstyle, and fierce cat-eye makeup.

There was no vulnerability to her.

She had somehow awakened looking ready to conquer a small country.

Lydia winked at me as she sat down.

“This looks divine,” she said, smearing a glob of maple syrup across her plate and dipping her finger into it.

She popped the syrup-covered finger into her mouth, sucked it clean, and then dried the remaining stickiness on my swollen balls.

I flinched at the warm touch.

“You’re a useful bitch at times, I suppose,” she continued. “Florence will be along in a moment. Pour her some juice.”

I did as I was told.

As I prepared Florence’s place at the head of the table, I listened to the girls talking.

“So, are you still planning on doing that postgraduate programme in biochemical engineering next year?” Tamy asked. Her small, pointed breasts pressed against the delicate silk of her slip as she reached for another piece of bacon.

“So, are you still planning on doing that postgraduate programme in biochemical engineering next year?” Tamy asked. Her small, pointed breasts pressed against the delicate silk of her slip as she reached for another piece of bacon.

“Uh-huh,” Tilly replied, rolling her wide doe eyes as though the question bored her.

She attempted to take a drink of cranberry juice, missed her mouth, and spilled half of it down the front of her pink bikini.

With an irritated sigh, she pulled the top off and threw it onto the floor, freeing her enormous pale breasts.

Every girl at the table gave them a quick glance, apparently not numbed to their impressiveness even after all their years together in the sorority.

Tilly either did not notice or enjoyed the attention too much to acknowledge it.

“I’m finishing my double major, so it makes sense,” she continued cheerfully, cutting into her quiche. “My research proposal on enzyme-responsive polymers was accepted last month, and the laboratory in Switzerland has equipment our department could never afford.”

I stared at her from beside the table.

Tilly Stratton, who had just missed her own mouth with a glass of juice, had apparently written a successful biochemical-engineering research proposal.

She caught me looking and grinned.

“What?” she asked brightly. “Big tits don’t stop the brain from working.”

Then she turned toward Helen as though she had said nothing remarkable.

“Are you still primed for the Olympics?”

Helen bit her lip and nodded, her broad shoulders lifting proudly.

“You’re looking at the future of women’s pole vaulting, bitch,” she said. “Though if Elizabeth and Lydia keep up the college’s varsity reputation in soccer, I won’t have to represent us alone.”

Elizabeth lifted her juice glass in acknowledgment.

“Someone has to maintain standards,” she said calmly.

They continued talking as I served more bacon and replenished the juice.

They described lives so varied and different from the women I had come to know through humiliation that it felt strangely dissonant. These were scientists, athletes, students, and women with plans extending years into the future.

It was strange to remember that they had classrooms, appointments, deadlines, and careers waiting beyond Florence’s house.

Any of the women I passed in ordinary life, my professors, my doctor, my librarian, might secretly be dominatrices for all I knew.

It was a strange thought.

But an intoxicating one.

“Glad to see you didn’t stand on ceremony!”

We all looked up to see Florence Frost walking into the kitchen.

She was beautiful, as always, but more than that, she was incredibly hot today.

She sauntered inside wearing a sheer red crop top that revealed the shape of her small, perky breasts and her toned, kissable stomach. She also wore a red baseball cap, hoop earrings, a tiny red miniskirt, and red open-toed heels displaying a cherry-red pedicure that perfectly matched her manicure.

She looked like the devil herself.

A bratty, beautiful, impossibly entitled devil.

“Good morning, Goddess,” I said, moving so that she could take her place.

Before she needed to ask, I crawled beneath the table, displaying my backside in the humiliating lace panties to the entire room, and positioned myself beneath Florence’s chair as her footrest.

“Wow,” Lydia said with a giggle. “He’s actually learned a few tricks.”

Helen snorted.

“I bet that bitch is loving the view under there.”

Florence rested her heels against my ass cheeks, the narrow points pressing firmly into my smooth flesh.

I found that I did not mind the view at all.

I was staring directly at Olivia’s supple thighs, surrounded on every side by beautiful legs and perfect feet. Stockinged ankles brushed past bare ones beneath the table as the women shifted in their chairs, ate, laughed, and occasionally nudged me to remind me that I was there.

I remained in domestic, submissive bliss for the next half hour, my ass offered for Florence’s comfort and my exposed balls on display for anyone who cared to look.

Eventually, I heard Lydia giggle.

Her feet disappeared behind the tablecloth. A moment later, they returned covered in maple syrup, sticky trails shining across her toes.

“Lick up, bitch.”

I obeyed gladly, leaning forward and licking the syrup from her toes while Florence pressed her heels more firmly into the flesh of my ass.

“Oh, that’s funny,” Elizabeth said.

She dipped her own toes into a small pool of syrup on her plate before lowering them beneath the table.

Soon, more feet appeared in front of me.

I moved obediently from one pair to the next, licking away syrup and thanking each woman for allowing me to serve her. My face grew warm, my tongue sticky and tired, and my cock throbbed uselessly inside its flat cage.

Above me, the conversation continued as though having a nearly naked servant cleaning their feet beneath the breakfast table was the most ordinary thing in the world.

At last, I heard Florence’s bright voice rise over the laughter.

“Okay,” she said. “Let’s describe the gauntlet to the bitch.”

Her heel pressed firmly into my ass one final time.

“I think it’s time.”


Chapter 3: The Gauntlet Part 1

I was sitting on Helen’s lap, her strong arms wrapped tight around my waist so that I could feel every shift of her powerful thighs beneath me while Tilly played idly with my swollen balls through the sheer black lace, rolling them between her soft fingers in slow lazy circles that kept my caged cock throbbing without any hope of relief. 




The girls were talking through the plan in long overlapping sentences that filled the room with casual laughter and the occasional sharp little command directed at me whenever my hips twitched too obviously against Helen’s leg.

After Florence had laid everything out in careful detail I was almost breathless with the mix of dread and desperate hope that sat heavy in my chest.

“So,” I said carefully, trying not to let the excitement leak into my voice even as Tilly gave my balls another firm squeeze that made me bite my lip. “If I pass this gauntlet I get to fuck one of you. Which one?”

They all giggled at once.

“Why would you even ask that?” Tilly laughed, still rolling my balls between her fingers while her other hand rested casually on Helen’s knee. “Do you already have a favourite in mind or are you just hoping one of us feels sorry enough for that tiny locked thing to let it inside?”

“Someone you finger your boypussy to when we’re all asleep and you think no one can hear those pathetic little whimpers,” Helen added, following the words with a hard slap to my balls that sent a bright flash of pain and unwanted arousal straight through the flat cage.

“That decision belongs to us and only us,” Florence explained, cutting through the noise with the same calm authority she always used when the teasing started to get too chaotic. “Your safeword still stands exactly the way it always has so if anything becomes too much you know what to say. Do you actually want to do this knowing how hard we plan to push you and how little mercy any of us intend to show?”

I knew the answer of course. The frustration of the cage and the humiliation of sitting half naked on Helen’s lap while they discussed my body like it was public property only made the need sharper.

“Definitely.”

“Good,” Florence said, already standing and stretching in a way that lifted the hem of her red miniskirt. “Then please tidy up everything from breakfast and one hour from now be completely naked and waiting. I’ll send someone to fetch you when we’re ready.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” I said, and she smiled that small private smile that always made my stomach twist.

Then they were gone in a swirl of perfume and bare skin and soft laughter. I rushed to tidy the house, stacking plates and wiping counters with hands that still smelled faintly of maple syrup from earlier. I was halfway through shimmying out of the embarrassing see-through panties and white stockings when the dishwasher started humming and a sharp knock sounded against the glass door. Lydia stood there beckoning me with one manicured finger, her black corset top still perfectly in place and her expression already hungry.

