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Chapter 1

The air in the small suburban neighborhood of Ashwood shimmered with heat, a relentless, suffocating blanket that seemed to smother the manicured lawns and quiet streets. It was the kind of summer morning where the sun was already at full power the moment it had cleared the horizon.

Olivia Evans sat at the breakfast table of her two-story home; her auburn hair pulled into a loose bun that spoke of effortless authority. She carried herself with the quiet confidence of a woman who knew her word was law. Her light cotton blouse draped lightly over her statuesque form, and she sipped her iced coffee with a relaxed countenance.

She glanced toward the hallway where her son, Hunter, would soon appear, while her daughter, Mara, sprawled across a cushioned chair in the adjacent sunroom, scrolling lazily on her phone, her light cotton dress fanning out like a flower in bloom. Mara was all ease and privilege, her tanned legs seemingly endless as she reclined sideways across the furniture.

Hunter walked into the kitchen with the cautious tread of someone who knew the rules of the house weighed heavier on him. Olivia had raised him with an iron hand. He had curfews, chores, and the constant reminder that every woman he encountered, from the mayor to the barista at the corner café, was his superior. He’d learned early to lower his eyes when addressed and to speak only when spoken to. His sister Mara, by contrast, had been shown leniency in every way, and lived her life without consequence. The disparity was no accident. It was Olivia’s design, a reflection of the world outside their door.

“Sit,” Olivia said, her voice calm but unyielding, motioning to the chair across from her. Hunter obeyed, his movements quick and precise, as any hesitation might invite correction. Mara glanced up from her phone, but she said nothing. The kitchen was Olivia’s domain, and even Mara knew better than to interrupt her mother’s purpose.

Olivia sipped her iced coffee, the ice clinking softly against the glass. “Hunter,” she began, “we need to discuss something important.” Her eyes locked onto his, and he straightened, his hands folding in his lap as he’d been taught. “You’ve been raised to understand your place in this world, and you’ve done well to honor it. But there’s a step you must take, one every young man takes at your age.”

Hunter didn’t speak, but his eyes darted briefly to the small black box on the table. It was open, and within it was a small chrome device. He knew full well what it was.

“I’ve purchased a device for you,” she continued, her voice as steady as the hum of the air conditioner. “A chastity device. You’ll begin wearing it today, and it will remain on you permanently, as is required, removed only when necessary.” She paused, letting the words settle like the heat outside. “This isn’t a punishment, Hunter. It’s a reminder of your role, and your duty to respect and serve the women around you.”

Hunter’s face paled, his jaw tightening, but he kept his gaze lowered. Olivia had prepared him for this moment in subtle ways with conversations about discipline, about the natural order of gynarchy, and about the expectations that bound him. Yet the reality of the device, its cold, unyielding presence in that box, seemed to press against him as heavily as the summer heat.

Mara stifled a giggle, her fingers pausing on her phone.

“Do you understand, Hunter?” Olivia asked, her voice softening just enough to invite a response.

“Yes, I understand,” he said quietly, his voice steady despite the faint tremor in his hands. He knew better than to argue, or question, or resist.

“Good.” Olivia slid the box toward him, her fingers lingering on its edge. “You will go and put this on now. I’ll explain everything you need to know regarding how to care for it and how to live with it. It’s a new chapter, Hunter, but it’s one you’re ready for.”

Hunter had known this day was coming. Every guy he knew wore one. But as he sat looking at the device, it felt like a private humiliation laid bare.

Olivia’s rules were ironclad, especially for Hunter. She’d raised him with a firm hand, her belt quick to correct any misstep. Spare the rod, spoil the child was her mantra, applied only to him. Mara, his sister, faced no such discipline. Disagreements between them, no matter how small, always ended with Hunter being punished—grounded, assigned extra chores, or worse. Mara, with her quick smile and sharper wit, seemed to float above consequences, her confidence blooming in the family’s explicit, female supremacist hierarchy.

Mara’s giggle cut through the tension. Like all young women, Mara was fascinated by her growing power, amused by the control she’d one day wield. “Big moment, Hunter,” she teased, “no distractions for you.”

“Knock it off, Mara,” Hunter snapped, his cheeks burning hotter. Her smirk widened, and he braced for the fallout.

“Hunter, watch your tone,” Olivia said curtly. “Apologize to your sister.”

He clenched his jaw but muttered, “Sorry, Mara.”

She had a triumphant smile as Olivia nodded with a satisfied expression.

Hunter picked up the device. It was heavier than he’d thought it might be, its metal cool and unyielding. A small lock gleamed at its center.

“Go to your room and put it on. I’ll check when you’re done.”

Mara made a soft humming sound, and he didn’t need to look to know that she was deeply amused by the process.

In his bedroom, Hunter sat looking at the device sitting on his desk. He’d taken a shower earlier that morning and shaved as closely as he could, as he always did, and masturbated, as he did when he thought he could get away with it.

Olivia had long ago made it clear that the bathroom door was to remain open when he took a shower, so that if anyone needed anything in the bathroom, they would be able to get it more quickly. She also indicated that she did not want the bathroom to get steamed up in the process. But the result was that he could never be sure that he was alone in the bathroom.

So on this particular morning, he’d been sure to wake up early to make sure that he’d have time to himself without his stepsister Mara wandering into the bathroom. He’d fantasized about Kylie, a girl in the neighborhood and one of Mara’s friends. Lately, he’d only fantasized about Kylie. He’d become obsessed with her, and it was only becoming more intense. He’d also thought about the fact that it would be an indeterminant length of time until he’d be allowed such a release, and he tried to make the most of it.

He tried to console himself with the knowledge that every male wore a locked chastity device, and it was a rite of passage marking their commitment to female supremacy. He’d known this day was coming, but the reality felt heavier than he’d imagined. The cage wasn’t just a physical restraint; it was a surrender, a promise to relinquish control to the women he’d learned to acknowledge as his superiors.

Hunter swallowed, and his throat felt dry. What if he couldn’t handle the constant reminder of his submission? he wondered. He’d grown up knowing that women’s authority was unquestioned, but this felt different. It was intimate and it was permanent. He’d be allowed to take it off to shave and shower, but only when allowed, and only when supervised.

He faced the mirror with his shorts pulled down. He gathered his penis and testicles together in one hand and carefully closed the shiny chrome ring around them, the cold steel smooth against his skin. Sweat beaded on his forehead, and his breath was shallow as he closed the metal ring, it’s smooth perfection appearing unforgiving and final.

He held it closed as he slid his penis into the small cage. The process was made much easier due to the fact that his penis had shrunk during the process, as though it was more intimidated by the impending imprisonment than Hunter was himself. He’d also taken the suggestion that he apply some mineral oil to his penis to help it slip into the metal cage.

For a moment, he paused, staring at the open lock. It was the final step. Once it clicked shut, there’d be no going back. No autonomy. No control.

With a deep breath, he aligned the cage and slid the lock into place. Once he’d lined up the chrome metal ring and the cage, he slid the locking mechanism into place. It took some effort, and he could feel how unforgiving the device was going to be once he locked it in place. When the padlock clicked shut, the sound was sharp, final, and louder than he expected, echoing in the quiet room. He froze, testing the fit, the steel unyielding but not painful, a constant presence he couldn’t ignore. He inhaled sharply, and there was a nervous tremor in his breath. He looked at himself in the mirror, and felt a surging wave of humiliation at the sight of his naked body adorned with its locking device, a permanent-until-further-notice development.

It wasn’t comfortable, not yet, but it wasn’t unbearable either. Just different. He pulled up his shorts, and noticed that the device was not quite hidden. He could see the outline of it pressed against the fabric, and he realized that anyone who saw him would know that he was locked up and obedient. Another wave of humiliation washed over him, making his face look flushed. He did his best to shake it off.

When he returned to the living room, Olivia inspected the fit with clinical precision. “Good,” she said. “Now, go clean the garage. It’s a mess.”

“Hey, Hunter,” his sister Mara called out, not looking up, “you realize that everyone will know you’re locked up, right? Bet it’s going to be weird for you. You know, humiliating.” Her tone was casual, but the jab landed hard.

He swallowed his frustration, the familiar knot tightening in his chest.

As Hunter headed out to attend to his chores, Mara couldn’t resist needling him further. “Bet you’ll come to love how tight it’s going to feel,” Her laughter stung, but he kept his mouth shut. Speaking up would only earn him a lecture. Or the belt. He was no stranger to having to drop his pants for a punishment with the belt. He would have to accept his new chastity device with the right attitude.


Chapter 2

The backyard of Olivia’s Ashwood home was a sun-drenched oasis, the pool like a sheet of glass under the midday sky. The summer heat baked the flagstone patio and turned the air into a shimmering haze. Mara, radiant in a coral bikini, lounged on a cushioned chaise, her sunglasses perched low on her nose as she sipped lemonade.

Her friends Kylie and Lia sprawled nearby, their towels spread out on the poolside chaise lounges like vibrant flags. Kylie’s violet bikini hugged her curves, her dark-brown hair spilling over her shoulders as she tilted her face toward the sun. Lia, in a tiny navy-blue bikini, propped herself up on her elbows, her long blond hair up in a ponytail high on the back of her head. The three young women were a vision of ease, their young, beautiful bodies radiating an effortless, unapologetic dominance.

“Okay, but listen,” Mara said with mock seriousness, “if the sun gets any closer, we’re going to need to start charging it rent.”

“Tell me about it,” Lia said. “The pavement tried to eat my flip-flop last week.”

“You know,” Kylie added, “you’ve been monologuing about the weather for ten minutes.”

“I’m setting the scene,” Mara said, lifting her sunglasses to flash them both a look. She finally sat back and sighed. “Anyway, this summer’s been brutal.”

“Brutal,” Lia echoed.

“All right. Real talk,” Mara said. “If you could only eat one fruit for the rest of your life, what’s it gonna be? And don’t say something boring like apples.”

Lia gasped, feigning offense. “Apples aren’t boring! They’re the unsung heroes of fruit. Crunchy, reliable, tasty. But fine, if I can’t have apples, I’m going mango. Sweet and juicy, just like me.”

“Mangoes are high-maintenance,” Kylie replied. “Just like you.”

“How dare you,” Lia replied.

“What?” Kylie replied. “You eat a mango and you look like you lost a fight with a juice box. I’m going with cherries. “You can do that thing were you hold them up and use your tongue to pull them into your mouth.”

“You mean, eat them?” Lia asked, giggling at Kylie’s rationale.

“Peaches,” Mara declared. “They’re soft, summery, and they taste like sunshine. Fight me.”

“Don’t ever get in a fight with Mara,” Lia whispered loudly to Kylie.

Mara sat up, stretching with a sigh. “Okay. Prediction time. Who’s going to melt first?”

“Lia,” Kylie said instantly.

Lia snorted. “What?! Rude.”

“Blondes melt faster,” Kylie said solemnly. “It’s science.”

“Well, I am ridiculously hot,” Lia said, dramatically fanning herself.

Mara swung her legs over the side of the lounge and dipped her toes in the pool, the cool water drawing a satisfied sigh from her lips. Her legs—long, bronzed, and maddeningly perfect—caught the sunlight in a way that made Lia groan dramatically.

“Seriously, stop that,” Lia said, fanning herself with one hand while balancing her glass in the other. “It’s rude to flaunt genetic superiority during a heatwave.”

Mara raised an eyebrow, glancing down at her legs with a lazy smile. “What?”

“Don’t act like you don’t know,” Kylie said, eyes narrowing playfully over the rim of her sunglasses. “Your legs are engineered for slow-motion beach walks. I swear if I had those legs, I’d never wear pants again.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen you wearing pants,” Lia pointed out.

“Exactly,” Kylie said, gesturing toward her body, with its feminine curves. “Why waste all this?”

They all laughed, and Lia stretched her arms overhead with a sigh. “Well, maybe I can’t compete with Mara’s runway legs or Kylie’s . . . everything, but at least I can still slip through tight spaces and get child movie tickets if I do the voice.”

“You really did that last week,” Kylie said.

“And I regret nothing,” Lia replied.

“Yeah, Lia, your whole tiny-but-mighty vibe is disgustingly adorable,” Mara added. “You’re like a pocket-sized superhero.”

Kylie leaned back with a contented sigh, adjusting the straps of her bikini. “Well, if we’re assigning superpowers, I’ll take ‘turns heads when she walks.’”

“You already have that one,” Mara said. “Honestly, it’s a little distracting when we go out. You’re like the Venus flytrap of cleavage.”

Kylie laughed. “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

“You should,” Lia said, then added in mock suspicion, “But I’m watching you, siren.”

“Whatever, Lia, that navy bikini is fucking obscene,” Kylie noted. “Your tight little body is perfect. You’re ruining men without even trying.”

Lia cackled—a fearless, throaty sound that matched her unapologetic swagger. She tossed her blond ponytail as she replied, “But let’s be real, Kylie. Your tits could start a riot, and your ass is a national security threat. I’m surprised that guys don’t bust themselves out of their chastity cages just by the force of their erections when they see you.”

Kylie laughed, appreciating the comment.

“Oh my god,” Mara began, her voice a teasing almost-whisper. “Imagine being a guy and you’re locked up right now. You know, I’m super fascinated by that moment when boys get their first chastity cage. Which I mention because my brother, Hunter, just got his.”

Lia’s eyes lit up, her fearless streak flaring. “Oh yeah? Hunter’s just gotten locked up? That’s the best. You can see the panic in their eyes when it clicks shut. Nothing hotter than a guy realizing his dick’s on lockdown.”

“By the way,” Kylie mentioned, “what’s up with the males in your family, Mara? I mean, Hunter’s cute, like, you know, really cute, and your dad, I mean, he’s an older guy, but holy hell.”

Lia laughed. “Tis true,” she seconded with a laugh. “I mean, your whole family is weirdly hot. But your dad is a DILF.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Mara protested, though she had a laugh as well. “Anyway, he’s my stepdad, as you know.”

“Oh, we know,” Lia said, her voice low and approving. “Your mom’s a legend. Got pregnant in a total power move, cuckolding James like it was nothing, picking her lover, getting what she wanted, and James just had to take it. That’s next-level control.”

Kylie laughed. “She didn’t even hide it, and James is still her devoted little servant. It’s fucking iconic.”

“It’s unreal,” Lia said. “She just went, ‘I’m doing this,’ and James was like, ‘Yes, Mistress.’ I love it. She cuckolded him, made him raise you, and he’s still folding her laundry like it’s his life’s purpose. That’s how you dominate. Zero apologies, total control. It’s what we’re all aiming for, right? That kind of effortless ownership.”

“Exactly,” Mara replied. “She doesn’t just dominate James—she defines him.”

“So, Mara,” Lia said, her voice light, “does your mom ever have to, you know, correct him? Like, does she use the belt to him to keep him in line?”

“Yes, is the answer,” Mara replied, “but so as to be totally transparent about how I’m trying to have you two not talk about my hot stepdad, I am going to mention what I love about the chastity device.”

“Will there be a quiz later?” Lia asked.

“Yes,” Mara replied in a serious voice.

“Cool, I’m ready,” Kylie said.

“Right. It’s the way it’s so fucking obvious, even under clothes,” Mara explained. “It’s all about the humiliation. Every time a guy moves, everyone can tell he’s locked up. It’s like a neon sign screaming, ‘I’m owned.’ Puts him right in his place, embarrassed about his penis being locked up for the world to see. I mean, is it just me, or is it kind of hilarious when you can see that a guy’s wearing a cage?”

Lia let out a short laugh. “Not just you.”

“No, totally,” Kylie agreed. “It’s the way they move. All stiff and careful like they’re trying to pretend everything’s normal.”

Lia laughed, her fearless energy sparking. “I’m all about the restraint,” she said. “You know, when they get excited. The discomfort’s the point, you know? Nothing puts a guy in his place like feeling that restraint every time he sees a hot girl.”

Mara laughed. “I saw this guy at the grocery store with his sister or whatever, and he kept fidgeting. Like, so obviously uncomfortable. And I just thought, yeah, poor guy probably forgot to ask permission to adjust.”

Lia laughed. “Ugh, the beginner twitchiness. It’s always so awkward.”

“They really do get over it fast, though,” Kylie said. “Once the training period is done, they get so calm. It’s kind of cute. But I’m curious about the different models. Like the flat design,” Kylie said. “No contours, no give.”

Lia giggled. “Sounds . . . humbling.”

“Right?” Kylie said. “Or the inverted design. Kind of brutal-looking, honestly.”

“Oh, yeah,” Mara replied. “That’s definitely a ‘don’t even think about getting excited’ model.”

“Exactly!” Kylie said. “Zero wiggle room. Literally. And then there’s the spiked cage.”

Lia’s eyes widened. “Oh my god.”

Mara laughed. “Now that’s motivation.”

“Right?” Kylie said. “But I’m honestly wondering, like, is it just punishment, or is it more like . . . deterrent conditioning?”

“Could be both,” Lia said thoughtfully. “Like, some models might be for everyday wear, just to keep them focused. But a spiked one feels more like correction. Something for when they’ve gotten out of line.”

Mara nodded. “Or maybe it’s psychological. Like, just knowing the spikes are there is enough to keep him completely in check. I guess it’s nice to have options.”

“Yeah,” Lia agreed, “and nicer that they don’t.”

“But seriously,” Kylie said after a pause, “I like that they wear them. That they have to. It keeps them in check.”

“You know what I love,” Lia said, “is that our moms don’t even blink when we have guys over. They know nothing’s gonna happen. Not with those cages locked tight.”

“I know, right?” Mara said. “So guys can come over, and they’re all locked up and desperate. But their tongues aren’t locked up, so we get to play our little games with them on their knees.”

“Hell yeah, I love knowing they’re caged and can’t do anything but obey,” Kylie said. “They can’t even think about stepping out of line, but their tongues are free to serve.”

“Speaking of serving,” Mara said, “Hunter!” she called out, her voice sweet and polite, carrying across the backyard with deceptive warmth. “Would you be so kind as to come out here? We’d love to chat with you a moment.” Her tone was courteous, almost sisterly, but a wicked undercurrent hinted at her mean-spirited intent.

Hunter emerged from the house, his lean frame clad in a plain T-shirt and shorts, his face flushed from the heat—or perhaps the weight of his new chastity device, its chrome steel a constant reminder of his place.

His eyes betrayed his nervousness as he took in the sight of the three girls, lingering briefly on Kylie, her violet bikini accentuating her statuesque form. His feelings for her, a quiet ache he kept hidden, made the summons daunting. He stopped a few feet from their chairs, his posture stiff, the chastity device’s visibility under his shorts a source of private shame.

“Yes, Mara?” he said, his voice low but steady, his deference ingrained as his household’s rules demanded.

“Oh, Hunter, you’re so prompt, thank you,” she said, her politeness a thin veil. “We were just talking about chastity cages, and since you’re sporting that shiny new lock, we’re curious—how’s it feeling? Must be quite the adjustment, hmm?”

Hunter’s face reddened, his hands clenching at his sides, but he stood his ground, obligated to respond with deference. “It’s . . . tight,” he replied, his voice tight but respectful. “Takes some getting used to, but I’m managing.” His eyes stayed on the grass, avoiding the women’s gazes.

“That’s so interesting, Hunter,” Lia said, her voice light, as if asking about a new hobby.

Kylie remained silent, her dark-brown hair spilling over one shoulder, her blue eyes fixed on Hunter with a secretive, curious intensity. Her insatiable nature stirred as she watched him, noting the tension in his shoulders, the slight wince in his expression. She didn’t speak, but her gaze was sharp, assessing, as if cataloging his reactions for later, her demanding edge simmering beneath her quiet demeanor.

Mara’s smile turned sharper, her politeness peeling away to reveal a mocking cruelty. “Everyone can see you’re locked up. Bet it’s humiliating, knowing everyone knows about it. Tell us, does it make you feel like you got owned?”

Hunter’s face burned, his eyes fixed on the ground, his hands trembling slightly. “Yes, Ms. Mara,” he said, his voice barely audible, his deference absolute despite the sting of her words. “It . . . reminds me of my place.”

“Oh, Hunter, you’re too cute,” Lia said.

“That means it’s good and tight,” Kylie offered. “Right, Hunter? Does it feel nice and tight?”

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” Hunter replied.

The three women laughed.

“All right, now be an obedient bitch-boy and fetch us three fresh lemonades,” Mara said. “And don’t fuck about, or you’ll be fetching the belt for a proper striping. We wouldn’t want that, would we?” Her laughter was sharp, her cruelty fully unveiled as she sat back down, dismissing him.

Hunter nodded, his voice steady despite the ordeal. “Yes, Mara. Right away.” He turned toward the house as he hurried to obey, the laughter of his sister and her friends ringing in his ears.


Chapter 3

Hunter’s chastity device had become a constant reminder of his place in submission to women like his Mara and her friends. His thoughts, however, were fixed on Kylie. He’d harbored a crush on her since they were kids. Now, watching her laugh with Mara and Lia, her skin glowing under the sun, he felt the restraint of chastity even more.

Though Hunter had done his best not to look, he couldn’t unsee what he had seen. The three girls were wearing tiny bikinis, and he could tell that Lia was shaved, or likely waxed smooth beneath her micro bikini, which fit so perfectly that a subtle cleft was visible between her legs. Kylie, on the other hand, clearly had a full bush, though it was kept neatly covered by her bikini bottoms. Still, the slight mound in front made it clear.

It had always been a source of fascination for Hunter. As a male, he was expected to remove all body hair. He’d adhered strictly to this rule, his skin meticulously shaved or waxed as part of his daily routine. Women like Mara, Kylie, and Lia faced no such requirement, free to choose their grooming habits as a privilege of their superior status, their bodies celebrated in any form they desired.

Hunter recalled a mandatory class he’d taken called Health and Male Submission. The classroom had been stark, its white walls lined with anatomical charts, and the teacher, Ms. Yothers, delivered the curriculum with no regard for the embarrassment of her students. They were mostly males, and a few young women, who mostly took the class for laughs. Their presence served to amplify the male students’ discomfort.

Ms. Yothers had launched into a lesson on full-body hair removal, her voice crisp and matter-of-fact. “Male grooming is not a choice,” she announced, “it’s a mandate. Full-body hair removal, from neck to toes, is required to maintain the aesthetic and hygienic standards of our society. Pubic hair, in particular, is a privilege reserved for females, a mark of their authority and natural superiority.”

Her words had been blunt and her lack of concern for the males’ embarrassment was clear. A ripple of unease had passed through the male students, their faces reddening, some shifting in their seats. The female students exchanged knowing glances. Ms. Yothers had continued, her voice unwavering.

“Males are forbidden from retaining any pubic hair. It’s a symbol of defiance, a challenge to the gynarchy’s control. Regular inspections ensure compliance, and failure results in correction, often public, to reinforce their place.”

She’d gestured to a large photograph on the board, that showed a naked male body, hairless and caged, her pointer tapping the image with no trace of empathy.

“Women are free to maintain their natural state, as it’s a privilege of their power. For you boys, hairlessness is a reminder of your submission, a daily act of obedience to the women who rule you.” She’d smiled as she described the process—waxing, laser treatments, mandatory salon visits—her words stripping away any pretense of privacy or agency. A male student had raised a trembling hand, his voice barely audible.

“Ms. Yothers, what if, um, it’s uncomfortable?” The question had hung in the air, met with a faint snicker from a female student.

“Your comfort is irrelevant,” she said in a stern tone of voice. “Your role is to serve, to conform to our standards. Embarrassment is just another lesson in humility.” Her words had silenced the room, the males’ heads bowing, the females’ confidence a stark contrast.

Then, a young woman named Clara raised her hand, her voice clear and curious. “Ms. Yothers, is there ever a reason a female might need to remove body hair, or is this standard strictly for males?”

“An excellent question, Clara,” Ms. Yothers replied. “There is no reason whatsoever for a female to remove her pubic hair. None. Her natural state, including her hair, her curves, and her presence is a privilege, a symbol of her power and superiority. It’s to be celebrated, not altered. Males, on the other hand, are stripped of hair to reflect their submission, their bodies reshaped to serve our aesthetic preferences.” She paused, her gaze sweeping the males in the classroom. “This is just one symbol of the different standards for males and females. Females are free to exist as they are; males are molded to obey.”

“But what if a girl has a really full bush of pubic hair?” Clara asked without a hint of embarrassment.

Ms. Yothers smiled. “With respect to healthy human sexuality, it is an aphrodisiac for the male to be given the privilege of serving a female with a full, natural bush of pubic hair. It is a symbol of the power she possesses, of which the male will literally salivate to be brought into service.

Clara nodded, her smile widening, while the male students sank lower in their seats. Ms. Yothers continued, her voice unwavering.

“For males, hairlessness is a daily act of obedience, enforced through waxing, laser treatments, or salon visits. Non-compliance is unthinkable. Failure brings the belt or worse.” Her pointer tapped the photograph again, as if the males’ embarrassment was irrelevant. “It’s a reminder of who rules and who serves.”

“And if a male doesn’t comply with the hair removal, Ms. Yothers?” Clara asked in an innocent-sounding voice. “You mentioned he might get the belt.”

The female students stifled laughter, the males’ faces burning, Hunter’s included, as the room’s tension spiked. The question was innocent on its face, but the look in Clara’s eyes and the stifled giggles from the other female students betrayed her intent. She was amusing herself and her peers by highlighting the males’ impending humiliation, especially the threat of the belt for noncompliance.

Ms. Yothers’s expression remained stern, her response deliberate, addressing the matter as that of utmost importance. “Indeed, Clara,” she said, her voice firm, her gaze sweeping the males with clinical detachment. “Noncompliance with grooming standards is a direct challenge to female superiority, and correction is not just punishment. It’s a favor to the male in question. Whipping the disobedient male with the belt helps him understand his place, reinforcing his role. A male who fails to comply by neglecting to remove body hair to specification requires a lesson in humility to ensure he internalizes his submission. It’s for his own good, to guide him in his obedience.”

As a result of males being obligated to remove their body hair and the females being free to express themselves as they chose to, the males developed a great deal of curiosity about the female students’ grooming habits. Hunter recalled that Clara, who had clearly been asking in regard to herself, was said to have a spectacularly thick, full bush. She made a point of confronting a number of the male students with the challenge of burying their face in it to serve her pleasure.

Now, as Hunter attended to Mara and her friends, he couldn’t not think about what Kylie might look like under her bikini, a thought that made the chastity cage feel so much tighter than it normally did. He tried his best to shake off such thoughts. He was not successful.

“Hunter!” Mara’s voice could be heard through the open sliding door, sharp and impatient. “Where’s our drinks? Don’t make us wait.”

He flinched, grabbing the tray of clinking glasses and hurrying outside. The heat hit him like a wall, his T-shirt already sticking to his back as he crossed the patio. He kept his eyes lowered, as Olivia had drilled into him, but he couldn’t help stealing another glance at Kylie. She caught his gaze and shot him a teasing smile that made his stomach twist.

“Slow service today, Hunter,” Mara said. She stretched, her bikini top shifting slightly, and Hunter’s face burned as he set the tray on the small table between the lounges.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, stepping back quickly.

Lia laughed, sitting up and adjusting her sunglasses. “You’d better be. My brother would get the belt for less. He had a correction just a few days ago, and he’s still got the stripes to show for it.”

Mara smiled, twirling a strand of hair around her finger. “Oh, Hunter knows all about that. Mom doesn’t mess around. She’ll have him over the arm of the couch before he can even blink.”

Hunter’s jaw tightened, his hands clenching at his sides. Disobedience, even minor, was met with swift correction. Olivia had always been strict, her belt a looming threat, and Hunter had learned to navigate her rules with precision.

Kylie studied Hunter with a look of curiosity and amusement. “Bet you’re extra careful now, huh?” she asked.

He wanted to disappear, to melt into the heat, but he stood frozen, knowing any reaction would only fuel their teasing.

Lia leaned forward, her bikini straps slipping slightly. “Yeah, tell us, Hunter. Does it, like, actually make you focus? Or is it just . . . weird?”

Kylie, twirling a strand of dark hair, chimed in. “I heard it’s supposed to make guys super obedient. Is that true? Like, do you feel more . . . I dunno, submissive?”

Hunter shifted, the patio scorching under his sneakers. He wanted to snap back, but Mara’s smirk reminded him of Olivia’s rules—any disrespect meant punishment, and Mara would gleefully report it. “It’s . . . fine,” he said tightly. “I do what I’m supposed to.”

Mara laughed. “Oh, come on, give us more than that. You’re locked up 24/7, right? No key, no freedom. How’s it feel knowing you’ve got no control?”

Lia’s eyes widened, her curiosity genuine. “Yeah, like, what’s it like not having a say? My brother’s getting his device next week, and I wanna know what to expect.”

Hunter’s jaw tightened. He hated this—being their entertainment, a specimen to dissect. “It’s just . . . part of life,” he said, voice low. “You get used to it. Keeps me focused, like it’s supposed to.”

Kylie smiled. “Do you ever, like, beg for the key? Or is that not allowed?”

Mara burst out laughing. “Oh my God, Kylie, imagine him begging! I bet he’s too embarrassed to even ask.”

“I don’t,” Hunter said, sharper than he meant. The girls’ laughter spiked, and he regretted opening his mouth.

Lia, still curious, pressed on. “But seriously, does it change how you think? Like, are you actually . . . different now? My mom says it makes guys better at serving their superiors.”

Hunter shrugged, desperate to end this. “I do my chores, go to school, work. Same as always.”

But it wasn’t the same for Hunter, not with the device’s constant pressure, not with Mara’s relentless mockery or Olivia’s unyielding control.

Mara sat up, crossing her arms. “You’re so boring, Hunter. I bet you’re dying to complain, but you can’t, because Mom would have you cleaning the attic with your ass bright red for a week.” She turned to her friends. “He’s terrified of her. It’s hilarious.”

“Am not,” Hunter muttered, instantly regretting it.

Mara’s smile widened. “Oh, really? Wanna bet? I could call Mom right now; tell her you’re being rude. What do you think—garage duty again? Or the belt? I’d bet you’d get the belt.”

“Oh, c’mon, how cute would it be to watch Hunter get the belt?” Kylie mused aloud.

He said nothing, his silence an admission of defeat. Lia and Kylie exchanged looks, their amusement tinged with awe at Mara’s ease with power. They were learning, soaking in the dynamic they’d soon inherit.

“Okay, enough fun,” Mara said, waving him off. “Go finish whatever Mom told you to do. We’re busy.” She lay back down, adjusting her sunglasses, as Lia and Kylie giggled. “We’ll call if we need you,” Mara added.

He nodded, turning to retreat, his heart pounding as Kylie’s laughter followed him.

“It’s so much better this way,” Kylie said once he was out of earshot, her voice low but excited. “Like, they’ll just do whatever we say. No arguing. It’s kind of perfect.”

“Do you think they hate it, though?” Lia asked, after a moment. “The cages, I mean. Or do they just get used to it?”

Kylie shrugged. “I think some of them probably do at first. Especially the cocky ones. Which, oh my god, did you say your brother is getting his next week?”

“Yeah,” Lia announced, her voice brimming with glee, “Ethan’s finally getting fitted for his first chastity device.”

Mara’s sunglasses slipped down her nose as she chuckled.

“Oh, this is too good,” she replied. “Ethan’s always been, sorry, kind of a dick. He’s hot and all, but, you know. Bet he’ll hate every second.”

Lia’s eyes twinkled with mischief. “Oh, he’ll hate it alright. And get this. Mom said she’s picking out a small one for him.” She paused for effect, letting the words hang in the air.

The three erupted into peals of laughter, the sound sharp and unrestrained. “Poor Ethan,” Mara teased, “thinking he’s all that, and now he’s getting humbled hard.”

“Poor Ethan, my ass,” Lia said, waving a hand. “He’s been asking for it. Last week, he rolled his eyes at Mom during dinner. She had him over the table with the belt before he could blink. Turned his butt bright red. And he still didn’t learn. This device is gonna be his wake-up call.”

“Bet he’ll be like Hunter, all quiet and careful once it’s on,” Mara said. “Nothing shuts a guy up faster than a locked-up dick. Hunter’s already got the memo. Ethan’s gonna learn the hard way. Bet he’ll be fetching your drinks in no time, Lia.”

Lia snorted, stretching out on her towel. “He better. I’m done with his disrespect.”

“God, that’s amazing,” Mara said, her eyes sparkling. “You’ll have him cleaning your room, doing your laundry, whatever you want. Total control.”

“Ethan’s such an idiot,” Lia said, shaking her head. “Yesterday, he talked back to Mom again—something about not wanting to mow the lawn in this heat. She just stared him down, and he shut up real quick, but you know she’s adding it to his tab. That chastity device is gonna feel like mercy compared to what’s coming.”

Mara smirked, pushing her sunglasses up. “He’s got no one to blame but himself. Guys like him think they can push it ‘cause they’re good-looking or whatever. Bet he’s regretting that ego now.”

Kylie giggled, stretching her legs out. “Oh, he’ll regret it when your mom gets the belt out. Ethan’s in for it.”

“That’s the thing with Ethan,” Lia said, “he never learns. He’s been belted plenty, but he still acts like he’s above it. Mom’s gonna make sure this one sticks.” She paused, then added, “I’ve got a way I like it done, though. The belt, I mean. Makes it memorable.”

Mara raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Oh? Spill. How do you think a belting should go?”

“I like it fast,” Lia replied. “Like, my mom uses this belt that whistles when it swings. She goes fast. It’s pop, pop, pop, no breaks, just a blur of hits till he’s yelping. Ethan tries to act tough, but by the end, he’s apologizing with tears in his eyes.”

Kylie burst out laughing, clapping her hands. “I love it. Watching them try to stay tough is the best part. Ethan’s all muscles and attitude, but I bet he’s a mess afterward.”

“What’s your style, then?” Lia asked, nudging Kylie’s leg with her foot.

Kylie twirled a strand of dark-brown hair. “Slow and steady. I’ve got this thick leather belt, right? I like it when each hit lands hard, maybe ten or fifteen seconds between them. Gives him time to feel every sting, to think about what he did. Before my brother left for college last year, he’d get in trouble for sneaking out, and afterward he couldn’t sit for days. It’s over quick, but you can tell it hurts.”

Mara nodded, impressed. “Nice. Keeps ‘em off balance. My mom’s the same with Hunter. It’s more of a ritual. Like when she has Hunter over the arm of the sofa, she uses this wide belt and gives, like, ten solid strokes of the belt, but she lectures between each one. Tells him exactly what he did wrong, why he’s gotta learn respect. It’s not just the pain of the belt, but it’s the shame as well. He’s bright red by the end, and he doesn’t forget.”

Lia whistled softly. “Damn, Mara. That’s intense. Bet Hunter’s scared to even breathe wrong.”

“He better be,” Mara said, laughing. “Mom’s got him trained, but it’s those beltings that keep him in line. Ethan could use a dose of that. He’s too cocky for his own good.”

Lia laughed, stretching out. “Once Mom’s done with the belt and that lock’s on, he’ll be a different guy.”

“Speaking of beltings,” Kylie said, her voice teasing as she glanced at Lia, “when did your mom decide you were old enough?”

Lia leaned back on her hands. “Oh, that was last year. Mom sat me down and said it was time I learned to ‘enforce the rules.’ She gave me the leather belt she used on Ethan when he was younger. Then, like a week later, Ethan mouthed off about doing dishes, and she told him to bend over the kitchen counter. I gave him what he had coming. He was pissed, but I thought it was hilarious.”

Mara laughed, shaking her head. “That’s amazing. Bet Ethan’s face was priceless. When did you get the go-ahead, Kylie?”

“My cousin was staying over, and he forgot to take out the trash,” Kylie explained. “Mom handed me the belt and said, ‘Your turn.’ He cried like a bitch. Mom clapped afterward, said I had a natural talent.”

Lia snorted. “A natural talent?”

“Yeah,” Kylie shot back, giggling. “Mara, what about you? When did Olivia let you take over?”

Mara’s smile was sharp, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. “Mom was early with me. She’s always been big on preparing me to run things, you know? Said I needed to know how to keep order in the house. She said it’s my right as a woman to enforce the rules, and the sooner I learned, the better.”

Kylie’s smile widened, and without preamble, she sat up, her voice dropping into a rhythmic, biting cadence as she launched into an impromptu rap.

“Your dick is all locked up tight as fuck,

Your balls in a vice, so sorry, bad luck,

Now fetch that belt, don’t you make me fuckin’ wait,

We know you want pussy ’cause you salivate,

Cause I’ma gonna keep you hard and confined,

You’re my little bitch, got you losin’ your mind,

Yeah, your cock’s in a lock, gonna fuck with your head,”

Now how about you licking my ass instead?

