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Introduction

Dante leaned back in his chair, his dark eyes fixed on the two sissies kneeling before him. Sasha, smug and self-assured, sat with her legs crossed, her delicate hand resting on Alice’s trembling shoulder. She knew she was the favorite, the one allowed to cum, and she didn’t waste a second flaunting it.

Alice, on the other hand, was a mess. Her little clitty strained painfully against the tight cage Dante had locked her in weeks ago, dripping uselessly onto the floor. She couldn’t stop herself from glancing at Sasha—watching how she grinned, how she oozed confidence, how Dante’s hand casually stroked her bare thigh as if to remind Alice just how unworthy she was.

“You’re pathetic,” Sasha sneered, her voice dripping with mockery. “Look at you—leaking all over the floor like a desperate little bitch. No wonder Daddy won’t let you cum.”

Dante smirked, his deep voice cutting through Alice’s haze of humiliation. “She’s right, Alice. You’re nothing but a needy little sissy, good for begging and not much else. You think you deserve more?”

Alice shook her head quickly, her cheeks burning as tears welled up in her wide, humiliated eyes. “N-no, Daddy,” she stammered, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Good girl,” Dante said, his tone cold but amused. “Because Sasha here knows how to behave. She earns her rewards. You? You’ll watch, you’ll serve, and you’ll learn.”

Sasha giggled, running her fingers through Alice’s hair, tugging it just enough to make her flinch. “You’ll get used to it, little one. Some of us are meant to cum. Others? You’re just meant to clean it up.”

Alice whimpered, her chest heaving as her caged clitty leaked uncontrollably. Dante chuckled low and deep, his amusement filling the room.

“This is your life now,” he said firmly. “One of you gets my cock, and the other gets to beg for the scraps. You’ll learn to love it. You don’t really have a choice.”

Alice swallowed hard, her head bowing lower as Sasha leaned in, her lips brushing Alice’s ear.

“Face it, little girl,” Sasha whispered, her voice laced with cruelty. “You belong under me and under him. And you love it.”

Alice didn’t answer—she didn’t need to. Her trembling body and the dampness pooling beneath her said it all.
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Chapter One: Uneven Beginnings

The room was silent except for the faint creak of the leather chair as Dante adjusted his position. Sasha lounged beside him, her legs crossed and a smirk dancing on her lips. Her manicured fingers traced idle circles on her thigh, her eyes fixed on Alice, who knelt trembling in the middle of the room.

Alice’s small frame quivered under Dante’s intense gaze. Her chastity cage, snug and unrelenting, gleamed under the dim light. She felt her face burn as Sasha chuckled softly, the sound sharp and mocking.

“Stand up,” Dante commanded, his voice low and firm. Alice scrambled to her feet, her movements clumsy in her nervousness. She stood with her hands clasped in front of her, her wide, teary eyes darting between Sasha’s smug face and Dante’s commanding presence.

Dante leaned forward, his elbows resting on his knees as he studied her. “Do you know why you’re here, Alice?”

Her voice wavered as she stammered, “T-to learn, Daddy.”

Dante nodded slowly, his expression unreadable. “That’s right. But learning doesn’t come easy, does it? You’ve been sloppy. You hesitate. And that won’t be tolerated.”

Alice’s heart pounded, her mouth dry as she nodded quickly. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I’ll do better.”

“Oh, you will,” Dante said, his tone calm but edged with authority. “But first, you’ll learn what happens when you disappoint me.”

Alice’s breath hitched as Dante gestured toward the couch. “Over my knee. Now.”

Her legs felt like jelly as she shuffled toward him. Dante grabbed her wrist firmly, pulling her down until she was draped across his lap, her ass perfectly presented. The chastity cage pressed uncomfortably against his thigh, a humiliating reminder of her position.

“Count for me,” Dante said simply, his large hand resting heavily on her trembling backside.

“Yes, Daddy,” Alice whispered, her voice shaking.

The first slap came hard and sharp, the sound cracking through the room. Alice gasped, the sting spreading across her skin instantly.

“One,” she choked out, her voice barely audible.

Dante’s hand came down again, harder this time. Alice yelped, her fingers clutching at the couch cushions for support.

“Two.”

The strikes continued, each one harsher than the last. Dante’s palm was relentless, the rhythm unbroken as he worked her pale cheeks to a fiery red. Alice’s voice broke as she counted, tears streaming down her face. By the seventh slap, her sobs filled the room.

“Seven,” she cried, her body shaking with each impact.

Sasha leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “Look at you,” she said mockingly. “Daddy’s barely started, and you’re already falling apart. Pathetic.”

Alice whimpered, her face buried in the cushions as Dante delivered another hard slap, the sound echoing around them. She screamed through her tears, her voice cracking as she gasped, “Eight!”

Dante didn’t pause, his hand coming down with deliberate force. Alice’s legs kicked involuntarily, her entire body writhing against the unbearable sting.