“Come on, bitch,” she grinned. “Let’s go have some fun.”

She grabbed my hand without waiting for an answer and pulled me across the lawn into Florence’s living room. Olivia was already there sitting by the big mirror with a half finished mocktail in one hand. She wore a set of emerald green lingerie that consisted of a sheer balconette bra that barely contained her soft breasts and a matching thong so thin the string disappeared between her cheeks. The lace was delicate and expensive looking and it made her skin look even smoother under the morning light.

“Hi slut,” Olivia said, setting the glass down and wrapping me in a deep hug that pressed her tits firmly against my bare chest so I could feel the warmth of her skin and the slight roughness of the lace. “You were such a good girl this morning and I can see you shaved everything perfectly which means we have more time than I anticipated so let’s get you ready the way I want.”

What happened next was completely embarrassing.

Olivia sat me on the low stool in front of the mirror and dressed me herself. First she rolled long white tube socks up my legs until the soft cotton reached the middle of my quivering thighs and the elastic dug gently into the smooth skin. Then she guided my caged cocklet into a pair of white frilly panties that were far too small, the lace edges cutting into my hips while the front pouch stretched tight around the flat metal. She finished by dusting soft pink blush across both of my cheeks until I looked flushed and ridiculous and thoroughly emasculated in the mirror. Olivia was delighted by the result. She clapped her hands once and spun me so I could see every humiliating detail.

“Now be a good girl and thank me properly,” she said, turning around and hooking one finger into the string of her green thong so she could pull it to the side and reveal the smooth perfect curve of her ass. “Worship mommy’s asshole until I tell you to stop.”

I was happy to obey.

I dropped to my knees behind her and pressed my face between her cheeks, the soft skin warm and slightly damp against my lips. I licked slowly at first, tasting clean skin and the faint trace of lotion, then deeper as she pushed back against my tongue.

Olivia moaned in long low sounds that vibrated through her body and into my mouth while my cock throbbed helplessly inside the tight frilly panties and the cage.

The more she pushed the more I licked, the frustration of being locked and denied only making the humiliation hotter.

I stayed there until the small timer on the side table chimed and Olivia finally stepped away, cheeks flushed and breathing a little faster.

“Our turn,” Ha-Yoon and Bora said together as they appeared in the doorway.

They both wore sheer black full-body stockings that clung wetly to every curve of their petite frames, the thin nylon stretched tight across their small high breasts so that their dark nipples pressed clearly against the fabric and the material gathered in soft folds at the narrowest part of their waists before flaring over the round firm swell of their asses. The stockings ended in reinforced bands high on their thighs, framing the smooth golden skin above and making their legs look longer and more inviting. Without any further explanation each of them reached over and tore a neat ragged hole in the crotch of the other’s stocking so that their smooth pussies were suddenly exposed, the torn edges framing the glistening folds perfectly.

Ha-Yoon held up a stopwatch while Bora handed me a small silver vibrator that was already slick with lube.

“You get only three minutes with each of us,” Ha-Yoon said in her usual blunt way, her voice steady even as she spread her legs wider on the edge of the low couch so the torn stocking framed her wet slit. “We want to see how many times a desperate little slut can make us come when the only tools you get are that vibrator and your tongue. Start with me and do not stop until the timer ends no matter how much I squirm or how much Bora teases you while you work.”

I dropped to my knees between Ha-Yoon’s open thighs and pressed the buzzing tip against her clit while I leaned in and dragged my tongue in slow flat strokes along the length of her smooth pussy lips. The vibration and the wet heat of her against my mouth made my own cock throb uselessly inside the tight frilly panties and the flat cage. Behind me Bora settled close, one manicured finger already circling my asshole through the thin lace while her other hand cupped and rolled my swollen balls with idle cruel pressure, squeezing just enough to send sharp sparks of frustration through me every time Ha-Yoon’s thighs tensed.

Ha-Yoon came the first time with a sharp little cry, her hips jerking against my face so that her wetness smeared across my lips and chin. I kept the vibrator moving in tight circles and pushed my tongue deeper inside her, tasting the fresh slickness while Bora’s finger pressed harder against my hole and her nails scraped lightly over my balls. The second orgasm hit her faster, her body stocking damp with sweat now and her small breasts rising and falling rapidly under the sheer nylon as she gasped through it. My cock ached with every sound she made, the cage pressing tight and unyielding while Bora continued the slow teasing invasion of my ass and the constant fondling of my balls that left me trembling with humiliation and need.

When the timer reset Bora took her place without a word, spreading her legs so the torn stocking framed her equally wet pussy. I switched the vibrator to her clit and sealed my mouth over her folds, licking and sucking while Ha-Yoon now took over the idle torment, one finger sliding easily into my asshole up to the first knuckle and her other hand squeezing my balls in slow rhythmic pulses. Bora came three separate times in the three minutes, each orgasm pulling longer and wetter sounds from her throat, her body stocking soaked through at the crotch and her thighs shaking around my head. The constant pressure of Ha-Yoon’s finger inside me and the relentless teasing of my balls made the frustration almost unbearable, my locked cock dripping precum into the frilly panties with no relief possible.

Before I could even set the vibrator down Ha-Yoon reached out and slapped my balls hard through the lace, the sudden sting making me gasp and double over.

“Unreliable,” she said simply, still breathing a little hard. “You should have gotten a third out of me as well.”

I was forced to stay on my knees and watch while Bora immediately dropped between Ha-Yoon’s legs and licked her through one more slow rolling orgasm, the wet sounds of her tongue loud in the quiet room and the sheer stockings gleaming with sweat and arousal. Only when Ha-Yoon finally pushed her away with a satisfied sigh was I dismissed with a casual wave toward the guest room down the hall.

Inside that room Tilly and Helen were already on the bed.

Tilly wore a tiny baby-pink babydoll nightie made of almost transparent chiffon that barely reached the tops of her supple thighs, the thin fabric stretched tight across her fat heavy breasts so that her pale nipples showed clearly through and the soft undersides spilled out the open sides with every movement.

Helen wore a black micro-skirt that sat low on her hips and a matching crop top that left her entire midriff bare, the short skirt riding up enough to frame the powerful curve of her ass and the strong flex of her thighs whenever she moved.

Their legs were tangled together in a slow grinding scissor, the wet sound of their pussies sliding against each other filling the room as their bodies rocked in a steady sensual rhythm.

I stood frozen in the doorway for a full five minutes watching the way Tilly’s fat tits moved and swayed inside the sheer pink chiffon with every roll of her hips and the way Helen’s strong thighs flexed and pressed harder, the black micro-skirt bunched high around her waist.

They only noticed me when Tilly’s eyes opened and she smiled, still grinding slowly against Helen.

“Come here, small cocked little bitch,” she said, her voice thick and soft as she sat up just enough to pull me onto the mattress between them. “You can worship these while Helen gives you some stripes to remind you of us.”

Gladly, I buried my face between Tilly’s soft heavy breasts, the warm skin spilling around my cheeks and the thin pink chiffon brushing my forehead as I licked and kissed and sucked at the deep warm valley between them.

Tilly kept grinding against Helen the entire time, her voice coming in long breathless sentences of praise.

“That’s it, just like that, you perfect small cocked obedient bitch,” Tilly groaned in her high amorous voice. “You’ve been such a good slut. You never complain no matter how useless that locked little thing stays and you always look so pretty when you’re desperate and red in the face from trying so hard to please us.”

Behind me Helen stood with a thin riding crop and began landing sharp precise strikes across both of my ass cheeks, the leather cracking against the skin in a steady rhythm that left hot stinging lines.

She spoke between each stroke in a low satisfied voice.