You’re locked up tight, housebroken and tame,

Gonna whip your butt till you’re screamin’ my name,

I’ma stripe that ass till you’re beggin’ for more,

Pussy makes the rules, you’re an ass-licking whore.”

Mara and Lia howled with laughter, clapping and cheering as Kylie’s rap cut through the air, its explicit cruelty a gleeful celebration of their power.

“Kylie, you’re fucking evil! ‘Fetch me the belt’? I’m dead!” Mara exclaimed as she laughed hysterically.

“Holy shit, Kylie, you went hard!” Lia exclaimed. “‘Ass-licking whore’? I’m so stealing that.”

Kylie smiled in response, glancing toward the house. She was thinking about Hunter, seeing how her knowing he was locked up had suddenly changed the way she thought of him. She wondered what she might do about the ideas that were forming in her head about Hunter. The neighborhood boy. All locked up, she thought. Perfect.


Chapter 4

Hunter stumbled through the kitchen door, and though the summer heat clung to him, it was the encounter in the backyard that left his face burning and his heart pounding.

Olivia stood at the kitchen island, slicing fruit for a salad, her auburn hair pulled into a loose bun, her flowing sundress a soft contrast to her commanding presence.

“Hunter, dear,” she said, her voice smooth but firm, “How did your service to the girls go? They seemed quite pleased out there.”

Hunter’s shoulders stiffened, his eyes dropping to the floor, his deference ingrained. “I brought them their lemonades, like Mara asked. They were laughing, teasing me about the chastity device, saying it’s obvious I’m owned.”

His voice wavered slightly, the memory of Kylie’s predatory smirk and his hidden feelings for her making the recounting agony, but he stood straight, his submission absolute.

Olivia’s laugh was bright, with a casual cruelty that mirrored Mara’s. “Oh, Hunter, that’s just how it is,” she said, “you’re newly caged and your device is doing its job keeping you in line, and they’re just having fun with it. You need to show some maturity, dear.” Her smile was warm but unyielding.

Hunter nodded, his hands clenching at his sides.

“Now, I have a task for you. The girls tracked in dirt from the backyard earlier. Those sandals of theirs left quite a mess. I want you to clean the entryway floor, on your hands and knees, until it shines. Make sure it’s spotless before they come inside. Understood?” Her voice was polite but carried the weight of expectation, her dominance as effortless as ever.

“Yes, Mom,” Hunter said, his voice steady despite the turmoil within. He turned toward the entryway, where streaks of dirt marred the polished hardwood, a testament to the women’s carefree presence. The task felt like an extension of their teasing, another reminder of his place, but he moved to obey, grabbing a bucket and a rag from the closet.

As he knelt in the entryway, scrubbing the floor, the voices of Mara, Kylie, and Lia drifted in from the backyard, their laughter a sharp reminder of their power. Olivia returned to her fruit, her smile lingering, satisfied with Hunter’s submission and his acceptance of the gynarchy’s rules. The image of Kylie in her bikini, her mocking words, and the device’s unyielding grip swirled in Hunter’s mind, his hidden feelings a private struggle as he worked, his deference to the women’s authority absolute.

Some minutes later, the back door creaked open, and Kylie stepped inside alone and paused in the entryway. She stood over Hunter, her gaze sharp as she examined his work, her presence commanding his attention.

“Hunter,” she said, her voice smooth and polite, “you’re doing such a thorough job.”

Hunter paused, his deference ingrained. “Thank you, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice low but steady. His hidden feelings for Kylie made her scrutiny both thrilling and agonizing. He kept his eyes on the floor, focusing on the task to shield himself from her gaze.

Kylie remained in place for a minute or two, watching him work. She was surprised, never having taken the opportunity to examine Hunter’s butt before, or at least she’d never really paid any attention. She was surprised he was so well-built. Maybe, she thought, it was the fact that he was locked in chastity that she’d really begun to consider him as having the potential to be more than just a boy in the neighborhood.

“OK, well, you keep up the effort,” Kylie said as she departed, walking toward the downstairs bathroom.

Hunter’s T-shirt clung to his sweat-dampened back, the summer heat creeping through even the air-conditioned house. His mind lingered on Kylie in her violet bikini, knowing she was changing in the guest bathroom that was just across the hall.

The air-conditioned coolness of the downstairs bathroom was a sharp contrast to the summer heat outside. Kylie stepped inside and the door swung shut behind her. Unbeknownst to her, it didn’t latch properly, leaving a sliver of a gap. Her blue eyes twinkled with a secretive, insatiable hunger, her demanding nature still simmering from her encounter with Hunter in the entryway. His lean frame and muscular backside, perfectly shaped for the belt, remained in her thoughts. The image of him lingered in her mind as she prepared to undress.

Kylie paused before the bathroom mirror as she untied the straps of her bikini top, letting it fall to the counter, her gaze fixed on her feminine curves. She paused before the mirror, her reflection revealing a statuesque figure. She examined her full, rounded hips, large round breasts, and dark-brown hair cascading over her shoulders. She was enamored of her breasts, her slender waist, and the gentle curve of her hips. As she admired her body, her thoughts drifted to Hunter. She’d noticed his stolen glances by the pool, the way his eyes darted away when she caught him. She suspected he had a crush on her, a secret betrayed by his fumbling responses to her teasing about his chores and his new chastity device. The idea intrigued her—what could she do with that knowledge? Tease him? Or confront him, forcing him to admit his feelings, knowing he’d never dare act on them?

She imagined Hunter, newly caged, his well-formed butt presented for the belt, his body tensing with each strike, his deference absolute as he submitted to her correction. The thought sent a shiver of delight through her, her demanding nature relishing the control, the image of his muscular form under her command a tantalizing prospect.

“I do love a good punishment,” she murmured to herself. “Hunter’s ass, so perfect for it . . . bending over, taking the belt, knowing his place.” Her imagination was vivid as she pictured him, caged and humbled, serving as the ideal slave.

As she hooked her thumbs into her bikini bottoms, sliding them down her thighs. Kylie stood before the mirror, her reflection a portrait of confidence. She knew her beauty carried power, and her gaze lingered on the full, natural bush of pubic hair, a deliberate mark of her autonomy. She imagined Hunter’s reaction if he saw her now, his hopeless crush crumbling under the weight of his subservient role. The thought sent a spark through her, a blend of amusement and something deeper, more primal. She was a woman, untouchable, while he was shaved, locked, a servant to her if she chose him to be.

When he finished cleaning the floor, Hunter headed to the laundry room. The house was quiet, and the linoleum was cool under his feet. The door to the guest bathroom, just off the hall, was slightly ajar. He didn’t think twice, until he caught a fleeting glimpse of Kylie.

She was standing before the mirror, and she was completely and fully exposed to his view. For a brief moment, he could see her naked body, her skin glowing in the soft light, unguarded and unaware. Hunter froze, his breath catching, the wash rag slipping from his hand. In a moment, he took in the sight of her full frontal in the reflection, and what drew his eyes to the sight of her was the flawlessly beautiful feminine shape of her curves, and the extravagantly thick triangle of soft, dark hair between her legs. He could tell that she’d allowed it to grow full and untamed. The sight was accidental, a moment he hadn’t sought, but before he could turn away, Kylie’s eyes met his in the mirror.

Her face flashed with fury, her lips parting in a sharp gasp.

“Hunter!” she snapped, grabbing a towel to cover herself. Her voice was like a whipcrack. “What the fuck are you doing? Were you spying on me?”

Hunter’s face burned, his hands raising defensively as he stepped back. “No, I—I didn’t mean to! The door was open, I was just—” His words came out in a tumble, as panic tightened his throat.

Kylie’s eyes narrowed, her anger palpable, but beneath it, there was a subtle thrill, a spark of power at catching him in such a vulnerable moment. Hunter’s flustered state and his obvious embarrassment inspired in her a righteous fury and titillation. She stepped closer to the door, clutching the towel to her chest, her voice dropping to a dangerous low. “You think you can just stare at me? Like you’ve got any right? You’re gonna regret this, Hunter.”

“I’m sorry, Kylie, I swear it was an accident!” Hunter’s voice cracked, his hands trembling as he backed further into the hall. The weight of his chastity device, smooth against his hairless skin, felt heavier now, a reminder of his place and the rules he’d unintentionally broken.

“An accident, huh? We’ll see what your mom will think about that.”

He stood frozen, the wash rag forgotten on the floor, the image of Kylie seared into his mind. It was not just her exposed form, but the fury and power in her eyes. He knew he’d get the belt for this, but he didn’t know how much worse it might be for him.

Mara and Lia rushed in from the patio, drawn by the noise.

“What happened?” Mara demanded, her eyes narrowing as she took in the scene.

“He was spying on me!” Kylie snapped, her voice trembling with indignation. “I was changing, and he just—stared!”

“No, I swear, it was an accident!” Hunter’s voice cracked, panic rising. “I was just going to the laundry room—the door was open!”

Mara’s lips curled into a smirk, her amusement barely masking her delight at his predicament. “Oh, Hunter, you’re in deep now. Mom’s gonna lose it.” Lia, standing behind her, looked uneasy but said nothing, while Kylie’s glare didn’t waver.

“Please, Mara,” Hunter pleaded, turning to his half-sister. “You know I wouldn’t do that. Tell her it was a mistake!”

Mara crossed her arms. “Why should I? You’re always messing up, and I’m not your babysitter. Kylie says you were creeping, and that’s what Mom will hear.”

Kylie, still clutching the towel, softened slightly but didn’t back down. “It felt intentional, Hunter. You should’ve looked away.”

“I did!” he insisted, his face burning. “It was a second—I didn’t mean to see anything!”

Hunter’s stomach sank. He knew what was coming. Olivia’s discipline was unrelenting. Any misstep, real or perceived, brought swift punishment. This wasn’t just a misunderstanding; it was a violation. He was in for it. His mistake could be as punishable as defiance, and he was definitely going to get the belt.


Chapter 5

The living room was cool and pristine, its wide windows letting in the harsh summer light filtered through sheer curtains. The air held a tense stillness, broken only by the faint hum of the air conditioner. Hunter stood in the center of the room, his hands clasped behind his back, his face pale as he kept his eyes lowered, as his mother had taught him. The accidental glimpse of Kylie in the bathroom—now reported by Kylie to Mara, and by Mara to Olivia—had brought him here, to face judgment. His chastity device, its shape visible beneath his shorts, was a constant reminder of his place.

Kylie, Mara, and Lia sat on the plush sectional sofa, their presence a silent tribunal. Kylie, now in a pale-yellow sundress, sat with her arms crossed, her expression a combination of righteous anger and subtle satisfaction. Mara, in a peach-colored tank top, had a look of smug satisfaction on her face and her sunglasses were perched on her head. Lia, in a sheer white blouse, unbuttoned in front, watched with keen interest, her lips twitching with amusement. The three girls awaited Olivia’s verdict.

Olivia stood before Hunter. In her hand, she held a wide leather belt with a brass buckle, its familiar weight a symbol of her authority. Her eyes were fixed on Hunter, sharp and unyielding, as she began her lecture.

“Hunter,” she began, pacing slowly, “you’ve been raised to respect women, to understand your place, and to control your actions. What happened today was a grave violation. Whether intentional or not, you looked upon Kylie without her consent, an act that undermines the autonomy every woman is entitled to.” She paused, letting the words settle, the belt dangling at her side. “Your negligence with the bathroom door is no excuse. You know the rules, and you failed to uphold them.”

Hunter’s throat bobbed, his gaze locked on the hardwood floor. “I’m sorry,” he said, his voice barely audible. “It was an accident.”

Olivia’s lips thinned. “Accidents carry consequences, Hunter. You must learn that your actions, even unintentional ones, have weight in this world.” She turned to Kylie, her voice softening slightly. “Kylie, it was your privacy he violated. Do you have anything to say before I proceed?”

“I trusted you to respect my privacy, Hunter,” Kylie said, her voice steady. “You didn’t. I’m angry, and I expect you to make this right.”

Mara giving her an approving nod, while Lia stifled a giggle.

Olivia nodded, resuming her address. “Your punishment will reflect the severity of your misstep, Hunter. You’ll learn to be more vigilant, to honor the boundaries of women. Prepare yourself.”

Hunter knew the ritual. He moved to the armrest of the sofa, slipping his shorts and underwear down, his hands gripping the edge, his body taut with dread. Olivia stepped forward, the belt unfolding in her hands. She delivered ten strokes, each one measured and deliberate, the leather belt singing as she swung it. She paused between each stroke, letting each sting settle, the sound sharp in the quiet room. Hunter flinched but remained silent, his training keeping him still, though his knuckles whitened on the armrest.

Mara watched with a detached amusement, accustomed to her mother’s discipline. Lia studied the slow, deliberate punishment of Olivia’s rhythm. Kylie’s expression was complex—anger, yes, but also a distinct thrill, the memory of Hunter’s gaze in the bathroom mingling with the power of seeing him disciplined for her. She realized she was becoming wet watching the leather belt being brought down hard across his bare ass. She’d assumed it would look absolutely perfect being whipped repeatedly with a leather strap, and she was aroused by the fact that it was even better than she’d imagined. The belting was over in minutes, but it would linger in her mind.

Olivia stepped back at last, withdrawing the belt. “Stand,” she commanded. Hunter straightened, his face as red as his butt cheeks, his breathing uneven but controlled. “Now, apologize to Kylie.”

Hunter turned to Kylie, his eyes still lowered, his voice steady despite the pain. He was self-conscious about the fact that the only clothing he was wearing was now around his thighs, and he tried his best not to think about the fact that the chrome steel device left his balls revealed to her as he began his apology. “I’m sorry, Kylie, for disrespecting your privacy. It won’t happen again.”

Kylie nodded, accepting the apology.

Olivia turned back to Hunter. “While your apology is appropriate, it’s not enough, Hunter,” she said. “By tomorrow morning, you’ll provide Kylie with a written apology, detailing your mistake and your commitment to respect her boundaries. Furthermore, Kylie has generously offered you a chance to make amends. You’ll go to her house Saturday morning to do whatever chores she assigns. You’ll follow her instructions to the letter, understood?”

Hunter’s stomach twisted. The memory of Kylie’s accusation, Mara’s laughter, and his forced apology still stung. Now, working under Kylie’s direction felt like another layer of exposure.

“Yes, I understand,” he said, keeping his eyes on the carpet, knowing better than to argue.

“You will obey her, is that clear?” Olivia asked.

“Yes, that is clear,” Hunter replied, his voice quiet but resolute.

“Oh, this is gonna be good,” Mara said. “Kylie’s gonna have you scrubbing her floors, Hunter. Bet she’ll love bossing you around.” Her laughter filled the room, and Olivia’s glance silenced Hunter before he could respond.

Olivia turned to the girls. “Kylie, Mara, Lia—you’re dismissed. Hunter, return to your chores.” The three rose, Mara and Lia exchanging smirks as they headed toward the patio, their laughter resuming as if the punishment were just another amusement. Kylie lingered a moment, her gaze meeting Hunter’s briefly, a flicker of satisfaction in her eyes before she followed her friends.

The late afternoon sun filtered through the blinds of Hunter’s small bedroom, casting slatted shadows across the desk where he sat, pen in hand. The air conditioner hummed softly, but the weight of the day’s events pressed heavier than the summer heat. Hunter knew that every misstep carried a price, and his accidental glimpse of Kylie in the bathroom demanded further atonement. The sting of the belt still lingered on his skin, a sharp reminder of his place as he faced the task of a writing an apology to Kylie.

Hunter stared at the blank paper, the pen heavy in his grip. He knew better than to defend himself. Intent was irrelevant. The act of looking, even unintentionally, was a violation of a woman’s autonomy. Defending his actions would only invite accusations of defiance, risking further punishment. He’d get another belting, or worse, under Olivia’s unyielding authority or, perhaps, Kylie’s own hand. Confessing fully, admitting his guilt, was the only path forward. His secret crush on Kylie, now a tangled knot of shame and longing, made the task both harder and more urgent. He had to get this right.

He began to write, his handwriting careful, each word chosen to reflect the deference drilled into him since childhood:

Dear Kylie,

I am deeply sorry for disrespecting your privacy today in the bathroom. I looked at you without your consent, and I apologize for this violation. It was a serious mistake, and I take full responsibility for my actions. I understand the importance of honoring your autonomy and will be more vigilant to ensure this never happens again. I am grateful for the fact that you were able to witness my correction with the belt. I am also grateful for the opportunity to make amends through this apology and by serving under your direction. I promise to demonstrate the respect and obedience owed to you.

Sincerely,

Hunter

He reread the letter, his stomach twisting. The confession was raw, laying bare his guilt without excuse, but it was what Olivia and Kylie expected. Admitting he looked, without qualifying it as accidental, was deliberate. Any hint of justification could be seen as disrespect, a challenge to female authority. Tomorrow, under her supervision, he’d face her again, his chores a further test of his submission.

He closed his eyes, trying to push the memory away, but it clung stubbornly—her curves, her natural pubic hair a defiant mark of her autonomy, her untouchable beauty. The chastity device, cold and unyielding, seemed to tighten. The device, designed to enforce control, felt like it was punishing him, constricting as his mind betrayed him with her image. He shifted uncomfortably, his breath shallow, knowing he couldn’t act on the longing that haunted him.

The memory of his punishment in the living room only deepened the conflict. Kylie’s presence on the sofa, her arms crossed, her eyes fixed on him as Olivia’s wide belt cracked against his skin had been both humiliating and electrifying. The way she’d watched, not just as a witness but as a female wielding her power, had stripped him bare in more ways than one. The strokes of the belt, each punctuated by Olivia’s deliberate pauses, had been a public shaming, with Mara’s smirk and Lia’s amused gaze adding to the weight. But it was Kylie’s look of supreme satisfaction that lingered most. The humiliation of bending over the armrest, his body exposed, had been excruciating, yet the memory of her gaze stirred something forbidden, a heat that made the device feel even more confining.

Hunter rubbed his hands over his face, trying to focus on the chores still waiting. The kitchen needed cleaning, and the laundry needed to be folded, but his thoughts kept drifting to tomorrow. Would Kylie taunt him, her voice sharp with the authority she’d embraced so eagerly? Would she bring up the bathroom incident, holding his written apology like a trophy? Or would she wield her power quietly, her every command a reminder of his mistake and his place? The uncertainty gnawed at him, mingling with the ache of his crush on her. He could feel the chastity device restraining him, and it felt as though it was growing even tighter.


Chapter 6

Kylie was grappling with the unexpected shift in her thoughts. From the moment Hunter had seen her reflected naked in the mirror, her initial fury had masked a strange fascination. She was on the cusp of the authority women wielded, and the idea of Hunter wanting to spy on her had sparked something new. The thought of his gaze, intentional or not, stirred an arousal she hadn’t anticipated.

Watching him get the belt, his face blushing with shame, had changed her view of him. Where she’d once seen him as just Mara’s awkward brother, she now felt a growing attraction, tied to the power she could hold over him.

Kylie couldn’t stop thinking about it. The device, his obedience, the way he’d bowed to her accusation without fighting back—it all fed her curiosity about the depths of male submission she’d soon command.

Saturday morning, Hunter arrived at Kylie’s house, a tidy ranch-style home a few blocks away. The sun was already brutally hot, and he wore a simple T-shirt and shorts. Kylie answered the door in shorts and a tank top, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, her expression unreadable but with a spark in her eyes Hunter hadn’t noticed before.

“Hey,” she said, stepping aside. “Come in. I’ve got a list for you.”

Inside, the air was cool, and the house was quiet.

“No one’s here during the day,” she explained. You know my brother, Kyle, right? He’s off at college now, and he decided to stay and work over the summer. Totally sweet, actually, not having him around. And my mom is always at work. You know, she’s a chief financial vice president of ass-kicking logistical management or something like that.”

“Oh, right, you mentioned that,” Hunter replied. “I wasn’t sure of her exact job title until now, however,” he joked.

“Yeah, it’s a lot,” Kylie replied, giving him a wink. “Anyway, the point is that I have the house to myself. Which means that I can do whatever I want.”

She stared at him, her message delivered with a straight face, and no hint of what she was truly thinking.

“Um, OK,” Hunter replied, unsure of what to make of her comment. “Um, I should give you this,” he said as he handed her the letter in an envelope.

“Is this your apology letter?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Hunter replied. “I really am sorry.”

Kylie had a curious smile on her face. “Yeah, well, I’m going to make you work it off.” She placed the envelope on a side table by the front door and then led him to the kitchen.

“Clean the windows, sweep the porch, organize the garage,” she said. “I’ll be checking your work,” she added. “Start with the windows.”

Hunter nodded, grabbing the supplies she’d pointed out. As he worked, spraying and wiping the glass, Kylie watched from a nearby chair, sipping iced tea. After some length of time, she wandered off, and he had to wonder if she’d left him alone purposefully, to make him feel like his effort in working for her wasn’t even worthy of her consideration. He tried not to obsess about the fact that he was inside her home and alone with her.

Hours later, while Hunter was scrubbing the kitchen floor, she returned. Her gaze was intense, like she was studying him.

“So,” she said after a while, “the device . . . does it really help you focus, like they say?”

He paused, rag in hand, his face warming. Mara’s taunts were one thing, but Kylie’s question felt different—probing, almost intimate. “I guess,” he said carefully. “It’s . . . what’s expected. Keeps me on track.”

She leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. “Must be weird, though. Knowing someone else has the key. Like, no control at all.”

Her voice had a glimmer of fascination and something Hunter couldn’t place. He wondered if it was amusement. Or interest.

He shrugged, focusing on the window. “You get used to it.” But he didn’t, not really. The image of her from that day, fleeting and forbidden, still haunted him, made worse by the device’s unyielding grip.

Kylie stood, walking closer, her bare feet silent on the tile. “You’re different now,” she said, almost to herself. “Since you’ve been locked in chastity. More . . . obedient, maybe.” She paused, then smiled faintly. “I like that.”

Hunter’s heart raced, her words stirring the crush he’d tried to bury. He kept his eyes on the floor, afraid to meet her gaze.

“I wonder, Hunter, how’s that device feeling right now?” she asked.

Hunter’s hands trembled slightly, his face a deep crimson.

“It’s . . . secure, Ms. Kylie,” he said, his voice barely audible, his deference unwavering despite the torment of her teasing and his unspoken feelings. His words were careful, respectful, a desperate attempt to maintain his role in the face of her condescension.

Kylie laughed as she stepped closer. “Secure? Oh, Hunter, you’re too precious,” she said. “I bet it’s squeezing you senseless, isn’t it? Poor little servant, all locked up.” Her laughter grew sharper, her cruelty unveiled as she scanned his body. “You know, your butt’s so muscular, so perfectly shaped for the belt. It’s almost a shame you’re so obedient.”

“I’m . . . trying to do my best, Ms. Kylie,” he said, his voice strained, his deference absolute despite the torment of her presence and his hidden feelings.

“Yes, you do seem to be uniquely talented at scrubbing the floor on your hands and knees,” Kylie noted.

She slowly surveyed his effort, seeing that the floor was flawlessly clean and dry.

“Is the floor clean?” Kylie asked, her voice casual but edged with something deliberate, testing.

Hunter paused, rag in hand, and glanced at the gleaming tiles. “Yeah, it’s clean,” he said, keeping his tone neutral, though the device’s weight and her scrutiny made him uneasy.

Kylie leaned forward, her dark hair falling over one shoulder, her eyes narrowing slightly. She paused a moment as she gathered her confidence. Then, with a slow, deliberate motion, she spit on the floor, a small, glistening spot on the tile. Hunter froze, his breath catching as she gestured toward it.

“Clean it up,” she said, her voice steady now, a quiet command that carried the weight of her authority.

He reached for the rag, but she raised a hand, stopping him. “No. Not with your hands.”

The words hung in the air, heavy and charged. Hunter’s heart pounded as he met her gaze, her eyes intense, unyielding, but with a spark of something else—curiosity, anticipation, maybe even desire.

He realized what she was asking: to lick the floor, to submit to her in a way that went beyond chores, beyond the apology letter, beyond the device itself. It was a test; a line she was daring him to cross. It was an examination of her power as a female, and his role as a male who was meant to obey.

For a tense moment, they stared at each other, the kitchen silent except for the faint hum of the air conditioner. Hunter’s mind raced. Refusing could mean trouble—not just with Kylie, but with Olivia, who’d hear of his defiance through Mara’s eager gossip or Kylie’s report. The incident with the bathroom had already branded him; another misstep could deepen his humiliation, perhaps publicly. But more than that, he saw something in Kylie’s gaze. It was a need to see how far his submission would go.

He lowered his head, his hands trembling slightly on the tile. Slowly, he leaned down, his tongue touching the floor, the act a clear display of his surrender to her command. The moment was raw, and humiliating, but he did it, driven by the weight of her demand and the unspoken pull between them. He licked up her spit from the floor. Then he sat back on his heels, his face burning, the device pressing harder as if to underscore his submission. When he looked up, Kylie’s expression had shifted—her lips parted, her cheeks faintly flushed.

“Good,” she said softly, her voice barely above a whisper. “You’re done for today.”

Hunter slowly got to his feet, then Kylie turned around to face him again.

“But I want you back here again next Saturday,” she said. “I’m not finished with you.”

He nodded, unable to speak. The moment lingered, a pivot point that neither could ignore. For Hunter, it was a surrender that deepened his role, tying his obedience to Kylie in a way that went beyond chores or apologies. The act, so small yet so profound, had bared him—his crush, his shame, his submission—making him hers in a way he hadn’t anticipated.

For Kylie, it was a revelation. Her fascination with Hunter’s device, his obedience, had been theoretical until now, a curiosity about power. But watching him comply, crossing a boundary at her command, ignited a visceral thrill. Her attraction to him, sparked by his apology, deepened into something more complex—a desire to explore the boundaries of her authority, to see how far she could push, and how far he would follow.

* * *

The heat lingered even as the sun dipped below the horizon, leaving a faint glow through Kylie’s bedroom window. In the quiet of her room, Kylie’s thoughts turned to Hunter, on his hands and knees, scrubbing the floor. That morning’s events with Hunter had marked a turning point, one that replayed in her mind as she prepared for bed. Hunter’s apology letter was now open and lying on her bedside table. She’d read the line “I am grateful for the fact that you were able to witness my correction with the belt,” and it had inspired in her a more pointed desire. She’d revisited the memory of the belt being repeatedly laid across his bare ass, and it had aroused her in a way she’d not felt before about Hunter. She slipped out of her shorts and tank top, and stood before her full-length mirror in her bra and panties.

The moment she’d spit on the tile, commanding him to lick it up, had been a test of her power to compel him to obey her command. His hesitation, the tense silence, and then his compliance—leaning down to lick the floor—had sent a jolt through her. His submission had been more than obedience; it was a surrender that felt intensely personal, tying her to him in a way she hadn’t anticipated.

As she studied her reflection, Kylie traced the curve of her breasts, her fingers lingering on her skin. She admired herself—not just her appearance, but the power she was beginning to wield. Kylie was stepping into her role with a new awareness.

The incident with Hunter and his accidental glimpse of her changing had awakened her to her authority. Watching him take a whipping with the belt had made her wet. It had sparked an attraction tied to his submission, amplified by the device that marked his maturity, and also his obedience. She had been so enamored of his display of obedience as he held himself in position, and she pictured the belt in her own hand as it repeatedly landed across his magnificently shaped bare butt.

Kylie reached behind her back with both hands and unhooked her bra. She did so not as she might have on any other occasion, but more slowly, deliberately, and with intention. She watched herself as she wanted to be seen. She imagined Hunter’s eyes on her as she slowly slid the shoulder straps down her arms and revealed her breasts. Her areola had always been sensitive to becoming erect into a slightly cone-like shape, projecting her nipples outward and just slightly upward. She hadn’t liked this about her body at first, when she was younger, but had come to appreciate it. She slowly turned her body to view the full curve of her breasts in a three-quarter profile.

She replayed the scene in the kitchen, in which Hunter’s eyes met hers, his resistance giving way to compliance, and the way his submission made her feel powerful, desired, and alive. The device rendered him unable to be anything but obedient, allowing her to explore her authority. She deliberately pinched both of her nipples, then stroked them in a sensual tease, seeing them become even more prominent and erect.

Standing before the mirror, Kylie wondered how to advance her position with Hunter. Her request to have him perform chores had been a first step, but her true motive was to deepen this dynamic. What else could she command? she wondered. How deep would his obedience go? The thought sent a shiver through her.

She slid her hands downward, watching as they followed the gentle curvature of her body, exhaling with a sensual pleasure as they widened to the full roundness of her hips. She slowly slid her panties down, and her eyes focused on the midpoint between her hands, the center of her body. She left her panties at mid-thigh and drew one hand to the edge of her dark bush of hair. She slid her fingers downward, the heat of her body subtly increasing and the vibration of her fingers beginning to echo in her body as her arousal increased. At last she slid two fingers between her legs and teased her wet pussy, fixated upon her fingers moistening as they slipped in and out from between her legs, her searingly hot and deliriously soft wet lips responding to her touch. Her knees suddenly buckled and she placed one hand on the mirror to remain upright. She brought her face up to look herself in the eyes. She saw only the haze of desire, and ached to bring herself to orgasm.

She moved to her bed and fell back onto its soft mattress, slipping off her panties and spreading her legs wide. The scent of her own body made her respond in her impossibly intense arousal and desire. As she began rapidly teasing her clit, her mind was filled with possibilities. She would have Hunter to herself again, where she could set the terms, and push the boundaries of his obedience. Each step would be a test, not just of him but of the power she held. It felt like a current running through her as she thought about exploring the pull of her attraction, and discovering how far she could shape his submission as well as her own desires. Her mind focused on the mantra that Hunter is so fucked. Over and over again, she repeated the thought in her mind, that Hunter is so fucked. She was going to have him exactly as she wanted him. At last, she made herself come.


Chapter 7

The afternoon heat was stifling, pressing down on the Carter household, where Lia and Ethan lived with their mother, Ellen. Inside the pristine living room, with its polished hardwood floors and neatly arranged furniture, the air was tense, charged with the weight of a ritual that defined the community’s matriarchal order.

Ethan stood before his mother, Ellen, and his usual arrogance and narcissism was now faltering under her unyielding gaze. His sister, Lia, sat on the couch, her arms crossed and a barely concealed smile on her lips. Ethan’s transition was about to be dramatic, a humbling that would reshape his world.

Ethan had always been the golden boy in his own mind—tall, handsome, and broad-shouldered, quick with a charming smile and a sharp tongue that dismissed rules as beneath him. He’d coasted through school, flirted shamelessly, and talked back to female superiors with a confidence that bordered on insolence. But today, his defiance was irrelevant.

Ellen, a full-figured woman with generous curves and a big laugh, had decided it was time for Ethan to shape up. He would join the ranks of men who were locked in chastity to ensure focus, obedience, and service. The chrome steel device lay on the coffee table, its polished surface reflecting the light, a silent promise of his new reality.

“Take your pants down, Ethan,” Ellen said, her voice calm but absolute, the silver key to the device already on a chain around her neck. “This is happening now.”

Ethan’s jaw tightened, his eyes flashing with defiance. “Mom, come on,” he protested. “This is ridiculous. I don’t need that thing. I’m not some kid who can’t handle himself.”

Ellen’s gaze didn’t waver. “Ethan, the device isn’t optional. It’s for your own good, and you will wear it.”

Lia stifled a giggle, her hand covering her mouth. Ethan shot her a glare, his cheeks reddening. “What’s so funny, Lia?” he snapped. “This isn’t your business.”

“Oh, it’s so my business,” Lia retorted. “You’re finally getting what you deserve, big brother. No more acting like you own the place.” Her laughter bubbled up, sharp and unapologetic, as she leaned back, savoring the moment.

Ellen’s hand shot up, silencing Ethan before he could retort. “Enough. Pants down, now. Or I’ll have you mowing the lawn in pair of panties, and we’ll do this in front of the community council.”

The threat landed hard. Lia’s giggle turned into a full laugh, as she watched her arrogant brother brought to heel. Ethan’s bravado crumbled, his shoulders slumping as he realized resistance was futile. With a scowl, he unbuttoned his jeans, letting them drop, followed by his boxers, his face burning with humiliation as he stood exposed. Ellen handed him the device, her expression unyielding.

“Put it on. You know how it works.”

Ethan’s hands trembled as he took the device. He fumbled, his usual confidence replaced by anger and shame as he fitted it in place, the lock clicking shut with a sound that echoed in the quiet room. The weight of it, snug and unyielding, was a physical blow to his ego, stripping away the swagger that had defined him.

Lia clapped her hands, her laughter ringing out. “Oh my God, Ethan, you look like you’re gonna cry!” she said, her gloating unrestrained. “How’s it feel, huh? Not so cocky now, are you?” Her teasing was merciless, her joy in his humbling raw and unfiltered. She’d spent years enduring his arrogance—his dismissive comments, his refusal to help with chores, his belief that he was above everyone else. Now, the device was justice, a lock that put him firmly in his place.

“Please, Lia,” Ethan muttered, his voice low, but the fire was gone, replaced by a sullen acceptance. He had no choice—the device was locked, and any rebellion would mean harsher punishments, public or private.

“You’ll get used to it, Ethan,” Ellen said, her tone matter-of-fact. “This is about focus, discipline, making you a man who serves this family and this community. Start by cleaning the kitchen. Now.”

Ethan nodded, his jaw tight, and shuffled toward the kitchen, the device’s pressure a constant reminder of his new reality. Lia followed, her flip-flops slapping the floor, her laughter trailing him like a shadow. “Look at you, doing chores without arguing,” she taunted, leaning against the counter as he grabbed a sponge. “I see that device’s already working its magic. All that attitude, locked away. You’re gonna be so obedient now, aren’t you?”

Ethan felt the sting of humiliation, but he said nothing, scrubbing the counter with a determination that betrayed his frustration.

“I used to hate how you acted like you were better than everyone,” she said, her voice bright with mockery. “But now? Locked up, aching, and doing what Mom says. And what I say too.” She laughed again, the sound echoing through the kitchen, her pleasure in his downfall palpable.

He shot her a look, his eyes burning, but the device’s weight silenced any retort. She leaned closer, her smirk wide.

“Get used to it, Ethan. This is your life now. No more talking back. Just you, that device, and us telling you what to do.” Her giggle was triumphant, a crown she wore as she reveled in his humbling.

Ellen appeared in the doorway, nodding approvingly at Ethan’s work.

“Good,” she said. “Keep this up, and you might earn some respect.” She turned to Lia, her expression softening slightly. “Don’t overdo it, Lia. He’s learning.”

Lia’s smile didn’t fade, but she nodded, her laughter subsiding to a smug hum. As Ethan scrubbed, the device a foreign weight he couldn’t ignore, he felt the full force of his new reality—his arrogance shattered, his narcissism irrelevant, his place cemented. Lia’s gloating laughter followed him, a constant reminder of the chain now binding him, not just to the device but to the women who held his key. For Lia, it was a victory, a moment to savor as her brother, once untouchable, was humbled at last. And neither of the two had any idea how much more he was soon to learn.


Chapter 8

The following Saturday, the heat was unrelenting, a shimmering haze that made the air feel like a living thing. Hunter arrived at Kylie’s ranch-style home for another round of chores. Kylie’s evolving fascination, sparked by his submission on her kitchen floor the previous week, kept him on edge. The memory of licking the floor at her command—a raw act of surrender—had shifted something between them, binding him to her in a way he couldn’t shake.

Kylie greeted him at the door in a light summer dress, teasingly short, its hem fluttering against her thighs. She led him through the quiet house and onto the screened-in back porch. She listed his chores, which included washing the patio furniture, weeding the garden, and cleaning the garage windows, before settling into a wicker chair on the shaded porch, a glass of iced tea in hand. “Get started,” she said, her voice smooth but commanding. “And take off your shirt. It’s too hot for that.”

Hunter complied, peeling off his T-shirt and leaving it on the table beside the wicker chair on the back porch. As he began working, sweat beading on his skin, Kylie watched, her eyes tracing the way his muscles moved, the way his body responded to her authority. Her dress shifted as she crossed her legs, the motion deliberate, drawing his attention despite his efforts to focus. She knew the effect she had, and she leaned into it, her movements overt—adjusting her hem, stretching languidly, letting the dress ride up just enough to test his restraint.

As he worked, Kylie began questioning him. “Do you like doing chores for me, Hunter?” she asked, tilting her head. “Or is it just because your mom says you have to?”