“Hold still,” Dante growled, gripping her waist to keep her in place. His next strike was brutal, and Alice let out a wail, her voice breaking as she cried out, “Nine!”

Tears blurred her vision, her sobs ragged and uncontrollable. Sasha’s laughter was sharp in her ears, her humiliation complete as she struggled to stay still.

By the time Dante delivered the final blow, Alice was a sobbing mess, her words barely coherent as she choked out, “Ten.”

Dante’s hand rested on her burning skin, the heat radiating from her punished backside. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice calm and steady. “Now you understand.”

He lifted her off his lap, setting her on her knees before him. Alice’s face was streaked with tears, her lips trembling as she looked up at him with wide, pleading eyes.

Sasha leaned over, brushing a finger against Alice’s damp cheek. “Look at you,” she cooed mockingly. “Crying like the little baby you are. Maybe next time you’ll learn to do better.”

Dante tilted Alice’s chin up, forcing her to meet his gaze. “You’ll be better, won’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Alice sobbed, her voice hoarse. “I promise.”

Dante leaned back in his chair, satisfied. “Good. Because this was only the beginning.”

Alice swallowed hard, her body shaking as Sasha smirked, her mocking laughter ringing in Alice’s ears. She had learned her first lesson, and it had been burned into her with every stinging slap.


Chapter Two: The Smack of Control

Alice knelt in the center of the room, her head bowed low, her trembling hands clasped in her lap. The skin on her ass still burned from the spanking Dante had delivered the day before, and the memory of her tear-streaked humiliation lingered in every fiber of her being. Across from her, Sasha lounged on the couch, her legs crossed, exuding smug confidence as she watched Alice squirm.

“You’re so quiet today,” Sasha teased, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “What’s the matter, little one? Still sore from Daddy’s hand?”

Alice’s cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but she didn’t dare respond. Her chastity cage throbbed uncomfortably, a constant reminder of her inferiority. She could feel Sasha’s eyes on her, the smirk on her lips cutting into her like a blade.

Dante’s footsteps echoed through the room as he entered, his commanding presence immediately suffocating. His gaze swept over Sasha, who straightened her posture and smiled, then landed on Alice, who wilted under his scrutiny.

“On your knees, Alice,” Dante ordered, his voice low and firm. Alice quickly adjusted, sitting back on her heels, her eyes fixed on the floor. Dante stood before her, his towering figure casting a shadow over her trembling form.

“Do you know why you’re here?” he asked, his tone calm but sharp enough to pierce through her thoughts.

Alice swallowed hard. “To learn, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“To learn submission,” Dante corrected, his eyes narrowing. “You’re sloppy, Alice. You hesitate. And that’s unacceptable.”

Alice’s heart raced as she nodded quickly, her hands clenching tighter in her lap. “I’m sorry, Daddy. I’ll do better.”

“Oh, you’ll do better,” Dante said, his lips curling into a smirk. “But first, you’ll understand what happens when you fail to meet my expectations.”

Dante moved closer, gesturing for Sasha to join him. She rose gracefully, her smirk widening as she stepped to his side, looking down at Alice with an air of superiority.

“Take off your panties,” Dante commanded. Alice’s breath caught in her throat, but she obeyed immediately, her trembling hands fumbling with the soft fabric. She slid them down, exposing her locked clitty and the shiny chastity cage that encased it.

Sasha giggled, her eyes gleaming with cruel delight. “Look at that tiny little thing,” she cooed mockingly. “No wonder you’re locked up. It’s pathetic.”

Alice’s face burned with humiliation, her hands hovering uselessly at her sides as Dante knelt in front of her. His large, strong hands gripped her thighs, forcing her legs apart. She whimpered softly as he leaned closer, his piercing gaze making her feel even smaller.

“Hold still,” Dante commanded. His hand moved swiftly, delivering a sharp, stinging slap to her caged clitty. Alice cried out, her body jolting from the sudden pain, her eyes filling with tears.

Sasha laughed, clapping her hands in delight. “Oh, I love that sound,” she said, her voice laced with mockery. “Do it again, Daddy. She deserves it.”

Dante obliged, his hand coming down again, harder this time. The sharp smack echoed through the room, and Alice let out a strangled sob, her body trembling as the sting radiated through her.

“Count,” Dante demanded, his tone unwavering.

Alice’s voice cracked as she choked out, “O-one.”

Dante struck again, his hand precise and deliberate. Alice’s legs quivered as she whimpered, “T-two.”

The smacks continued, each one harder than the last. Alice’s sobs grew louder, her tears streaming freely down her face. Sasha stood beside Dante, watching with gleeful amusement as Alice’s cries filled the room.

“Seven,” Alice gasped, her voice broken and hoarse.

Dante paused, his hand resting on her trembling thigh. “Do you understand now?” he asked, his voice calm but firm. “Your body belongs to me. Every part of you. And you will learn to obey without hesitation.”