“I love making bitches’ asses red like this,” Helen groweld, clearly enjoying herself. “I get so fucking wet from the way the skin heats up and darkens under the crop and how you flinch and push forward into Tilly’s tits every single time the leather lands.”

“You’re so fucking sexy Helen,” Tilly giggled.

“Thanks sweetie,” Helen said happily, before smacking my balls. “Come on slut! Keep that ass presented for me while you smother yourself in those fat soft tits and remember who owns every inch of you today.”

Tilly’s grinding grew faster and wetter until she suddenly cried out, her whole body locking against Helen’s as she came hard, the sheer pink babydoll riding up around her waist and her fat tits heaving against my face while she moaned long and loud about how good it felt to use me like this.

Helen kept the crop moving the entire time, the stinging heat spreading across my ass in overlapping lines while she laughed softly and told me again how much she loved watching a locked bitch’s ass turn the perfect shade of red.

The pain and the soft warm flesh of Tilly’s breasts and the constant pressure of the cage mixed into one continuous wave of frustration and arousal that left me shaking and dripping inside the frilly panties.

Helen did not stop until the small timer on the nightstand finally chimed.

Elizabeth and Lydia appeared in the doorway at the exact same moment, both of them already smiling.“Our turn,” they said together.


Chapter 4: The Gauntlet Part II

Lydia and Elizabeth stood waiting for me in the hallway, and the sight of them stopped me cold.

Lydia wore a glossy red latex bodysuit that clung to every inch of her caramel skin, the material stretched tight across her small high breasts so that her stiff nipples pressed clearly against the shiny surface, the high-cut legs framing the thick powerful curve of her ass and the long lines of her thighs before ending in matching red stilettos that made her already long legs look endless.

Elizabeth wore the black version, the dark latex moulded perfectly to her fuller figure, the high neckline pushing her large heavy breasts up and together while the cinched waist and high-cut hips framed the full swell of her ass and the smooth strong length of her thighs, her own black heels clicking softly as she shifted her weight.

Both of them had massive black strap-ons already buckled around their hips, the thick glossy shafts jutting out obscenely from the latex, and Elizabeth held a small camera in one hand, the lens already pointed in my direction.

“I want to film this for the girls’ personal use,” Elizabeth said in her calm severe voice, adjusting the camera so the red light blinked on. “Just so we can all rewatch how pretty you look when you’re being used properly. Do you agree to that, or do you want to safeword out before we even start?”

The humiliation of knowing the recording would be shared later made my locked cock throb harder inside the frilly panties, but the need to keep going was stronger.

“So long as it stays between us and you delete it before September, I’m happy to agree,” I said, my voice already rough. “And I want a copy.”

“Deal,” Lydia answered, her red latex creaking softly as she stepped closer. “Then get on your knees right now and open that whore mouth. You’re going to suck both of these cocks until we decide you’re ready for the rest, and you’re going to look at the camera while you do it so everyone can see exactly how eager you are.”

I dropped to my knees on the hard floor, the white tube socks and frilly panties still in place, and wrapped one hand around the thick base of Lydia’s strap-on while I took Elizabeth’s into my mouth first.

The heavy silicone stretched my lips wide and pressed against my tongue with a solid unyielding weight.

Lydia immediately began mocking me in long smooth sentences while she rested the tip of her own cock against my cheek.

“Look at you kneeling there in those silly frilly panties with your little locked clit dripping already just from the chance to suck two cocks that actually have some size to them,” Lydia cackled, evil and beautiful. “Does it feel humiliating knowing the camera is recording every second of you trying to take something so much bigger than anything you have, or does that just make the tiny thing in your cage throb even harder?”

I tried to answer around Elizabeth’s shaft, the words coming out wet and muffled.

“It makes it throb harder, Mistress.”

Elizabeth laughed softly and pushed deeper, the camera still trained on my face as she fucked my mouth in slow steady strokes.

“Tell the camera how it feels to have your mouth used like this while your own useless cock stays locked and ignored,” she said, her black latex gleaming under the hallway light. “Tell us, would a girl prefer your tiny cock or these huge straps? Do you wish your clit was this big.”

“They would prefer this, Mistress,” I managed between thrusts, saliva already dripping down my chin. “And yes, I wish I had a big cock instead of my tiny cocklet.”

A few weeks ago this kind of talk would have been unthinkable.

But I had learned the freedom of total submission. To do as they said and abandon myself to their pleasure and sadism. Locked and mocked, I was free from all the complicated thoughts of life.

In these moments, all I had to be is what they wanted me to be.

A needly little slut.

Lydia’s red-gloved hand tangled in my hair and guided me over to her own massive strap-on.

The thick head pushed past my lips and filled my mouth completely while Elizabeth kept the camera close.

“That’s right, just keep sucking like the good little mouth slut we trained you to be,” Lydia said, her voice warm with amusement as she rolled her hips. “Tell us if you think about these cocks when you’re alone at night trying to get hard in that flat cage, or if you only get desperate when one of us is actually using you.”

“I think about them all the time,” I answered as best I could around the thick shaft, the words garbled and wet. “I get desperate either way, Mistress.”

They kept me there for long minutes, switching back and forth so that one cock was always filling my mouth while the other rested against my face or slapped lightly against my cheek, the camera capturing every gag and every muffled answer.

The frustration of my locked cock pressing uselessly against the frilly panties grew sharper with every degrading question.

Eventually Lydia pulled me up by the hair and led me into the nearest bedroom.

She stripped the frilly panties and tube socks off me with quick efficient movements, then tied my wrists and ankles securely to the four corners of the bed so that I was spread wide and completely exposed.

The flat cage sat heavy between my legs, already slick with precum.

“Beg for my cock,” Lydia said. “If you want it.”

“Please fuck me,” I groaned, lost in a sea of need. “Please, please, please!”

Lydia coated two fingers in thick lube and pushed them into my asshole, working the slickness deep while Elizabeth filmed the way my body clenched around the intrusion.

“Tell the camera how it feels to have your boypussy opened up like this while your little clit stays locked and ignored,” Elizabeth ordered, the lens focused between my legs.

“It feels full and humiliating, Mistress,” I answered, my voice shaking. “It makes the cage feel even tighter.”

Lydia replaced her fingers with the thick head of her red strap-on and pushed forward in one long steady stroke until the entire length was buried inside me.

“Thank me!” Lydia commanded sternly.

“Thank you Mistress!” I cried, in ecstasy.

The stretch and the pressure against my prostate were immediate and intense.

She began fucking my ass in deep powerful thrusts while her red latex-covered hand landed sharp open-palmed spanks across both of my cheeks and her other hand reached under to squeeze and roll my swollen balls.

At the same time Elizabeth climbed onto the bed and fed her black strap-on back into my mouth, fucking my face in the same rhythm so that I was filled at both ends.

The camera stayed in her hand the entire time, recording every wet sound and every muffled cry.

“Does it feel good having your ass stretched around a real cock while we record every second of it?” Lydia asked between spanks, her voice steady and amused as the thick silicone dragged across my prostate again and again. “Tell us whether you think you deserve to come from this or if a locked little bitch like you should just stay desperate and dripping.”

“I don’t deserve to come, Mistress,” I managed around Elizabeth’s cock, the words barely understandable. “I should stay desperate.”

Elizabeth pushed deeper into my throat and kept the questions coming in long calm sentences.

“Look at the camera and tell us how it feels knowing all the other girls will watch this later and laugh at how easily your boypussy takes a thick cock while your own tiny locked thing just leaks and does nothing useful. Tell us if the pressure on your prostate feels better than anything your little clit has ever managed.”

“It feels better,” I answered wetly, tears starting at the corners of my eyes from the depth. “The other girls will laugh and I deserve it, Mistress.”