He glanced up, dirt smudging his hands, and kept his answer safe. “It’s what I’m supposed to do,” he said, echoing the lessons of their community, where men’s service was their duty.

She smiled, undeterred, and pressed further. “But what do you think about when you’re working like this? All sweaty, knowing I’m watching?” Her voice was light, but the question was a hook, probing for his inner thoughts.

Hunter’s face warmed, the device pressing harder as he fought to stay composed. “Just trying to do a good job,” he replied.

Throughout the morning, her questions continued, some curious, others designed to unsettle. “Does the device ever get uncomfortable when you’re working hard like this?” she asked as he scrubbed the patio furniture, her gaze lingering on his movements. “Like, when you’re all hot and moving around?”

He shrugged, keeping his eyes on his work. “You get used to it.” But the truth was more complicated—the device’s grip tightened with exertion, a reminder of his submission, especially under her scrutiny.

Kylie leaned forward, her dress revealing more of her cleavage. “How tight is it, really? Like, does it pinch or anything?” Her curiosity sounded genuine, but there was a challenge in her eyes, a spark that dared him to reveal more.

He paused, water dripping from the sponge, and met her gaze briefly. “It’s . . . snug,” he said, choosing his words carefully. “Does what it’s supposed to.”

She nodded, but her expression didn’t soften. After he’d finished cleaning the windows, the final task, he returned to the back porch. Kylie looked up at him, the hem of her dress fluttering gently in the breeze. The heat was oppressive, his shorts clinging to his thighs, and her presence felt like a current, pulling at him. She watched in silence for a moment, then spoke, her voice low and deliberate. “Show it to me.”

She’d seen it when he’d had to lower his shorts for punishment, but now, it seemed to Hunter that she genuinely wanted to examine and understand the device that defined his submission.

“Kylie . . .” he started, his voice tight, unsure how to respond. Showing her would be a new level of vulnerability, baring not just his body but the physical proof of his obedience. Refusing, though, could be seen as defiance, risking Olivia’s wrath or Mara’s gossip if Kylie reported it. His crush on her, tangled with the shame and thrill of her last command, made the moment electric, fraught with possibility.

She casually crossed her legs; her eyes locked on his. “I want to see it,” she said, softer now, but with an edge that brooked no argument. “C’mon, show it to me.”

The question hung between them, a test of his submission and her authority. His crush on Kylie made her request feel like a trap and a lure all at once. With a shaky breath, he nodded, and said, “OK.”

“Alright,” she said. “Let me see.”

Hunter hesitated only a moment before lowering his shorts and underwear to reveal the small, gleaming device. The polished metal caught the light, its contours precise, almost clinical.

Kylie’s lips parted slightly as she studied the device. Her curiosity, which Hunter had hoped to satisfy, didn’t fade—instead, it deepened, her gaze sharpening with a hunger for more.

Kylie’s eyes narrowed in focused curiosity. “Huh . . . smaller than I thought,” she murmured. “How does it feel, Hunter? Like, how does it restrain your desires?” The question was direct, as if she were peeling back layers of his psyche to see what lay beneath.

“It’s . . . tight,” he said, his voice strained. He tried to keep it vague, but her eyes demanded more, her presence pulling at the edges of his restraint.

“But what about desires?” she pressed, her voice softer, almost coaxing. “Like, when you’re around someone you . . . want. Does it make it harder? Or does it stop you from getting hard?”

“It . . . stops me,” he admitted, his voice barely above a whisper. “It’s supposed to keep me focused, not . . . distracted.”

“Distracted by what, Hunter?” she asked. “By who?”

Her gaze, her closeness, broke his resolve. “By . . . you,” he said, his voice cracking.

Kylie’s gaze flicked up to his face. “So . . . right now?”

There was no avoiding the truth. He nodded, the faintest hint of color in his cheeks. “Yeah. That’s, um, exactly what it’s doing right now.”

Her brows lifted slightly, a faint, knowing smile appearing on her face. “And so I’m making it restrain you right now?”

Hunter drew a slow breath. “Yes,” he admitted, meeting her eyes for just a moment before looking away. “I’ve, um, I’ve had a crush on you. For a while. It’s . . . hard sometimes.” The admission felt like a surrender, more exposing than showing her the device.

Kylie’s expression didn’t soften with flattery or titillation. Instead, she had a slow, satisfied smile. A triumph, perhaps, or the thrill of a new tool in her arsenal. She was pleased by the power it gave her. His confession, raw and vulnerable, was a lever she could pull, a way to deepen her control over him.

Kylie’s smile deepened, but her voice stayed calm, almost clinical, as if she were studying a fascinating new gadget. “So it’s keeping you in check, even though you’re standing here with me. That’s . . . kind of amazing.”

She leaned forward a little more, her tone warm with genuine intrigue. “I have to say, I like knowing it works. You really can’t do anything, can you?”

He shook his head. “No.”

Her gaze dropped to the device again. “I wonder what you’d think about one that’s even more restrictive. Smaller. Tighter. Maybe . . . with a bit less room to even think about getting excited.”

Hunter’s ears turned pink, but there was no protest in his voice. “If that’s what I was told to wear . . . I’d wear it.”

Kylie smiled in quiet satisfaction. “Good answer. You know, I’ve known for a while you had a thing for me,” she said. “But it’s nice to have confirmation. Those shy glances, the way you hovered nearby, it was obvious. And, honestly, I found it cute. But here’s the thing: locked-up boys are just hot. They always have been to me. That’s why I didn’t really consider you seriously until you were locked. I needed you to prove you could accept that your desire’s only purpose is to fuel your service to a girl like me.”

Hunter’s mind reeled, her blunt admission of her attraction exposing a vulnerability he hadn’t fully grasped. He stood before her, holding his shorts and his underwear down, unable to raise them without her permission, and he somehow felt more exposed every moment she remained leisurely surveying him.

“Miss Kylie,” he said, “I . . . I didn’t know you felt that way.” His words were sincere, tinged with embarrassment, his devotion urging him to please her despite the humbling revelation.

Kylie’s smile widened as she lingered on his response, her blue eyes studying his face, relishing the weight of her confession and his flustered compliance.

“Oh, you’re adorable when you blush like that,” she said, her amusement tempered by a casual certainty. “Once you were locked, you became exactly my type. A boy in a cage, desperate, devoted, aching yet enduring my teasing? That’s what gets me, Hunter.”

Hunter’s face burned hotter, the cage’s grip a steady throb under her teasing, her frank declaration of her love for tease and denial amplifying his humility.

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice strained but fervent, his eyes still lowered, his devotion overriding his discomfort. “I . . . I want to be what you want. The cage . . . it keeps me focused on you.”

“Interesting,” she murmured. She gestured, in a casual manner. “Shorts off,” she said. “And kneel,” she added.

Hunter blushed a deeper red as he obediently slid off his shorts and underwear, then knelt before her, the cool breeze a relief as it moved across his all-but-naked body.

Kylie leaned back and placed her bare foot upon his chest, pressing lightly as she savored his submission, her voice calm and confident.

“Mmm, that’s so perfect,” she said, her amusement deepening into a slow, deliberate enjoyment of his compliance.

Her bare foot trailed downward, over his hip, and came to rest on his thigh, as though feeling the extent of her ownership in the moment.

“But the thing about that little cage of yours,” she mused, gazing at it directly, “is that the design locks up your cock, but leaves your balls completely unprotected. Why do you think that is? I’m curious what you think.”

Hunter’s voice was quiet, deliberate. “I think . . . maybe it’s so you can see that I’m willing—willing for you to look, to judge. That I’m not resisting your authority.”

Kylie’s lips curved faintly. “So you’re saying it’s not just restraint—it’s a display.”

He nodded once. ““I . . . I’m not sure. The cage, it’s designed to control, to keep me . . . focused on serving you. It’s a sign that I accept my place. That you’re in charge, and I’m not.” His words faltered, his embarrassment mingling with devotion, the cage a constant reminder of his powerlessness.

“Oh, you’re adorable when you’re flustered,” she teased. “And I appreciate your response. But I’ve got a few theories.” She held up one finger. “Theory one: it’s practical, right? Makes it easier to attend to hygiene, and all that. It’s just a functional part of the design.” Her bare foot slid up his thigh, the contact amplifying his embarrassment, her arousal at his reaction subtle but present.

Kylie raised a second finger. “Theory two: it’s about aesthetics. It’s a perfect symbol of my control. Leaving your balls exposed? It’s like a little flourish, a reminder of what you can’t protect presented for me to . . . notice.” She leaned forward, her dress riding higher, her bare foot pressing against his thigh, her toes curling with sadistic glee. “Do you think I notice? How vulnerable your balls are for me?”

“I hadn’t thought about it that way,” he said, his voice strained, his eyes fixed on her bare feet. “I guess that you would. I mean, notice.”

“Theory three,” Kylie continued. “This one’s my favorite: it’s about power. The cage locks away your desire, keeps you focused on serving me, but leaving your balls unprotected? And not only are they unprotected, they’re actually presented to me. Like a present. I think that’s deliberate. It’s a message that you’re mine to control, mine to punish, mine to tease. One little swat, and you’d be on your best behavior, wouldn’t you?” Her bare foot slid up his inner thigh, her toes teasingly close to his balls. Hunter’s face burned hotter, and the cage felt unbearably tight.

“Mmm, but that exposure—it’s so humbling, isn’t it? It’s like the design wants you to feel that your vulnerability is on display every moment you’re kneeling for me.”

Hunter’s face burned, the cage a throbbing reminder of his vulnerability, her words painting a vivid picture of his submission. “Yes, Kylie,” he said, his voice strained but fervent, “it’s . . . humbling. It makes me focus on you, on serving you.”

“Good to know,” she said. She contemplated his stillness in the moment, a reflection of his willingness to obey. “Finish your work, then you’re done for today.” She stood up, her dress swaying as she walked back into the house, leaving him kneeling on the back porch, his heart pounding and the device pressing harder than ever.

For Kylie, the moment was a revelation. She was learning the full scope of her authority, and Hunter’s confession was a key to unlocking more. She could use his desire to push his submission further. Kylie decided her next step was to hold Hunter’s key to demonstrate her power, to show him that she could wield the authority to control his restraint. It was about reinforcing his obligation to obey. Women in general, yes, but mostly, her.


Chapter 9

It was late morning and the air was warm, tinged with the faint sweetness of honeysuckle drifting from the garden as Mara lay sprawled on her bed, her long, golden-brown hair fanned across the pillow, her body clad in a cropped T-shirt that bared her slender waist and a pair of tiny pale-pink panties that hugged her hips. She stared at the ceiling, feeling a restless frustration and a storm of complicated thoughts.

Mara shifted, her long legs stretching languidly, her breasts stretching the tight crop top, her body a study in effortless beauty. She knew her desirability was a fact, an undeniable truth—her slender waist, her lithe frame, her curves that drew eyes wherever she went. Men wanted her, their gazes lingering, their deference to her natural female superiority a given in Ashwood’s gynarchy. She could have them however she wanted. The power was intoxicating, a birthright she wielded with growing skill.

Her thoughts were consumed by Ethan, Lia’s brother. Like most girls her age, she’d always thought he was hot, but his arrogant attitude had been such a turn-off. Now that he’d been put in his place with a tightly fitting chastity cage, her curiosity had gotten the better of her. As she did on occasion, she’d slipped her hand between her crop top and her bare skin and began teasing her right nipple. It was an absent-minded, self-soothing motion, and it also turned her on to see how hard and erect her nipples would become when she played with them.

The fingers of her other hand traveled down over her flat, tanned belly to slip beneath the waistband of her panties, a subtle motion that carried a quiet intensity. Her fingers continued over her soft mound of hair and delved down between her legs, slipping between her lips to tease and stroke her clit.

She imagined him pleading, his muscular form straining against restraints, his humiliation complete as she reveled in his suffering, her cruelty a shield against the forbidden desires she wouldn’t name. She sank deeper, spiraling into fantasies of more extreme scenarios: Ethan bound, his strong body exposed, his cage glinting as she teased him with sharper commands, crueler taunts, a belt in her hand, its sting a mark of her control.

Mara’s body arched slightly, her cropped T-shirt riding higher, her fingers moving with a quiet rhythm, her eyes half-closed as she lost herself in the fantasy. Ethan’s naked body became a focal point as she pictured him on his knees. The more she humiliated him in her mind, the more her breath grew ragged, her slender waist tensing, her long legs shifting as the fantasy intensified.

If she could dominate him hard enough, break him completely, perhaps it would be enough to satisfy her longing, to prove her power, her superiority, her control.

Mara rolled over, picked up her phone, and sent a text to Lia. She told her that she was bored and thought it would be fun to tease and torment Ethan. She got an enthusiastic response. Lia, gleeful at the prospect of Ethan’s further humbling, agreed, texting back, “That’s hilariously perfect. I’ll send him over to your house tomorrow, since Mom has him occupied today with a bunch of stupid shit. I’m assuming you’re plan is to torture him with how hot you are and put him in his place. Of course, you can do whatever you want with him, but he’s gross and fucking dumb, so I can’t imagine you want anything more with him.”

Mara had laughed as she’d read the text, thinking it’d been easier than ordering Thai food. And she also laughed about Lia’s assumption that she simply wanted to tease and torment him. She’d always thought Ethan was hot, and she realized that Lia didn’t really think of him that way. And Mara had also not really thought of him that way either, since she’d always thought of him as being such a prick. But now that he was permanently humiliated by being locked in chastity, things had changed. And now Ethan, the beautifully built and annoyingly arrogant neighborhood boy had been ordered to appear on her doorstep. It was too perfect.

* * *

Knowing the request was delicate, Kylie decided that she should approach Mara first, leveraging her friend’s love for mischief. She stopped over in the early in the afternoon and offered the idea playfully, like it was no big deal.

“Imagine Hunter’s face if I had his key,” she said, twirling her dark hair. “Not to use it, just to show him who’s in charge. It’d hit him hard, right?”

Mara’s eyes sparkled with delight. “Oh, that’s hilarious,” she replied. She laughed at the thought. “He’d be a mess, all nervous and obedient. I’ll have to ask Mom. It’s too good. But now,” she said, you have to tell me what’s going on with you and Hunter. You’ve been so secretive about it.”

“I’m not being secretive,” Kylie protested. “I’m just taking my time to see what all I want to do with him. The thing is, I know that I can just tell him to do whatever. But I want to slowly reveal what he will do for me based on his desire for me. It’s so much more fascinating to watch that. And I don’t want to disturb the process of his coming to realize there is nothing he will refuse me. It’s satisfying, you know?”

“Wow,” Mara said after a moment’s pause. “You are really going to fuck with his head then, right?”

“Oh, I think I’m going to do a lot worse than that,” Kylie replied.

She laughed, which made Mara laugh as well. Intrigued by the chance to humiliate her brother further, Mara was all in.

“Coincidentally, I talked to Lia earlier, texted her to float the idea of sending Ethan over for me to fuck with,” Mara said. “I mean, I just kind of want to see if his device has really put him in the, you know, right frame of mind.”

“Oh, yeah, I totally get it,” Kylie replied. “It’s just so interesting, right? The way it has the power to change them. Just a small, well-crafted bit of steel locked up tight and they have this total change in their behavior. For the better.”

“Definitely for the better,” Mara agreed.

Later in the day, Mara pitched the idea to Olivia. “Mom, Kylie had this idea,” Mara said, barely hiding her amusement. “What if she borrowed Hunter’s key? Not to unlock it, just to, like, teach him a lesson. About obedience. It’d be such a power move.”

Olivia paused, her expression unreadable. The key to Hunter’s device hung on a chain around her neck, a constant symbol of her control. The idea was devious, even amusing, but she didn’t show it at first.

“That’s . . . interesting,” she said. “I’ll speak with Kylie.”

That evening, Olivia spoke with Kylie, her gaze sharp and assessing. “Mara mentioned your idea,” she said. “Explain yourself.”

Kylie spoke carefully yet confidently. “It’s about reinforcing Hunter’s role. Holding the key would show him he has to obey, even when he sees the potential of his freedom dangling right in front of him. It’s about his obligation, nothing else.”

Olivia studied her, then nodded slowly, a faint glimmer of amusement in her eyes. The idea aligned with her belief in discipline, and Kylie’s initiative showed promise. “I have to say I am amused by the concept,” she said, “You could hold it, show it to him, make the lesson clear. I think it could be effective.”

Olivia paused as she thought for a moment.

“You do know that he might beg you to use the key,” she said. “To unlock him. You know how boys can be.”

“I understand,” Kylie replied, “but I don’t think that will be a problem for me. I’ve set some clear ground rules with Hunter. I think he knows not to question my authority. And if I had to correct him with the belt, I wouldn’t be shy about it.”

Olivia smiled warmly. “Yes, they do need correction from time to time. That seemingly never ends.”

Kylie did her best at keeping her expression neutral, as she realized that Olivia was talking about giving her husband, James, a punishment with the belt. Then Olivia unclasped the thin silver chain from her neck and held it out to Kylie.

“Keep it for a time and see how it goes,” Olivia said. “Let me know if you decide you no longer want this responsibility.”

“Yes, of course,” Kylie said, her fingers closing around the chain, her pulse quickening. “Thank you so much, Olivia,” she said. She slipped the chain around her neck, the key resting against her skin, a symbol of power she couldn’t wait to unleash. She wanted Hunter to see her with it, to feel the weight of her authority. Olivia gave her an amused smile, secretly enjoying the young woman’s expression of power and control. The boys are going to get what’s coming to them, she thought. They have no idea what’s going to happen.


Chapter 10

The next day, Hunter arrived at Kylie’s house, imagining that she would assign him more chores, but he was wary of her growing interest in playing with him in a more direct, even intimate manner. His wariness was warranted, as Kylie had other plans. She greeted him in a pale-violet-colored light summer dress that was teasingly short, and it was clear that she wore nothing underneath. She led him to a room in the lower level of the home where the air was cooler, and a soft area rug was surrounded by a few armchairs and a sofa on one side.

“Hunter,” she said as she lowered herself into an armchair, her sundress shifting higher up her thighs, “we will begin with you undressing for me. Slowly. This is about you showing me that you understand who’s in charge. Show me who obeys, and who commands.” Her tone was light, teasing, but her authority was absolute, her eyes locked on his, savoring the power play.

Hunter obeyed, nervously peeling off his T-shirt, shorts, and finally, his underwear. Then he stood at attention, exposed and vulnerable to her.

Kylie gestured to the rug before her, her smile widening. “Kneel. Right here, where you belong.” She crossed her legs, causing her dress to ride up slightly. “You look so perfect like that. Locked up, obedient, all for me.”

Hunter knelt, his knees sinking into the plush rug, his eyes fixed on the floor, the cage a constant reminder of his submission. “Yes, Kylie,” he murmured, her teasing presence overwhelming, her sensuality a weapon that held him captive.

Kylie’s laughed as she reached up and touched the delicate chain around her neck, where the key to his chastity device now hung between her breasts. Hunter glanced up, then froze, his eyes locking on the key. Recognition hit him like a shock, the device’s pressure suddenly acute. “Kylie . . . is that . . .” he started, his voice tight.

She played it cool, a slow smile forming as she touched the key lightly. “Oh, this?” she asked, her voice teasingly nonchalant. “Your mom lent it to me. Pretty powerful, right? You know what this means, Hunter. I’ve got the power to control you. Completely.”

Her casual confidence, the key around her neck, made the moment electric. Kylie savored his surprise, her voice dropping to a playful taunt. “With this kind of power, you should be so much more obedient, don’t you think? Like, doing whatever I ask, no hesitation. That’s what it’s all about, right? Showing you your place.”

Kylie slowly uncrossed her legs, and placed her feet farther apart with her knees spread before him. Hunter had not been given permission to look, but he was well aware that her full bush of soft dark hair was exposed to him.

He realized she was testing him, as the game she’d been playing had taken a sharper turn. The way that she sat with her dress riding up, exposing herself in an unapologetic manner, as well as the key she now wore around her neck, they were all part of a challenge, pushing his submission further. Refusing wasn’t an option.

“I . . . I didn’t know,” he stammered, his voice strained but deferential.

“That’s the fun of it,” she replied, “you didn’t know, but I do. I hold all the power now. So tell me, Hunter, what would you do to be unlocked? Hmm? What could you possibly offer me to earn a moment of freedom?” Her eyes sparkled with sadistic glee, her question a trap designed to toy with him, her fingers dangling the key tantalizingly close.

“I . . . I’d do anything, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with sincerity, his infatuation making the question a torment. “More chores, more service—whatever you want.”

Kylie’s laughter rang out, sharp and delighted, her head tilting back as she reveled in his helplessness. “Oh, Hunter, that’s adorable,” she said in mock sympathy. “But here’s the thing—you’ll do anything I tell you to anyway, won’t you? Locked or not, you’re mine. You’ve got nothing to offer, because face it, you’re already my slave.” She leaned back, twirling the key, her smile cruel as she watched his expression shift—hope, desperation, and realization mingling in his widened eyes. Kylie raised one leg and draped it over the arm of the chair, presenting her naked pussy to him in a manner that was as tantalizing as it was casual.

Hunter inhaled sharply, the truth of her words sinking in, the cage a relentless reminder of his powerlessness. “Yes, Kylie,” he said, his voice barely audible, his submission absolute, her playful torment a fire that stoked his devotion.

“And you know what’s even better?” Kylie asked. “I have no intention of using this key. None. Why would I? You’re so much more devoted like this, locked up, desperate for me.” She laughed again, her gaze raking over his almost naked body as she savored his reaction.

But then she shifted, her smile turning wickedly capricious. “Or maybe I will. Maybe I’ll dangle that freedom in front of you. Or maybe I won’t. Keeps you guessing, doesn’t it? What do you think, Hunter? Should I unlock you ever? Or should I keep you like this forever, my perfect, locked slave?”

Hunter’s face burned as he replied, “Whatever you decide, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice strained but devoted, his infatuation making her torment both agonizing and thrilling.

“That’s right,” she said, “you’re mine, and I’m having so much fun with this. Look at your face—you’re adorable when you’re tormented.”

Kylie settled back in the chair, her dress riding higher, her exposed pussy a constant tease for Hunter.

“Let me explain something to you,” she said, her eyes locking onto his. “It’s just a simple difference between boys and girls. Boys grow up to become men, locked tightly in their little devices, their desires caged, their bodies shaped to serve.” She paused, extending her leg and trailing her bare foot up his thigh, teasingly close to his cage. “Girls, though? We grow up to be women, holding the key, wielding the power. It’s biology. Just nature’s way of deciding who rules and who obeys.”

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he murmured, his voice trembling with deference, his infatuation making her words both torment and truth, the key’s presence a constant taunt.

Kylie’s laughter was soft, her bare foot now slowly stroking his chest, her toes tracing slow, deliberate circles, each touch amplifying his powerlessness. “Tell me, Hunter, seriously. Do you think it should be any other way? Should boys hold the keys? Should you have any power at all?”

Hunter’s face burned, his heart pounding, the cage a throbbing reminder of his place. He knew there was only one answer, his role leaving no room for defiance.

“No, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice steady but strained, his eyes briefly meeting hers before dropping. “You’re right. Things are the way they should be. Women hold the keys, and we serve.” His words were a surrender, his devotion to her overriding the torment, her dominance a natural law he embraced.

Kylie’s laughter rang out, her bare foot pressing more firmly against his chest. “Oh, Hunter, you’re so predictable,” she teased, her eyes sparkling with sadistic glee. “Of course that’s your answer. It’s the only answer you can give, isn’t it? Locked in that cage, kneeling before me, you know your place. And I love how it keeps you so aware of your lack of power in this negotiation. Because it is a negotiation, but it’s one in which you don’t have any say. Your frustration is my favorite part. I’m going to keep you hoping, keep you desperate, and crush those hopes just because I can.”

Hunter’s breath was ragged, the cage’s grip unbearable under her teasing touch, her words a fire that stoked his longing for her. “Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice a whisper, his submission complete.

Kylie’s smile turned sinister, her bare foot sliding down to his thigh again, her toes stroking the edge of the cage, sending a shiver through him. “You know what?” she asked, “I think you need a demonstration of just how much power I have. Something to really make you appreciate the privilege of serving me. Would you like that, Hunter? A little show of what this key means?” Her smile betrayed the torment to come, her foot pressing slightly harder, her dress’s high hemline a taunt in itself.

Hunter’s heart raced as he realized the implication. He knew Kylie’s “demonstration” would involve the sharp, corrective sting of the belt, a physical reminder of her power. Yet his devotion, his infatuation, left him no choice but to surrender. “Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his eyes fixed on her bare feet, the cage a constant throb. “I . . . I’d like that.”

Kylie’s laughter was a bright, cruel crescendo, her bare foot withdrawing as she said, “Oh, you’re too perfect,” she said as she reached for the leather belt coiled on a nearby table. “You know what’s coming, don’t you? The stinging welt of the strap will serve as a reminder of who holds this key, who rules you. It’s going to hurt, but you’ll love it, won’t you? Every pleasure I desire, every whim—locked or not, you’re mine to torment.”

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he replied.

“Kneel up straighter, slave,” she commanded. “Let’s make this a proper demonstration. I want you to feel my power, to know it’s a privilege to be my locked little toy. And maybe—just maybe—I’ll dangle that hope of unlocking you again, only to crush it. Because that’s what makes this so fun.”

Kylie paused, her gaze lingering on his trembling form, her smile deepening as she savored his vulnerability. “Look at you, naked for me, locked up, your cock straining to become fully erect in my presence. You’re my slave, Hunter. Say it.” She stepped closer, the humid air carrying her scent, the heat making her proximity irresistible.

“I’m . . . your slave,” he choked out, his voice breaking, the device a vice that pulsed with his arousal. Sweat dripped from his brow, pooling at his collarbone, his body screaming with desire as the device tortured him, her goddess-like presence amplifying his torment.

Her laughter, languid and exultant, filled the room, her pleasure in his diminishment a ritual she savored. “Good,” she said. She paused again as her mind wandered to the vast possibilities of her power. I could make him beg for pain and own him completely, she thought, her imagination flirting with thoughts of pleasure and degradation. “You’re my slave, Hunter,” she said, “a toy for a goddess. You exist to grovel, to worship every fucking inch I allow. And you’ll do anything, won’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” Hunter admitted.

“I’m going to be so generous today,” she said as the belt swayed in her hand. “You’re going to learn some new rules. So, I’ll help you by giving you encouragement to follow my new rules. Listen closely, slave. Rule one,” she said, “you speak only when I allow it, and every word is worship. Try it—say, ‘I’m your slave, Goddess Kylie.’” Her smile was cruel, daring him to falter.

Hunter’s voice shook as he obeyed, “I’m your slave, Goddess Kylie,” the words searing with shame, his arousal surging despite the device’s grip.

Kylie’s laughter rang out, her pause indulgent. “That’s so embarrassing for you, isn’t it?” she taunted. “You’re already hard in that cage, aren’t you? Aching for me, just from speaking my name.”

She looked upon him with obvious pleasure at the sight of his submission.

“Rule two: you touch only what I permit, and you worship it like it’s divine. Let’s practice.” She extended her bare foot, toes painted coral, sweat glistening on her skin. “Kiss it, slave. Show me you understand.” Hunter leaned forward, his lips pressing reverently against her foot, the act degrading yet electrifying, his arousal a torment that the device amplified.

Kylie slid her toes between his lips, watching him obediently lick and suck her toes as she paused, savoring his submission, her mind alight with satisfaction. “Such a desperate slut. You love kissing my feet, don’t you?” She withdrew her toes from his mouth to hear his response.

“Yes, Goddess Kylie,” he replied.

“Yeah, you do,” she said, her voice slow, taunting, as she tapped the belt against her palm. “Rule three. You obey instantly, or you get the belt. Let’s test it. Crawl to the far wall, the return and kiss my thighs. Right here,” she said, indicating a place that was tantalizing close to her pussy. “Be quick about it, and then kiss me like you’re worshipping a goddess.”

Hunter crawled, his arousal a fire that threatened to consume him as he returned to her and his lips touched her sweat-dampened thighs, inches from her naked pussy. The scent of her was overwhelming, his arousal intensifying with each kiss.

“You’re suitably submissive,” she taunted, “Kissing my thighs, aching for me, but you’re too slow.” With a mocking sigh, she brought the belt down hard against his naked ass, the contact a jolt that sent his arousal spiraling.

“You’ll take my punishment, stay in position, and ask for more because you find me so irresistible, won’t you?”

“Yes, Goddess Kylie,” he replied.

“You’re such a slut for me,” she taunted, her voice slow and filthy as she paused to let the words sink in. “I see it in your eyes. You’re as hard as your cage will allow for me, aching to please me, even when I hurt you.”

Kylie took a moment to examine him. She pulled the belt tight in her hands.

“I’ll give you twenty strokes of the belt to begin, and you’ll thank me for each, then ask for more. Show me your devotion.” Hunter obeyed, his body trembling, sweat dripping, his arousal a fire that shamed him. The first lash landed, a sharp sting across his bare ass, not brutal but deliberate, a test of his resolve. “Thank me,” she commanded, pausing to savor his reaction.

“Thank you, Goddess Kylie,” he gasped, his voice breaking, the device pulsing with his arousal. The words burned, his shame deepening, but his desire for her only increased.

Kylie’s laughter was exultant, her pause indulgent, her arousal spiking at his display of devotion to her.

“Good slave,” she said, delivering the second stroke of the belt, her movements slow, savoring the moment. “Again.”

“Thank you, Goddess Kylie. Please, more,” he choked out, his arousal a torment that thrilled her.

Kylie’s game was an addictive spiral, her arousal a fantastic blaze as she watched Hunter’s devotion deepen under her punishment, her pussy getting deliriously wet as she repeatedly laid the strap across his bare ass.

Raising the belt, she let it dangle, the leather swaying like a promise. “Beg for it, Hunter. Tell me you want it.”

His hoarse voice carried a desperate edge. “Please, Goddess Kylie, whip my ass with the belt. Please, I want it.” His raw, fervent words jolted her, her body humming with the thrill of his devotion.

She swung the belt, the leather cracking against his bare ass with a sharp sting.

“Look at you, aching in that cage, begging for my belt.” She said. “Tell me you love it,” she demanded, her voice sharp, the belt poised for another strike.

“I love it, Goddess Kylie,” Hunter gasped, his voice breaking with devotion, his eyes never leaving her.

The words sent a fantastic rush through her, her body humming with the certainty that she was his world, his goddess. She struck again, the belt’s sting a ritual that bound him to her, her laughter a like a symphony that reached a crescendo with his pleas. Kylie’s exultant laughter danced on the edge of cruelty as she struck again, the belt’s weight in her hand anchoring her as she watched him writhe from the pleasure of the pain she delivered.

After she’d delivered twenty stinging strokes of the belt, she laid it to one side, then positioned herself kneeling on the sofa in reverse, her dress hiked up to expose her bare ass.

“Rule four,” she said. “You serve my pleasure, whatever I demand. Kiss my ass. Show me you’re my slave.” Hunter’s heart raced, the command pushing him into a realm of submission that burned with shame and desire.

Hunter leaned forward, his lips kissing her sweat-slicked skin, each kiss a testament to his degradation. Kylie’s soft, almost inaudible moan revealed the pleasure surging through her, not just from his lips touching her, but from the absolute control it signified. Her body responded as she watched him, his lips moving closer to the curve of her ass, his devotion mirroring her irresistible allure. “You’re such a fucking slut,” she taunted, her purr masking the heat building within her. “Worshipping me even when I whip your ass. It’s fucking exhilarating. Tell me how grateful you are, slave.”

“I’m . . . grateful, Goddess Kylie,” he gasped, his voice breaking, sweat dripping from his brow, his arousal a fire that consumed him. “I . . . love worshipping your ass.”

“Good boy,” she said. “Now really kiss it. Lick it.”

Hunter gave her long licks from the tops of her thighs and up the crack of her ass. She reached back at last and took ahold of the back of his head.

“Not enough,” she said, “Lick it better. Deeper.”

Hunter knew what she expected him to do. He immediately focused his effort in licking her asshole.

Kylie paused, her moan soft, her satisfaction in his torment absolute. “You love this, don’t you?” she mocked, her voice dirty. “Worshipping my ass like a desperate slut. Kiss my ass, whore,” she commanded, “show me how much you worship your goddess.”

Kylie’s laughter was triumphant, her pause indulgent as she savored his torment. “Worshipping my ass, aching so bad in that cage. You love this, don’t you? Bet you’d do anything to please me.” She shifted, raising her hips.

Hunter could only answer her by showing his absolute devotion in kissing and licking her in a manner that exalted her superiority, and recognized his place in service to her, one long, slow, sensual stroke of his tongue at a time.

“This is how it should be, right?” Kylie said as she pushed her hips back toward his face. “You, serving your superior? Locked up, aching, and still doing exactly what I say?”

You serve me because you want to. Your desire for me? It’s why you try so hard. You need to recognize your place, Hunter.”

Hunter’s mind fractured, his arousal a fire that consumed him, the device a torturous barrier. She’s right—I’m dying for her, and she’s using it to own me, he thought, his lips pressed against her sweat-slicked curves, the act electrifying, degrading, and a profound realization of his powerlessness.

“Better,” she commanded, her voice filthy, relentless. “My ass, slave. Kiss it, lick it, worship it like the goddess I am.” She shifted, raising her hips. “I know how much you want this,” she teased, her voice slow and cruel, “you’re aching in that cage, aren’t you? So fucking turned on, worshipping my ass. Show me how much you want it. You’re so fucking hard in that cage, and it’s all for me. Show me you’re nothing but my toy.” Her demand pushed him further, challenging his obedience to its core.

Hunter’s arousal was a torment he couldn’t escape. But he obeyed, sweat dripping from his face as he kissed and licked her ass, the heat and humidity amplifying his torment, his arousal a fire the device could never extinguish. Kylie paused, her eyes half-closed, relishing the moment. “You’ll do anything I say—kiss my feet, lick my ass, show me how desperate you are to lick my pussy. Because I’m your fucking goddess.”

Once Kylie was satisfied with Hunter’s demonstration of his insatiable desire for her, she released him with a casual, imperious wave of her hand.

“Dismissed, slave,” she said, pausing to let the word linger, her smile radiant and cruel. “Next time, you’ll beg for more, and you’ll love it, because you’re my slave.” Her laughter followed him as he dressed, his arousal a chain she wielded with relish.

For Kylie, this moment was a profound realization—her superiority was absolute, her power to torment Hunter with his own desire a tool in her growing arsenal. For Hunter, it was a shattering awakening. His arousal, his submission, his very being belonged to her.

* * *

The oppressive heat lingered into the night, a suffocating blanket that pressed against Hunter’s skin as he lay in his bed, the sheet kicked off in a futile attempt to find relief. The chrome steel chastity device was a constant torment, and his balls now had an aching feeling that haunted him. His deepening servitude to Kylie was like a relentless sting, but it was the events of the day at Kylie’s house, including her ascension to a goddess-like persona, her relentless demands, and her cruel exploitation of his attraction that now tortured his mind, refusing to let him rest.

The room was stifling, the air thick with humidity despite the air conditioner working tirelessly to cool the room. Hunter’s body was slick with sweat as he tossed on the mattress, the device’s pressure an agonizing pulse that mirrored his thoughts. He tried to focus on anything else—the creak of the house, the obligation of tomorrow’s chores—but his mind betrayed him, dragging him back to Kylie’s living room, where her dominance was like a fire that consumed him.

The image of Kylie’s flawless skin, glistening with sweat under her sheer summer dress, burned in his memory. The way the fabric clung to her curves, revealing the thick bush of hair surrounding her pussy, had all been a deliberate provocation, her every movement calculated to arouse him. She knew what she was doing, he thought, his breath shallow, the device tightening as his arousal surged against its confines. She wanted him to want her, and to suffer for it.

The scent of her body was a torment that refused to fade. Licking her thighs, worshipping her sweat-slicked ass as she demanded—each act had been degrading, taboo, yet electrifying, searingly hot, and he knew it was a privilege to know the taste of her body. The scent of her had enveloped him, overwhelming his senses as he knelt between her legs, her commands pushing him to the edge. The memory of her laughter, slow and cruel, as she taunted his arousal—calling him a whore, aware of his aching desire—stoked the fire in his cage, his frustrated need a torment he couldn’t escape.

Hunter’s mind was a battlefield, torn between shame and craving. He tried to push the thoughts away, but Kylie’s voice echoed, her dirty words a siren call. “You’re such a slut for me, aching in that cage, worshipping my ass,” she’d said.