Lydia’s thrusts grew harder and more precise, the head of the strap-on rubbing firmly across my prostate with every stroke while she continued spanking my ass red and squeezing my balls in firm rhythmic pulses.

The combination of the full stretch, the sharp sting on my cheeks, the relentless pressure on my balls, and the thick cock fucking my mouth pushed me closer and closer to the edge of a prostate orgasm.

My locked cock throbbed violently inside the flat cage, dripping steadily onto the sheets as the pleasure built in a deep rolling wave that had nothing to do with my useless clit.

I was right there, body shaking, ass clenching tight around the thick shaft, the orgasm starting to crest when the timer on the nightstand chimed.

Lydia immediately pulled the entire length out of me in one smooth motion, leaving my hole empty and twitching while the almost-there climax collapsed into nothing but frustrated throbbing.

“Oh well,” she said, wiping the slick strap-on across my stomach with a small satisfied smile while Elizabeth kept the camera rolling on my ruined expression. “Time for the last part of the gauntlet. Florence’s room.”


Chapter 5: The Gauntlet Part III

Naked except for the flat cage that still locked my cock tight against my body I was led into the hallway by Lydia and Elizabeth.

Elizabeth kept the camera rolling the entire time, the red light steady as she spoke in her calm severe voice.

“You took those thick cocks so well for us,” she said, one hand resting lightly on the small of my back as she guided me forward. “The way your boypussy opened up and the way you kept answering every question even with your mouth full made you look like such a good little slut. The other girls are going to love watching this later.”

Lydia’s red latex creaked softly beside me as she reached for the door handle of Florence’s bedroom and then paused, looking back at me with a small smile.

“Wanna open it?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said, the word coming out giddy and rough at the same time.

I grabbed the handle myself and pushed the door open.

The room was bathed in soft candlelight.

Most of the girls had arranged themselves in a loose semi-circle around the large bed, every one of them completely naked, their skin glowing in the warm flickering light as they all turned to stare at me the moment I entered.

The air smelled of melted wax and warm skin and the faint sweet scent of arousal.

Florence Frost lay in the centre of the bed.

She wore a sheer blue bra that did nothing to hide her small perky breasts or the way her nipples stood tight and dark against the thin fabric.

Matching crotchless sheer blue panties framed the smooth lips of her pussy perfectly.

A blue garter belt held up sheer blue stockings that ended in delicate blue heels, and sheer blue gloves covered her hands up to the wrists.

Between her perfect perky tits rested a small silver key on a thin chain, the key to my freedom rising and falling with every breath she took.

But between her open legs I could see Olivia’s blonde curls and the juicy curve of her naked ass as she licked slowly and steadily at Florence’s pussy.

Florence smiled when she saw me, that familiar dimple flashing.

“You’ve been such a good servant all summer for us,” she said with a wry little smile, her gloved fingers still idly playing with her own tits. “That I thought I’d offer myself up to your little cock so you can finally make a mess of me. Do you want to fuck me, loser?”

I nodded hard, the cage already throbbing at the sight of the key and the open invitation.

“Yes please.”

She grinned wider, showing that dimple again.

“Then you’ll have to practice first.” She gestured toward an eight-inch pink strap-on that waited by the door, the thick shaft already gleaming with lube. “Put that on.”

“Yes Mistress, of course,” I said, and hurried to obey.

The harness settled around my hips with a tight familiar weight, the heavy pink cock jutting out in front of me while my real locked clit stayed trapped and useless underneath.

Florence’s smile turned sharper.

“Now make all those girls cum with a real cock.”

“Start with me,” Tilly giggled, already spreading her legs wide on the edge of the bed so that her glistening folds were fully on display, her fat heavy breasts spilling soft and pale across her chest. “I cum easy from big cock. Fill me, stud.”

I mounted her and drove the thick pink strap-on inside in one long steady thrust.

The heat of her pussy closed around the silicone immediately.

“Oh fuck that feels so good, your cock is huge,” she said, eyes wide and already glassy as her hands came up to cover mine and press them firmly against her soft heavy tits. “Play with my tits as you fuck me and call me a whore. That’s how I like real cocks to treat me.”

“Take my fat cock you dumb whore,” I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

I thought I would be punished for the tone but Tilly only moaned louder and arched up to meet every thrust.

“Thank you sir, I’m cumming, I’m cumming, I’m cumming,” she screamed, her whole body locking tight around the strap-on as the orgasm rolled through her. She collapsed back against the sheets still shaking and pulled me down into a deep wet kiss. “That was lovely, bitch. Now move along.”

Elizabeth was next.

She was still in the black latex bodysuit, the shiny material stretched tight across her large heavy breasts and cinched waist.

She reached down and opened the hidden zip that ran between her legs, the latex peeling apart to reveal her already wet pussy.

She pushed me onto my back and straddled me in reverse, lowering herself onto the thick pink cock with a long satisfied sigh so that I had a perfect view of the full round swell of her ass as it bounced with every movement.

“Keep those hands on my hips and tell me how good my pussy feels,” she ordered, looking back over her shoulder while the camera still recorded from the nightstand. “Tell me if you wish this was your real little clit inside me instead.”

“Your pussy feels perfect, Mistress,” I answered, gripping her latex-covered hips as she rode me hard. “I wish it was my real clit but I know it would never be enough for you.”

She came with a sharp controlled cry, her ass clenching tight around the strap-on as she ground down one last time and then lifted off with a wet sound.

Helen climbed on next, her powerful thighs straddling my hips as she sank onto the pink cock in one smooth motion.

Her strong hands immediately found my face.

She slapped my cheek lightly once, then pushed two fingers into my mouth so I had to suck them while she rode me with deep rolling hips.

“That’s it, keep those fingers wet and look at me while I use this cock,” she said, her voice low and pleased. “I love how easy it is to make a locked bitch take whatever I give. Tell me you love being ridden like this.”

“I love being ridden like this, Mistress,” I mumbled around her fingers.

She came hard, thighs clamping tight around me as she ground down and slapped my other cheek for good measure before climbing off.

Ha-Yoon wanted to be spooned.

She lay on her side and guided the thick pink cock into her from behind, the sheer black body stocking she still wore torn open at the crotch so the silicone slid into her easily.

I kissed the side of her neck the way she asked, tasting the faint salt of her skin while my free hand rested on the small high curve of her breast.

“Keep kissing right there and fuck me steady,” she said in her usual blunt tone. “I want to feel every inch of that cock!”

She came quietly but hard, her body tightening around the strap-on in long pulsing waves before she pushed me away with a satisfied little hum.

Bora preferred missionary.

She lay back, legs spread wide, and pulled me down so the pink cock sank deep while she opened her mouth for my fingers.

I slid two fingers past her lips and she sucked them immediately, her dark eyes locked on mine.

“Fuck me deep and keep those fingers in my mouth,” she said around them.

“Whatever you want, Mistress,” I said.

She came with a muffled cry, her tongue pressing hard against my fingers as her pussy clenched tight around the strap-on.

Tamy was already waiting with a black silk blindfold in her hands.

She tied it over her own eyes first, then lay back and guided my hands to her small pointed breasts.

“Pinch my nipples the whole time and don’t stop,” she ordered in her crisp English accent. “I want to imagine you’re someone else entirely, someone with a cock that actually belongs between a woman’s legs. Now hurry up and fuck me.”

“Fuck yes,” I said, pinching her tight nipples as I thrust the thick pink cock into her.

She came with a sharp gasp, her blindfolded face turning toward the ceiling as if the fantasy had been enough.

Olivia was still between Florence’s legs when I reached her.

She stayed exactly where she was, tongue still working slowly over Florence’s clit, and simply lifted her juicy ass higher in invitation.

I mounted her from behind and slid the pink strap-on into her wet heat while my eyes stayed locked on Florence’s face the entire time.

“Keep looking at Florence while you fuck me,” Olivia said between long licks.

“As you wish, Goddess,” I said, holding Florence’s gaze as I thrust into Olivia.

Olivia came with a long moan that vibrated against Florence’s pussy, her ass pushing back hard onto the strap-on before she finally pulled away.

Lydia was last.

She surprised me by turning around and dropping to her hands and knees on the mattress, her thick caramel ass presented high and the red latex bodysuit still zipped open at the crotch.

“Fuck me doggy style,” she said, looking back over her shoulder with a wicked little smile. “Slap my ass, call me by Florence’s name, pinch my tits, and spit on my asshole before you finger it while you fuck my pussy. I want to be fucking used you stupid fuck.”

I did everything she asked.

I drove the thick pink cock into her, slapped the full curve of her ass until the skin darkened, pinched her small nipples hard, spat directly onto her tight hole and pushed two fingers inside while I kept thrusting.

The whole time I called her Florence in a rough voice that made her moan louder with every stroke.

“Harder, little bitch, harder,” she demanded.

She came the loudest of all, a long broken cry that filled the candlelit room as her pussy and ass both clenched tight around me.

When the last aftershocks faded Florence finally pushed Olivia’s head away from between her legs and looked straight at me, the key still resting between her perky tits and her sheer blue lingerie glowing in the candlelight.

“Okay loser,” she said, her voice soft and final. “Come fuck me.”


Chapter 6: The Fabled Reward

All the women were watching now, their naked bodies still glowing in the candlelight as they idly played with their clits.

The soft wet sounds of fingers moving in slow circles filled the quiet gaps between their breathing, and every pair of eyes carried the same bright gleam of anticipation.

This was the culmination of the entire summer: every locked morning, every ruined orgasm, every hour spent on my knees or under a table or bent over a bed had led to this single moment.

Olivia and Elizabeth stepped forward together and undid the straps of the pink harness.

The heavy silicone cock fell away with a soft thud against the sheets, leaving me completely bare except for the flat cage that still locked my real cock tight against my body.

Florence touched the small silver key that rested between her perky tits, the chain cool against her skin.

Her sheer blue bra and crotchless panties framed everything perfectly under the warm light.

“Do you want to be unlocked?” she asked, voice soft and teasing as her gloved fingers toyed with the key.

“Yes please,” I answered, the words already rough with need.

“Beg for it,” she said, that familiar dimple beginning to show.

“Please Mistress, please unlock my cock. I’ve waited all summer and I need it so badly it hurts,” I said, my voice cracking on the last word.

“Why?” she asked, that sly little smile already forming as she watched my face.

“Because I want to fuck you. I’ve wanted it since the first day you locked me and I still want it more than anything,” I said, the truth of it settling heavy in my chest.

“Awh, okay you desperate slut,” she said, the words soft and almost fond.

She slid the key into the lock and turned it with a quiet click.

The cage opened and fell away.

My cock sprang free at once, hard and flushed and already leaking, the sudden rush of blood almost dizzying after so many weeks of pressure.

Every girl in the room giggled at the sight, the wet sounds of their fingers speeding up for a moment as they watched.

Florence looked down and tilted her head.

“It really is very small,” she said, still smiling, “but I suppose in a cute way. Okay slut.”

She spread her legs wider, the sheer blue crotchless panties framing her glistening pussy as she reached down and guided me on top of her.

The soft heat of her inner thighs brushed my hips. Her gloved hand wrapped lightly around my cock and lined me up.

“Pump your cocklet into my perfect pussy and fill me with your useless cum,” she said, the command gentle but absolute. “Only if you want?”

I slid into her in one slow push and gasped out loud.

Nothing had ever felt better.

The wet heat of her closed around me completely, soft and tight and impossibly smooth, every ridge of her walls dragging against the sensitive head as I sank deeper.

I pulled back and pushed in again, groaning at the slick friction, my hips already moving in short desperate thrusts because I could not slow down.

This was the reward the whole summer had been building toward, and the simple fact of being inside her after so long locked made my vision blur at the edges.

“Is it in?” she giggled, one hand coming up to touch my face, her blue-gloved fingers tracing my cheek.

“All the way,” I groaned, humping her in short frantic strokes, the wet sound of my cock moving inside her filling the quiet room. “It feels so good I can’t think.”

“Oh really?” she said, eyes wide with mock surprise. “That’s so cute.”

Her free hand slipped down between us and began rubbing tight circles over her own clit while the other brought two fingers to her mouth, wetting them thoroughly before reaching around and pressing one slick finger straight into my asshole.

The sudden stretch and the pressure against my prostate made my whole body jolt. The dual sensation of her tight pussy around my cock and her finger working steadily inside me was almost too much.

Around the bed the other women kept playing with their clits, the soft wet sounds of their fingers growing louder, their eyes gleaming as they watched every thrust.

“That feels amazing,” I managed, voice breaking as I kept thrusting.

“I thought it would be fun if we all came at the same time,” Florence said, her voice hitching as her finger curled inside me and her other hand worked her clit faster. “And while I can’t really say your cock is doing much, I’m very good with my fingers, so I’d say you have about ten seconds left. Can you do it?”

“Yes Mistress, definitely,” I said, already fighting the urge to spill.

“You’ll have to,” she smiled, the dimple flashing again. “Because if you don’t then you’re not coming today.”

“I can do it,” I answered, the words tight with strain.

She started the countdown in a soft singsong voice, still fingering my ass and rubbing her clit while I fucked her in short desperate strokes.

The wet sounds of the other girls’ fingers filled the spaces between each number.

“Ten,” she said.

I felt the slick heat of her pussy clenching just a little tighter around me while her finger pressed deeper against my prostate.

The urge to cum was already a heavy pulse at the base of my cock, so strong it made my thighs shake.

In the background Tilly’s breathing hitched audibly as her fingers moved faster.

“Nine,” she said, and the soft walls of her pussy dragged along every sensitive inch of me as I thrust.

Her finger curled again, sending a sharp bright spark of pleasure through my core that only made the need worse.

Helen’s eyes gleamed with open enjoyment as she watched my face.

“Eight,” she said, voice growing higher as she played with her clit.

I could feel the exact shape of her other finger inside me, the way it rubbed steadily over the spot that made my locked weeks of denial scream for release. The urge to cum was climbing so fast I had to grit my teeth.

Ha-Yoon’s fingers made soft wet sounds against her own clit as she stared without blinking.

“Seven,” she said, and her pussy fluttered around my cock in a tiny involuntary ripple while her finger kept working.

The pressure in my balls felt enormous, the need to spill almost painful.

Bora bit her lower lip, eyes bright, as the wet noise of her masturbation grew louder.

“Six,” she said, and the heat of her body seemed to intensify, her inner walls soft and slick and perfect around me.

Every thrust pushed me closer.

The urge was a constant throbbing demand now. Tamy’s severe gaze never left the place where our bodies joined, her fingers moving in precise circles.

“Five,” she said, and I felt her finger press harder against my prostate at the same moment her pussy tightened again.

The need to cum was so strong my hips stuttered.

Olivia’s soft little gasps mixed with the wet sounds of her fingers as she watched with open delight.

“Four,” she said, and the slick friction of her walls around my cock and the steady pressure of her finger inside me made the edge feel razor-thin.

I was seconds from losing control. Lydia’s eyes gleamed with cruel satisfaction as she rubbed herself harder.

“Three,” she said, and her pussy clenched in another soft ripple while her finger curled just right. The urge to cum was overwhelming, a full-body demand that made my arms shake.

Elizabeth’s breathing had grown heavier, the wet sounds of her fingers steady and focused.

“Two,” she said, and I could feel every detail of her: the heat, the wetness, the exact pressure of her finger against the place that had been denied all summer.