The memory of her bronzed thighs, spread wide, and her pussy inches from his lips, sent a shudder through him, the device a cruel barrier to the release he craved. She’s a goddess, he thought, the realization both crushing and intoxicating, his arousal a chain she wielded with precision.

His thoughts spiraled deeper, replaying each moment of her dominance. She’d paused, savoring his debasement, her mind clearly wandering to darker demands. What else could she make me do? he wondered, fear and desire twisting together.

He rolled onto his side, the device an unyielding torment as his arousal refused to subside. As the night dragged on, Hunter lay sleepless, his body slick with sweat, his thoughts a cycle of torment and surrender. Kylie’s dominance, her body, and her cruel awareness of his desire bound him to her will. Tomorrow, he knew, would bring more, her demands escalating, her power a flame he couldn’t resist, leaving him to burn in the heat of his own frustrated desire.

The acts Kylie demanded were a deliberate challenge to his sense of self. Licking her asshole had been a symbol of his submission. I did it because she told me to, because I wanted to please her, he thought, his sweat soaking the sheets. But all the more because I wanted to. The shame was not just in the act but in his willingness, his desire now a weapon she wielded to make him comply. Kissing her ass as she taunted his arousal had been electrifying, but the shame lay in his desire for it, the way his body ached for her even as she humiliated him. He was at once terrified of what she might do to him and craving it all the same. And he could only imagine what she might demand of him next.


Chapter 11

After a brief search, Mara found just the right outfit to really maximize the agony she was going to put Ethan through. She examined Lia’s text message, telling her that Ethan was on his way over to her house. She had a uniquely exhilarating feeling knowing that she could simply order him to appear and it would happen precisely the way she wanted it to. She had the house to herself, so she could tease and play with Ethan however she liked. She couldn’t wait.

When Ethan arrived at Mara’s door, his broad shoulders were tense and his usual cocky smile had been replaced by a sullen scowl. Sweat beaded on his brow in the oppressive heat, his hair damp, his T-shirt clinging to his muscular frame.

“Hey, Ethan,” she said, leaning against the doorframe in a skimpy bikini top and unzipped cutoff denim shorts, the frayed hem barely reaching her upper thighs. “C’mon, follow me,” she said, then turned to go upstairs to her bedroom, knowing he’d follow her. She knew that aside from her power to compel his obedience, the pleasure of watching her tight shorts displaying her ass while she walked up a flight of stairs was more than enough motivation for him.

Mara flopped down onto her bed in her bedroom, her bare feet dangling playfully over the side. Her eyes sparkled with mischievous delight as she kept her focus on Ethan. He stood awkwardly in the doorway. He realized that no one else was home, and the ambiguity of her intentions had left him uneasy. Mara’s reputation for playful cruelty was well-known, and Ethan’s recent caging made him a perfect target for her torment.

Mara stretched languidly on the bed, her bikini top shifting slightly, her unzipped cutoff shorts riding higher as she propped herself on one elbow. Mara’s little bikini top, paired with a frayed pair of cutoff shorts with the zipper down suggested carelessness, though nothing Mara did was ever careless. She stretched her legs out as she said, “You know, it’s a shame you didn’t get this little reality check sooner. This is exactly the kind of trial you deserve. You get to see what’s right in front of you, but you can’t do anything about it. It’s poetic.”

He gave a tight exhale, jaw flexing. “It’s . . . frustrating.”

“Good,” she said, grinning as she crossed one leg over the other in an exaggeratedly slow motion. “That’s how you know it’s working.”

She leaned back on her hands, arching slightly, her golden-brown hair spilling over one shoulder. “The old Ethan—the one who thought he was God’s gift—would be climbing the walls right now. But look at you. Quiet. Behaving. Enduring.”

Ethan swallowed hard but didn’t rise to the bait. “Just . . . trying to get through this.”

Mara tilted her head, eyes narrowing with a playful spark. “Oh, I know you are. And I’m going to make sure it’s thoroughly frustrating for you. I mean, look at you with your dick all locked up,” she said with a cruel laugh, her eyes locking onto his, her smile wicked and inviting, “I’m going to have some fun with you, and you’re going to take my insults, and not say a word unless I allow it. Got it? Nod if you understand, because let’s be real—you’re not smart enough to argue.”

Ethan felt a twisting sensation in his stomach, and his face burned as he realized her teasing was designed to humiliate him, to strip away his former arrogance. Like any other boy in the neighborhood, he was infatuated with Mara. Her beauty and cruelty were intoxicating, and Ethan realized he was in trouble.

He nodded.

“Good,” she noted. “You know, Ethan, everyone knows you’re a handsome jerk, like you’re God’s gift or some shit. But look at you now, all locked up, all that ego trapped in a little cage. Bet it’s torture, isn’t it?”

Mara’s laughter was sharp, her teasing deliberate, designed to needle his pride. She leaned back, stretching to emphasize her bikini-clad form, her bronzed skin glistening with sweat, fully aware of the effect. “Oh, don’t try to hide it,” she teased. “You think I’m hot, but you can’t do a damn thing about it. I see the way you look at me, all that lust in your eyes, but your dick is locked up tight, isn’t it? You can only dream of touching me, drooling like a fucking dog.”

Ethan tried to look away from Mara’s irresistible display of her long, tanned legs and her tight little bikini top. But he couldn’t resist her.

“God, it’s hilarious. You’re so used to girls fawning over you, but now you’re just a caged puppy, lusting after me, knowing I’m way out of your league. Say it—say I’m out of your league.”

Ethan’s throat felt tight and his voice was low as he mumbled, “You’re out of my league, Mara.”

Mara clapped her hands, her laughter ringing out, her amusement peaking. “Exactly! And you can’t do anything but stand there and take it, can you? All that arrogance, gone, because I’m hot, and you’re just a locked-up mess, aching for me.” Her teasing was relentless, her words a whip that lashed his ego, her thrill coming from his silent endurance. She paused, her smile widening as she watched his face turn red with embarrassment. “You’re here to entertain me, Ethan, so take it like a good boy.”

She pointed to the floor beside her bed.

“Now, don’t just stand there like a dumbass. Kneel,” she commanded with a slight smile on her face. “Show me you know your place, and don’t you dare speak unless I say so.”

Ethan stepped forward and knelt, his face burning, the device tightening like a vice that pulsed with his unwanted arousal. Mara’s amusement was obvious, her teasing a game she played with glee, knowing his silence was her victory.

“You’re just a toy for me to play with, lusting after my perfect body while I laugh at you for fun,” she said as her bare feet began swinging playfully. “Ha-ha.”

Mara leaned forward, her bikini top accentuating her curves, her cutoff shorts revealing more as she shifted to face him. “You know, Ethan,” she said, “I’ll admit, you’re a good-looking guy and all that. Tall, muscular, whatever. But that cage changes things, doesn’t it? It’s keeping you all locked up, and there’s nothing you can do about it. Must be so frustrating, huh?”

Mara’s smile turned nasty as her bare foot slid along his thigh, stopping just short of touching his chastity device. He could do nothing but allow her to do as she pleased, in part because his desire for her compelled him to submit.

“Oh, Ethan, don’t play dumb,” she teased with a sadistic glee. “You’re here because I wanted you here, and you know it. That cage makes you so obedient, doesn’t it? I could have you doing anything I want, and all you can do is sit there, wishing you could act on those little thoughts in your head.” She leaned closer, her bikini top straining, her cutoff shorts a provocative frame as she let her fingers trail along the edge of the bed, inches from him. “Bet you’re feeling it now, aren’t you? All that desire, locked away, with me right here, teasing you.”

Ethan felt the humiliation of his powerlessness, knowing there was nothing he could do but endure her teasing. “Mara, please,” he said, his eyes briefly glancing at her bare legs before dropping again, his former confidence crumbling under her torment. Her beauty, her extraordinarily sexy body, and her predatory smile all making his predicament both torturous and irresistible.

Mara’s laughed. “Please? Oh, Ethan, that’s adorable,” she said. “But what did I say about you shutting the fuck up? There’s nothing you can do but endure it, you know. That cage keeps you right where I want you—helpless, frustrated, humiliated. And I love it.” She stretched again, her bikini top and shorts a deliberate taunt.

Ethan’s hands clenched at his sides, the cage a relentless torment, his humiliation complete under her teasing, yet his infatuation with her—her confidence, her beauty, her merciless play—made the torment strangely compelling.

“You’re going to sit there and endure my teasing, because that’s what boys like you do. I know you’re enjoying this, locked up and helpless for me.” Her smile was radiant, displaying her obvious enjoyment of his humiliation.

Mara stretched languidly on the bed, her body arching provocatively, her bikini top straining as she extended her arms above her head, her unzipped shorts slipping lower to reveal more of her bikini bottoms, the fabric a teasing contrast to her tanned skin. She posed with deliberate nonchalance, one leg bending to accentuate her curves, her bare foot swinging playfully as she propped herself on an elbow, her eyes locking onto Ethan’s face.

“Go on, admit it,” she said, “you think I’m hot, don’t you? Desirable, irresistible, everything you can’t have.”

“Yes, Mara,” he said, his voice low and strained, his admission a forced surrender. “You’re . . . hot. And irresistible.” His words were reluctant but honest.

Mara’s laughter rang out as her body shifting to another pose, one leg stretching out, her shorts slipping lower.

“Oh, Ethan, that must be so frustrating for you,” she said. “Admitting I’m irresistible, knowing that cage is keeping you all locked up, no way to do anything about it. I bet you’re wishing you could be unlocked, so that you could relieve all that frustration. Admit it. What would you do if you could go home and your cage was unlocked?”

“I, um,” Ethan hesitantly began.

“Be honest,” Mara prompted him.

“I’d get hard,” he admitted.

Mara leaned back, her bikini top and unzipped shorts a deliberate taunt, her laughter sharp and triumphant as she stretched again, her body a study in provocative ease. “Oh, Ethan, you poor thing,” she said with a mocking pout to her lips. “Admitting you’d get hard, just thinking about me? How humiliating for you, knowing I’m making you feel this way, and there’s nothing you can do but endure it. Tell me, go on. I want more detail. What would you do if you got home and you were completely hard and that cage was off? Be honest. I want to hear how much you’re suffering for me.” Her bare foot slid along his thigh as she savored his discomfort.

“I . . . I’d . . . touch myself, Mara,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper, his face burning with shame, his eyes fixed on the rug, her beauty an overwhelming force. “I’d try to . . . to deal with this, with how you’re making me feel.”

“I’m sorry, what?” she demanded. “Touch yourself? What, you’d rub your elbow? I said to be specific.”

Ethan’s face turned a brighter shade of red.

“I’d touch my cock,” he admitted.

Mara’s laughter was purposefully cruel, her eyes sparkling with sadistic delight. “Touch your cock, Ethan? Tell me, how would you touch your cock?”

“I’d,” he began, then exhaled forcefully. “I’d jerk off, thinking about you.”

Mara’s laughter was a victorious sound. “Oh my god, that’s so humiliating for you to admit, isn’t it? I guess that cage is perfect for you. Keeping you locked up and frustrated. You’re going to stay right there, enduring every second of my teasing as your penalty for having such dirty thoughts. Thinking about jerking your cock while you think about me.”

Her pose shifted, her bikini top straining as she arched her back, her fingers hooking into the waistband of her cutoff shorts. With deliberate slowness, she slid the shorts down her hips, revealing her string bikini bottoms, the fabric clinging tightly to her curves. She kicked the shorts aside with a bare foot, her movements unhurried, her eyes never leaving his face, forcing him to watch as she toyed with his arousal. Her tiny bikini top and bottoms and her tanned skin glowing in the sunlight pushed his arousal to an unbearable intensity.

“Mara, please,” he said, his voice a strained whisper, his eyes glancing at her bare legs before dropping to the rug. Her beauty, her cruelty, and her deliberate provocation overwhelmed him, his infatuation with her a desperate ache trapped by the cage.

Mara’s smile turned viciously playful. “Please? Oh, Ethan, you’re so pathetic when you beg,” she said.

“Mara, I . . . I can’t,” he stammered, his voice trembling with desperation.

“Can’t what, Ethan?” she taunted. “Can’t handle how much you want me? How much you’re suffering right now, with your dick locked up tight while I’m right here, looking like this?

Mara shifted and rotated toward him as she extended her legs, placing them on either side of Ethan’s neck. With a slow, deliberate motion, she spread her knees, the movement pulling him closer to her, the bikini bottoms a provocative focal point inches from his face. She held him there as her fingers toyed with the strings of her bikini, tugging lightly at the ties on either side of her hips, her eyes locked onto his, her wicked smile widening as she watched his reaction. He inhaled the scent of her, so close to his face, and he could see that her having teased him had aroused her. The pronounced indentation of her bikini bottoms was damp from her having gotten wet.

“Look at you, kneeling for me, so close, so helpless. That cage must be killing you right now,” she said with her bare feet pressing against his neck, her control a tangible force.

Her fingers continued tugging playfully at the bikini strings, letting one side slip loose. “Oops,” she said in mock concern. Then she teasingly untied the other side. “Oops,” she repeated as it too came loose. She pulled the fabric away from her body, revealing her neatly trimmed bush of hair and her naked pussy as her knees spread wider, pulling him even closer, her bare feet pressing more firmly against the back of his neck.

“You know you want it, no matter how tight that cage gets on your cock, Ethan. And that’s why it’s so perfect,” she said as she placed one hand on his head and pushed his mouth against the dripping wet lips of her pussy. “Show me with your tongue how much you want me right now,” she said as she leaned back on the bed, luxuriating in the pleasure of his lips and tongue as he began licking her labia, then focusing on her clit. She emitted a soft moan as she felt the first vibrations of pleasure as he lapped up the wetness of her pussy.

“How much does it hurt, knowing I’m doing this to you?” she asked, though she did not expect a response. Her laughter was cruel as she kept her knees spread, and her hands held him exactly where she wanted him. She slowly slid her feet down his back, pressing against his lower back as she held him in place. It was a deliberate torture, her control absolute.

“That’s perfect, Ethan,” she purred. “Suffering for me. Admitting how much you want me.”

Her hips began to slowly gyrate against his face as the tip of his tongue surrendered to the rhythm she established.

“I love knowing you’re mine to tease, mine to torment. And in time, you’re going to make me come, or you’re going to get the belt. In fact, I might just get off on your tongue thinking about whipping you with the belt. I’ve always thought you needed to get your ass whipped good and hard. You deserve it.”

Ethan was so fully immersed in pleasuring Mara’s impossibly wet pussy that he could barely comprehend what she was saying any longer. All he knew was that he was going to be on his knees in her bedroom for as long as she wanted him there. And the longer he remained in place, satisfying her with his tongue, the more he wanted to be in precisely that position, and the intensity of the chastity cage’s grip on his cock and balls became nothing more than a tribute to her irresistibly sexy authority to do with him as she pleased.


Chapter 12

Hunter was lying awake in his bed beneath a thin bedsheet, the steel of his chastity cage feeling tighter in the morning when his body naturally stirred, leaving him semi-erect and acutely aware of his confinement.

Unable to stay still, Hunter slid from the bed, the cool floor grounding him as he dropped to his hands and knees, beginning a set of push-ups, his muscles flexing with each deliberate motion. The cage pressed against him, its steel unyielding, the sensation heightened by his morning arousal, a dull ache that pulsed with every downward motion toward the floor. His thoughts spiraled to Kylie. He pictured her beautiful, feminine body: her large, round breasts accentuated by her tight dresses, her wide hips swaying with effortless confidence, her gaze piercing him with a knowing intensity that left him breathless. Kylie’s beauty was mesmerizing, but it was her delight in his chastity that made his head spin, a dizzying realization that deepened his thralldom. She relished his permanent state of denial; her power rooted in containing the very desire she inspired. She thrived on his frustration, her enjoyment of his denied state a chain that bound him tighter than he’d ever imagined possible.

He was more in thrall to Kylie than he’d known, his desire for her a fire that burned hotter because of her cruelty, her dominance a force that both captivated and humbled him. The cage, its steel pressing against his semi-erect state, was her will made manifest, a symbol of her power to keep him wanting, always wanting, never fulfilled.

The cage’s weight was more than physical—it was a symbol of Kylie’s power, her sadistic delight in his discomfort. She was a sadist, he realized, her arousal tied to his discomfort, his pain, a truth that made his head spin and his heart race. Her curvy figure and feminine softness were a stark contrast to the hardness of her desires, yet it was that contradiction that bound him to her. He wanted to suffer for her, to endure the cage’s denial and the belt’s sting because it turned her on.

She was the girl he most desired, yet her pleasure came from keeping that desire contained and denied, a paradox that left him more obsessed with her than he’d ever imagined possible. The realization that he wanted to endure her cruelty, to feel the cage’s control because it aroused her was both humbling and intoxicating, his submission a willing surrender to her sadistic desires.

It was just over an hour later that Hunter had showered and dressed to walk over to Kylie’s house. When he arrived at her door, she appeared wearing a thin summer dress. He could clearly see that she wore nothing underneath.

“Clothes off, Hunter,” she said in a casual manner, as though it was simply expected.

Then she led him to her bedroom and ordered him to kneel on the floor beside her bed. She dropped onto the edge of her bed and picked up a leather belt, it’s thick strap of leather an extension of her ascendant authority over him.

“Before this belt teaches you your next lesson,” she began, “I want to test your obsession. You’re captivated by me, aren’t you? You don’t need to answer that, I know you are. So I want you to start at my feet and move upward, assessing every part of my body, telling me how beautiful, how perfect I am. I want every detail; every reason I’m your goddess.”

Hunter felt the cage’s grip tightening as her words and touch overwhelmed him, her demand a new layer of torment that stirred his devotion. His infatuation surged at the chance to voice his unprompted adoration, though the belt loomed as a reminder of her control.

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with sincerity, his eyes lifting to her bare feet. “You’re a goddess. Every part of you is perfect. Your feet are beautifully formed, like they’re carved from ivory. The curve of your arch, the way your toes curl when you tease me—it’s mesmerizing. They’re so graceful, commanding me without a word, and I’d kneel at your feet forever.”

Her foot pressed slightly harder as it slid up his inner thigh. She said nothing, her silence an invitation for him to continue.

Hunter’s voice trembled, his gaze moving upward, his worship continuing unprompted. “Your legs are flawless. So strong, so smooth, like they carry all your power. The way they move, the way you walk—it’s like they’re a spell, drawing me in, making me want to serve you more. And your hips, the way they curve like an hourglass, they’re so powerful, so captivating. They sway when you walk, and it’s like you’re commanding the room, owning me completely. They’re the hips of a goddess.” His eyes lowered, overwhelmed by the intimacy, the cage a throbbing reminder of his powerlessness.

Kylie’s laughter was soft, delighted, her bare foot now stroking his chest as she reveled in his confession. “Keep going,” she said in encouragement. “You’re doing so well.”

“Your butt is beautifully sculpted and perfect,” he said. It’s like you’re untouchable, even divine. Dominant. It makes me want to serve you, to be worthy of you.” His words were a vow, his infatuation a fire burning brighter with each confession.

Kylie’s eyes sparkled, her bare foot now pressing against his chest, her legs a vision of control. She remained silent, her gloating a triumphant glow as his words affirmed her perfection.

Hunter’s voice trembled, his gaze rising, his devotion unwavering. “Your . . . your breasts, Miss Kylie,” he said, his flush deepening, his courage bolstered by her command. “They’re so beautiful, the way they fill your dress, so sexy and powerful. They’re like a symbol of your beauty, your authority, making me kneel deeper, wanting only to serve you.” His eyes dropped, the cage’s grip unbearable, her intimate allure a divine torment.

Kylie’s smile was radiant, her bare foot sliding back to his thigh, her toes teasingly close to the cage. “Almost there,” she murmured.

Hunter’s breath was short, his voice a fervent prayer. “Your face is beyond beautiful. Your blue eyes, they burn through me, commanding, knowing. You’re a goddess, every part of you captivating because you’re powerful, because you’re you.” His eyes met hers briefly, overwhelmed, the cage a throbbing reminder of his submission.

Kylie studied Hunter. Her dress teasingly framed her naked pussy, and the belt in her hand was a taunting presence.

“Hunter,” she said, “you did so well worshipping me, calling me your goddess. But you skipped a few parts, didn’t you? I told you not to be shy, and yet you danced around them. Are you holding back on me? I want you to be thorough. Every part of me deserves your adoration, and I want your true desire—don’t hide behind embarrassment. Tell me what you really feel.”

Hunter pushed past his embarrassment, his infatuation a fire that fueled his honesty. “Your . . . your pussy,” he said, his voice trembling, his eyes fixed on the rug, unable to meet her gaze. “It’s sexy, even perfect. It’s what makes you a goddess. Thinking about it consumes me, makes me want to serve you, to be yours completely. It captivates me.” His words were a confession, his embarrassment a sacrifice to her demand, the cage a throbbing torment.

“Oh, Hunter, you’re adorable when you’re honest,” she said, “but there’s one thing you didn’t linger on, and I’m curious. Years ago, I decided to have my bush grow natural and full, untouched, just as it is. It’s a choice I love, but I want to know, slave, does it captivate you, make you worship me more?” She paused, her bare foot extending to stroke his balls. “Be honest, Hunter. Tell me what you think, what it does to you.”

“Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with sincerity, his eyes briefly meeting hers before dropping to her bare feet, “I . . . I love it. Your full bush, your pussy—it’s perfect, like every part of you. It’s beautiful, and powerful, and it captivates me. It makes me want to serve you even more, to be yours completely.”

“I love that you adore the deliciously thick bush of hair framing my pussy. And because you love it so much, I’m going to make this demonstration special. This belt?” She lifted it, letting it sway tantalizingly, her smile wicked. “It’s going to sting with respect to how much you love my pussy. Every crack of the belt will remind you of your obsession, and the privilege you enjoy in serving me.”

Hunter’s heart pounded, the cage’s grip a throbbing torment under her words and touch, the belt’s promise a thrill and a terror. His devotion, his worship of her pussy, left him no choice but to surrender, his infatuation a fire that burned brighter with each taunt.

“Yes, Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with adoration, his eyes fixed on her bare feet, her dress’s hemline a provocative taunt, the key at her neck a symbol of her rule. “I . . . I’m honored to serve you, to feel your power.”

“Good boy,” she said. “You’re so helpless, worshipping every part of me, especially my pussy. It’s delicious how much you love it, how it drives you wild in that cage. This demonstration’s going to be exquisite, to celebrate your obsession, to make you feel my power in every way. Kneel up straighter. Let’s make this a proper tribute to your goddess.”

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice steady despite the anticipation, his eyes fixed on her bare feet, her dress a vision of control.

“Perfect,” she said, “this belt’s going to remind you how privileged you are to serve a goddess like me. Ready for that demonstration? The sharp sting of the belt will really drive home the power I have to make you feel your frustration and denial.”

Hunter’s heart pounded, the belt’s promise a thrill and a terror. His worship, his infatuation, left him no choice but to surrender. “Yes, Miss Kylie,” he replied.

“Good boy,” she said. “Every sting is for me, for your adoration of my pussy, for the privilege of being my locked toy. And the key? It stays with your goddess, keeping you desperate and devoted.”

Kylie circled him slowly with a deliberate grace, the belt swaying in her hand like a taunt.

“You’ll pay tribute with every sting of this belt,” she said, then paused, her bare foot stroking his inner thigh. “Reposition yourself—hands behind your head, chest out, knees wider. Show me you’re mine.”

Hunter obeyed, his hands clasping behind his head, his knees spreading wider on the rug. The position left him utterly vulnerable, the cage a throbbing reminder of his submission.

“I think forty will be appropriate, don’t you think? You’ll count each stroke and thank me for it, understand? Every sting is a tribute to your goddess, a recognition that it is a privilege to serve me. Let’s begin.” She raised the belt.

The first crack of the belt landed across his exposed chest, a sharp, controlled sting that echoed in the quiet room. Hunter flinched, the cage tightening, but his voice was steady, fervent. “One. Thank you.” His eyes met hers briefly, filled with adoration, his submission a raw offering.

“Good boy,” she said, her voice a sensual reward. “Reposition, slave—lean back a little, spread your knees wider. I want you vulnerable for me.” Her heart swelled, the act of wielding the belt becoming more than torment, a ritual of their bond.

Hunter obeyed, leaning back slightly, his thighs vulnerable, his hands still clasped behind his head, the cage a constant throb. The second crack landed across his inner thigh, sharper, and he gasped, his voice steady despite the sting. “Two. Thank you.”

Kylie felt not just the thrill of dominance but also his willingness to endure for her. “So devoted, slave,” she said, her voice softer, her dress riding higher as she circled him, the belt poised. “Show me how much you love serving your goddess.” Her emotions swirled—arousal at his submission, but a growing sense of intimacy as she recognized his tribute.

The third crack of the belt against his other inner thigh stung sharply, and he counted, “Three. Thank you,” his voice trembling but fervent, his eyes shining with adoration, his pain a gift to her.

“Now present your bare ass on your hands and knees,” she commanded.

Hunter obeyed, and Kylie brought the belt down across his butt cheeks.

Stroke after stroke, Kylie continued, her commands for repositioning relentless. “Ass up,” she demanded. “On your knees and elbows,” she said, each demand making him more vulnerable, each crack of the belt a sharp punctuation of her power. Her arousal surged with every count, every “Thank you.” By the tenth stroke, she began to truly enjoy the slow rhythm of Hunter’s humiliating punishment. “You’re doing so well. Arch your back more—let me see all of you.”

Hunter arched his back, his body trembling, the cage a throbbing torment, yet his voice remained steady. “Ten. Thank you.”

Kylie’s breath quickened, her arousal heightening with each demonstration of his submission to her. She delivered the remaining strokes, each one precise, her commands for repositioning—turn, butt higher, expose your balls—drawing him deeper into vulnerability. By the fortieth stroke, as the final stroke of the belt landed across his ass, Hunter’s voice was a fervent whisper, “Forty. Thank you,” he said, his submission complete.

Kylie lowered the belt. “Forty strokes, each one a tribute to your goddess, to my pussy, to your devotion to me. This is a good beginning, slave.”

She stroked his well-whipped skin, causing him to wince.

Kylie’s smile was radiant as she said, “You’ve pleased your goddess, but we’re just getting started.

Hunter’s ass was a glowing, stinging tribute to his absolute devotion and surrender to Kylie, and the dread he felt at her words was all the more a tantalizingly irresistible lure, and he wanted nothing more than to submit to each and every one of her commands in his attempt to satiate her desire.

“Yes, Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with emotion, his devotion a fire that burned brighter through the pain.


Chapter 13

The morning simmered under a haze of summer heat, yet Olivia’s sprawling two-story home was cool and composed, its air conditioning a soft hum as the sun climbed higher. Olivia was alone in the house, a rare moment of quiet while James was at work, Mara was out with Lia, and Hunter was at Kylie’s house. The solitude suited Olivia as she sipped her coffee at the kitchen island, wearing a soft silk robe that did little to disguise the sensual curves of her body.

A knock at the door broke the stillness. Olivia arched an eyebrow, setting her mug down and heading toward the foyer. Through the frosted glass, she saw Ethan, Lia’s brother, standing on the porch. His broad shoulders and chiseled jaw marked him as the handsome, well-built young man he’d become. His arrogance, once a defining trait, had softened in recent weeks. A slow smile crept across her face. This was an opportunity she wouldn’t waste.

Opening the door, Olivia leaned against the frame, her sharp eyes appraising him. “Ethan,” she said, her voice smooth and commanding, “what a surprise. Mara’s not here, I’m afraid. But do come in.” Her words left no room for refusal, and Ethan nodded nervously.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied, with a deference that was far removed from the attitude she’d known him to display previously.

“Please, call me Mistress Olivia,” she said.

“Of course,” Ethan replied, “I apologize, Mistress Olivia.”

His chastity device suddenly felt heavier, his once-arrogant stride now tempered by caution. Olivia closed the door, gesturing toward the living room.

“Sit,” she said, pointing to the plush sectional sofa.

Ethan obeyed, perching on the edge of the sofa, his nervousness palpable. Olivia, well known as the hot neighbor lady that every young man in the neighborhood whispered about, had all the time she needed to play with him. Ethan did his best not to stare at her spectacular body wrapped tightly in her short silk robe, which did more to reveal her figure than hide it.

She took her time, crossing to the armchair opposite him, her robe swishing softly. She settled gracefully, crossing her legs, her gaze never leaving him. She’d noticed Ethan’s looks—the rugged jaw, the gym-honed physique—but his arrogance had grated on her, his occasional disrespect a blemish on his appeal. Now, with the locked device having put him in his place, she found him to be a far more intriguing prospect.

“So, Ethan,” she began, her voice low and teasing, “what brings you here? Mara didn’t mention you were coming.” She let the question hang, her smile both inviting and sinister.

Ethan shifted, his fingers tightening on his knees. “I, uh, thought Mara wanted me to stop by,” he said, his voice hesitant. “Lia said something about it, but . . . I must’ve got the days mixed up. I’m sorry for bothering you, Ms. Olivia.”

“Oh, it’s no bother,” Olivia said, waving a hand dismissively. “I’m glad you’re here, actually. It’s been a while since we’ve had a proper chat.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” Ethan replied.

“Tell me, Ethan, how’s it feel to be . . . humbled? You have your chastity device now?”

Ethan swallowed, his eyes glancing up briefly before dropping again. “Yes,” he said, almost a whisper. “It’s hard. But I’m learning.”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a near-whisper. “I’m sure it is. And I’m sure you are.” Olivia’s smile widened, a spark of delight in her chest. She had unquestioned authority here, and Ethan’s nervousness, his humbled demeanor, was a canvas for her amusement. She took her time, letting the silence stretch, watching the conflict play across his handsome face. She leaned forward slightly, her robe parting just enough to draw his gaze before he caught himself, eyes snapping back to the floor. The chastity device, she knew, was doing its work—every forbidden thought tightening its grip, a delicious torment she intended to exploit.

“So tell me, Ethan, do you ever find it hard to focus when a woman’s . . . expecting your attention?”

“Sometimes,” he mumbled. “I try to stay focused. To do what’s right.”

“Of course you do,” Olivia said, her smile encouraging as she shifted again, stretching one arm along the back of the chair, the motion pulling her robe taut against her curves for a moment. “You’re young, strong. I bet you’ve worked hard on that physique of yours. I admit that I’m curious to see how you’ve developed. Why don’t you take off your shirt?” Her tone of voice was light, as if her interest were purely innocent.

Ethan hesitated, his face reddening, but he knew better than to refuse. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, pulling his T-shirt over his head, revealing a smooth, hairless torso sculpted from hours in the gym. He folded the shirt, setting it beside him, his posture rigid under her gaze.

Olivia’s gaze lingered, her expression one of mild curiosity. “Very nice,” she said, her voice even. “You’ve clearly been dedicated. That’s important, isn’t it? Keeping yourself presentable, ready to serve?” She shifted again, uncrossing her legs, letting the robe part just enough to show a sliver of thigh before crossing them the other way, the motion smooth, barely noticeable.

His hands gripped the sofa, his voice strained. “I . . . yes, thank you, I’ve learned that it’s my obligation, Mistress Olivia. To make myself presentable to women, to, um, please them.”

“Exactly,” Olivia said. “Pleasing women can be so . . . rewarding. A kind word, a task well done, or something more . . . personal, when it’s desired. What do you think a woman might ask of you, Ethan, to show your devotion?” Her question was soft, a gentle nudge toward the inevitable, her eyes never leaving his.

Ethan’s breath hitched, his voice barely audible. “Whatever she needs, Mistress Olivia. I’d . . . I do what I’m told to do.”

Olivia’s smile was faint, approving, as she said, “Let’s see more of that commitment, then. Your jeans—take them off. I’d just like to have a look.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he whispered as he stood, his hands trembling as he unbuttoned his jeans, stepping out of them to stand in his briefs.

As he was about to sit down again, Olivia made a gesture, and shook her head. He understood her meaning, which was that he remain standing so that she might continue examining him.

“Now, picture your future, Ethan. Do you see yourself giving women everything they ask for, knowing it’s your duty to fulfill their every wish?” Her voice was a caress, subtle but relentless, guiding him closer to her goal with every word.

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” Ethan said, his voice shaking. “I want to . . . do what’s expected. To respect women.”

“Very good,” she murmured. “I think you’re learning just what that means.” She paused, letting the silence linger, her gaze holding him captive, the game unfolding with exquisite slowness.

“Ethan,” Olivia said, her voice a smooth murmur, her smile faint but sharp, “you’ve had your share of corrections, haven’t you? I assume you’ve gotten the belt once or twice, no?. How do you find those moments? When you’re being disciplined, what goes through your mind?” she asked, clearly unconcerned with any embarrassment he might feel.

“It’s . . . humbling, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice low and strained. “I know I’ve messed up when it happens. I try to take it and learn from it.”

Olivia nodded, uncrossing her legs slowly, the robe slipping just enough to reveal a sliver of thigh before she adjusted it with a practiced hand. “That’s the point, isn’t it? Young men like you are expected to present yourselves for correction, to show maturity in accepting it. Even gratitude, for the lesson it teaches. Don’t you agree, Ethan? That it’s your duty to take the belt and thank the woman who gives it?”

He swallowed; his eyes fixed on the floor. “Yes, Mistress Olivia. It’s . . . it’s what we’re supposed to do. To show we understand our place.”

“Exactly,” Olivia said, leaning forward, her elbows on her knees, the neckline of her robe dipping lower. “Let’s see that understanding in action. Show me the position you’re expected to assume for a belting. Go on, over the armrest.”

Ethan hesitated for a moment, but his obedience was well-ingrained. He moved to the armrest of the sofa, bending over it, his hands gripping the edge, his body exposed and vulnerable. Olivia’s gaze swept over him, her appraisal open, unapologetic, lingering on his muscled form, his smooth skin.

“Very good,” she said. “But your underwear, Ethan. I’m certain you wouldn’t be allowed to wear them during a correction.”

“Oh,” Ethan said, glancing over his shoulder, “no, I’d be obligated to take them down,” he said, turning to look at Olivia.

“Well, then?” she asked.

“Oh, right,” he replied, and slid his underwear down to his ankles, then returned to position, his shaved, muscled body now almost fully exposed.

“Hmm,” Olivia murmured with approval. She paused them, her eyes slowly scanning his body in position for punishment. “You hold that position well, Ethan. Tell me, when you’re like this, and you know the belt is waiting, how does it focus your mind? Does it sharpen your sense of obligation to serve women like myself?”

“It . . . it makes things clearer, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice tight. “It . . . it reminds me I’m here to obey, to do what I’m told. It keeps me focused.”

Olivia’s smile was subtle. “That’s what I like to hear. Discipline does have a way of clarifying things, doesn’t it? Now, perhaps you might lift your hips a bit more,” she directed.

Ethan positioned himself as she’d suggested, and it made it all the more obvious to him that Olivia was enjoying his vulnerability in the moment.

“Hmm, yes,” she said. “Stay like that, and let’s talk about something else. You’re a young man, strong, handsome. You must feel . . . desires stirring inside you. How do you handle those, Ethan, knowing you can’t act on them? That lock must be quite the challenge.” Her question was direct, her voice steady, as if discussing his caged urges were a simple curiosity.

Ethan’s face burned, his body tense in the punishment position. “It’s hard, Mistress Olivia,” he admitted, not intending the double entendre. “I try to focus on my duties. The device . . . it stops me from doing anything I shouldn’t be doing.”

“Shouldn’t be doing?” Olivia asked.

Hunter felt the embarrassment of admitting to it, just as he had with Mara. “Masturbating,” Ethan replied.

“Hmm, yes,” Olivia replied. “Smart. And what do you think about that arrangement? Boys like you, kept in denial, while women like me . . . well, we take whatever pleasure we want, whenever we choose. Do you think it’s right, Ethan, that we women have that freedom, while you’re restrained?”

His hands tightened on the armrest. “It’s . . . it’s how it’s supposed to be, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice shaking. “Women decide, men follow.”

Olivia paused, letting her gaze linger on his practically naked body, her appraisal obvious but delivered with a detached curiosity. “You’re doing well, Ethan, showing me how discipline focuses you. But let’s explore another aspect of your obedience. Stand up for a moment, and then show me a genuflecting position—knees and elbows, head low. It’s a marvelous way for a woman to judge a man’s devotion, his willingness to submit completely.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he replied. He was smart enough to know that he should step out of his underwear and move to the center of the room, facing Olivia, now completely naked aside from the chastity device. He lowered himself to his knees, then leaned forward, resting on his elbows, his head bowed, eyes fixed on the floor. His body, smooth and sculpted, was a study in masculine vulnerability. Olivia’s gaze swept over him, her appraisal slow and deliberate, her expression one of quiet satisfaction. She rose from her chair, circling him with unhurried steps, her bare feet silent on the floor.