The need was unbearable.

Every girl in the room was openly staring now, their eyes gleaming, the soft wet chorus of their masturbation filling the candlelit space.

“One,” she said.

On the final number she curled her finger hard against my prostate, slapped my cheek lightly with her free hand, then stroked the same cheek gently as she looked straight into my eyes.

“Cum for me. Right now,” she said, voice low and absolute.

The orgasm hit all of us at once.

My cock pulsed hard inside her as I pumped load after load of cum deep into Florence Frost’s pussy, the pleasure so sharp it edged into pain after so long locked.

Florence came with a long broken moan, her walls fluttering around me while her finger kept working my ass through every spurt.

Around the bed every other girl cried out as they came on their own fingers, the room filled with overlapping gasps and the wet sounds of release.

This was the culmination of everything: every humiliation, every locked hour, every desperate morning had led to this single shared climax.

I was pulled back almost immediately.

My cock slipped free, still twitching and shiny with her wetness and my own cum.

“Good boy,” Florence said fondly, stroking my sweaty brow. “Now, the girls need to leave shortly so be polite and say goodbye to each of them.”

One by one the girls leaned in.

Tilly licked slowly between Florence’s legs, gathering some of the cum that was already starting to leak out, then crawled up and kissed me deeply, pushing the taste of my own release into my mouth.

“You filled her like a proper little stud for once,” she said against my lips, eyes bright, before she slipped away.

Helen took her place next, licking Florence clean with deliberate thoroughness before kissing me hard.

“I loved watching your face when you finally got to spill,” she said, voice low and satisfied. “Remember how red I can make that ass if you ever forget who trained you.”

She left with a last sharp smile.

Ha-Yoon licked once, precise and neat, then kissed me briefly.

“You gave a fairly acceptable performance,” she said bluntly. “Do not expect the same opportunity again without earning it.”

She turned and walked out.

Bora followed, her tongue slow and teasing as she gathered her share, then kissed me with a little bite to my lower lip.

“You almost made it look like you knew what you were doing,” she said, grinning. “Almost.”

She padded out after Ha-Yoon.

Tamy licked with clinical efficiency, then pressed a cool kiss to my mouth.

“Still smaller than every boy I caned in England,” she said in her crisp accent, “but you did as you were told. That is something.”

She left without looking back.

Olivia licked with open enjoyment, then kissed me soft and lingering.

“You were such a good girl for her at the end,” she said, smiling. “I’m proud of you.”

She slipped out quietly.

Lydia took her time, licking thoroughly before claiming a deep, claiming kiss.

“You came inside the one girl who owns you most,” she said against my mouth, voice full of dark amusement. “Don’t forget that feeling.”

She walked out with a final sway of her hips.

Elizabeth was last.

She licked once, then kissed me with calm precision.

“The recording will be useful,” she said quietly. “You looked exactly as desperate as you should have. I’ll email it to you this afternoon.”

She closed the door softly behind her.

Thus it was that only Florence and I remained in the candlelit room.

She was still breathing a little hard, the key chain resting between her tits and the sheer blue lingerie rumpled around her body.

She smiled at me, soft and almost fond.

“That was a really fun summer,” she said, voice quiet now. “Did you have as much fun as I did?”

“Definitely,” I smiled, the word carrying everything the months had held.

She gestured to the open space beside her on the bed.

“Wanna cuddle for a little while?” she asked, already shifting to make room.

I smiled.

I was no longer in love with this enigma, but I did care for her.

We had shared too much fun together for me not to, and I knew she felt the same way in her own batshit crazy manner.

“That’d be nice,” I said. “I’d like that.”

I stretched out beside her and she curled against my chest, one bare leg draping over mine.

During the earlier commotion the open cage had rolled under the bed, out of sight.

I knew it would stay there for a very long time.


Epilogue: The Rest of the Summer, and Summers To Come

I never thought we would speak again, not really.

But then, a week after the families returned, I was in the kitchen when the knock came.

When I opened the door Florence Frost stood there in a pair of denim cut-offs that sat low on her hips, a bright red bikini top that left the smooth plane of her stomach bare, and white sneakers with the laces half undone.

Her blonde hair was loose and sun-lightened, and she looked almost ordinary in the best possible way.

“I’m like, super fucking bored dude. Want to go to the mall?” she asked, one hand resting on the doorframe.

“Sure,” I said, and shrugged as I grabbed my keys.

We drove with the windows down.

The breeze moved through the car and carried the faint scent of her sunscreen and clean skin.

We talked about senior year plans, about classes and schedules, and I learned she was on the lacrosse team as well.

The conversation stayed light and easy, the kind of talk that felt almost strange after everything that had happened between us, yet somehow natural at the same time.

At the mall we found a small DVD shop that was somehow still open and sold every movie for a dollar.

We stocked up on old comedies and a few random titles neither of us had seen, then raided the grocery store for soda and snacks before heading back to my place.

In my room we pulled the curtains halfway and let the afternoon light settle across the floor.

I put on an old Chaplin flick first, something gentle to ease us into the quiet.

Florence sat beside me on the bed, close enough that her bare leg rested against mine. The simple contact felt stupidly intimate after everything we had done.

The warmth of her skin and the soft pressure of her knee against my thigh carried a different kind of weight now, quieter and almost careful.

“I just want to say—” she began, her voice softer than usual.

“You don’t have to apologize for anything, Florence,” I laughed, glancing over at her. Without the key and the cage between us I saw that this girl was a lot more insecure than I’d ever picked up on before. “We were both adults and we had a lot of fun together. It was fucking hot, right?”

She blushed, the colour rising easily across her cheeks.

“Really hot,” she said, and the small smile that followed was almost shy.

“Then chill the fuck out, dude,” I said, passing her a soda. “And let’s watch the movie.”

Her arm slipped around my waist a moment later, light and easy.

I smiled and let the weight of it settle.

The film played on, black-and-white and silent except for the soft crackle of the old recording, and neither of us moved away from the quiet contact.

We would never be a couple.

Florence, as whimsical and fun as she was, was like a stick of dynamite.

We would do better as friends, I thought… though the occasional foray back into the old dynamic, only every now and then…that couldn’t hurt.

Could it?

“Hey,” I said as I switched a new DVD into the player. “Aren’t both our families going on a winter cruise together?”

“Yeah,” she said, her head still resting lightly against my shoulder. “Selfish or what?”

“Well it’s not all bad,” I grinned, glancing down at her. “Maybe we could keep each other company. You didn’t throw away that chastity cage, did you?”

She smiled, and as her sapphire eyes glimmered in the soft afternoon light I knew our story was far from over.

The summer had ended.

But my adventures with Florence Frost had only just begun.

The End
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“Seriously, what kind of a dress code is ‘Suits and Sluts,’ anyway?” Valerie pouted.

My girlfriend was so pretty when she pouted, arms crossed across her full chest, a tiny furrow forming beneath her blonde curls.

Dressed in a pastel pink slip that skimmed her soft thighs, I was trying to figure out how anyone could be both so sexy and so cute at the same time.

Valerie’s lips were warm and soft against my neck. “Stop smirking and agree with me.”

I chuckled and paused the video I’d been watching at 0.75 times speed, dropping my attempts at a Windsor knot. “It is very Melissa-frigging-Brentworth, isn’t it?”

“Do we really have to go?” Valerie said with a groan. “Couldn’t we just order takeout and screw?”

“The screwing I’m always up for, but I’d be a little overdressed for burritos, don’t you think?” I asked.

I was wearing my best suit, a dark charcoal three-piece with a new pair of brogues. I’d even gotten a haircut that morning.

“You do look very handsome,” Valerie sighed, her fingers trailing down my waist and cupping my ass. “Fine, we’ll go. But no longer than an hour.”