“Very nice,” she said, pausing to adjust his posture. She knelt down and placed her hand gently on his butt cheek and gave him a gentle nudge to prompt him to raise his butt a bit higher. Then she placed her hand on his back and pressed downward slightly. “A bit lower here . . . yes, just like that.” Her fingers lingered for a moment, her touch firm but fleeting, as she returned to her chair, settling with a soft rustle of her robe. “This position suits you, Ethan. It shows respect and humility.”

As she spoke, Olivia loosened the drawstring of her robe with a subtle tug, and the silk parted, falling open to reveal the curve of her breasts and the smooth plane of her stomach, though Ethan, his eyes locked on the floor, remained unaware. She uncrossed her legs, the motion drawing the robe further apart. She leaned forward, extending one bare foot toward him, placing her foot on his head with deliberate precision.

“A little lower, Ethan,” she said, her voice soft but commanding, as she pressed gently, guiding his head closer to the floor before cradling his chin and lifting it slightly. “There. Just right. Stay there, Ethan, and think about how this position, this moment, honors the women you serve. It’s a privilege, isn’t it, to be trained to serve?”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice barely audible, his body still, obedient, caught in the web of her words and her will.

Olivia leaned back, her smile faint but triumphant, the robe slipping open farther, its silk framing her nude body. She took her time, savoring his submission, before she extended her bare foot again, her toes stroking Ethan’s face with a featherlight touch. She placed her foot beneath his chin and gently pressed upward.

“Up, Ethan,” she murmured, her voice smooth and commanding, as she guided him onto his hands and knees. The motion brought his head level with her lap, and for the first time, his eyes, previously fixed on the floor, took in the sight of her exposed pussy and full bush of silky soft hair, framed by the silk robe. It was a confrontational display, bold yet unacknowledged, as if it were merely a natural extension of her authority. Ethan’s gaze darted up before snapping back to the floor, but Olivia’s expression remained serene, her smile faint and unperturbed, as if oblivious to the provocation. She spread her legs, the robe opening wider, her posture relaxed yet commanding.

“Eyes forward, Ethan,” she said.

Ethan raised his eyes to see that her pussy was displayed before him in a brazen manner, unashamed and clearly aroused.

“Much better,” she said. “Now, Ethan, let’s continue our little talk. You’ve spoken well about discipline, about focus. But I want to hear more about your obligations as a young man. What does it mean to you, this commitment to obedience, knowing every woman you meet is your superior?” Her question was calm, relentless, pulling him deeper into the conversation despite the silent challenge of her exposed pussy.

Ethan’s hands pressed into the floor, his body tense, his voice strained. “It, it means . . . always doing what’s asked, Mistress Olivia,” he said, keeping his eyes forward. “Respecting a woman’s authority, no matter what.”

Olivia nodded, her bare foot resting lightly on the floor now, just inches from his hands, a subtle reminder of her control. “Well said,” she murmured, spreading her legs wider, slowly, the motion deliberate but framed as casual. “I’ve seen that respect in action. I had Paul, he’s one of your friends I believe, he spent a whole afternoon worshipping my pussy just last Spring. He didn’t stop until I told him to; he knew his place. Do you feel that same drive, Ethan, to please without question, to prove your commitment?”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he replied. “I want to . . . to show I’m obedient, that I understand my role.”

“Good,” Olivia said, her smile sharpening as she reached out and placed her hand underneath his chin. “Come here, Ethan,” she said, and her words were soft, her confrontational exposure an invitation and a demand.

She guided him to place his lips against her inner thigh. He inhaled the scent of her pussy as he began to kiss and lick her between her legs.

“Slowly,” she said. “We’re in no hurry. I have all day for you to show your talent for obedience.”

Olivia leaned back in the chair, her legs spread wide, watching as Ethan began to stroke her gently and repeatedly with his tongue.

“Yes,” she said, running her fingers through his hair. “It takes me quite a while to build up to having each orgasm, and I like it to take a while so that I might savor each moment.”

Ethan focused intently on each gentle stroke of his tongue as he encountered the overwhelming impact of being intimidated by a woman’s pussy. He had no idea how he could possibly measure up to her expectations of him. It remained a possibility that she might use the belt if she determined that he was insufficient in his efforts to satisfy her desires, so he endeavored to empty his mind of everything that was not about Olivia, and endlessly worshipping Olivia’s pussy.

“Yes, that’s right,” Olivia murmured her approval. “Just like that, Ethan. Like I said, we have all day.”


Chapter 14

It was late afternoon when the front door swung open and Mara strode into the house; her sunglasses pushed atop her head. Her confident stride faltered as she took in the scene—Ethan, now fully dressed, yet clearly nervous, and Olivia’s relaxed ease as she lounged in her silk robe. Mara’s eyes narrowed as a realization crossed her face. Her mother had clearly played her own game with Ethan, who she’d thought she’d claimed as her own.

“Mom,” Mara said, her voice sharp as she dropped her bag by the door, “what’s going on? Ethan’s here?” Her arms crossing as she glared between Olivia and Ethan.

Olivia’s laugh was light, dismissive, her hand waving as if swatting away a trivial concern. “Oh, Mara, it’s nothing. Ethan just happened to stop by. Some mix-up about your plans, I gather. I just kept him entertained while you were out.” Her smile was warm, almost conspiratorial, treating Mara more like an equal than a subordinate, as was her way. The leniency she’d always shown her daughter softened the moment, but her casual dismissal of the encounter only fueled Mara’s irritation.

Ethan remained silent, his eyes fixed on the floor, his hands tightening around his shirt. Fear coiled in his chest, as he realized that coming between two powerful women was a dangerous place to be. Olivia’s authority was absolute, but Mara’s growing power, and her possessive claim over him, made his position precarious. He knew better than to speak.

Mara’s lips pursed tightly as she glanced at Ethan, then looked back at Olivia. “I thought Ethan was mine to play with,” she said, her voice rising slightly. “I set this up with Lia, and now you’re just . . . taking him? I didn’t expect you’d swoop in like that.” Her annoyance was clear, her sense of entitlement as a young woman in the gynarchy bristling at the intrusion.

“Swoop?” Olivia said and she laughed again, which was a rich, unbothered sound. “Oh, darling, there’s no need to get worked up. Women do what we want, don’t we? There’s nothing stopping you from doing whatever you like with Ethan. He’s here to serve, after all.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement.

Mara’s eyes flashed, her annoyance shifting as Olivia’s words sank in. She turned to Ethan, her gaze narrowing, accepting her mother’s excuse as a convenient truth. “Is that it, Ethan?” she asked, stepping closer to him. “You just can’t help yourself, can you? Throwing yourself at my mom like some desperate little slut? I thought you were mine to deal with, but you’re here causing trouble.” Her words dripped with scorn, her sense of ownership over him fueling her resolve to make him answer for it.

Ethan’s jaw tightened, but he kept his gaze down. “I’m sorry, Mara,” he said, his voice barely audible. “I didn’t mean to . . . I just followed orders.”

Mara’s laugh was sharp, her arms crossing. “Oh, you’ll be sorry, alright. You’re going to pay for this behavior, Ethan. You don’t get to do whatever you want.” She glanced at Olivia, who raised an eyebrow, her smile unfazed, clearly amused by Mara’s indignation. Turning back to Ethan, Mara’s voice hardened. “Get upstairs to my bedroom. Now.”

“Go on, darling,” Olivia said to Mara, “do whatever you want with him.”

Ethan moved toward the stairs, fear and submission warring within him. Mara followed, her stride purposeful, her anger now focused on Ethan as the culprit. The living room returned to its quiet elegance as Olivia watched them go, her smile lingering, untroubled by the storm she’d stirred.

Mara’s bedroom was a vibrant reflection of her confidence, with coral and teal accents, a plush rug, and a wide window letting in the midday sun. The attached private bathroom, tiled in porcelain white, hummed with the sound of the shower running. Mara stood in the doorway with her arms crossed.

Ethan, his muscled, shaved body dripping wet under the spray of the shower, focused on lathering his body while she grilled him.

“Start talking, Ethan,” Mara demanded. “What exactly happened when you got here? Don’t leave anything out.” Her words were a demand, her irritation at Olivia’s earlier claim over him fueling her need to reassert control.

“I . . . I came over thinking you’d be here, Miss Mara,” he said, choosing his words carefully. “There was a mix-up with Lia’s message. We . . . we talked for a while.”

Mara’s eyes narrowed, her foot tapping lightly on the floor. “Talked? That’s it? Don’t play dumb, Ethan. I know my mom, and I saw how you looked when I walked in. What did she do with you?” Her voice was sharp, unrelenting, her presence in the room a deliberate assertion of dominance, the open shower door ensuring he had no escape from her questions.

Ethan’s hands paused, soap suds trailing down his arms as he rinsed. “She . . . she asked me about my life, about following the rules,” he said, his voice quieter now, sticking to the truth but treading carefully. “She wanted me to show her . . . how I’m supposed to act, to obey. I did what she told me to do.” His words were vague but honest, avoiding explicit detail, knowing any misstep could invite Mara’s wrath—or worse, a belting.

Mara stepped closer, her arms still crossed, stopping just outside the shower’s splash zone. “Show you how to obey, huh?” she asked. “What, like some kind of test? Did she have you kneeling, or was it more . . . entertaining than that?”

Ethan swallowed, turning slightly to rinse his back, his movements deliberate as he followed her order to shower. “She . . . had me show her positions,” he said, his voice barely audible over the water. “Like for punishment, and . . . genuflecting. She talked about my duties, about serving women. I just . . . did what she said.” His hands worked the soap faster, as if the task could shield him from her probing.

Mara’s laugh was short, sharp. “Sounds like Mom, alright. Always playing her little games. And you just went along, didn’t you? Bet you didn’t even think twice.” She sounded irritated, but she also sounded and possessive. “I want to know everything.”

Ethan nodded. “She had me, um,” he began, his voice steady despite the pressure. “She had me serve her. I didn’t mean to cause any trouble. I thought I was supposed to be here for you, and I just . . . I just followed her orders.”

“So you went down on her? You fucking licked her pussy?” Mara asked.

Ethan reacted as though the explicitness of her language shocked him, partly because he couldn’t have imagined being in this situation.

“You’re supposed to follow my orders, Ethan,” she said, her voice low, pointed. “I brought you here, not her. You don’t get to be a slut for just any woman who snaps her fingers. Next time, you check with me. Got it? Now rinse off, then turn off the water and get out. You’re not done answering to me.” She stepped back, giving him space to comply, her gaze unwavering, ready to reclaim her authority over him in whatever way she saw fit.

Ethan shut off the shower, the sudden silence heavy as he stepped onto the bath mat, water dripping from his body. As Ethan reached for a towel on the rack, Mara’s voice cut through the humid air, sharp and commanding. “Stop,” she demanded. “No towel. You’ll air-dry. I want you to feel every second of this.” Her eyes narrowed as she stepped into the bedroom, retrieving a leather belt from her dresser.

Ethan froze, water pooling at his feet. He stood exposed, the cool air on his wet skin, his obedience absolute despite the tension in his chest.

Mara returned, the belt dangling from her hand, her stride purposeful as she pointed to the rug at the foot of her bed. “Over here,” she ordered. “Get in position. You know how it goes—hands on the bed, bend over, ass up. Now.” Her voice was firm, echoing the lessons she’d learned from Olivia, her mother’s leniency toward her only sharpening her resolve to prove her dominance over Ethan.

Ethan moved to the rug, his wet skin glistening, and bent over, hands gripping the edge of Mara’s bed, his body taut and vulnerable. He kept his eyes on the teal bedspread, his breath uneven, knowing he couldn’t refuse a direct order.

Mara stepped closer, the belt swinging lightly in her grip, her voice low and deliberate. “You fucked up, Ethan,” she said, pacing slowly behind him, her bare feet silent on the rug. “You let my mom play you, acting like some slut who can’t help himself. So now, dumbass, you’re going to get what you have coming to you.”

Without further warning, Mara began to swing the belt, each stroke landing hard across Ethan’s bare ass. To Mara’s surprise, she began to enjoy whipping Ethan more than she had expected to. His body was so well-formed and muscular, and it looked good with the belt wrapped tightly across it in the moment it made contact.

Ethan took it well enough, but Mara could tell he wasn’t terribly well-practiced at enduring a belting, which she found to be more enjoyable. She could see that he truly felt every stroke, and his body reacted by flinching as he would audibly gasp after each stinging welt she laid across him.

For Ethan’s part, he had never been given a whipping with the belt quite like what Mara delivered, which was in part due to his deep feeling of humiliation and arousal. He had never been punished by a woman he wanted sexually. In moments he could feel the chastity device constraining him, denying him the erection he would have if he weren’t locked tightly in its grip.

After she’d given the entirety of his butt a bright-red glow, she took a step back and lowered the belt to her side.

“So now, Ethan, I may or may not be done punishing you with the belt. You’ve fucked up, and now you’re going to make it up to me. You’re going to serve me exactly how I want, and if I see even a hint of fatigue, if you slack off for one second, you’re going to get the belt again.” She snapped the leather strap between her hands, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

Ethan’s voice was steady but soft. “Yes, Miss. I’ll do whatever you say. I’m sorry, Miss Mara.” His words were earnest, his fear of Mara’s anger, as well as a continuation of his punishment with the belt keeping him compliant.

“Good,” she said. “You’d better not disappoint me, Ethan. Start by kneeling, right here, and we’ll see how well you can prove yourself.” She pointed to the floor beside her, the belt still in hand.

Ethan obeyed, lowering himself to his knees, his wet skin chilling in the air-conditioned room, his eyes fixed on the floor. The belt loomed in his peripheral vision, a reminder of Mara’s power and her intent to make him pay for Olivia’s transgression. Mara stood over him, her presence commanding, her annoyance at her mother’s interference now channeled into reclaiming Ethan as her own as she unzipped her cutoff shorts and slid them off.

* * *

Olivia’s face showed a warm, approving smile as she listened to the sharp crack echoing from upstairs, followed by another—the unmistakable sound of Mara’s leather belt repeatedly striking Ethan’s naked body. The rhythm was deliberate, Mara’s style distinct from her own, carrying the confidence of a young woman fully embracing her power. The sounds of Mara’s dominance, punctuated by faint murmurs of her voice, were a testament to her daughter’s unapologetic command, and Olivia’s heart swelled with pride. The earlier clash—Mara’s irritation at Olivia playing with Ethan, and Olivia’s light dismissal, had only strengthened Mara’s resolve. Olivia relished the outcome.

Ethan’s fear, his silent obedience as he’d followed Mara upstairs was overshadowed by her delight in Mara’s performance. The boy would learn his place, as all men did, and Mara’s unyielding hand would ensure it. Olivia leaned back, her body relaxed in the knowledge that her daughter was learning to use the belt as a tool of her authority.


Chapter 15

The front door opened, and James, Olivia’s husband, entered, his briefcase in hand, his suit slightly creased from a long day at work. He set his briefcase by the door, his eyes meeting Olivia’s with a respectful nod. “Evening, Olivia,” he said, his voice calm, steady.

“James,” Olivia replied, her smile warm but commanding, gesturing to the floor before her ottoman. “Come, sit. My feet could use your attention,” she said as she wiggled her bare toes.

James obeyed, kneeling before the ottoman and taking her feet gently in his hands, his fingers beginning a slow, practiced massage. “I’d love to hear about your day,” he said, his voice genuine, his thumbs pressing into the arch of her foot, his role as her attentive partner ingrained.

Olivia sighed softly, leaning back, her robe shifting to reveal a glimpse of her calf as she relaxed into his touch. “Oh, it was quite the day,” she said, her voice smooth, unhesitant, no trace of concern for the details she was about to share. “Ethan—Lia’s brother—showed up this morning, a mix-up with Mara’s plans. I had the house to myself, so I decided to entertain myself with him.” Her smile sharpened, her eyes fixed on James as he worked, his hands steady despite the intimacy of her words.

James nodded, his fingers kneading her heel, his expression serene. “Sounds like you made the most of it,” he said, encouraging her to continue.

“I did,” Olivia said, her voice rich with satisfaction. “He’s grown into such a specimen, James. Broad shoulders, that chiseled jaw, muscles honed from all that time in the gym. When I had him strip down, I was surprised to see that he is remarkably well-hung. I mean, you can tell, even when they’re locked up. It was impressive.” Her words were matter-of-fact, her appraisal of Ethan’s physicality clinical yet appreciative, as if discussing a fine piece of art.

James’s hands moved to her other foot, his thumbs circling her ankle. “He must be learning his place well, then,” he replied.

“Oh, he is,” Olivia continued. “I had him show me his punishment position—bent over the sofa’s armrest, so exposed. And then genuflecting, on his knees and elbows, head low. You should’ve seen him, James—his back straight, muscles taut, that chastity device keeping him in check. I made small adjustments, but he was eager to please, so aware of his duty.” She paused, watching closely as James’s fingers worked her toes. “There’s something so . . . satisfying about a young man like that, locked and devoted. They don’t have the skills you do, but it’s so fun when they’re trying so hard, you know? Takes longer to make me come, but that’s half the fun.”

James smiled faintly, his hands steady, his gaze on his task. “I’m glad you enjoyed yourself,” he said, his voice sincere.

Olivia’s laugh was soft, her head tilting back as she savored his touch and the memory. “And then Mara came home, and oh, she was livid. Thought Ethan was hers to play with, you know how possessive she’s gotten. She took him upstairs to make him pay for it. You should’ve heard the belt, James. Just relentless, her rhythm so confident. I was down here, smiling to myself, just so proud of her. She’s got my fire, no question.”

James’s fingers pressed deeper, massaging her instep, his expression one of quiet pride. “Mara’s really stepping into her role,” he said. “I’m happy for both of you, Olivia. You and Mara, enjoying yourselves. Ethan’s lucky to serve you both.”

Olivia’s smile widened, her eyes half-lidded as she leaned back, the robe slipping slightly to reveal more of her leg, unaddressed in her comfort with James’s submission. “He is, isn’t he? And you, James, you’re so good at this,” she said, her voice a warm caress, praising his service while reinforcing his place. “It was a lovely day—Mara and I both had our fun, and Ethan’s learning exactly what it means to serve women like us.”

* * *

Mara sprawled on her bed, still wearing her shirt and bra, but naked from the waist down. She had dismissed Ethan after her merciless belting and rigorous, insistent demands, which included her having him on the rug on her bedroom floor as she straddled his face. He’d done his best to keep up, but it ended with her essentially fucking his mouth, an expression of her claim of ownership more than anything else. The leather belt now lay coiled on her dresser, a silent testament to her reclaimed authority.

She was still on edge, annoyed with her mother exercising her privilege in playing with Ethan. But a sly smile appeared on her face as she scrolled through her phone, her mind buzzing with a new, deliciously wicked plan.

Mara’s thoughts turned to James, and she couldn’t resist the urge to stir the pot. The idea of testing her stepfather’s unwavering devotion to Olivia amused her, and who better to enlist than Lia, her sexy, mischievous friend with a knack for turning heads.

Mara propped herself on her elbows, her smile widening as she imagined the scene: Lia, in one of her obscenely tiny bikinis that barely concealed her petite little body, sauntering up to James to toy with him. Lia had a natural flair for provocation, and Mara knew she’d relish the challenge of teasing him. She wondered if he would maintain his composure. And she wondered if his chastity device tighten while Lia flirted with him, his obedience to Olivia tested by a hot young girl’s attention. The thought sent a spark of delight through Mara as she decided to orchestrate her game.

She tapped out a quick message to Lia: Hey, got a fun idea. What if you messed with James a bit? Maybe in one of your tiny little nothings. Like, come on strong, see how he handles it. Bet he’d love it. She hit send, chuckling to herself, picturing James’s polite deference cracking under Lia’s charm. Mara couldn’t resist wondering how far his loyalty could be stretched before it strained. James, with his foot massages and quiet affirmations of Olivia’s dominance, was the perfect target—too dutiful to cross a line, but human enough to feel the pull of Lia’s allure.

Mara rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling, her mind spinning out scenarios. She imagined James’s nervous glances at Lia’s body. The plan was a playful flex of her growing power, a way to test the boundaries of control.

Her phone buzzed with Lia’s reply: OMG, you’re evil. I’m in. When?

Mara’s expression turned wicked, her fingers flying over the keyboard: Soon. Maybe next time you’re over.

She set the phone down, her amusement bubbling over. Then it buzzed again, and she picked it up and saw that it was another text from Lia.

Did you just give Ethan a workover? He just came in the house, hobbling like he’d gotten his ass handed to him.

Mara laughed, and replied, I handed it to him on a silver platter. It was fun, and he isn’t done getting what’s coming to him.


Chapter 16

The air was cool, a serene contrast to the summer heat pulsing outside as Olivia lounged on the sofa and regarded Kylie, who sat across from her on a cushioned chair. Kylie radiated the poised confidence of a dominant young woman. The atmosphere was relaxed, and their conversation was a friendly exchange.

“Olivia, thanks for sitting down with me,” Kylie said, her smile warm but purposeful, and her voice casual yet deliberate. “The key you lent me has been, oh, I’d say effective. Thank you for trusting me with it.”

“I’m pleased to see that you’ve been taking such good care of Hunter,” Olivia replied. “He’s been remarkably well-behaved as of late. I believe that you’ve become a focal point for him. He seems to be captivated by the thought of becoming your property, I’d say.”

“He has shown remarkable progress,” Kylie agreed. “Hunter’s become such a devoted servant to me, and I’m ready to take his training further with a more restrictive chastity device. I’d love to hear your thoughts on the pros and cons, and how each might shape Hunter’s submission. You’ve got so much experience with this.”

Olivia offered a smile, as she replied, “Kylie, I’m so impressed with how thoughtful you’re being. Hunter’s lucky to have a woman like you guiding him. I’m familiar with the various designs, and each has its charm and challenges. You might be interested in a flat design. It’s minimalist, and it presses the penis tight against the body in a low-profile metal device. It’s brutally restrictive, shutting down any erection, which would keep him laser-focused on you. But the tight fit can be intense, especially for long-term wear. For Hunter, it’d be a constant reminder of his place, but he might need time to adjust to the discomfort.”

“I’m very interested in giving him time to adjust,” Kylie replied. “And I don’t mind the penis being tightly restricted. In fact, I prefer it.”

Olivia chuckled softly, her posture relaxed, her voice carrying a knowing lilt. “Do you have any interest in the inverted design?”

Kylie’s eyes lit up. “The inverted design’s so humbling,” she replied. “So yes, that one is interesting to me.”

“It forces the penis into the body in a way that enforces a certain level of control,” Olivia pointed out. “It’s secure, and the mental impact’s huge.”

“He’d feel owned, for sure,” Kylie said. “It’d hit his pride hard, which I love, but I’d need to ease him in.”

Olivia nodded, her smile appreciative, her fingers tapping the sofa thoughtfully. “I adore the inverted design’s cruelty—it’s a favorite of mine for breaking in boys. Hunter’s crush on you would make it devastatingly effective, though you’re spot-on about the fit. It’d mold him beautifully, but you’d want to watch for initial resistance. Have you considered a chastity device with interior spikes?”

Kylie stifled a laugh. “The spiked design is intense—metal cage, interior spikes that prick or press if he even thinks about getting hard. He’d learn fast, but it’s a big leap. I mean, it’s the ultimate control, punishing arousal instantly. But it’s secure, psychologically brutal, and perfect for deepening his submission.”

Olivia’s eyes were sparkling with intrigue, her voice casual but serious as she replied, “Oh, Kylie, the spiked design’s a masterpiece of cruelty. I’ve used it before, and you’re right, it’s transformative. For Hunter, it’d be a harsh lesson in control, especially with his feelings for you. I imagine it’s tempting for you to picture him kneeling, knowing any stray thought of you could sting.” Her laughter was playful, her appreciation for Kylie’s thoroughness clear. “Maybe you’d work up to it.”

“Yeah, that makes sense,” Kylie replied. “But a thing I’ve always noticed about, for instance, the flat and inverted designs, are that they display the balls so prominently. It’s like they’re meant to stand out, you know?” Her cheeks blushed faintly, a touch of sheepishness creeping in as she realized the boldness of her observation.

Olivia’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “Oh, that’s quite an observation. Are you saying the display of the balls is important to you? That it’s something you consider when you’re appreciating the male body?” Her eyebrow arched playfully, her amusement tempered by a genuine curiosity.

Kylie felt uncharacteristically sheepish, but she quickly regained her composure. “Well,” she said, her blue eyes meeting Olivia’s, “I suppose it is. I mean, the way they’re designed to push their balls forward, it’s . . . striking. Honestly, I think it’s kind of, well, hot. The way they make the male body so vulnerable,” she said, her sheepishness giving way to a playful pride.

“Kylie, I’m impressed,” Olivia said, “and you’re absolutely right. I love that you’re considering this. It’s not just about exposure. It’s also about the display. The wearer of the cage needs to feel not just vulnerable but deliberately presented, like an offering to our power. Many designs are quite thoughtfully crafted to thrust the balls forward, to make them a focal point, a symbol of submission. It’s female supremacy in action. The cage isn’t just about control; it’s about presenting the male as a tribute to female rule.”

Kylie’s smile brightened. “Exactly,” she said, her voice bubbling with enthusiasm. “I love that it’s not just practical but intentional, you know?”

Olivia nodded, her smile radiant, her voice a blend of warmth and authority as she sipped her iced coffee. “Yes, Kylie,” she said, her eyes twinkling with shared delight, “it’s intentional, and it’s powerful. Those designs—especially the flat and inverted ones—present the male’s vulnerability as a gift, a constant reminder of our supremacy.

“Thank you,” Kylie said, her voice warm with gratitude, her blue eyes bright. “I hadn’t thought of it as an offering before, but you’re so right—it’s like Hunter’s cage is presenting him to me, making him feel my power every moment. It’s thrilling, knowing the design’s meant to do that, to make him mine in such a visible way.” Her smile turned playful. “Maybe I’ll transition Hunter to a flat design, just to see how much more controlled, but also how displayed he can feel.”

“Kylie, you clearly have a firm hand with Hunter,” she said. “I’m curious, though—does he ever mouth off to you? Show any disrespect, even a hint? You know how boys can test boundaries, even the well-trained ones.” Her question was light, almost playful, but carried a keen interest, her appreciation for Kylie’s control clear.

Kylie’s smile was steady, her posture relaxed as she took the question seriously. “Oh, Olivia, I wouldn’t dream of allowing that,” she said, her voice calm but firm, her blue eyes meeting Olivia’s with conviction. “Hunter’s never tested me that way. Even when I push him, he stays in line, focused on pleasing me. Honestly, I’ve got to credit you for how you raised him. He came to me already knowing his place, ready to serve.” Her words were sincere, her respect for Olivia’s upbringing of Hunter evident, her casual confidence underscoring her dominance. “Besides, he knows I wouldn’t hesitate to show him the belt.”

Olivia’s laughter was soft, her eyes twinkling with pride and amusement, her posture easing further into the sofa. “I’m thrilled to hear it,” she said, her voice brimming with warmth. “Hunter’s always been a good boy, but it’s your doing that he’s stayed so obedient. You instituted your authority from the start, and it’s clear he’s been infatuated with you. I couldn’t ask for a better match to shape him.”

* * *

The late afternoon light filtered through the gauzy curtains of Kylie’s airy living room, casting a soft, golden glow across the minimalist décor. Kylie lounged on a plush sofa, her poised confidence tempered by a rare softness as she regarded Hunter, who was kneeling before her on a soft rug, his lean frame clad in a simple T-shirt and shorts. The moment was intimate, charged with the significance of their formalized relationship.

“Hunter, your service to me—every task, every moment of obedience—has been perfect. The way you never falter, never question, even when I whip you. It’s impressive. You’re exactly what I had hoped for in a slave.” Her words were sincere, her praise a rare gift, her casual cruelty softened by the emotional closeness of the moment.

Hunter’s eyes lowered briefly. Her words, so direct and affirming, stirred his secret feelings for her, his infatuation a constant undercurrent to his submission.

“Thank you,” he said, his voice low and earnest, his deference ingrained but tinged with a quiet joy. “I just want to make you proud.” His hands rested on his knees, his posture perfect, the weight of her approval a warmth that rivaled the cage’s constraint.

Kylie’s smile widened as she reached for a small, velvet-lined box on the coffee table. “You do, Hunter,” she said, “and because you’ve been so devoted, I have something special for you. It is a reward to mark how far you’ve come, and to take us further.”

She opened the box, revealing an inverted chastity device, its chrome metal surface reflecting the soft light. The design was formidable, its structure promising a deeper level of restraint.

“This is an inverted design chastity device, and it’s for you,” she announced. “It will restrain your penis in a far more significant way. ”

Hunter’s eyes widened as he took in the sight of the device, both intimidated and elated. The inverted design was far more restrictive, a symbol of total submission, and its presentation filled him with both dread and longing.

“Goddess Kylie, I . . . it’s . . .” he stammered, his voice trailing off as he processed what this meant.

“Yes, slave?” she asked. “Are you trying to say that it’s perfect?” Kylie leaned closer as she explained, her authority unwavering. “Let me tell you how it works, Hunter,” she said, her voice a blend of reassurance and dominance. “The inverted design secures your penis inward, toward your body, with a bi-ring system for absolute security. It’s not just about restraint—it’s about reshaping your focus, your entire being, to serve me. It’s humbling, deliberate, and it’ll make you feel owned in a more profound and obvious way. It’s about entirely negating your penis altogether. I chose it because you’re ready for this step. Your devotion, and your infatuation with me make it clear you want to be mine, fully, and this device will make that real. I’ll own the key, of course, and every moment you wear it will remind you that you’re dedicated to me.”

The inverted design was intimidating, its restrictive nature a leap beyond what he’d known, but her presentation of it as a reward, a mark of his dedication, filled him with elation. This was what he’d wanted all along: to be hers, his submission formalized, his feelings for her acknowledged in this profound act.

“Goddess Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with emotion, “I’m . . . I’m honored. Thank you for choosing this for me.” His eyes met hers, his deference absolute but softened by a raw sincerity, the emotional closeness between them palpable.

Kylie’s smile softened, her hand reaching out to gently tilt his chin up, her touch light but commanding. “You’re welcome, slave,” she said. “This is a big step for us. The inverted design will challenge you, as it is intended to do. It’ll keep you focused, making every moment a reminder of your place as my slave.”

She lifted the key from the box and slipped it onto a chain around her neck.

“I’ll hold this key, and you’ll wear the device for me. It’s what you’ve always wanted, isn’t it?”

Hunter nodded, his voice barely above a whisper. “Yes. It’s . . . everything I’ve wanted.” The intimidation of the device’s restrictiveness was overshadowed by the realization of what it meant: Kylie was formalizing his submission, claiming him as her dedicated slave, a step that felt like a culmination of his longing.


Chapter 17

Lia stood before a full-length mirror, her petite frame clad only in a pair of delicate panties, her eyes sparkling with excitement and daring mischief. Her phone buzzed on the bed, Mara’s text still glowing on the screen:

“Tease James. Make him squirm. You’ve got this.”

The words sent a thrill through her, her heart racing with the intoxicating prospect of toying with Mara’s stepfather, James, a man whose older, distinguished presence had always drawn her in, despite the dangerous line she was crossing. Mara’s approval, felt like a green light, even if it risked Olivia’s wrath. Lia knew she was playing a dangerous game. Olivia’s anger would be swift and severe if she went too far, but Mara’s text, and her confidence in Lia’s power made it feel thrillingly possible,. It was a chance to wield her desirability like a weapon.

Lia slipped off her panties and admired her smoothly waxed and hairless pussy. She examined her petite body, with its slender curves and small but perky breasts reflected in the mirror. She had rifled through a pile of bikinis on her bed, each one smaller and bolder than the last. She picked up a bright red bikini, its straps thin and daring, and slipped it on, turning to examine herself in the mirror.

The fabric hugged her petite frame, accentuating her nipples and the slight curve of her hips, the high-cut bottoms revealing long, toned legs. She posed, one hip cocked, her eyes narrowing as she anticipated James’s reaction. She imagined his eyes lingering, his composure faltering under her teasing. Would the red draw his attention most, the bold color a stark contrast to her fair skin? She bit her lip, her excitement growing, but she wasn’t satisfied. She wanted something devastating, something that would make him ache, his loyalty to Olivia tested by her youthful allure.

Lia stripped off the red bikini, tossing it aside, and reached for a black one, even smaller, the triangles barely covering her breasts, the bottoms a mere suggestion of fabric. She tied the strings tightly, turning to the mirror, her petite body now a vision of provocative confidence, the black fabric a complement to her slender waist and delicate curves.

She stretched, arching her back, imagining James watching as she moved. The thought of his eyes on her sent a shiver through her. She tried on another, a white bikini so tiny it was almost translucent, the fabric clinging to her like a second skin, leaving little to the imagination. In the mirror, her petite frame was a study in bold temptation, her nipples barely covered and her slender hips accentuated by the tiny strip just covering her smooth, hairless pussy.

She imagined James’s reaction. This one, she thought, might be the one to devastate him. Lia posed again, her hands on her hips, studying her reflection as she wondered what would draw James’s attention most.

* * *

The doorbell chimed, and Mara bounded downstairs and flung open the door to find Lia standing on the porch, her blond hair cascading over a fitted T-shirt emblazoned with bold letters that read Goddess. The word was stretched across her tits, paired with frayed cutoff shorts that hugged her hips, accentuating her confident stance.

“Am I making your dick hard?” Lia asked as she stepped inside.

Mara’s eyes widened, her smile mirroring Lia’s. “Oh, you’re perfect,” she said, her voice brimming with delight. “You’re going to make him faint.”

She closed the door, leading Lia into the living room, where Lia paused, her hands on her hips.

“Yeah, this shirt is great and all,” Lia said as she tugged off her T-shirt with a theatrical flourish, revealing the white micro bikini top, its scant fabric barely containing her breasts and displaying her erect nipples.

“Holy shit you’re hot,” Mara exclaimed breathlessly.

“But wait, there’s more, by which I mean less,” Lia said as she shimmied out of her shorts, unveiling the matching bikini bottom, a daring whisper of white fabric that conformed to her body in a way that revealed more than it covered.

“Oh my god,” Mara said, “that’s so fucking tiny!” Mara said with a giggle.

“Think it will get his attention?” Lia playfully asked.

“Fucking hell, Lia,” Mara said, her eyes tracing Lia’s form with unbridled admiration. “You look devastating. James is going to lose it.” She clapped her hands, barely containing her excitement. “He’s downstairs in the laundry room, folding clothes. Ready to mess with him?”

“Oh, I’m ready,” Lia replied. “Let’s see how he handles this.” She adjusted the bikini top slightly, ensuring its minimal coverage was perfectly positioned.

Mara led the way to the basement stairs, her smile widening as she whispered, “Honestly, with that bikini, there’s no way he’ll be able to withstand it. Go make him ache.” She gestured toward the stairs, her heart racing with the thrill of orchestrating the scene.

Lia sauntered down, her steps deliberate, the bikini accentuating every sway of her hips, her bare feet silent on the steps.

Downstairs, the laundry room was a tidy space, the hum of the dryer mingling with the faint scent of detergent. James stood at a folding table, his lean frame clad in a simple T-shirt and shorts as he folded towels with practiced care.

Lia’s arrival, announced by the soft pad of her feet, made him glance up, his eyes widening briefly at the sight of her in the white micro bikini before dropping back to the towels.

“Hi, James,” Lia said, her voice a playful tease as she leaned casually against the doorframe, one hip cocked, the bikini drawing attention to her curves.

“Hello, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice calm but strained, his eyes fixed on his task.

She began casually wandering about the room, her gaze flitting over shelves lined with detergent bottles and folded towels as though they were of interest to her, positioning her body in alluring ways. She bent low to examine a lower shelf, displaying her ass in an overt manner. “This place is so organized,” she said, her voice light, playacting innocent curiosity. “Do you do all the laundry around here, James? Must keep you busy.” She straightened, turning to face him, her arms crossing loosely under her chest and subtly lifting her breasts.

James’s hands paused before returning to the laundry. His duty demanded his full attention, no matter the distraction. “Yes, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice steady but strained. “I handle most of the chores when I’m home. Olivia likes things done properly.” His fingers resumed folding, though the tremor in them betrayed his rattled state under Lia’s provocative presence.

Lia sauntered closer, her bare feet silent on the tile, stopping at the folding table opposite him. She leaned forward, resting her elbows on the table, her bikini top straining as her cleavage became more pronounced, the white fabric a stark contrast against her tanned skin. Her posture was casual, almost careless, but her eyes were sharp, watching his every reaction. “That’s dedication,” she said.

“Just finishing up. Mara’s upstairs, if you’re looking for her.”

“Looking for Mara?” Lia repeated. “No, I’m more interested in chatting with you.”

James’s hands paused on a silk pair of panties, his composure rattled by Lia’s revealing bikini. He knew his duty—full attention, no matter the distraction. “Of course, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice calm but strained, setting the laundry aside to face her, his eyes carefully fixed on her face. “What’s on your mind?”

Lia was in no rush, savoring the game Mara had set in motion. “Oh, I was just curious about what you’re up to down here,” she said. “Looks like you’re handling some . . . delicate stuff.” She examined the pile of intimate apparel, her smile widening as she noted the slight tremor in his hands, the way his shoulders tensed under her scrutiny.

James nodded, resuming his task to keep his hands busy, folding a lace panty with exaggerated care. “Olivia likes everything done a certain way,” he said, his voice steady despite the heat of his body.

“I bet she does,” Lia said, her voice dropping to a teasing lilt as she leaned forward slightly, her bikini top straining subtly, her presence a quiet provocation. She observed him closely, noting the reddish hue deepening on his neck, and the way his eyes darted to the laundry to avoid her gaze. His rattled state was evident, the chastity device likely tightening under the weight of her attention.

“You know, James, I’ve always wondered something,” she said, her tone shifting to one of genuine curiosity, “Olivia’s so . . . open about how she plays with boys. I mean, I heard all about it, and she tells you as well, doesn’t she? How does that feel, knowing she takes her pleasure wherever she wants, and you’re just here, folding her panties?”

Her question was bold, to the heart of Olivia’s cuckolding, a topic whispered about but rarely confronted so directly. As a man, James was obligated to answer honestly, his submission leaving no room for evasion.

James’s hands stilled, his jaw tightening briefly before he spoke, his voice low but clear. “Olivia’s free to do as she pleases, and I’m here to support her, to make her happy,” he said, his eyes fixed on the laundry. “That’s just how it works.” His words were steady, his acceptance ingrained, though the drops of moisture on his temples betrayed the effort it took to maintain his composure under Lia’s gaze and her pointed questions.

Lia’s eyes widened, her smile softening into something almost admiring, though the mischief remained. “Wow, James,” she said, “that’s kind of hot, you know? The way you just endure it, so valiant, like some knight in shining armor, but for her pleasure. Taking it all in stride while she fucks about—it’s kind of badass, in a weird way.” Her words were a playful twist, catching him off guard, but she was framing his submission as something alluring, even as it teased his vulnerability.

James’s hands fumbled as he folded a camisole, her words rattling him further. “Thank you, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice quieter now, his eyes still on the laundry, unsure how to navigate her unexpected praise. The chastity device felt heavier, Lia’s bikini and her bold question amplifying the tension in the room.

“You know, James, you’re a good-looking guy for your age,” she said, “any age, really. You’re steady, reliable, the kind of man who’s probably had plenty of attractive women turn their attention your way,” she said, stroking his ego while setting her trap. “I mean, you’ve seen it all, haven’t you? So, I’m curious—what do you think of me? Really look, take your time, tell me what you see.” Her invitation was casual, almost innocent, but her eyes sparkled with mischief as she straightened, letting the bikini highlight her form—long legs, curved hips, the taut line of her waist.

James’s hands stilled on a silk garment, his eyes briefly meeting hers before dropping to the table. He was obligated to obey and to give her his full attention, even for a request as loaded as this. “Miss Lia, I . . . ” he began, his voice strained but steady, forcing himself to comply. He set the laundry aside, turning to face her, his gaze cautious but dutiful as he took her in, trying to keep his assessment objective. “You’re . . . very fit,” he said, his tone measured. “Your posture’s confident, strong. You clearly take care of yourself. Your, um, figure shows that.” His words were careful, clinical, focusing on her athleticism, but his eyes lingered a moment too long on the bikini’s minimal coverage, betraying the effort it took to stay composed.

Lia’s smile widened as she shifted her weight, one hip jutting out slightly to emphasize her curves. “Go on, James, don’t be shy,” she teased, her voice a playful challenge. “Take your time, really assess me. What else do you notice? My . . . attributes, as you put it.” She stretched one arm above her head, a seemingly casual move that arched her back, the bikini top straining subtly, her confidence a deliberate provocation.

James swallowed, his hands gripping the edge of the table, his knuckles whitening. He knew he had to answer honestly, his role in the gynarchy leaving no room for evasion. “Your . . . confidence stands out, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice quieter now. “Your build—it’s balanced, graceful. The way you carry yourself, it’s . . . striking.” His words remained formal, but his breathing was uneven, a faint tremor in his hands revealing the arousal Lia’s appearance stirred. The chastity device, unyielding, tightened under the weight of her teasing, and Lia’s keen eyes caught the slight shift in his posture and the way he avoided lingering too long on her curves.

Lia’s laugh was low, delighted, as she leaned forward slightly, her bikini accentuating every move. “Striking, huh? I like that,” she said. “You’re doing great, James, so thorough. It’s kind of hot, you know, how you’re trying so hard to be all proper while I’m standing here like this.” Her words were a playful jab, acknowledging his arousal without naming it, her gaze locked on his, savoring the effect of her game. She stepped closer, stopping just out of reach, her presence overwhelming in the small room.

“Thank you, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice tight, his obedience unwavering despite the strain. “I’m just . . . doing my best to answer you.”

“Oh, you’re doing more than that,” Lia said, letting her body relax into a pose that kept the bikini’s allure front and center. She was in no hurry, relishing the slow burn of her teasing. Then, her voice dropped, turning suddenly serious, her gaze locking onto his. “So, James, tell me—how’s that device fitting you right now?” Her question was blunt, a deliberate shift from teasing to probing, her innocent act falling away to reveal the calculated edge of her game.

James’s hands froze, his knuckles whitening on the table’s edge, his face burning as he registered her words and the sight before him. The chastity device, already a constant pressure, felt tighter under her scrutiny, his arousal evident despite his effort to remain composed.

“It’s . . . secure, Miss Lia,” he said, his voice low, almost a whisper, his eyes fixed on the laundry to avoid looking at her cleavage. “It’s always a reminder to stay focused on my duties.” His words were careful, an attempt to be objective, but the strain in his voice and the faint tremor in his posture gave him away.

Lia’s smile returned, slow and wicked, as she straightened slightly, her elbows still on the table, keeping her form prominently displayed. “Secure, huh? Do you mean tight?” she said, her body a silent taunt as she leaned just a fraction closer, her presence overwhelming in the small room.

“Tell me,” she said as she took a step back, “what do you think of the way this bikini fits?” She took ahold of the bikini bottoms and pulled the waistband slightly up and away from her body.

James did his best to maintain eye contact.

“No, you have to look, James,” she said. She pulled the waistband slightly lower.

James dutifully lowered his eyes.

Lia slid her fingers along the front of her bikini bottoms, which was a flat, triangular panel that revealed a cleft between her legs. “What do you think of this?” she asked. “Too revealing?” She then pulled it slightly to one side, all but revealing her pussy.

He couldn’t suppress his reaction to the sight of the obvious cleft in the front of her bikini bottoms, clearly showing her shaved pussy as she held the garment tight against her body.

“Oh, now that’s interesting, James,” Lia said, “your shorts do nothing to hide how frustrating that tight little device is on you right now. I have to say that it’s a bit inappropriate for you to get excited looking at your daughter’s friend, don’t you think?”

“I’m, um, I apologize, Miss Lia,” James stuttered.

“No, no, I don’t think an apology will do,” Lia said in a playfully cruel tone of voice. She slide one finger downward and pointed it to the small area of skin directly to one side of her pussy. “Kiss me here.”

James appeared to momentarily go weak in the knees, which Lia had only thought was something people said. She’d never actually seen it happen before. “Miss Lia,” he began to protest.

“Now, James, or I’m going to get very mad at you,” she interrupted. “Kiss me here.”

James struggled for a moment, then capitulated to her demand. He lowered himself to his knees, and while Lia held her bikini to one side, he leaned in and kissed her where she’d indicated.

“Very nice,” she said in a breathy voice. She pulled her bikini farther to one side, and the fabric slide over her labia to fully expose her shaved pussy to James. “Again, but better this time.”

James leaned in to kiss her, as Lia held the back of his head and shifted her hips to press her pussy to his lips.

“Please, Lia,” James begged her.

Lia laughed, feeling triumphant that she’d gotten James to kiss her labia.

“Oh, what, it’s just one little kiss,” Lia said, laughing as she released James and stepped back. He straightened up, and apologized.

“I’m sorry, it’s just that I’m committed to Olivia, as you know,” he said.

“Oh, of course,” Lia said, staring at the formidable bulge in his shorts as his cock tried to become erect. “You’re chastity is intact,” she said with a laugh. “See you later, James,” she added as she turned and started up the stairs.

James sighed deeply, feeling relief. But then he thought about what would happen when he told Olivia. He had to tell Olivia. And she was not going to be lenient with him.


Chapter 18

James continued with his chores, employing a quiet efficiency, but the memory of Lia’s provocative visit earlier that day lingered. Her micro bikini, her teasing questions, and the way she’d pushed the boundaries far beyond mere conversation, testing his submission in a way that left him rattled. His deference had held, but the encounter had crossed lines, and he knew that consequences loomed over him.

The front door opened, and Olivia swept into the living room, her auburn hair loosely tied, her flowing sundress swaying with her confident stride. She carried several shopping bags, which she set on the living room floor with a casual air, expecting James to handle them as part of his duties.

James’s stomach was in a knot. He knew Olivia would hold him accountable.

“Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice low but steady, his eyes dropping to the floor as he presented himself to her. “I need to tell you about something that happened. Miss Lia visited while I was doing laundry. She . . . asked questions about my device and . . . other things. It went further than it should have. I answered as required, but I may have let it go too far. I’m sorry.”

His words were careful, his deference absolute, but his embarrassment betrayed his guilt. Lia’s teasing had escalated, demands pushing the limits of his obedience—leaving him vulnerable to Olivia’s wrath.

Olivia’s smile tightened, her eyes narrowing as she crossed her arms. “Further than it should have, James?” she asked.

“She had me kneel for her,” he admitted. “She had me press my face against her to kiss her, and she pulled her bikini to one side, and—”

“I see,” Olivia said coolly. “Lia’s free to play her games, to use you as she pleases with my approval, but you? You’re my property, and you know better than to indulge her without my say-so. You let her toy with you, and now you think an apology fixes that?” Her anger was palpable, but her composure held, her focus shifting to the punishment he’d earned, her dominance as effortless as it was unyielding.

James’s face paled, his hands clenching at his sides, the chastity device feeling tighter under her scrutiny. “I’m deeply sorry, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice quieter, his eyes fixed on the floor. “I tried to maintain my place, but I failed you. It won’t happen again.”

Olivia stepped closer. “You’re right, it won’t,” she said. “Lia’s within her rights to test you, but you’re mine, and you don’t get to play along without my permission. Fetch the belt, James. You’ll be reminded of your place, and you’ll thank me for it.” Her order was sharp, her focus on his punishment a way to channel her anger.

James nodded, his voice barely audible. “Yes, Mistress Olivia.”

He turned and left the room to retrieve the leather strap.

Olivia waited for him in the bedroom, her composure a mask for her anger. The air-conditioned coolness did little to temper the heat of her controlled fury.

James promptly appeared to stand before her with the leather belt offered in his open hands. He extended the belt toward her and remained in place. Olivia didn’t take the belt immediately. Her gaze was cool and piercing as she crossed her arms, and her lips were pursed in contemplation.

“Set it on the bed, James,” she demanded. “We need to discuss this first.”

James obeyed, placing the belt on the bed, his hands trembling slightly as he stepped back, his posture deferential. Olivia paused, reaching for the key on a chain around her neck, her movements deliberate as slid his shorts down and unlocked his chastity device, removing it gently.

The act sent a chill through James, as Olivia unlocking his device before punishment signaled a correction far beyond the usual, one not restricted to his rear end. His face paled, his breath catching, the gravity of his trouble sinking in.

Olivia set the device on the dresser, her smile faint but unyielding. “You know what this means, don’t you?” she said, her voice cool, her anger channeled into precision. She picked up the belt, testing its weight, her eyes never leaving his. “Get into position—over the bench, now.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice barely audible, his submission absolute. He slid off his shorts and shirt, then moved to the low padded bench at the foot of the bed, his movements heavy as he bent forward, his hands gripping the edges of the bench. The absence of the cage amplified his dread as Olivia stood behind him, the belt in her hand, her voice steady as she began her lecture.

“A man’s place is to serve, to obey, to anticipate the needs of his superiors,” she said. “You are my property, bound to me, and your obligation is to uphold my authority, not to let young women toy with you beyond what’s allowed. You failed to redirect her, failed to respect the boundaries of my ownership. That’s not just a mistake—it’s a betrayal.”

She paced slowly, the belt swaying, her voice taking on a contemplative edge.

“I’ll deal with Lia. A bit of revenge, subtle but sharp, to remind her who rules this household.” She stepped closer, the belt firm in her grip, her voice hardening. “But you, James, you bear the blame for letting it happen. You’ll take your punishment, and you’ll learn to keep your place.” She raised the belt, her movements precise, her anger focused into the act of correction. The first strike landed with a sharp crack across his bare butt. James didn’t flinch as he held his position, his deference unwavering.

“Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” James said, his voice strained but obedient, his body tensing as another strike followed, the belt’s sting a reminder of his failure. Olivia’s punishment was methodical, each strike a lesson in his role, her dominance absolute as she reinstated her authority.

Olivia had on many occasions whipped her husband across the ass with the belt, and she had to admit that she’d always been impressed with his resolve. He was able to hold his body in position without moving, becoming like a marble statue. But she knew that he felt every painful, stinging stroke of the belt, and it was simply his devotion to her that he demonstrated in holding himself in position for her.

“Turn over,” she demanded once she’d turned his butt a uniform rosy red.

James quickly reversed his position, presenting his body with an erection that acknowledged Olivia’s authority and dominance. He held himself up with his arms on the padded bench, and spread his legs wide.

Olivia regarded him for some moments, calmly assessing his posture, his erection, and his commitment to her rule. Then she drew the belt back and spanked him firmly across his balls and the base of his cock.

“Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his jaw clenching momentarily.

Olivia paused, observing James’s expression of gratitude. Then she continued, laying the belt across his shaft.

“Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice becoming quieter, but more intense.

She continued, laying the leather strap across the head of his cock, then back down to punish his balls. When she was satisfied, she took a step back and observed him closely.

“You will need to ice that down to fit inside your chastity cage,” she said. It will likely be a relief for you as well.”

“Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” he said in a way that revealed his adoration of her.

“Now, I will deal with Lia,” Olivia said. “I will require your involvement. I have something special planned for her. She will learn not to toy with my property without my approval.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” James said as he was given leave to get an ice pack for his cock and balls.


Chapter 19

The late afternoon sun filtered through the tall windows of Ellen’s spacious living room, casting golden streaks across the plush furniture. The air was cool, a stark contrast to the summer heat pulsing outside. Olivia sat poised on the sofa, her anger over Mara and Lia’s scheme carefully channeled into an elegant plan of retribution. Across from her sat Ellen, Lia and Ethan’s mother, a full-figured woman with warm brown eyes and dark curls framing her face. Her laughter, big and booming, filled the room as Olivia recounted the events.

“Ellen, I wanted to bring you into this because it involves both Lia and Ethan,” she began. “Mara,” Olivia explained, her voice level, “has been . . . busy.”

Ellen’s brows lifted, a smile already playing at her lips. “Busy in a way that involves you?”

“Oh, it involves me,” Olivia said, the faintest edge under her tone. “She’s developed a little arrangement with Ethan—” she paused, watching Ellen’s eyes sharpen with interest— “and somewhere along the way, she decided it would be clever to recruit Lia to toy with James.”

That earned a low, knowing laugh from Ellen. “My Lia? With your James?”

“Yes,” Olivia confirmed, lips curving in a smile that was all control. “It was meant as sport, I suppose. Harmless enough in her mind. But I think Mara forgot that I don’t let things like that pass without making my position clear.”

Ellen tilted her head. “So you’ve decided on a response.”

“I have,” Olivia said. “It was a deliberate overstep, and it crossed a line. I need to remind these young women who rules my household.” Her words were measured and her dominance as effortless as ever.

Ellen’s big laugh erupted, her ample frame shaking as she clapped her hands, her eyes twinkling with amusement. “Oh, Olivia, those girls are mischievous, aren’t they? Lia’s always been fearless, but stirring up trouble with James is a step too far. What’s your plan to deal with this unexpected development?”

Before Ellen could respond, a well-built young man wandered into the room, wearing a tiny pair of pink, see-through shorts that clung shamelessly to his hips.

“Oh, excuse me,” he said.

Olivia’s brow lifted, an amused smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. “And who, may I ask, is this?”

She waved him over, resting her hand on the firm curve of his butt.

“Olivia, this is Caleb,” Ellen said with a warm smile. “He’s my little plaything as of late. So young and so beautiful, don’t you think?”

“He is certainly that,” Olivia said, trying to keep a straight face. “And I can’t help but notice Caleb’s Prince Albert piercing,” Olivia said, gazing at the transparent panel on the front of his briefs and the shiny metal ring at the tip of his penis. “It’s practical, I imagine, with his chastity cage.”

“Oh, it’s not just practical,” Ellen replied. “Yes, it does keep his cage locked in place. But it’s also the aesthetic consideration. I find it more attractive, really. That little chrome metal ring makes him look so submissive.”

Olivia smiled. “Yes, it’s the psychological edge I imagine you appreciate. He must feel owned in more significant way.”

“Oh, he does,” Ellen replied. She gave Caleb a little pat on the butt and pointed him toward the hallway. “Go water the hydrangeas, sweetheart.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Caleb murmured before disappearing, his broad shoulders and narrow waist drawing Olivia’s eye for a moment longer than she intended.

“He’s adorable,” Olivia said, still smiling.

“And very useful,” Ellen replied. “But you were saying something about your plan to deal with these girls?”

“Yes, Olivia replied. “I intend to humble them. With your approval, I will take possession of Ethan’s chastity device key for a time. Mara’s been enjoying her control over him, and Lia’s complicity in the James incident ties her to this. I’ll hold Ethan’s key, stripping Mara of her favorite new toy. Mara will know I can touch what she values most, and Ethan . . . ” She let the sentence trail off with a faint smile, as if the outcome for Ethan was already obvious.

Ellen’s laughter broke the brief pause, warm and amused. “That’s delicious, Olivia. You do realize, of course, that Ethan will never quite recover from that shift in authority.”

“That’s the idea,” Olivia replied, entirely unbothered. “Additionally, I will force Lia to face the consequences of their scheme. They’ll feel the weight of their overstep, and Ethan’s key in my hands will be a constant reminder of my authority. But I need your blessing, Ellen, since the key is in your possession.”

Ellen had a wistful look on her face.

“You know, Ethan’s always been a bit too sure of himself,” she said. “Handsome, charming—but he thinks that gives him more room to maneuver than it actually does. Perhaps I’d been a bit too lenient. I mean, he got the strap, but it’s just taken him a bit longer to adjust, I guess. I think it’s helped to have him in his chastity device. And Lia,” Ellen continued, rolling her eyes in fond exasperation, “is completely drunk on her own power over men. You should see them falling over themselves just to get her attention. It’s absurd.”

“I can imagine,” Olivia said dryly.

“It’s always been the way with her. I think she just likes seeing the effect she has, making men lose their minds when she’s dressed in one of those bikinis she likes to wear. Her nipples barely covered, and maybe a piece of dental floss between her legs. That’s why I think your little retribution is perfect,” Ellen said with a laugh. “You’ll put Mara back in her place, Ethan will think twice before letting his ego run wild, and Lia—well, she could stand to see what happens when the game turns against her.”

Olivia’s smile was slow and deliberate. “Then we agree.”

“Well, I certainly approve,” Ellen replied. “Taking Ethan’s key? That will be a knock to Mara’s pride, and Lia will just have to face her comeuppance. I love it. You’ve got my blessing. Mara and Lia will learn not to mess with a woman like you.

“Oh, they will, Ellen. Mara and Lia will think twice before testing me again. I’ll keep you posted. This’ll be a lesson they won’t forget.” Ellen leaned over to the side table, opened a small lacquered box, and plucked out a gleaming silver key. She held it up between two fingers before placing it in Olivia’s waiting hand.

“Enjoy yourself,” she said.

“Oh,” Olivia replied, tucking the key into her purse, “I will.”

* * *

The house was empty, leaving Olivia alone to orchestrate her plan with Ethan as her unwitting pawn. The doorbell chimed, and Olivia had an almost undetectable smile as she glided to the door, the key to Ethan’s chastity device dangling from a delicate chain around her neck. Ethan stood waiting on the porch, nervously, unaware of the key she now possessed or the role he was about to play.

“Come in, Ethan,” Olivia said, her voice smooth and honeyed. She stepped aside, ushering him into the house as she closed the door with a deliberate click. “You’re so prompt, dear. Such a good boy, always ready to serve.”

Ethan stepped inside, his hands clasped in front of him, his voice low but steady. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he replied.

Olivia’s smile widened as she gestured toward the hallway. “Follow me. Move.”

Ethan followed, his steps heavy, his mind reeling from Olivia’s words and the chastity device’s unyielding grip.

The library in Olivia’s home was a haven of dark wood shelves and muted light, the late afternoon sun filtering through heavy curtains, casting a soft glow across the collection of leather-bound books on shelves that lined the walls, a massive mahogany desk, and a leather sofa off to one side of the room.

“Oh, Ethan, you’re just perfect for what I have in mind,” she said as she crossed to the desk, indicating to him that he was to stand before her in the middle of the room. “You see, I’ve got something very special planned, and you’re the star. Mara’s been playing with you, hasn’t she? Making you her little toy. And Lia? She went too far with my property, James, because Mara put her up to it, trying to poke at my authority.

“Now, I understand this may put you in a difficult position,” Olivia said, tilting her head slightly, studying him. “But you’ll find that my expectations are far clearer than Mara’s whims.”

Ethan’s lips parted as if to answer, but then closed again. The pause told Olivia everything she needed to know—he was weighing not only the repercussions of Mara’s wrath but also the far more immediate presence of her own authority.

“First,” she said, her tone effortlessly authoritative, “you will undress. Let’s have a proper look at you.”

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, and his hands were trembling as he complied, peeling off his T-shirt, shorts, and underwear, the chastity device’s steel reflecting the light as he stood before her.

Her casual cruelty, delivered with gleeful transparency, had stripped him of any illusion of agency, his obedience non-negotiable.

But here’s the delicious part: I own you now.” She paused, her fingers lifting the key, letting it catch the light, her eyes locked on his. “This is the key to your chastity device. And I have plans for its use.”

“Mistress Olivia, I . . . I um,” he stuttered.

“Oh, of course you didn’t know anything about it,” she said, her voice low and conspiratorial, reveling in her game of devious control. “That’s the beauty of it. You’re going to serve me in ways that’ll make James the cuckold he is, and remind Mara never cross me again. And you? You’ll obey because you’re just my cute little fucktoy, locked up and mine to command.” Her words were crafted to maximize the impact of her power, knowing Ethan’s obedience was inevitable.

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice strained but obedient, his eyes fixed on the floor. Her blatant revelation of her scheme, delivered with such casual cruelty, underscored her untouchable power, her confidence that he could do nothing but comply.

“Here’s how it’ll go, Ethan,” she said, “you’ll obey every command, working to earn my approval.” She paused, twirling the key between her fingers.

Ethan stood rigid, his face burning, his hands clenched at his sides, the chastity device’s grip a constant torment. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice barely audible, his submission complete, her plan a crushing weight he couldn’t escape.

“Do you understand your situation, Ethan?” she asked, her voice dropping into a tone that was both intimate and absolute.

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he said again, more quietly this time.

Her smile was slow, not unkind, but edged with control. “Good. That will make this easier for both of us.”

Despite her age, Olivia’s extraordinary beauty—her sharp features, luminous skin, and the sensual curve of her figure were overwhelming, her sensuality a weapon that amplified her authority, leaving him both awed and cowed. She reached behind her and unfastened her dress, then let it slip off of her body. Ethan kept his eyes on the floor.

“Eyes up, Ethan,” Olivia demanded.

He raised his eyes and drank in the sight of Olivia’s tall, curvaceous body, it’s magnificent, sexually charged perfection leaving him speechless. She was wearing a lacy black bra and nothing else. Her long, slender legs, elegantly curved hips, and hourglass-shaped torso were a glowing golden-brown color, and her soft, thick bush of hair made her appear more naked than he’d ever seen a woman before.

“Tonight, I thought we’d explore a different kind of service. Come closer, dear.” Ethan stepped forward, his eyes darting to the key as he stood before her.

“Good boy,” she said, “you’ve been locked in chastity for a while now, but since I hold the key, I decide what freedoms you’re allowed.”

She lifted the chain, letting the key dangle, her movements deliberate as she stepped closer. “Let’s unlock you, and see how well you can satisfy me.”

Ethan’s heart was racing as Olivia’s fingers worked with practiced ease, the key turning in the lock of his cage, the steel falling away with a soft clink, leaving him exposed, vulnerable, and achingly aware of her power. His erection was practically immediate.

Her touch was light, her eyes never leaving his as she drew him closer, her voice a whisper of command. “Feel better?” she murmured, her fingers wrapped tightly around his cock.

“Yes, Mistress Olivia,” Ethan replied, his voice practically inaudible.

She kept her hand tightly around his shaft as she turned and led him to the sofa.

“Boys like you, especially when you’ve been locked up for a time, simply don’t have the ability to last,” she said as she settled onto the sofa. She pulled him by the cock to stand before her, and looked up into his eyes. “I imagine you’re about to come just standing here before me, aren’t you?” she asked, then emitted a soft chuckle. She placed one hand on her hip, and began gently stroking his shaft with an elegant, unhurried movement of her hand.

Ethan clenched his jaw, already so close to coming that he had to breathe slowly and focus his mind to keep himself from suddenly ejaculating. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he whispered.

“I love how easy it is to tease boys like you,” she said as her gaze lowered to examine his erect cock in her hand. “It’s an admission, really, that you belong locked up and devoted to service.”

The movement of her hand mesmerized him, and it was beyond his comprehension that her skill was such that she was not trying to make him come, but rather she was keeping him from ejaculating. She controlled him. Completely.

She opened her mouth wide, and presented her burgundy lips and pink tongue to his cock. She looked up at him as she gently stroked the length of his shaft and lowered the head of his cock onto her tongue.

Ethan never stood a chance. A woman of Olivia’s stature offering her open mouth was impossible for him to resist. Her beauty and allure were equal her power to compel boys like him to do anything she wanted them to. It was not so much an invitation as it was a challenge, one he was most definitely going to lose. Though she was stroking his cock at an epically slow pace, he could feel her assume complete control of his body. She brought one hand up between his legs and wrapped her other hand around his balls, and it was as though she had the power to squeeze his balls and force them to ejaculate.

His cum erupted from his cock with an orgasm that seemed to tear through him like he was a piece of tissue paper. He might have crumpled to the floor, ending up on his knees if not for the fact that Olivia was all but holding him up by the cock and balls. In several successive pumps, he drained himself into her open mouth, amazed that Olivia not only wanted him to, but was seemingly forcing him to. She wanted the mouthful of cum she had compelled him to release. She didn’t swallow until he was finished, and she’d taken him deep into her mouth. The warmth of her mouth and the excruciating pleasure of coming at her command made his mind go blank. After what length of time he couldn’t have guessed, her voice came to him as though from another room, another reality.

“Now that you’ve come, Ethan, you are so much likelier to be able to satisfy me,” she said as she returned her gaze to his face, still slowly stroking his cock. “I am not impatient, so we will take as long as it requires to make you fully hard and ready to fuck me. Tell me, Ethan, do you want to fuck me?”

“Yes,” Ethan said between panting breaths. “Yes, Mistress Olivia.”

“I can see that you do,” she said as his cock began to stiffen in her hand. “I so do appreciate young men. Yes, you are all so quick to come, but then you can be made to satisfy a woman like myself with just a bit of patience.”

When Ethan was fully hard again, Olivia guided him down onto the sofa. She spread her legs not as an invitation but as an expression of her power and authority. She was offering him the temple in which he was to worship her superiority. The moment unfolded with a quiet intensity, her movements fluid, her dominance absolute.

Ethan felt unsure of himself, in part because Olivia was so clearly enjoying his feeling intimidated and uncertain as she pulled his cock into place between her legs.

“Now fuck me, Ethan,” she demanded, and she spoke in such a way that he knew who was in charge. He was holding himself over her, and sliding his cock inside of her as directed, but it was clearly Olivia who was directing every moment, every movement, and her judgement was all that was important to him.

Time seemed to blur as Olivia expressed her desires in a display of her desire and hedonistic pleasure. She was not shy in voicing her demand that Ethan work tirelessly in service to her in a way that left Ethan breathless, his submission a willing offering to her supremacy.

His body was slick with sweat as he drove his cock into her searingly hot pussy, and she arched her back in an unrestrained expression of sexual desire at its moment of full satiation, her voice an incoherent wail that was as lustful as it was victorious.

“You’ve done well, Ethan,” she said, panting as she slowly recovered from the exertion of fucking his young body.

Ethan’s breath was ragged, his body trembling with the weight of what had transpired. “Thank you, Mistress Olivia,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Run along now, Ethan,” she said, dismissive yet amused. “And remember who holds your key.” Her smile was a final taunt, her dominance a fire that burned brighter with her victory, her plan to unsettle Mara’s claim over him now set in motion.

Ethan nodded, his movements hesitant as he dressed, the weight of Olivia’s power lingering, his mind a storm of conflicting desires.


Chapter 20

The late afternoon sun filtered through the frosted glass panels of Everwell Springs, the exclusive spa in Ashwood, casting a soft, diffused glow over the private mineral water pool. The air was warm and heavy, scented with eucalyptus and mineral salts, as Olivia reclined in the bubbling water, her auburn hair pinned loosely, her stunning figure accentuated by a sleek black bikini and radiating an effortless beauty that belied her age. Beside her, Mara relaxed in the pool, allowing the moment as part of a truce between her and her mother. She couldn’t help marveling at her mother’s physique, and realized that it was part of the reason her mother could get any man she wanted, though it was more her self-confidence and unapologetic sexuality that proved so alluring to men.

“Mara, sweetheart, you’re upset about Ethan, aren’t you?” she asked. “I took his key and had my fun with him, and it’s got you rattled. But this is what you get for letting Lia play with James. You crossed a line, and I simply balanced the scales.”

Mara was still fuming, but she kept her cool. “Ethan was mine to control, not yours to take. I get that I messed up with James, but still. It wasn’t fair, Mom,”

“Fair? Oh, Mara, you’re still learning,” she said, her green eyes gleaming with amusement, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial tone. “Men are playthings, darling. They exist to serve us, to be locked up, frustrated, denied, while we take our pleasure however we like. If you want Ethan back, prove you can own him. Show me you’ve got the authority to make him yours.”

Mara leaned back against the tiled edge of the pool, looking at the ceiling with a look of frustration in her eyes.

“Mara, sweetheart, you need to be relentless with men,” Olivia said affectionately. “Have you ever encountered a Prince Albert piercing? It’s a like an earring but the piercing is through the tip of the penis. It can be combined with a chastity device, locking him more securely, so it’s practical. But it’s the look of it that is so impressive. It makes a man look more submissive, and psychologically, it’s a constant reminder of his place.”

Mara’s eyes widened, and she turned her attention to Olivia. “A piercing with the cage? I mean, I know about women having their guy’s penis pierced, but I didn’t know it could work with his chastity device.”

Olivia’s laughter was melodic, her eyes sparkling. “Yes, have you met Caleb, Ellen’s current boytoy? He has one, and it’s the certainty of his being locked securely that drives him to submit in a more profound manner. You should consider it for Ethan.”

Mara considered the piercing’s practicality, as well as its striking aesthetic.

“I do like the way it’d mess with his head, always feeling it, knowing it’s for me,” Mara replied.

“Smart girl,” Olivia said. “It’s functional, yes, and it has a certain aesthetic. But it’s the psychological aspect, that will break him down and make him crave your control. He’ll have no choice but to be yours.”

Olivia trailed her hand slowly through the water.

“You know, Mara,” she said, “your friend Kylie’s been making quite an impression with Hunter. She came to me and asked to borrow his key—something you had a hand in, I believe.”

“Yeah, I mean, she seemed to be sincere about the whole thing,” Mara replied.

“But did you know she’s escalated things? She has him locked in an inverted chastity cage now, and she holds the key. She’s got him completely under her thumb, and I must say, it’s impressive.”

“That’s so Kylie,” Mara replied. “I can just see Hunter, all serious and obedient, jumping to do whatever she says while she keeps him in line. It’s kind of hilarious.”

Olivia’s attention shifted to a handsome young attendant crossing the tiled deck, his lean frame moving with practiced deference. “You there,” she called, her tone laced with curiosity and authority, “come here a moment.” The attendant approached, his spa uniform of a fitted shirt and shorts showing the unique outline of his chastity device beneath.

“What’s your name, dear?” she asked, her smile subtle but sharp, her beauty radiant in the pool’s soft light.

“Devon,” he replied, his voice soft but clear, his posture straight as he stood by the pool’s edge.

Olivia’s gaze lingering on the distinct impression of his chastity device, its design intriguing her. “Devon,” she repeated, her tone playful but commanding, “that’s a unique cage you’re wearing. Lower your shorts—let me take a look.”

Devon hesitated only a moment before he obeyed, lowering his shorts to reveal a custom chastity device with an intricate steel lattice pattern, its design both restrictive and aesthetically striking, presenting him prominently yet securely.

Mara’s eyes widened slightly, her curiosity piqued, but she kept her composure, watching her mother’s reaction with keen interest. Olivia’s laughter was soft and melodic, but edged with cruel amusement, her eyes sparkling as she assessed the device.

“Well, isn’t that exquisite,” Olivia said. “So finely crafted, keeping you perfectly in check, yet making quite the statement. Whoever designed this knows how to balance form and function.”

Devon stood by, his shorts still lowered, as Olivia turned to Mara.

“You see, Mara,” she said, “men are our playthings, meant to be locked up, controlled, and enjoyed however we see fit. They crave it—this one’s cage is proof, designed to frustrate him while displaying him for our amusement. Men love a woman who’s cruel, who denies them and takes her pleasure as she pleases. You’re learning that with Ethan, but you need to embrace it fully, like I do. This boy, Devon, he’s a perfect example. He’s here to serve, and he wants nothing more than to please a woman like myself. Or, perhaps, you.”

Mara nodded as she glanced at Devon, his chastity device a stark symbol of Olivia’s worldview.

“You’re right, Mom,” she said, her voice soft but resolute. “That cage—it’s intense, but it’s like you said, it’s what he’s here for. I’m starting to get it with Ethan, and how much he responds to that kind of control.” She reluctantly offered a small, appreciative smile, her earlier frustration with Olivia’s actions fading as she absorbed her mother’s teachings.

“You know, Mara, sweetheart,” she said, “your friend Kylie mentioned that the presentation of Hunter’s balls is rather important to her, which I find suggestive. She said that it was an important consideration in selecting a device for Hunter.”

“Seriously?” Mara asked. “Can we please not talk about Hunter’s balls?”

Olivia laughed.

“What, it’s just a fact,” Olivia replied. “It’s just another part of owning them. Take Devon here. His cage does such a fine job of presenting his balls, doesn’t it?”

Olivia reached over and casually placed her hand beneath Devon’s balls, holding them up for her to examine.

“Hmm, yes,” she said. “Nice and prominent, practically begging for attention. Some men, though, they’re practically bursting out of their cages, big as plums, while others are more like grapes, tucked away, hoping you won’t notice.”

“Mom!” Mara exclaimed as she stifled her laughter, caught off guard by Olivia’s brazen humor.

“Oh, Devon doesn’t mind, do you, dear?” She glanced at the attendant, who stood by, silently presenting himself for their examination. She gave his balls a gentle squeeze, then released him, returning her hand to the edge of the pool.