I assured her we would do exactly that before adding, “Melissa is your best friend, you might recall, not mine.”

Valerie rolled her eyes and made for the bedroom. “You really don’t understand girls. Now make me a drink, please. I need some caffeine if I’m going to get through this.”

“Sure thing, ma’am,” I joked.

I set about making a mocktail and turned on some EDM while I went, chilling the glass and putting the drink together. I made myself an espresso at the same time. Melissa’s parties were sorta famous for being boisterous and wild.

Each one only ended when the neighbors called the cops. Now she’d bought a house in the country, though, so I was genuinely worried for our internal organs. Valerie talked a big game, but she and Melissa had been best friends since freshman year of college, and the ten years since had made those two inseparable.

“How do I look?”

I turned and dropped the fucking coffee.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered.

For a second I just stared.

Valerie stood in the doorway like she had stepped out of some impossible, expensive fantasy and into our little apartment, one hand resting lightly against the frame, the other settled on her hip as if she already knew exactly what seeing her was doing to me. Her curls fell in soft blonde waves around her shoulders, bright against skin so fair it almost seemed to glow in the lamplight, and the ivory set she wore made her glow.

The bra was all sheer embroidered lace and delicate structure, cupping her beautifully while the fine ivory straps traced elegant lines over her shoulders and upper chest. Little gold rings caught the light at each point of tension, tiny flashes of warmth against all that softness. Below it, the suspender belt sat high on her waist, drawing it in and making her hourglass figure look almost absurdly perfect, the curve of her hips framed by more lace, more ivory, more glinting gold hardware. The matching thong was cut high on her thighs, and the garter straps led the eye down to white stockings stretched smooth over her long legs.

And then there were the heels.

White, glossy, sharp little things with slim high heels that made her legs look even longer and forced her posture into something impossibly graceful, thrusting her chest outward. They changed everything.

Sweet Valerie, whom I had seen in old college sweatshirts and muddy wellies and one of my oversized T-shirts, was suddenly standing in front of me looking like some decadent winter bride designed by a very wicked lingerie designer.

She shifted her weight, one heel clicking softly against the floor, and gave me a small, nervous smile that did not match the effect she was having at all.

“Well?” she asked sheepishly, a blush forming on her cheeks.

I opened my mouth, closed it, then tried again. “You look…”

She lifted an eyebrow.

I laughed under my breath, still staring. “No, that is not a sentence I can responsibly finish.”

Her smile widened, pleased now, a little smug and a little shy. “Seriously? That good?”

I stepped toward her carefully, as though any sudden movement might break the spell.

“Valerie,” I said, my voice lower than before, “you look so beautiful it is actually upsetting me. We can’t get married next month. Nobody would believe you’d actually settle for me. Nope, the whole thing’s off. I’m joining the priesthood.”

That made her laugh, soft and bright and pleased with herself.

Still blushing but a little more sure of herself, Valerie did a tiny turn, enough for the straps and lace and gold fittings to catch the light from every angle, enough to show me the whole breathtaking picture all over again.

“I still think Melissa is insane,” she said. “But at least I understood the assignment, right?”

I reached her then, my hands settling very gently at her waist, afraid to crush the lace and even more afraid that if I touched her properly I would never get us out the front door.

“You understood it,” I said, looking at her, really looking at her, “far too well.”

She slipped her arms around my neck, white heels lifting her just enough that our faces were almost level, her expression softening into that familiar sweetness that somehow made her even more stunning.

“We’re still only staying an hour,” she murmured.

I glanced once more at the ivory lace, the white stockings, the impossible heels, then back into her blue eyes.

“Right now,” I said, “an hour sounds extremely ambitious.”

“We better leave right away then,” she whispered, her breath hot and minty on my lips. “Before we do something bad.”

I gulped.

If this was how the night started, I could only imagine where we went from here.

Most of all I was thankful to the girl who’d chosen the theme.

Melissa friggin’ Brentworth...

Some time later, we were in the car on the way to the party, and my attention was…elsewhere.

“If you keep staring, I’m going to have to insist you let me drive,” Valerie giggled.

I gripped the wheel so tight my knuckles whitened. “Trust me, babe, I’m currently showing a ridiculous amount of restraint.”

I glanced in the mirror and felt my cock stiffen in my trousers. Under the glow of the passing streetlights, I could see the caramel peaks of her breasts hardening against the subtly sheer lace.

The ivory cups were so fine they were almost translucent in the shifting light, every tiny embroidered flower and vine catching the beams like frost on glass.

Each bump of the road made them jiggle in a way that made my mouth water.

“Do you ever think about the future?” I asked.

“Sure. Flying cars for both of us, a robot dog for you and a robot cat for me,” she said, touching my thigh with her delicate manicured fingers. The pale polish gleamed as her hand slid higher, innocent... but not really. “Why do you ask?”

I resisted the urge to pat the small box in my breast pocket and managed to croak, “No reason.”

We wove through tall pines as the land rose around us.

Soon even the streetlights petered away until all that was left was a bare mountain road and dim light on the horizon.

“Fuck, when Melissa said she wanted to escape the hustle and bustle of the city, she wasn’t kidding,” Valerie sighed. “I think my ears just popped.”

“Mine too,” I replied.

Then we were driving past a weathered fence and up a gravel drive to a long, two-storey log cabin that looked like someone had taken a very expensive idea of rustic and turned the dial to eleven.

Massive honey-toned logs stacked high, the kind that still smelled faintly of fresh-cut pine even from twenty yards away.

A wide wraparound porch with thick railings carved like twisted branches, fairy lights strung lazily between the posts so the whole place glowed warm amber against the dark trees.

Floor-to-ceiling windows spilled golden light onto the stone patio below.

And it was not quiet.

Aside from the hum of the music roaring inside, there were at least twenty cars parked haphazardly around the drive, a couple of sleek black SUVs and, shit, a pair of party buses tucked at the far end like bookends.

“What does Melissa do again?” I asked, unbuckling my seatbelt.

Valerie smiled. “Some kind of lobbyist. Or an oil thing. Maybe she sells arms? It’s evil anyway, whatever it is.”

“You’ve been best friends for ten years,” I laughed, stepping outside, walking around the car, and opening the door for her. “How don’t you know her real job yet?”

“Listen, I’m a little embarrassed,” Valerie whispered, blushing. “What if the outfit is too much?”

“Is there ever too much at a Melissa party?” I joked, stroking her shoulder.

The lace felt impossibly delicate under my fingertips, like it might dissolve if I pressed too hard. I wanted to slip it off her and make love to her in the car right then.

“You look very demure,” I whispered.

“You can see my nipples!” she hissed, eyes going wide as they darted between me and the door. “You go inside first and tell me if it’s appropriate.”

“I don’t think anyone would describe that outfit as appropriate...” I grinned.

“Brendan,” Valerie pleaded.

I kissed her forehead. “Of course, baby.”

I walked up the drive, holding the nice bottle we’d bought on the way, and knocked on the door.

After a moment with no answer I opened it myself.

And there in the entryway, paying me absolutely no heed were two beautiful women.

The one in black latex gleamed like wet obsidian had been poured over her thick curves.

A raven-feathered masquerade mask covered the upper half of her face, turning her into something half-myth, half-hunger; crimson lips parted just enough to show the edge of teeth as she kissed the other woman with a fierce possessiveness.

Her partner (fuck, her partner) was bent slightly forward, one palm braced on the narrow entry table, the other hand grabbing her lover’s juicy ass like a lifeline.

The PVC miniskirt had ridden up far enough that it was more suggestion than garment now, black vinyl shining under the light, creased where it bunched at her hips.