“Men love it when we’re cruel,” Olivia explained. “When we notice every little detail and embarrass them. Big balls, small balls—it’s all part of the fun, seeing how they react when we point it out. James, bless him, has quite the pair, and he knows I enjoy reminding him.”

“No, just no,” Mara interrupted. “We’re not going to talk about my stepdad’s balls.”

“What?” Olivia asked in mock exasperation. “We can’t talk about Hunter’s balls, and we can’t talk about James? Whose balls are you comfortable talking about?”

Mara giggled, glancing at Devon’s reaction to their conversation.

“You’re awful, Mom,” she said, her voice light, the flush still lingering on her cheeks but her tone warm with admiration. “I mean, yeah, I get it, but plums and grapes? Really?” She shook her head, her laughter bubbling up, the image of Olivia casually sizing up men’s anatomy too absurdly funny to resist. Her mother’s hilariously cruel demeanor, so comfortable and unapologetic, was a masterclass in dominance, and Mara found herself both flustered and inspired, her earlier resolve to dominate Ethan sharpening with a new edge of playful cruelty.

“You’ll learn to love it, Mara,” Olivia said, her tone laced with wicked encouragement. “Men are our playthings, and pointing out their particular endowment is just part of the game. Be cruel, be unapologetic, and tease Ethan about his, make him blush like Devon’s doing now. It’s what they want, deep down.” She glanced at Devon again, her smile sharp, her beauty irresistible as she added, “Isn’t that right, Devon? You’re happy standing there, letting us have our fun, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss,” Devon replied.

You see,” Olivia continued, “men love a woman who’s cruel, who frustrates and denies them while taking her pleasure however she likes,” Olivia said. “Be relentless, Mara. Make him beg, make him suffer, because that’s what he wants deep down—a mistress who owns him completely.”

Mara’s smile widened, her earlier frustration now fully eclipsed by her mother’s lesson. “You’re right, Mom. I need to step up with Ethan, make him mine like that, show him I can be just as cruel. I’m gonna make it so he can’t think of anyone but me. And yeah, I’m seriously considering getting his cute little penis pierced.”

Olivia raised an eyebrow as she observed Mara. “Little?” she asked.

“Well, not little little,” Mara replied, laughing, “but it doesn’t do him any favors if I let up on humiliating him.”

Olivia’s smile was radiant, her green eyes gleaming with approval. “Exactly, sweetheart,” she said, her tone warm but firm, her fingers brushing the key one last time. “Men are playthings, Mara, and they love a woman who knows it. Be cruel, be unapologetic. Frustrate him, deny him, take your pleasure as you see fit. Prove you own him, and his key will be yours.”

“Yeah, OK,” Mara replied, sounding more hopeful. Her expression changed as another thought occurred to her. “Say, I realize you’re pissed at Lia about the whole thing with James. Do you know what you’re going to do? I mean, she’s my friend, and I know she didn’t mean to, you know, she didn’t mean to make you mad.”

“Oh, I have a plan for Lia,” Olivia replied. “Don’t worry, it’ll just be a little lesson for her. Nothing she can’t endure.”


Chapter 21

The air felt cool in Kylie’s basement as she set about transforming the utilitarian space into a stage for what she thought of as her devious, sadistic plan.

Kylie stood at the center of the room, while Hunter stood nervously between two thick, vertical wooden support beams. He was on edge, due in part to Kylie not immediately ordering him to strip off his clothes and kneel before her. Instead, she had led him down to the cool, dimly lit basement, and she seemed to have a plan in mind.

“Slave,” she said, “I have a little task for you today, something to show me just how devoted you are. You will install eye hooks at the top and bottom of each beam—two per beam, nice and sturdy. Now.” She thrust a small toolbox into his hands. No explanation, no teasing hint—just an order, her expectation of obedience absolute, relishing the look of fear in his eyes.

“Yes, Goddess Kylie,” he said then set about drilling four sturdy eye hooks into the beams—two high, two low—the creak of wood and clink of metal amplifying the tension. Kylie watched, her smirk widening, her bare feet gliding across the concrete as she threaded thick, coarse rope through each eye hook, attaching heavy metal carabiners to the ends of all four lengths. Her expression was a mask of cold delight, her blue eyes displaying a sadistic anticipation as she noted his quickened breathing, his nervous glances.

“Strip naked, slave,” she commanded, her voice a low growl, her eyes daring him to hesitate. “Completely.”

Hunter began stripping off his clothes, his nakedness a forced offering to her silent cruelty, his mind grasping at the inevitability of restraint. Then Kylie produced a set of leather wrist and ankle cuffs, each fitted with a metal ring.

“Perfect, slave,” she said as she fastened the cuffs, her fingers deft and firm, lingering just enough to tease. “These cuffs are going to hold you just right, but I won’t spoil the surprise. You’re starting to see where this is going, aren’t you? Nervous yet?” she asked. Hunter’s wariness intensified as each cuff clicked into place, his vulnerability growing under her touch, his mind now certain of restraint but uncertain of the extent.

“I . . . I think so,” he replied.

Kylie’s laughter was soft, and her movements were graceful as she attached the carabiners to the metal rings on each cuff, her voice a teasing murmur that withheld her full intent. “Oh, slave, you’re so sweet when you’re nervous,” she said with sadistic glee. “I’m going to pull these ropes tight—really tight—and tie them off. You’ll see why soon enough.”

Kylie movements were swift and unyielding, her voice absent as she gripped the first rope, her arms straining with effort as she pulled it taut, stretching his right arm upward toward the top eye hook, the rope creaking as she secured it to a metal cleat on the side of the beam. The effort left a faint sheen on her brow, her dress clinging slightly as she moved to the second rope, pulling his left arm with equal force, her bare feet planted firmly, her smile widening at his soft gasp.

Hunter’s body tensed as she pulled the second rope, stretching his left arm wide, his spread arms amplifying his dread. Kylie moved to his ankles, her hands gripping the ropes and pulling each one tight to spread his legs wide. Her effort was visible in the set of her shoulders, and he could hear the soft exhalation of her exertion as she tied them off. Hunter now stood spread-eagle between the beams, his body taut and prominently displayed, the sound of his breathing a testament to his nervousness under her cruel, silent gaze.

Kylie stepped back, assessing her work with a look of satisfaction and wicked enjoyment. The sight of him stirred a deep thrill as she examined Hunter tied spread-eagle for her, as his inverted cage presented his balls to her.

“Oh, Hunter, my adorable little slave,” she said, her smile radiant yet edged with menace, “look at you, legs spread wide, displayed so perfectly for me. That cage—it presents you just right, doesn’t it? Those balls, so vulnerable, offered up like a gift, like a tribute to my power. You’re nervous. I can tell, and I love it.”

She moved around to stand behind him, slowly stroking his body as she appraised him bound tightly for her. She picked up a ball gag from a small box she’d placed in preparation.

“Open your mouth, slave,” she ordered, her voice a sharp whip. Without explanation, she pressed the ball gag between his lips, buckling the straps tightly behind his head, her fingers lingering to savor his muffled gasp, the gag silencing his voice, a symbol of her absolute control over him. Her sinister smile deepened, her anticipation of the belt’s use a fire in her gaze.

Without a word, she reached for the leather belt from a nearby table, her fingers wrapping around it with deliberate anticipation. Kylie paused before him, the belt dangling in her hand, her voice finally breaking the silence, a low, cruel purr that reveled in his bound, gagged state.

“Look at you, slave,” she said, “this belt’s going to sting, slave, and you’ll feel every bit of my power. Ready to be my perfect offering?”

Hunter’s moan was muffled by the gag, and his eyes met hers briefly, filled with desperate adoration, his submission absolute despite the dread, the cage’s prominent display a humbling testament to her rule.

Kylie stepped closer as she raised the belt between Hunter’s spread legs, the smooth, cool leather sliding slowly upward against his exposed balls.

“Slave,” she said, “it must be such a relief for you to have your status so clearly defined, isn’t it? Bound, gagged, spread wide, your cage presenting your balls so perfectly—there’s no question who you belong to. You’re privileged to witness the full extent of my power over you, to feel it in every trembling moment.”

Hunter’s muffled breath quickened through the gag, his body taut, his balls presented in a vulnerable position. Her beauty in this moment was extraordinary, almost otherworldly. Her dark brown hair appearing lustrous as it fell across one side of her face, her dress clinging to her curves, and her blue eyes alight with cruel intent all spoke of her absolute dominance, rendering her irresistibly sexy. The fear she inspired, sharp and visceral, only deepened his desire, her power an intoxicating force that made her impossible to resist.

His eyes were locked on hers, his heart pounding as he realized her cruelty, and her ability to terrify him, was what made her so captivating, so alluring. Kylie’s sinister smile widened, her eyes catching the raw desire in his gaze.

She pressed the belt against his balls, the cage presenting them as a perfect target. “Your fear of me—it makes me irresistible, doesn’t it? You’re trembling, slave, so desperate, so helpless, and it’s because you’re afraid of what I might do. Should I use this belt to exploit that vulnerability your cage displays so well? One sharp flick, right here,” she said as she tapped him with the belt, “and you’d feel my power in a way you’d truly understand.”

Her laughter as the belt’s potential inspired a muffled whimper from Hunter underscored her dominance in the moment. Hunter’s body tensed as the cage’s relentless grip amplified his fear and desire. Her taunting words and her sadistic delight only deepened his adoration, his fear making her allure overwhelming, his submission absolute under her cruel gaze.

Kylie stepped back, her eyes drinking in his naked body, the device presenting his balls as a stark offering to her power. Her smile was radiant with cruel satisfaction, her enjoyment razor-sharp in how the cage’s design amplified his exposure, a perfect symbol of her dominance.

“Look at you, slave,” she murmured, her voice a blend of malice and triumph, the belt swaying in her hand. “Displayed, helpless, your fear making you mine. This belt’s going to remind you of that, Hunter—every sting a mark of my power, every moment a privilege to be my slave.”

Her eyes twinkled with sadistic anticipation, with the thrill of his surrender, her dominance absolute.

“You see, slave, this is when you come to fully appreciate what it means to submit to your superior,” Kylie explained. “You are, no doubt, extremely aware of how vulnerable your balls are to me right now.” She tapped them with the leather belt to illustrate her point. “This is the correct mindset you should adopt going forward. This is how you should see me. When I give you an order, you comply, with this image forefront in your mind.”

She slapped him across the balls with the belt to punctuate her words, making Hunter moan, a muffled, helpless sound that clearly pleased her.

Kylie straddled the taut rope, her bare feet planted firmly on either side, examining Hunter in profile. The presentation of his balls was a focal point of her cruel delight.

“Slave,” she said, her eyes pinning him, “your bondage holds you firm, doesn’t it? These ropes, these cuffs—they keep you spread, displayed, mine. But you’ve got just enough give to move your hips forward or back, to show me your intention.” She paused, trailing the belt’s leather along the side of his naked body.

“So, tell me, what part of you will you present for my belt? You have a choice, slave. Offer yourself fully, surrender completely to show your absolute devotion to me, or let your fear rule you, cower back, and admit you’re too scared to take what I offer you.”

Hunter’s body trembled as her words sank in, her cruel ultimatum amplifying his fear and desire. Her beauty in this moment from her commanding presence, to her merciless gaze, was extraordinary. She was a goddess, whose cruelty and power overwhelmed him. His fear, sharp and visceral, only deepened his longing, her dominance an irresistible force as he strained against the ropes.

Kylie leaned closer, as she stroked the belt affectionately along his thigh, the leather stroking his body, stopping just short of his exposed balls.

“You’re trembling, slave, so scared, so desperate, and it’s delicious. Will you push your hips forward in an offering to me, offering your balls to me, proving you’re mine? Or will you pull back, letting fear overwhelm you, denying yourself the pleasure of being owned by me?” She emitted a soft chuckle. “It’s a big decision, slave. One of the last I might allow you. Surrender entirely to me, or cower and lose what it means to be mine.”

Hunter’s body tensed. Her affectionate stroke with the belt, her taunting words, and her cruel beauty overwhelmed him, her power an irresistible force that made surrender both terrifying and inevitable.

“Look at you, slave,” she said, “your fear, your devotion—it’s all mine, and this belt’s going to make you feel it. Choose, Hunter—surrender or cower. Either way, you’re mine.”

In a moment laden with profound implications, Hunter made his decision. With a slow, deliberate effort, his back arched, and he pushed his hips forward, the chastity device thrusting his vulnerable balls further into prominence, a raw, unequivocal display of absolute surrender to Kylie’s power. His submission was demonstrated by his willing surrender to her sadistic cruelty.

“Oh, Hunter, my adorable little slave,” she said, “you’ve chosen so well. Look at you offering yourself fully, surrendering to my power. Stay just like that, slave,” she commanded. “I want to truly enjoy this. Don’t move. I’m going to savor every second of you showing me your full surrender to my superiority.”

Her smile was radiant as she raised the belt to hold it against his balls. “This belt’s waiting, slave,” she murmured, “waiting to take what’s mine. But we’re in no hurry now, are we? You’ve made your choice, and you’ve chosen well. You recognize my power, and you’ve shown me that you willingly surrender to it. You recognize that I’ve won, and really, you’re being a good sport about it. Now, all that’s left is for me to commemorate this moment by giving you a nice, hard slap of the belt across your balls. You’ve earned it.”

“You want that, right?” she teased. “You want that for me, so that I might enjoy this victory. One, you do so want to admit your defeat, right? Acknowledge my ascension to unquestionable power and authority over you? Display for me your complete unconditional surrender? And two, you want me to truly enjoy expressing the totality of control I’ve assumed over you. You’ll no longer deny me anything, regardless of what it is. So you want me to be fully satiated in the pleasure I feel at witnessing my ownership of you and your body, isn’t that right?”

Hunter nodded. Then, in a show of bravery on his part, he pushed his hips farther forward without her prompting.

“Oh, slave, that is so pretty,” she responded. “You really have come to understand your place.”

She raised the belt and spanked him across the balls, looking deeply into Hunter’s eyes, relishing the look of complete surrender and adoration on his face as he winced in pain, yet remained in position, offering himself to her.

“That’s right, slave, show me your balls,” Kylie demanded. “My belt so wants a taste of that delicious male submission. It’s so much better than spanking your ass, isn’t it?”

She spanked him across the balls again, laughing as she reveled in her complete dominance, and relished his absolute submission to her.


Chapter 22

Olivia sat in an upholstered armchair in her library, placed off to one side of the large mahogany desk, her tailored blouse and skirt accentuating her commanding presence. Her plan was unfolding with ruthless precision, and she had chosen to oversee this pivotal moment herself, ensuring Lia’s punishment was as humiliating as intended.

James stood leaning against the desk, wearing a pair of gray cotton shorts, and his posture was tense. Olivia had unlocked and removed his chastity device, and his role as her instrument was clear.

Lia, having been informed she’d really no choice in the matter, entered the library, her usual fearless energy subdued. Her simple dress clung to her petite body, her hair was pulled back into a ponytail ,and her eyes were lowered, avoiding both James and Olivia.

Olivia’s presence amplified the tension, her authority a tangible force.

“Lia, dear,” she began, “Your little game with James was Mara’s idea, wasn’t it? But you didn’t just follow orders; you pushed it further. You let it get out of hand, thinking you could toy with my property and challenge my authority.” She paused, her eyes locked on Lia’s, the weight of her knowledge a deliberate blow.

Lia’s voice was trembling but sincere. “Look, I’m so sorry,” she said, her deference ingrained, her apology spilling out. “It was Mara’s idea, but yeah, I . . . I got carried away. I didn’t mean to disrespect you or your household. I should’ve stopped, but I didn’t. I know I messed up.” She looked up briefly, meeting Olivia’s, then dropped again, her fearless energy no match for the Olivia’s unyielding presence.

Olivia’s smile tightened, her voice remaining calm, her authority absolute. “Oh, Lia, apologies are sweet, but they don’t erase your actions,” she said. “You see, it is entirely within my right to give you permission to do as you please with James. Obviously, once you have my approval, he will do anything you tell him to. But without my permission, he remains my property. You and Mara thought you could play games in my house, but you forgot who rules here. I’ve already dealt with James—his punishment was thorough, of course. But you, Lia, you’re going to learn your place in a way you won’t forget.”

She leaned forward, her eyes narrowing, her words sharp and deliberate. “You’re now obligated to present yourself to James. You’ll be entirely at his command, and you’ll obey without question. This is your consequence, and it’s non-negotiable.”

Lia’s eyes widened, her breath catching, the weight of Olivia’s ruling sinking in.

“I . . . I understand,” she said, her voice barely audible, her apology genuine but powerless against Olivia’s authority.

“This is your consequence for toying with my property,” Olivia said. “You’ll serve James, and I’ll be here to ensure it’s done properly—slowly, deliberately, taking as long as possible. I want you to feel every moment of this lesson.” Her words were sharp, her insistence on prolonging the act a deliberate twist of the knife, designed to maximize Lia’s humiliation.

Lia’s face burned, her hands clasping tightly in front of her, her voice trembling but submissive. “Yes, Ms. Olivia,” she said, her eyes fixed on the floor.

James shifted, his hands clenching briefly, the absence of his chastity device a strange vulnerability.

Olivia gestured to the floor.

James nodded, his voice faltering but obedient. “Miss Lia, kneel here,” he said, pointing to the rug.

Lia obeyed, her movements slow and reluctant. The act of submitting to James was humiliating, and Olivia’s commanding gaze made it unbearable.

“James, dear, take your time,” Olivia instructed. “Lia’s here to please you, and I want this to linger. Make her earn her redemption. I believe you know what is expected of you, Lia,” Olivia said.

Lia nodded, then reached up and pulled his shorts down, trying to suppress a gasp as his erection popped out and seemed to thrust itself toward her face.

Oh my god, she thought, trying to imagine how she might stretch her jaw wide enough to take his cock in her mouth. It looked to be the girth of a beer can. Fucking hell, she cursed as she placed her hands around it.

His cock was thick and heavy, and sucking it was clearly going to be a punishment designed to break her pride. She attempted to disguise her hesitation by taking it in both hands, stroking it slowly as she moistened her lips with her tongue. Olivia might have prompted her to quit stalling, but it rather amused her to see Lia’s reluctance to begin her obligation to serve James.

“Surprised, are you?” Olivia asked in a teasing voice. “But of course I selected a man who is remarkably well-endowed. It’s nice to have the option.”

Finally, Lia opened her mouth as wide as she could and pressed her lips against the head of his cock. She pushed her head toward him, using his cock to widen her jaw. She found that she could do little more than get her lips over the rim of his cock head. At that point, she could already feel it pressing against the back of her throat.

Olivia leaned against the table, her posture relaxed but her authority absolute, her voice guiding with cruel precision. “Slower, Lia,” she said, “every movement deliberate, every moment drawn out. You’re here to serve, not to rush. James, you will hold back for as long as is possible. This is her lesson, and I want it etched into her memory.” Her laughter was soft, cutting, her revelry in Lia’s discomfort a masterclass in control, her insistence on prolonging the act a calculated blow to the young woman’s ego.

James swallowed, his discomfort mirroring Lia’s, but Olivia’s command left no room for hesitation. “Miss Lia, I . . . I want you to . . . take it deeper,” he said, his voice stilted. “Slowly, like Mistress Olivia said.” He looked to Olivia, seeking approval as he navigated the unfamiliar power.

Lia’s hands trembled as she slowly stroked his cock, her movements deliberately slow, each second stretching under Olivia’s watchful eyes. She pushed his cock as far back into her mouth as she could without gagging on it, only to reverse direction once her lips reached around the corona of his cock head.

Olivia’s smile widened, her delight in their awkwardness palpable. “Perfect,” she said. “Nice and slow, both of you. Lia, you’re learning what happens when you cross me. If you make him come too soon, I’ll make you start over. You will have to make him hard in your mouth again and continue sucking his cock. James, you’re reminding her of my power. Hold off, because you do not want the punishment you’ll get if you come too soon. This is my house, my rules, and you’ll both make this moment last.”

Olivia’s guidance and direction turned Lia’s punishment into a slow, humiliating spectacle. Olivia reveled in the moment, watching a beautiful young girl like Lia being made to torture her husband with a slow, slightly inept blowjob. She smiled as she saw Lia’s attempt to hold him in both of her hands while taking as much of him into her mouth as she could. She thought of the first time she’d seen the size of James’s cock, and how it had potentially been a dealbreaker for her. She’d spoken to him then, laughing about how if they were ever to get married, then she was going to be the only woman who cuckolded her husband for less well-endowed men.

A curious sensation came over Lia, as she had never had a cock in her mouth, let alone on that was the size that James had thrusting toward her face. She recognized it as a feeling of sexual arousal, but it was unlike any she’d felt before. It was the novelty of it, perhaps, but there was something else as well. She’d have thought it would be humiliating to suck a cock on command, and it was, but something about it made her wet. Maybe, she thought, it was the very different way in which she had a certain level of control over him. He was clearly approaching orgasm, and it was entirely due to her and what she was doing to take her as deep into her mouth as she was able.

Olivia noticed that James was gripping the edge of the desk, his arms trembling as he tried to keep himself from coming in her mouth.

“Oh, so close, aren’t you, James,” Olivia said in an amused tone of voice. “Go ahead,” she said gently.

Suddenly, James’s cock throbbed, twitching, and then his cum erupted from his cock in a thick stream into Lia’s mouth. Lia held him tightly in her hands, worried that his cock might somehow burst free and shoot cum onto her face or onto the floor. She assumed that Olivia would have her lick his cum up off the floor. At the same time, she felt as though she was trying to drink from a faucet, as his cock did not seem to want to stop pulsing, thrusting, and shooting his load of cum into her mouth. She swallowed continuously until at last he seemed to relax, and his erection felt somewhat softer in her hands.

“Acceptable,” Olivia said at last. “I trust that you have learned not to play with what is not yours to play with. You never know just what you’re going to get as a consequence,” she added, and smiled at the sight of Lia slowly licking cum from the corner of her lips and nodding to show that she understood the lesson.

* * *

The twilight glow seeped through the half-drawn blinds of Lia’s bedroom, casting a muted, silvery light across the room. The air had finally cooled down a bit, and Lia sat cross-legged on her bed, her petite frame clad in a loose tank top and soft cotton shorts. Teasing her James had been a daring game, but now, after Olivia’s punishment, her thoughts were a tangled combination of humiliation, desire, and an unsettling revelation.

Her fingers traced the edge of her shorts, then she unbuttoned and unzipped them before sliding them off. Her mind replayed the encounter Olivia had orchestrated as a lesson for her reckless teasing, kneeling before James to suck his cock. It was a deliberate reversal of power meant to humiliate, to strip Lia of her budding dominance and remind her of her place.

She thought of James’s presence. His surprisingly muscular, masculine body, his broad shoulders, his quiet strength, his older, distinguished air that had always drawn her in. And then there was the surprising revelation. His massive, beautiful cock. So unexpected, so powerful in the moment, yet also so human with its desperate yearning, hardening with desire. His remarkable endowment, a detail that had left her breathless, a facet of the encounter that lingered in her mind, both shocking and magnetic. But it wasn’t just his physicality; it was the intensity of the moment, the way his gaze had held hers, torn between duty to Olivia and the undeniable pull of Lia’s presence.

The quiet intensity of their closeness had been a humbling ordeal, a stark contrast to Lia’s earlier confidence. Yet, as Lia sat alone now, she couldn’t deny the unexpected spark the experience had ignited. Serving James had been humiliating, yes—Olivia’s intent had been clear—but it had also stirred something deeper, a desire that caught Lia off guard.

She’d wanted to tease James, to wield her desirability as a weapon, but Olivia’s punishment had turned the tables, forcing her to confront her own vulnerability. Yet, instead of quenching her fascination, it had inflamed it. The memory of serving him—her submission under Olivia’s command, the quiet power in James’s demeanor, the unexpected allure of his physicality—sent a shiver through her.

She leaned back against her pillows, her fingers tightening on her shorts, her mind wrestling with the contradiction. Olivia’s punishment had been meant to humble her, and it had—her cheeks still burned at the thought of her lowered status, her power stripped away. Yet, even as she questioned it, the thought of James—his strong frame, his remarkable presence—stoked a fire she couldn’t ignore, a desire that both thrilled and unsettled her.


Chapter 23

The following morning, the sun blazed relentlessly, the humidity a thick veil as Ethan trudged to Mara’s sprawling home, his heart pounding with dread and a shameful pulse of anticipation.

Unbeknownst to him, Mara had spent the evening plotting, her mind alight with ideas to take it up a notch, her goal to humiliate Ethan in a way that would satisfy her insatiable need for entertainment while cementing her absolute control over him.

Mara greeted him at the backyard gate, wearing a turquoise thong bikini that hugged her curves, her hair pulled into a high ponytail, her sunglasses perched low, revealing eyes that twinkled with cruel delight. Ethan’s jaw clenched, his attraction to Mara’s spectacularly sexy body a torment he couldn’t escape. In her hand, she held a coiled dog leash and collar.

“Follow me,” she commanded, leading him to a secluded corner of the backyard, where palm trees cast dappled shadows and the grass cushioned their steps, the pool’s shimmer hidden from view.

She savored his tense posture, his sweat-dampened T-shirt clinging to his frame. She had decided she would force him to crawl on the leash while enduring her taunts, all under the guise of a “walk” around her backyard, where neighbors could witness his degradation.

“Oh, Ethan,” she said, the leash swaying in her grip. “I’ve been so looking forward to playing with you again.” She stepped closer, her scent overwhelming in the humid air. “Strip,” she commanded, the leash tapping her thigh. “You’ll feel the humiliation so much deeper if you’re bare-assed naked.”

Ethan’s face burned, his hands trembling as he shed his T-shirt, shorts, and finally, his underwear.

“Kneel,” she snapped, pointing to the grass. Ethan lowered himself to his knees, and she stepped forward to stand over him, looking down at his almost naked body. She wrapped the collar around his neck and buckled it, not too tight to breathe, but tight enough that a quick yank on the leash would provide instant obedience. She clipped the leash to his collar.

“Perfect,” she said, giving the leash a firm tug. “Look at you, all collared and leashed like a proper little puppy dog. You’re going to prove you’re mine today, Ethan. No more thinking you belong to anyone else—not even my mom. I’m going to humiliate you so completely, you’ll never forget who owns you.” She leaned down, her voice a teasing whisper. “That cage looks tight, doesn’t it? And your balls are so nicely displayed for me. Mom pointed out that they’re on the small side. That’s so embarrassing for you, don’t you think? I mean, they’re just out there, and there’s nothing you can do but endure it while I make fun of you.”

Ethan’s face blazed scarlet, the cage’s grip a throbbing torment, his exposed vulnerability amplified by the collar and leash. “Mara, please,” he said.

Mara’s smile widened, her laughter a vicious taunt as she tugged the leash harder. “You’re my plaything now, crawling for me, showing everyone you belong to me. Now, crawl. You’re my pet, and I’m taking you for a walk.”

Ethan’s shame felt to him like a tidal wave as Mara led him across the backyard, her strides deliberate while she taunted him. “Look at you, crawling like a dog for me,” she said as she laughed, amplifying his humiliation. “Bet that cage is tight, huh, little puppy? Lusting after your hot goddess while I make you crawl.” Her laughter rang out, her plan unfolding: a circuit around the pool, past the palm trees, each step a test of his endurance. I can do anything, and he’ll take it, she thought.

She hung back a bit, assigning him to take the lead as she watched him obey her command.

“Your tight little balls are so hilarious when you crawl,” she said, laughing as she watched them swing back and forth with every movement forward on his hands and knees. “You know, if you were a dog they’d have to give those a snip. What so you think, Ethan, would you be better behaved if you got a little snip?” Mara laughed at her own cruelty, watching as Ethan’s shoulders tensed up. “Oh, don’t worry, Ethan, my little puppy dog. With you locked up in your penis cage, it doesn’t matter if you get all horny and desperate. Your balls are your own torture, so we’ll let you keep them. Now, if we catching you trying to hump the neighbor lady’s leg, we might have to reconsider.”

She paused, tugging the leash to make him stop.

“Now, sit up, puppy dog,” she said. “Now it’s time to really show you how humiliating I can make this for you.”

Without hesitation, Mara positioned herself before him, slipped her bikini bottom aside, her movements deliberate and unapologetic as she began to piss on his chest, a warm stream trickling down his trembling body, the act a brazen declaration of her domination over him.

Ethan froze, his face crimson, his body shaking with a humiliation so profound it drowned his former arrogance, the device amplifying his conflicted desire for the goddess before him. She’s marking me, and I’m letting her, he thought, his shame a tidal wave, his powerlessness absolute.

Then Mara took Ethan by the hair and forced his face down into the stream of hot piss, her laughter ringing as she watched him endure it, her thrill rooted in the audacity of her act, the proof that her power was limitless.

“Take it, dick,” she taunted, her voice cruel, pausing to let the moment sear into him. “You’re mine to use, while I do whatever the fuck I want.”

When she finished, she stepped back and took in the sight of him kneeling before her and completely humiliated, with her urine trailing down his face and chest. She burst out laughing as she adjusted her bikini, and her smile was at once both radiant and vicious.

“And think about the fact that you don’t get to say shit about this. You’re lucky I let you serve me at all,” Mara declared.

Ethan arousal shamed him further, his once-arrogant features now a mask of defeat as knelt before her.

“I can do anything, and you’ll keep crawling back, won’t you?” she asked.

Her laughter echoed through the backyard, a testament to her triumph, Ethan’s humiliation a monument to his fallen pride. For Mara, this extravagant act was the ultimate proof of her power, his endurance a tribute to her limitless control.

“Oh, but we are so far from being done,” Mara said as she yanked on his leash to continue pulling him around the yard on his hands and knees, laughing at his deepening humiliation.

She led him to an area closer to the house, where the hose was kept for Hunter’s use in watering the garden. She turned on the water, then took the spray nozzle in her hand and pointed it at Ethan.

“What do you think, Ethan?” she asked in a teasingly sadistic tone of voice. “Do you want it hard or soft?”

Ethan’s eyes widened, and he had a pleading look in his eyes. “Soft,” he replied. “Please, Mara,” he added.

Mara pulled the trigger on the spray nozzle, emitting a spray of water off to one side, creating a shower of cold water onto the lawn.

“I can’t hear you, Ethan,” she said, “did you say hard? Why don’t you get in position, with your arms up and your hands behind your head. And spread your knees apart. Then I’ll give it to you nice and hard, like you want.”

Ethan knew better than to argue, and positioned himself as she’d directed. Mara had a playful look of amusement on her face as she began sweeping the cold spray of water across his naked body, watching him wince at the sensation.

“By the way,” she said casually as she directed the cold stream of water at his chastity device, “I’ve made up my mind. You’re getting a Prince Albert piercing. A cute little ring on the tip of your penis. It will to go with a new cage I’m going to get for you to keep you locked more securely, but it’s also gonna look so good, that shiny steel ring marking you as mine. Every move you make, you’ll feel it, know it’s for me. It’s happening, and you don’t get a say in this.”

A piercing?” he asked, his voice trembling, his muscular body tensing. “I’m not sure . . . ” he said, but his words faltered.

“Oh, you’ll do it because I say so,” Mara said, laughing dismissively. “It’s my mark, my control, and it’s gonna drive you crazy knowing it’s there for me. Get ready, pet—you’re mine.” Her smile was radiant, her unilateral decision a bold step to claim him, the piercing’s aesthetic and mental grip a testament to her growing dominance.

* * *

Olivia leaned against the doorway, her arms crossed, a wry smile spreading across her face as she fixed Mara with a knowing look. To Mara’s surprise, Olivia’s smile broke into a delirious laugh, a rich, unrestrained sound that filled the room.

“Oh, Mara, my darling,” she said, her voice thick with mirth, “I saw what you did to that Ethan out there in the backyard. Pissing on him? That’s just mean, even for you!” Her laughter rang out again, her pride evident in the way her eyes sparkled.

She’s not angry—she’s proud, Mara thought, her confidence surging under her mother’s approval.

“He deserved it,” Mara said with a shrug. “I just showed him his place.”

Olivia’s laughter softened, but her smile remained. “Deserved it or not, you made him take it, and he didn’t dare complain,” she said, her voice low, conspiratorial. “That’s power, Mara. You’re growing into your role beautifully. Insisting he endure such humiliation without complaining? That’s the mark of a true goddess. And hosing him down afterward, well, that was so thoughtful of you,” she added with a mischievous look in her eyes.

Well, I mean, thank you, I guess,” Mara replied. “But the real impact of the whole afternoon was when I let him know that he’s going to get a piercing. The Prince Albert piercing we talked about. I’ve already made an appointment. Which means, you know, I will need his key.”

Olivia leaned back, her gaze distant, her fingers tapping the armrest as she spoke. “Well, I’m proud of you. You brought him to his knees, literally, and forcing him to take it on the face was such a power move.” She chuckled again, her pride a warm undercurrent, her words reinforcing Mara’s sense of supremacy.

She sees me as her heir, a goddess like her, Mara thought, her chest swelling with validation, her motivation to push boundaries stoked by her mother’s approval.

Then, Olivia’s expression shifted. “You girls are something else. Boys like Ethan need to know their place, and you’ve shown that you can handle him. And yes, if you’ve decided he’s going to get a piercing, then of course you will need his key,” she said as she held up a thin silver necklace with a key dangling from it. “It’s yours now. You’ve earned it.”

Mara’s eyes twinkled, and she burst out laughing. “Really, all I had to do was pee on his face and I get his key?” she asked.

“Well, it is more than that, obviously,” Olivia replied.

“Yeah, I had to make an appointment to pierce his dick,” Mara added.

The conversation shifted, but Olivia’s laughter and pride lingered, a validation that fueled Mara’s motivations. Her humiliation of Ethan was not just a game but a declaration, now endorsed by her mother’s delirious amusement.

* * *

The late afternoon heat clung to the air like a damp shroud, the humidity seeping into the modest living room of Ethan and Lia’s family home, where the hum of a struggling air conditioner did little to ease the oppressive atmosphere. Ethan trudged through the front door, his muscular frame slumped, his hair still damp from being hosed down at Mara’s house.

Lia was sprawled on the couch in a tank-top and shorts, and she looked up from her phone when Ethan walked in. The moment she saw his tense posture she sat up and became obsessively curious.

“Well, well, look who’s back from Mara’s little playdate,” she teased, tossing her phone aside. “What did our favorite goddess do to you this time?”

Ethan hesitated, his jaw tight, his hands clenching as he stood in the doorway, sweat still beading on his brow. She’s going to find out anyway, he thought, knowing Lia’s relentless curiosity and Ellen’s authority meant hiding the truth would only worsen his predicament.

“Just tell me, Ethan,” Lia pressed, her voice a taunt, her grin widening. “You know it’s best to be honest. I’ll hear about it from Mara anyway, and you don’t want to get the belt for lying, do you?”

He swallowed hard, his voice low, as he admitted, “Mara . . . she . . . she put a collar and leash on me to teach me to crawl.”

“Finally,” Lia replied. “You should have learned that long ago. But yeah? What else?”

Ethan looked at the floor, feeling overwhelmed by the humiliation of having to admit what had happened. “Then she made me kneel in her backyard. And she pissed on me,” he admitted, his face burning. The confession spilled out, his shame a tidal wave, the memory of Mara’s laughter, her bikini-clad body, and the warm stream of piss dripping down his body, his arousal a traitor that pulsed in his device, amplifying his humiliation.

Lia’s eyes widened for a split second, her mouth dropping open before she erupted into laughter—a high, uncontrollable cackle that shook her frame, her hands clutching her stomach as she struggled to breathe. “Oh my God, she pissed on you?!” she gasped between laughs, tears streaming down her cheeks, her voice breaking with glee. “Ethan, you let Mara piss on you? That’s the funniest thing I’ve ever heard!” She doubled over, her laughter echoing through the room, her amusement a fire that fed on his degradation. Mara outdid herself, and he’s so broken he just admitted it, she thought, her delight a fantastic rush, her influence over him strengthened by his raw confession.

She wiped her eyes, still giggling, her voice sharp with mockery as she stood, circling him like a predator, her tank top clinging to her in the heat. “Did you just kneel there and take it? Bet that cage was tight, huh, knowing you couldn’t do anything but endure a hot goddess like Mara.” Her laughter bubbled up again, her breath catching as she leaned closer, her eyes locked on his. “God, you’re so pathetic, letting her mark you like that. Did you like it, Ethan? Be honest.”