Between her parted thighs the latex-gloved hand moved with lazy certainty, two fingers buried to the second knuckle, curling in that slow, knowing rhythm that made her knees tremble.

“Hi,” I said, not sure why I was interrupting them.

I had been greatly enjoying the show.

The latex woman broke the kiss first.

Turned towards me and gave a bright smile. Her free hand stayed tangled in the other woman’s hair, holding her steady while those glossy fingers kept their patient rhythm.

“Oh sorry,” she giggled. “We’re blocking the door, how thoughtless of us.”

“Sorry!” the other woman winced and the pair teetered down a hallway, giggling all the while.

It took me about three seconds after that to turn around and beckon Valerie inside after that.

She stepped out of the car like she was testing thin ice, one glossy white heel first, then the other, the gravel crunching softly under those sharp points.

The motion made the garter straps pull taut against her thighs, drawing faint lines in the sheer white stockings that caught every flicker of porch light.

She paused there for a second, one hand on the open door for balance, blonde curls shifting as she ducked her head a little, classic Valerie shyness kicking in even though she looked as good as anyone had ever managed.

The suspender belt cinched her waist so perfectly it almost looked painted on, flaring out over hips that swayed just enough as she straightened.

The thong disappeared between the curves of her ass, leaving nothing but smooth skin and lace straps framing everything.

Her breasts rose and fell with a quick, nervous breath, those caramel nipples pressing insistently against the embroidered cups like they were begging for attention.

She crossed her arms briefly under her chest, making them look even more obscenely juicy, then dropped them again, cheeks flaming pink under the glow of the fairy lights.

Basically, Valerie looked fucking unreal.

“Are you sure it’s okay?” she asked, voice small, eyes flicking up to mine with that mix of hope and mortification that always melted me.

I opened the door and gestured inside, the thump of bass and laughter already spilling out.

She bit her lip, half-smiling now, the embarrassment easing into something warmer, a little prouder.

Her hand slipped into mine.

“We really are staying for only an hour,” she reminded me softly.

I squeezed her fingers. “Let’s be brave.”

And just like that, we stepped into the madhouse Melissa had built.

The Femdom Fiancée Challenge by Lexie Locke is available via the amazon link on the next page. Enjoy!
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The Femdom Fiancée Challenge: Locked in Chastity & Searching For His Key: A One-Night-Only FLR Vanilla-to-BDSM FFM Romance Novel

Valerie has given Brendan’s chastity key to one of five stunning dominant women at the party.
To earn his freedom before midnight, he’ll have to figure out which one… and prove he can be a very good boy.

Brendan thought the outrageous “Suits and Sluts” birthday party would be one wild night before he finally proposed to his sweet , adorable, meek girlfriend, Valerie.

He had no idea how much this party would change their relationship.

At a decadent mountain mansion full of masks, secrets, and powerful women, Valerie begins to change before his eyes. The shy, blushing woman he loves discovers a thrilling new confidence, and Brendan discovers he may enjoy surrendering far more than he ever expected.

When Valerie locks him in chastity and sends him searching for the woman holding his key, their relationship becomes a wicked game of trust, teasing, obedience, and temptation. But as midnight draws closer, the real question is not whether Brendan can earn his release.

It is whether Valerie can finally show him the dominant woman she has been hiding, and whether Brendan will still want forever after seeing all of her.



This novel contains all four books from The First Night of Our Female-Led Relationship at a Femdom Birthday Party series: Kneel for Your Femdom Girlfriend, Bend Over for Avery, Serving Two Femdom Girlfriends, and Spread for Your Femdom Fiancée, now combined into one complete edition with extensive additions, including over 11,000 words of new and expanded content.

The Femdom Chastity Resolution: Be Her Good Boy From January First

“Hey, pretty boy,” Calliope said softly, nails tracing the sensitive skin of my neck. "Aren't you going to beg for me?"

After being broken up with for being too submissive and meek, Sebastian meets a stunning dominant woman on New Year’s Eve who decides those exact qualities make him perfect. By midnight, he has agreed to obey her for all of January, and is quickly locked in her chastity cage and under her strict rule...
After a painful breakup leaves Sebastian questioning himself, his confidence, and his future, his roommate Penny pushes him to go on one simple date.

Then he meets Calliope.

Confident, beautiful, and impossible to ignore, Calliope sees something in Sebastian that his ex never valued. She likes his softness. She likes his eagerness. Most of all, she likes how naturally he responds when she takes charge.

By midnight on New Year’s Eve, Sebastian has agreed to a very unusual resolution: for the month of January, Calliope gets to make the rules.

What begins as a playful arrangement quickly becomes something deeper, more intense, and harder to walk away from. Calliope guides Sebastian into a female-led dynamic full of control, teasing, obedience, praise, embarrassment, and trust. And when Penny discovers what Sebastian has agreed to, his private arrangement becomes even more complicated.

For Sebastian, January was supposed to be a fresh start.

Instead, it becomes the month he learns how good it can feel to let the right woman take control.


The Femdom Dating Deal: From Best Friend To Dominatrix: A Gentle BDSM FLR Chastity Story

A fake dating deal.
A locked-up best friend.
One month of her completely in charge...

Alex has been in love with his bestie Sienna for years, but she has only ever seen him as her loyal, funny, dependable best friend. Then another selfish ex breaks her heart and her confidence is shattered.

To help Sienna feel powerful again, Alex offers her a deal: for the rest of February, they will pretend to date but she will be completely in charge. She makes the rules. She calls the shots. She gets to be worshipped, adored, and obeyed by a man who would never take her for granted.

But Sienna’s new rules are far stricter than Alex expected...and they involve a small unyielding cage.

No touching without permission. No unlocking without approval. No forgetting who is in charge.

Soon their fake relationship becomes a sensual female-led arrangement full of chastity, teasing, denial, service, foot worship, playful humiliation, and a new intimacy that feels dangerously real. As Sienna discovers the thrill of being desired, obeyed, and completely in control, Alex discovers just how far he will go to make the woman he loves feel like a goddess.

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?

My Femdom Chastity Relationship : FFM Femdom Romance of Chastity, FLR, and Surrender (My Submissive Girlfriend Is a Chastity Femdom now?)

He broke her heart with his disobedience but now she’ll break him into the perfect boyfriend.

Alexis is a smart, stunning domme hidden behind an adorable girlfriend smile. When her boyfriend’s carelessness pushes her too far, Alexis unveils her dominant side and issues a single ultimatum: submit to intense flr training or lose her forever.

Desperate and intrigued, he agrees, stepping into a secret world of silk and steel where she holds all the control.

Under Alexis’s strict tutelage, and with the sly assistance of her beautiful friend Bianca, he is thrust into total submission.

Locked in chastity and denied release, he learns to obey every command, from serving at their feet to enduring the exquisite sensations of constant strap sessions and punishments.

Each trial pushes his limits: repeated spankings that leave him aching and delighted, whispered humiliations that make him blush, and teasing touches that build unbearable desire. He trembles with shame and more as these two dominant women take what they want from him, molding him into a devoted boyfriend.

What begins as penance soon becomes a journey of transformation. His old ego melts away, replaced by an aching need to please. Alexis and Bianca delight in his surrender and even as they claim their own pleasures, they show him glimpses of the loving ownership he craves. But total submission isn’t easy to attain.

Can he endure the chastity, the mind games, and the sweet agony of denial long enough to earn his redemption? Or will this relentless femdom duo leave him happily obedient and begging for freedom he no longer truly wants? Adorable Girlfriend Bundle is a sizzling femdom erotica saga of chastity, obedience, and ultimate surrender – a submissive man’s erotic rebirth at the loving, ruthless hands of two breathtaking Dommes.

Featuring all the content from the series with 11 extra bonus chapters!
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Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke
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