Ethan’s face burned, his hands trembling, his voice barely a whisper. “I . . . I didn’t like it,” he lied, his arousal a shameful pulse that betrayed him, his mind reeling: She’s going to keep digging, and I can’t escape her. Lia’s laughter roared again, her amusement uncontainable as she clapped her hands, her glee a weapon that cut deeper than Mara’s act. “Liar!” she crowed, her voice sharp. “You’re blushing like crazy, and that cage isn’t hiding anything. You’re so whipped it’s hilarious. Mara pissing on you is so what you deserve. Admit it—you’re nothing without us goddesses telling you what to do.”

“Please—” Ethan began.

“Please what?” Lia interrupted. “Please let me fetch the belt so I can get my ass whipped until I admit that I loved it when Mara pissed on me?” She flopped back onto the couch, still laughing, her breath ragged as she fanned herself in the humid air. “Mara’s a genius,” she said, her voice thick with admiration. “But you know what? I’m not surprised you took it. You’re locked up, humbled, and you’ll do whatever your female superiors tell you to do.”

Lia laughed, as she dismissed him, saying, “Now go fuck off,” as she waved him off. “And don’t think this is over—I’m going to have fun with this story for a long time.”

As Ethan slunk away, his shame a heavy chain, Lia’s laughter followed him. Her glee at his humiliation, her relentless taunting, and her delight in Mara’s audacity reinforced her own power, cementing Ethan’s submission. He felt grateful that he got away without having to tell her about the piercing Mara had promised him.

Ethan stood under the freezing cold spray of the shower, the water doing little to wash away the raw humiliation of the day. He knew that Mara was far from done with him; she was only getting started. Her appetite for his humiliation seemed as though it had only begun to express itself. As the water pounded his shoulders, his thoughts spiraled: She’s going to make it worse, and I can’t stop her. Then Ethan had an even more troubling thought as he questioned whether or not he’d even want to stop her. It had become a certain irresistible fascination for him that Mara, who he’d thought of as a hot girl in the neighborhood, had so completely taken over his life, and seemed to have effortlessly taken ownership of him. She’s going to make it worse, and maybe I don’t want to stop her, he thought.


Chapter 24

Kylie lounged on her plush sofa in a light summer dress with a hemline barely covering the tops of her thighs her thighs and her bare feet tucked beneath her.

A new device, a spiked chastity cage, rested on the coffee table before her, the inner spikes a silent promise of torment. Hunter stood before her, and his eyes darted nervously to the spiked cage. His infatuation with Kylie was ever more elevated by her escalating cruelty.

Alone in her house, with no one to interrupt, her silence about the spiked cage’s purpose left him to dread its implications, her wicked expression amplifying his unease. Kylie sat forward, her dress riding higher, her voice barely containing her sadistic glee as she gestured to the spiked cage on the table.

“Slave,” she said, her blue eyes locking onto his, “meet your new cage. Isn’t it beautiful? All those little spikes inside, just waiting to get acquainted with you.” She twirled the key at her neck, her smile widening as she noted the nervous expression on his face. “This isn’t a punishment. This is for my entertainment. I thought it’d be fun to see how you handle something a bit more intense.”

Hunter felt a knot of fear in his chest. Her cruel amusement was a fire that both terrified and enthralled him. “Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice low and trembling, glancing at the spiked cage before dropping to her bare feet, “it . . . it looks intense.”

Kylie’s laughter was playful as she said, “Oh, slave, you’re already so nervous, and I love it. Do you wonder what it’s going to feel like? Hmm, let’s see—tight, but with those spikes pressing in, reminding you of me with every little twitch, every little . . . urge. They’ll bite just enough to keep you focused, to make you writhe for my amusement.”

She picked up the spiked cage and turned it in her hand as she examined it. “Imagine it, Hunter. Every time you think of me, those spikes will make sure you feel my power. Isn’t that delicious? This cage is going to be so entertaining for me. Every little spike, every moment you feel them, it’s all for my enjoyment. You’re scared, aren’t you? I can see it in your eyes.”

“Yes,” he said, his voice trembling.

“Oh, but just think about how it’ll feel, locked in there, those spikes teasing you, reminding you you’re mine. You’ll wear it because I want you to, because your discomfort is my fun,” she said while laughing at the expression on his face. “I mean, I’m getting wet right now just thinking about your penis pressed against these sharp little spikes. You know you want it.”

Minutes later, the key to Hunter’s new spiked chastity cage was on a delicate chain around her neck, its significance heightened by the device now locked onto him, the inner spikes a cruel testament to her control. Hunter stood before her, his body naked except for the spiked cage, the spikes’ subtle pressure a constant, biting torment.

“I chose this spiked cage for my entertainment, but you’re holding back, aren’t you?” she asked. “C’mon, slave, I want to enjoy your discomfort, to hear how much you don’t like it, how those spikes make you ache for me. Be honest, tell me how uncomfortable it is, how much you hate it. Don’t hide it. I deserve to know exactly what my toy is feeling.”

Hunter winced as he shifted slightly, the cage’s design—tight, unyielding, with sharp points pressing inward—making every movement a reminder of her power.

“Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice low and hesitant, his eyes fixed on her bare feet, “it’s . . . it’s really uncomfortable. The spikes, they . . . they dig in, especially when I move. It’s hard to . . . to stay still.” His admission was reluctant, his conditioned restraint battling her demand, his infatuation urging him to please her even as the spikes tormented him.

Kylie’s smile widened, her frustration easing into sadistic delight. “Oh, slave, that’s more like it. Those spikes digging in, making you wince—that’s exactly what I wanted to hear. But don’t stop there, Hunter. Tell me more. How much do you hate it? How does it feel, knowing I chose this for you, knowing it’s for my fun? I mean, think about how this cage works. Just like the others, it leaves your balls exposed, pushed forward, and offered to me. That’s why you need to be open with me. Those spikes are my entertainment, but your vulnerability? That’s my prize. Tell me how it feels.”

Hunter’s jaw tightened as the spikes’ pressure became a relentless torment, his balls’ exposure under the cage’s design amplifying his vulnerability.

“Miss Kylie,” he said, his voice trembling with raw honesty, “I . . . I hate how sharp the little spikes are. They bite every time I . . . think about you, or move. It’s constant, and it’s . . . it’s humiliating, and I can’t do anything about it.” His admission was a raw surrender, his fear and discomfort laid bare, her beauty and cruelty an inescapable lure that made his suffering a twisted offering to her power.

“Oh, Hunter, that’s perfect,” she replied with sadistic satisfaction. “Hearing you admit how much you hate it, how those spikes torment you—it’s delicious, slave. And those balls, so perfectly presented, like a reminder that you’re mine to play with, mine to enjoy. You’re suffering for me, and I’m loving every second of it.” Her fingers toyed with the key, and she had a wicked smile on her face as she savored his vulnerability.

She leaned forward, her form-fitting dress riding higher, her fingers playing with the hem, teasing it upward to reveal her pussy, her bare feet shifting as she spread her legs farther apart, the provocative pose a calculated assault on his senses.

“Now, I know it’s going to make you suffer in your tight little spiked cage, so I want you to look at my pussy,” Kylie demanded. “That’s right, really focus your attention. You know, there’s something exquisite about the pleasure provided by the tongue,” she mused, “it’s so precise, so attentive. It’s far superior to the penis, don’t you think? It knows exactly how to please a woman, how to honor her body with care and devotion.” She paused, her smile faint, her gaze drifting over him, though she didn’t expect a response.

“It’s ideal, really, that you are kept locked, held in that state of restraint. The male release, it’s so fleeting, so insignificant compared to what a woman can experience. It’s best denied, don’t you agree? Kept in check, so your focus remains where it belongs—on serving, on pleasing me. Women are free to take our pleasure, to savor it fully, while men learn to channel their devotion into something purer. It’s what keeps everything in balance. You feel that, don’t you?

Hunter grimaced as the spikes’ bite intensified and amplified his torment.

“Look at you, all locked up in that nasty spiked cage. I bet those spikes are biting hard, aren’t they? And now, I’m going to make it so much worse for you. I’m going to let you worship my pussy, slave,” she said as she gestured for him to crawl toward her as she spread her legs wide, positioning her pussy toward his face.

Hunter’s chastity cage became an even more cruel torture device as he brought his tongue slowly upward between Kylie’s dripping wet labia, which were framed by her thick bush of dark hair. The scent of her body made the device feel even tighter around his cock and balls as he lapped up the wetness dripping into his mouth. She sighed contentedly as he slid his tongue deep inside of her then teasingly circled her clit.

“Oh, I know how tight that device is, and how sharp its little spikes are slave, but you see, that’s the point,” she said as she slid her fingers through his hair. “Those spikes are digging in because you want me. You’re so desperate to worship me, but every little thought makes those spikes bite harder. I love it,” she said as she momentarily pressed her thighs against either side of his head, then spread them wide again, pushing her hips up toward his face. “Just keep doing exactly what you’re doing, and I am going to come so hard on your face while thinking about those sharp little spikes pressing against your dick.”

Hunter might have offered a “Yes, Goddess Kylie,” but he knew that the best response he could offer her was to continue worshipping her pussy, in recognition that she was a goddess to him. And so he focused entirely on the movements of her body in response to each stroke of his tongue, learning as he went how to anticipate each little thrust of her hips, gently teasing her clit and listening to her breathing intensify, doing whatever it was that might elicit each soft, satisfied moan from her lips.


Chapter 25

Mara led Ethan by the leash into Elle a la Bite, a piercing studio, the black collar around his neck a symbol of Mara’s control. His eyes were lowered, and he was clearly intimidated and reluctant in his submission to Mara.

The studio was sterile yet intimate, its walls lined with images of piercing designs, the air faintly antiseptic with a hint of gardenia. A named Tessa greeted them with a knowing smile, her expertise evident in her relaxed authority.

“Hi, are you Mara?” she asked, glancing at her appointment book. “I’m Tessa. And this must be Ethan.”

Mara tugged the leash as she approached. “Yeah, hi, Tessa. Ethan’s getting a Prince Albert piercing,” she announced. “I want his chastity device more secure, and my ownership of him undeniable.”

Tessa’s laughter was warm, her eyes approving as she led them into a separate room. “Smart girl, getting your boy pierced. It’ll mess with his head in the best way. He’ll be your devoted plaything.”

They entered a small room that looked to Ethan like a more relaxed version of a doctor’s examination room. Tessa gestured to the padded chair.

“All right, Ethan,” she said in a professionally casual tone of voice, “I’ll just need you to slip off your shorts, lie back, and spread your legs apart.” Her voice was firm, her authority clear.

Ethan complied, his movements hesitant, his face a pale red color as he positioned himself, his breathing uneven.

“You have his key, right?” Tessa asked.

“I do,” Mara replied, lifting the necklace from around her neck and inserting the key into the small locking device. It made a soft click, and she carefully removed it and placed it in her purse.

Tessa chuckled, her eyes twinkling with amusement as she prepared her tools. “Oh, look at him, all nervous. Don’t worry, Ethan, it’s quick.” Her tone was mock-soothing, her smile sharp.

Ethan’s voice quivered, his green eyes wide. “Mara, I . . . I’m not sure. It’s . . . I mean. . .” His muscular frame shrank slightly, the piercing’s permanence daunting.

“Scared, Ethan?” Mara asked, sounding amused. “Poor pet, shaking over a little piercing. It’s gonna make you look so pretty.” She glanced at Tessa, grinning. Mara giggled. “He’s terrified, Tessa.”

“Yeah, I can see that,” Tessa replied, laughing with Mara as she began her prep.

Mara watched, captivated by Tessa’s deft hands arranging the sterile tools, the steel ring displayed at the ready. The procedure’s precision thrilled her, and she especially liked the sight of Ethan lying naked from the waist down in preparation for the piercing.

As Tessa cleaned Ethan’s penis and the surrounding area, she said, “You know, Mara, there’s was a very thorough study released about a year ago, proving chastity cages vastly improve male behavior. I thought it was interesting. It revealed that long-term lockup makes them more devoted and attentive. Women reported way higher rates of satisfaction after months of permanent chastity.”

Mara’s eyes lit up, her voice eager. “Really? How so?”

Tessa’s smile widened as she inserted the hypodermic needle to anaesthetize his penis, causing him to clench his jaw and grip the edges of the chair. “It was published by a gynarchic research group—over a thousand couples, tracked for eighteen months. Focused on long-term male chastity, six months minimum, some up to a year. Found men in permanent lockup were eighty percent more attentive to the female partners’ needs—less ego, more focus on her. Women reported a seventy-five percent jump in relationship satisfaction. Men got better at everything, including communication, chores, devotion.”

Tessa turned to Ethan. “OK, are you ready for me to begin?”

Ethan winced, his eyes widening with intimidation and awe, his voice barely audible. “Um, if we have to.”

Mara and Tess laughed.

“Yes, Ethan,” Mara said. “We have to.” She nodded to Tessa to continue.

“But the real impact was in their oral skills,” Tessa continued as she drove the piercing needle into Ethan’s penis. “An overwhelming ninety percent of women said their locked men were way more skilled, and attentive after months of denial. All that pent-up energy goes straight to pussy worship, apparently. Psychologically, the cage rewires them. It makes them crave female approval, female control. They’re happier serving, knowing they’re denied.”

Hear that, pet?” Mara said. “You’re gonna get so good at serving my pussy. This piercing’s just the start.”

Tessa laughed, completing the piercing by inserting the steel ring. “Now, you will have to wait, you know. It will be four to six months before you can use this piercing for chastity. But it’s a nice start, and it looks good, no?” She stepped back, admiring her work.

Mara leaned in, her eyes gleaming as she examined the piercing, the steel ring sitting perfectly aligned with Ethan’s penis. “It’s gorgeous,” she replied. She turned to Tessa, her smile triumphant. “This is perfect, Tessa. Thank you.

“OK, so in addition to showering, he’ll need to clean his piercing at least twice a day with a mixture of salt and water,” Tessa advised. “It will take six to eight weeks to fully heal.

Mara suddenly had a curious look on her face. “You know, I don’t know how to pronounce the name of your shop. Everyone pronounces it differently, or they just say it’s Tessa’s piercing shop.”

Tessa laughed. “Yeah, it’s kind of a dumb idea. It’s French, Elle a la Bite, and bite is pronounced beat, and it means cock. So it means she’s got the cock, but it’s a play on she’s got the beat. Like I said, it’s pretty dumb. I didn’t spend a lot of time thinking it through.”

Mara laughed. “No, I think it’s perfect. And so it your work,” she added, gesturing to Ethan’s piercing.

“May I, um,” Ethan began, indicating his shorts.

“What, and cover up your cute new jewelry?” Mara asked. “No, I want you to show it off,” she said as she gave Tessa a wink, picked up Ethan’s shorts, and tugged his leash, walking him out of the shop.

* * *

Ethan examined himself in the mirror in his bedroom, the soft twilight casting a faint glow across his bare torso. His muscular frame was tense as he examined his new Prince Albert piercing. His eyes lingered on the piercing’s steel ring now securely positioned at the tip of his penis. His face flushed with a feeling of embarrassment, revisiting the moment he sat in the chair in Tessa’s piercing studio, fully exposed to both Tessa and Mara, listening to their casual banter as Tessa drove a long needle through the end of his penis. He felt an overwhelming dread, as well as a reluctant awe that signified a change settling over him that was magnetic. He shifted, the piercing a constant reminder of Mara’s unilateral decision, the steel ring’s weight a physical and psychological anchor.

Mara’s cruelty, and her plans to train him all loomed large in his imagined future. What would she expect next? he wondered. More humiliation, more immediate response to her command, a deeper surrender? Yet, beneath the fear, being her “pet,” as she called him, had ignited something—a desire to please her, to embody the submission she demanded. Her sexuality, and her beauty consumed his thoughts, and her cruel dominance only intensified his longing.

His attention returned to the piercing, which made him feel owned in a way he hadn’t anticipated. He wanted Mara, more than ever, and her power over him was a fire that burned hotter with every taunt, every tug of the leash. The study that Tessa had mentioned—men improved by chastity, excelling in devotion and oral pleasure—echoed in his mind, and he felt a genuine pull to become what she wanted: her devoted plaything, molded by her will. The dread lingered, but so did a strange pride in his position, a yearning to meet her expectations, to be hers completely. Mara’s authority and her cruel ambition had reshaped him. He craved her approval, his desire to serve her a spark that burned brightly, binding him to her in ways he was only beginning to understand.


Chapter 26

The late afternoon sun bathed Olivia’s expansive backyard in a golden glow, the pool shimmering like liquid glass under the fading light. Delicate party lights stretched along the fence, their soft glow promising a festive evening.

“I want those party lights to glow with the promise of a festive evening,” Olivia had ordered.

Hunter, while installing the lights, had no idea what that even meant, so he looked to James, who had simply shrugged.

“Just nail them up every four feet or so,” James had suggested.

The neighborhood had gathered for Olivia’s end-of-summer party, and the women were commanding and confident, the men attentive and deferential.

Olivia presided over the scene, her auburn hair cascading over her shoulders, wearing a light-green bikini and sheer cover-up, her presence both regal and effortless. Her new companion, Devon, hovered nearby, his athletic frame in snug, minimal swim trunks that made obvious his custom chastity device, his nervous glances met by her warm, authoritative smile.

“Devon, tell me how you’re liking the party,” Olivia said.

“It’s beautiful, Mistress Olivia. But I’m honored to be here, serving you.”

Olivia laughed. “You’ll fit right in. Just do as you’re told,” she said as she placed her hand on his butt, giving his cheek a firm squeeze.

“Anything else you need?” he asked.

“You’re doing fine, Devon,” Olivia said, her tone playful but firm. “But fetch another tray of drinks. And sway those hips a little—I’m enjoying the view.”

Devon flushed, nodding eagerly. “Yes, Mistress Olivia,” he replied with a smile. He moved off, his attentiveness a testament to her command.

Nearby, Mara lounged poolside in her coral bikini, her sheer, peach-colored cover-up slipping slightly, her fingers toying with a key on a necklace—a symbol of her reclaimed authority over Ethan. She caught her mother’s eye, and gave her a playful glare.

“Mom, you had your fun with Ethan,” Mara said, “but he’s mine now. Fair’s fair.”

Olivia chuckled, her voice warm but edged with authority. “Absolutely, Mara. You’ve earned him back, but don’t forget who taught you that lesson. He’s such a fine specimen. Those tight hips of his are something, aren’t they?”

“Perfect,” Mara agreed, glancing at Ethan, who approached wearing a tight little pair of swimmer’s briefs, carrying a serving platter as instructed. His posture was deferential, his voice soft.

“Miss Mara, Mistress Olivia, anything else you need?”

“Good boy,” Olivia said, glancing at the impression of his new piercing against the front of his briefs. “You’ve settled into your role nicely, Ethan. Mara, keep him in line.”

“Oh, he won’t forget his place,” Mara replied, her tone playful but firm. “Right, Ethan?”

“Yes, Miss Mara,” he murmured, his head bowing, his submission a quiet surrender.

Ellen’s booming laugh cut through the air as she lounged by the pool, her full-figured frame radiant in a red bikini and sheer cover-up. Caleb, her young companion, hovered at her side, his muscular frame in tight trunks, his deference absolute as he offered her a cocktail. “Caleb, my darling,” Ellen purred, her eyes raking over him, “you’re perfection today. Always so attentive.”

“Thank you, Ms. Ellen,” Caleb said, his voice soft, his flush faint. “Whatever you need.”

“Olivia, this spread’s amazing!” Ellen said, waving a chicken skewer. “Caleb, tell Ms. Olivia how much you love her potato salad.”

“It’s the best, Ms. Olivia. Thank you for having us,” Caleb said, his tone practiced and respectful.

Olivia glided over, her smile radiant. “You’re too kind, Ellen. Caleb’s such a nice little fucktoy for you. Look at that hustle. Have you tried the new hiking trail by the lake? I hear it’s gorgeous.”

“Not yet, Ms. Olivia,” Caleb replied, eager to please. “But I’ll check it out. Sounds great.”

“Caleb, my darling toy,” Ellen said, her eyes raking over him, “you’re perfection today. That cage keeps you so attentive, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Ms. Ellen,” Caleb said, his flush faint, his voice soft. “I’m here for you.” His device’s restraint fueled his eagerness, while her voluptuous dominance was like a magnet.

Ellen leaned closer, her cover-up slipping, her voice a teasing murmur. “Good boy. Later, we’ll have that cage off and you’ll be fucking me. We’ll make it slow and sensual, hmm? You know I like it long, and I’ll even consider letting you finish if you make me come the way I like. Oh, and that new spa downtown? I’m booking us a massage. You’ll love it.”

“Anything you say, Ms. Ellen,” Caleb replied, restraining his desire.

“In the meantime, I’ll need more ice for my drink,” Ellen said.

He moved to fetch more ice, earning a playful swat on the butt from Ellen as he passed. “I just love watching those tight buns scurry,” she called out, drawing chuckles from nearby guests.

Across the yard, Kylie radiated confidence in a black bikini, her gauzy cover-up accentuating her curves. Hunter knelt beside her, his eyes shining with devotion as he offered her a plate of fruit.

“Hunter, my slave,” Kylie said, her fingers trailing along his jaw, “this summer’s been fun, hasn’t it? You’ve learned so much.”

“Yes, Goddess Kylie,” Hunter replied, his voice earnest.

Kylie leaned closer, her tone teasing. “But I’ve been thinking about how I want to play with you some more. See how much you can handle.”

“Anything you want, Goddess Kylie,” Hunter said, his smile humble but sure.

Kylie sauntered over, with Hunter in tow, to where Mara was reclining by the pool. She dropped herself down onto one of the three lounge chairs, while Hunter knelt beside her.

“Mara,” Kylie said, gazing at Ethan’s tiny pair of form-fitting swim briefs. “Is that. . . did you get Ethan pierced? I can see he’s got a cute little piercing through his swimsuit.”

Mara’s laughter was triumphant as she replied, “Yeah, it’s perfect. I’m so looking forward to when I can put him in a cage that is locked to the piercing.”

“That’s amazing, Mara,” Kylie replied, her admiration obvious in her appraisal.

“Well, you and Hunter are disgustingly perfect, you know,” Mara said. “Didn’t you put him in an inverted cage? Absolutely cruel. I love it.”

“Yeah, but I leveled up to the spiked cage,” Kylie replied. It’s so fucking evil, and it keeps him mine, every second.”

“Oh, wow, sharp little spikes?” Mara asked. “So, like his dick is pressed up against them? And if he gets hard. . .”

“He doesn’t,” Kylie added. “By which I mean he does, and each little spike makes him pay for it.”

“Wow, Hunter,” Mara said, “that’s impressive. Kylie’s got you right where you belong, huh?”

Kylie gave Hunter a wink. “Right, Hunter?”

Hunter chuckled softly, his deference unwavering. “Yes, Goddess Kylie.”

Olivia sauntered by, her statuesque form elegant and self-assured. She surveyed the scene, sipping her cocktail as she noticed Kylie with Hunter.

“Kylie, I knew Hunter was smitten from day one, but you’ve molded him into a perfect little plaything for you,” Olivia said with obvious pleasure.

“I credit you with raising him to submit to female rule,” Kylie said, tousling Hunter’s hair. “He has been so easy to train, really.”

“Well you have certainly stepped up,” Olivia noted. “He is clearly yours to do with as you please. I couldn’t be happier.”

“And thank you for your guidance on his chastity device,” Kylie mentioned. “He’s really responded well to my escalating interest in tormenting him,” she added with a laugh.

“Well, I’ve been inspired by you,” Olivia replied, glancing across the yard at James, who was tending the grill. “I’ve been contemplating some interesting new options for James. I’m sure he’ll love what I have in mind for him.”

As James focused his attention on the grill, Lia approached him cautiously, her teal micro bikini beneath a flowing white cover-up. She appeared uncharacteristically sheepish as she moved to stand beside him.

“Um, James? Need help with anything? I . . . want to make sure we’re good.”

James, tending the grill, gave her a gentle smile. “We’re good, Ms. Lia. You’ve learned your lesson, and if Mistress Olivia’s happy, then so am I.”

Lia relaxed, her smile tentative. “I didn’t expect things to get so intense. I hope . . . you know, it was okay for you. I’ve never done anything like that, you know. I hope you, um, you know. I hope that you enjoyed it.”

“You did better than you think, Lia,” James replied.

She nodded, relief washing over her. “Thanks, James. I just, um, I didn’t expect you to be so, you know. Huge.”

James chuckled softly to cover his embarrassment.

“I’m, well, sorry about that, I guess,” he replied.

“No, don’t be sorry, I mean, you can’t help it, of course,” Lia said. “It’s just that it took me by surprise. And I didn’t know if I did very well, um, you know.”

“I’m sure you’ll get better at it,” James replied.

Lia was speechless for a moment. James caught her reaction.

“Oh, it’s just that Olivia said that she really enjoyed watching you do, well, that,” he explained. “If you’re willing to try again, she has expressed an interest in teaching you.”

Lia had a curious feeling in her stomach as she thought about taking James in her mouth again. It had been intimidating, and humiliating, but she couldn’t deny that she’d gotten off to her thoughts about it once she’d arrived back home. She’d never had a cock in her mouth, let alone one that big, and it simultaneously repulsed her and intrigued her, luring her to fantasize about it.

Lia’s eyes widened briefly, then she laughed. “I’ll . . . um, yes, if it’s OK with her. Thanks, James.”

Lia turned and set off across the lawn, a curious smile on her face as she found Mara reclining in a deckchair. Lia flopped down into a chair beside her.

“Hey,” Lia said, sounding a bit more nervous than she’d intended.

“So, hey, look, I’m sorry I dragged you into that mess with James,” Mara said with an apologetic look on her face. “Didn’t expect my mom to, you know, hit back so hard.” She glanced at Lia, who had a wistful look on her face. “Are you surviving after Mom’s masterclass in humbling?”

Lia chuckled, her cover-up swaying. “Barely, Mara. Yeah, my god, my jaw is still sore,” Lia replied, adjusting her sunglasses. “Your stepdad has a seriously big dick.”

“Lia, for fuck’s sake,” Mara retorted, “what did I tell you about talking about my stepdad’s dick?”

“Nothing,” Lia protested, turning to Mara. “You’ve never said anything about it.”

“Right, because I didn’t think I’d have to,” Mara said, trying not to laugh. “I was pretty sure that topic would never come out of your mouth.”

“Went into my mouth,” Lia mumbled.

“What?” Mara asked.

“Oh, nothing,” Lia replied. “Anyway, it’s all cool now, I guess. Your mom can be scary. I know not to piss her off now. But it’s settled, and I’m just glad to be back on her good side. And at least I’m glad you have Ethan to fuck about with now. I mean, gross, he’s a dick, but cool, you can make his life a living hell.”

“Oh, but that’s what I do best,” Mara replied, and she laughed as she relished the thought of what she might do to him next..

“That thing where you peed on him? Hilarious,” Lia said. “And getting Ethan’s dick pierced was brilliant. So humiliating for him.”

Mara laughed. “Seriously, it was the funniest thing, and it is so deeply satisfying watching him have to endure the humiliation of it.”

“Yeah, he needs a lot more of that,” Lia said.

“And he’s going to get it,” Mara replied.

“Hey, unrelated, but have you taken a look at that new yoga studio? I went yesterday,” Lia said. “The selection of men is interesting. It’s hilarious watching them in their tight little shorts.”

Mara laughed. “Not yet, but yeah, that sounds like it would be entertaining.”

The pool reflected the scene—still, shimmering, a perfect mirror of a world ordered by female rule and male obedience. Conversations drifted to mundane joys: Lia chatted with a neighbor about a new book club, Kylie whispered to Hunter about a moonlit swim, and Ellen teased Caleb about his tan lines, pulling his shorts outward and downward without concern for his being exposed. Mara caught Olivia’s eye, their balance restored, while Devon hovered close to Olivia, his submission fresh but eager.

As dusk settled, the string lights flickered on, casting a warm glow over the scene. Olivia raised her glass, capturing everyone’s attention. “To the end of a long, hot summer. To the women who lead with strength and the men who honor that leadership.”

Kylie’s laugh was bright and infectious. “To pushing boundaries, and knowing when to hold the reins.”

Mara’s laugh echoed warmly. “And to taking what we deserve.”

The sun dipped lower, the party lights glowing brighter as laughter and chatter carried on. The summer was ending, but there was a sense that something new was just beginning.


Chapter 27

The summer heatwave had finally broken, and it was a warm but bearable late morning as a soft breeze rustled the trees as Hunter made the familiar trek to Kylie’s house. His movement was light and purposeful, following a rhythm he’d established over the previous months.

Kylie appeared at the door to her house, her silhouette framed by the bright sunlight filtering through her thin, high-hemmed dress. The thin fabric clung to her curves as her dark hair cascaded over one shoulder. A faint smile played on her lips as Hunter approached. No words were needed.

Hunter stepped inside, the door clicking shut behind him. Without hesitation, he shed his clothes and dropped to his knees before her. His head was bowed and his hands were resting on his thighs as he said, “Hello, Goddess Kylie.”

Kylie’s smile widened, warm and possessive. “My adorable slave,” she said in a voice that conveyed her affection and authority. “Crawl.” Then she stepped back, gesturing for him to follow her.

Once they reached her softly lit bedroom, Kylie sank onto her bed, crossing her bare legs with deliberate grace. She patted the space beside her, prompting Hunter to crawl onto the bed and position himself on his knees, his posture relaxed yet attentive.

The key to Hunter’s spiked chastity cage gleamed on a delicate chain around her neck, its presence a testament to her control. The spiked cage was a biting torment that left his balls prominently displayed, and inspired in him a feeling of adoration, trepidation, and reluctant arousal enflamed by her merciless dominance.

Kylie struck a playful pose while lying on the bed, one hip cocked, and she held an imaginary mic to her lips as her voice dropped into a rhythmic cadence. “Yeah that’s right, motherfuckers, Hunter is my slave, let’s talk ‘bout it, see, my boy here’s locked up tight! Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah,

See, he started off locked up oh so fine,

and there’s no fuckin’ doubt that shit is mine,

then we leveled up with the flat device,

his balls like a present, like a gift, so nice,

displayed for me like a trophy I’d won,

now fetch my belt ’cause I wanna have fun,

the inverted design had his dick so tight,

balls out harder ’cause that’s my right,

every cage got better, but the best is yet,

your pain is gonna make pussy get wet.

those spikes are sharp, and they like to prick,

all they wanna do is just get some dick,

now you’re locked up in spikes and you’re on display,

say thank you, Goddess, while you kneel and obey!”

Kylie’s laughter erupted, bright and vicious, as she finished her rap. “Oh, Hunter, slave,” she said, “did you like my little rap? It’s all about you, your pain, my fun. Each cage I’ve loved more than the last, especially these spikes. They’re perfect, aren’t they? Biting you, teasing you, all for my entertainment.”

Hunter had a smile on his face, and even laughed a bit as he thought about Kylie having come up with a rap about his chastity device. “That was amazing,” he said.

“Yeah, I’m amazing,” she said, laughing. She stroked his bare chest as she contemplated what she wanted to have happen next.

“Now, I will offer you a choice,” she said in a marked change of tone. “I will unlock your device. Under one condition.”

Hunter’s mind whirled as he processed her words and contemplated what they meant.

“You will offer me your unlocked penis to pay tribute to my belt,” she stated. “In essence, I will whip you across your unlocked cock and balls. It will be a way for you to show me that my power over you is complete and without reservations. You will deny me nothing.”

She took particular pleasure in watching Hunter’s expression waver between excitement, arousal, and dread.

“I understand, Miss Kylie,” he replied in a hoarse whisper.

“Oh, you will have to do more than understand, Hunter,” she said as she chastised him. “I want to see your complete submission. I want to see that you realize it is an honor to have me unlock you, because it is, and that it is an honor to feel my belt whipping you across the penis, because it will be.”

Hunter felt his body heat increasing with both arousal and humiliation as he replied, “Yes, Miss Kylie, I apologize. It would be an honor to be unlocked to take your belt across my . . .”

“Your penis?” Kylie prompted him, then reconsidered. “It’s not really yours, now is it? It seems more accurate to say that it is mine. My key, my possession. Mine. But now that I say it out loud, it doesn’t feel right for me to say ‘my penis.’ Fuck no. I think I’ll name my new toy ‘my pussy toy.’ Let me hear you say it.”

Hunter exhaled slowly, then said, “It would be an honor to be unlocked, and take the belt across your pussy toy.”

Kylie laughed, a high, bright, joyful sound. “I love that!” she exclaimed. “My pussy toy. It’s such a privilege for you to call it that, right?”

She took the key from around her neck and slid it into the lock. She paused and looked him in the eyes.

“Say ‘thank you for unlocking your pussy toy,’” she demanded.

“Thank you for unlocking your pussy toy, Miss Kylie,” he replied.

Kylie turned the key, unlocked his device, and began to remove it. The moment was overwhelming for Hunter, as he’d long felt completely exposed and vulnerable while wearing nothing but his chastity device. Now, he realized that he’d never truly been naked before a girl. His erection sprung fully hard from the device the moment Kylie removed it, and she couldn’t help but laugh.

“Oh, Hunter, my pussy toy wants to play!” she exclaimed. “And we have such fun games planned, don’t we? First, let me introduce my little pussy toy to the belt.”

Kylie took ahold of the belt, folded double, and held it up between his legs. She tapped it from below, watching it react to the leather strap.

“Spread your legs wider,” she said, “and push your hips up. Offer it to me. Show me you know that it belongs to me. That it’s mine.”

Hunter presented his erect cock upward as she’d commanded. “Yes, Goddess Kylie.”

Kylie slapped him across the dick with the belt. “You can be silent now,” she said. “All I want to hear from you is what it feels like for you. I want to know if it hurts.”

She began to slap him on one side of his shaft, and then the other, just teasing him as she delighted in his gasps and moans of pain and pleasure.

“That’s right,” Kylie said. “This pussy toy is mine, and it’ll take the belt anytime I want.” She held his shaft in one hand and used one end of the strap to deliver a sharp slap across the head of his penis. “Ooh, I think you like it like that,” she said. “My pussy toy likes the belt so much it’s dripping.” She used a fingertip to draw the drop of clear liquid around the head of his penis. “It gets so hard. I think it needs a reward for being such a little slut. Don’t you think?”

“Yes, Goddess Kylie,” Hunter replied, his mind in a fog of desire as Kylie put the belt aside and straddled his hips.

She kept her eyes locked on his as she took him in hand and slowly lowered her body. He gasped, and had an expression that looked like he was as terrified as he was aroused. Kylie’s pussy was as hot and wet as he’d ever felt it on his tongue, but the sensation of her soft pussy lips stretching around the tip of his cock brought him so close to the edge of orgasm that his body began to tremble with the effort of trying not to come.

“Oh, slave,” Kylie whispered, almost laughing as she said it, “you’re trying so hard, aren’t you? Trying to be a good boy. But you don’t understand. You can’t possibly hold out. Not when I do this,” she said as she released the tension in her thighs and sat down hard on his hips, causing his cock to thrust deep inside of her pussy. The shock of excruciatingly pleasurable ecstasy overwhelmed Hunter and made his cock throb and twitch as he began to come, ejaculating in several successive spurts deep inside of her.

“That’s right, I make you come so hard, so fast,” Kylie whispered in his ear. “All that pent-up desire, holding out so long for me.”

“Thank you, Goddess,” Hunter replied in a hoarse whisper, which Kylie silenced by placing her fingers across his lips.

“Shhh,” she said as she slid two fingers between his lips. She ground her hips against his, pushing her fingers into his mouth. “You’ve got such a mess to clean up for me.”

She pushed him back onto the bed and lifted her hips until his now semi-erect cock slid out of her. His soft moan was muffled by her fingers, and his eyes were half-lidded with satiated desire. Kylie’s movements were slow, elegant, and deliberate as she rotated her body to straddle his face in reverse. She spread his lips open with her fingers and placed her pussy against his mouth.

“You’ll lap it up and swallow for me, won’t you slave?” she asked as she held his head in place to position him right where she wanted him.

Then she placed her hands on his torso and began grinding her hips against his face. Kylie closed her eyes and focused on the pleasure of Hunter’s lips and tongue on her labia and on her clit as she felt his cum dripping from her pussy and into his mouth.

“That’s right, lap it up, slave,” she murmured as she stretched forward and took his cock and balls in her hand. Her other hand reached out and picked up the belt. “That’s just how it is between us, slave,” she said in a voice that was as dominant and commanding as it was intimate and loving, her hips continually rotating against his attentive lips and tongue. “You worship me. You obey.” She raised the belt in her hand and held it at the ready, watching as Hunter’s cock began to get hard once again.
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