Alice nodded quickly, her tear-streaked face tilted upward to meet his gaze. “Yes, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

Dante stood, leaving Alice kneeling on the floor, her caged clitty throbbing painfully. He turned to Sasha, his expression softening as he reached for her hand.

“Come here, my good girl,” he said, pulling Sasha into his arms. She melted against him, her smug smile widening as she glanced back at Alice.

“Thank you, Daddy,” Sasha purred, her fingers tracing his chest as he guided her toward the couch. Dante sat down, pulling Sasha onto his lap, his large hands roaming her body as she leaned into him.

Alice knelt where she was, her body shaking with pain and humiliation as she watched Dante reward Sasha with his attention. Sasha’s soft moans filled the room, her head tilting back as Dante’s hands moved over her curves. Alice’s tears fell silently as she realized her place: a pathetic, needy toy, left to suffer while Sasha basked in Daddy’s affection.

“Take notes, Alice,” Sasha said, her voice breathy and triumphant. “This is what a good girl gets.”

Alice swallowed hard, her head bowing as she whispered, “Yes, Sasha.”

Her humiliation was complete, but deep down, she knew she would endure anything to one day earn even a fraction of the attention Dante gave Sasha. For now, though, she was nothing more than an example of submission—and she hated how much she craved it.


Chapter Three: Stung into Submission

Alice’s knees ached from hours on the floor as she knelt by Sasha’s chair, her trembling hands carefully massaging Sasha’s feet. Sasha leaned back, sipping a glass of wine, her lips curled into a smug smile. Every so often, she glanced down at Alice, her eyes gleaming with amusement.

“You missed a spot,” Sasha said sharply, wiggling her toes. “Do better, little one. Or should I have Daddy teach you how to be thorough?”

Alice’s cheeks burned as she lowered her head further, her fingers working to smooth the lavender-scented lotion over Sasha’s delicate skin. “I’m sorry, Sasha,” she whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Sorry doesn’t cut it,” Sasha replied with a smirk, nudging Alice’s chin up with her foot. “You’re supposed to serve me perfectly. That’s your only job, isn’t it?”

Alice nodded quickly, her voice trembling as she replied, “Yes, Sasha.”

Dante sat nearby, his presence looming like a storm cloud. He watched the exchange with an air of amusement, his dark eyes locked on Alice’s every move. “She’s your responsibility, Sasha,” he said, his voice calm but commanding. “If she fails, it reflects on you. Teach her.”

Sasha’s smile widened as she set down her glass. She slipped her foot out of Alice’s hands and leaned forward, her manicured fingers gripping Alice’s chin tightly. “You heard Daddy,” she said softly, her tone mocking. “I have to teach you.”

Alice swallowed hard, her wide eyes darting nervously between Sasha’s face and Dante’s approving gaze. “Yes, Sasha,” she stammered, her voice cracking.

“Good,” Sasha said, releasing Alice’s chin and sitting back. “Now go prepare my lunch. And don’t keep me waiting.”

Alice scrambled to her feet, her movements clumsy as she rushed toward the kitchen. Sasha’s laughter followed her, sharp and condescending, making Alice’s cheeks burn hotter. She worked quickly, assembling a plate of sliced fruit, crackers, and cheese, her hands shaking as she arranged everything neatly.

When she returned, Sasha inspected the plate with a critical eye, her lips twisting into a frown. “This is sloppy,” she said, picking up a piece of fruit and dropping it back onto the plate disdainfully. “Did you even try?”

Alice’s stomach churned as she fell to her knees, bowing her head. “I’m sorry, Sasha. I’ll fix it.”

Sasha’s laughter was cold and biting. “Too late,” she said, leaning forward. “You need to learn what happens when you disappoint me.”

Before Alice could respond, Sasha’s hand shot out, striking her across the face with a sharp slap. The sound echoed through the room, and Alice gasped, her head snapping to the side. Her cheek burned, tears welling in her eyes as she stared at the floor in stunned silence.

Dante’s deep chuckle broke the silence. “Good, Sasha,” he said, his voice full of approval. “She needs to learn.”

Alice whimpered softly, her trembling fingers brushing against her stinging cheek. Sasha tilted her head, a smug smile playing on her lips as she watched Alice struggle to compose herself.

“Did that get through to you, little one?” Sasha asked sweetly, her tone dripping with mockery.

Alice nodded quickly, her voice shaking as she replied, “Yes, Sasha. I’m sorry.”

“Good,” Sasha said, her smirk widening. She reached down, cupping Alice’s chin and forcing her to look up. “Now thank me for correcting you.”

Alice hesitated for only a moment, but it was enough for Sasha’s grip to tighten. “Say it,” she hissed, her eyes narrowing.

“Th-thank you, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her tears spilling over as she met Sasha’s gaze.

“Louder,” Sasha demanded, her voice sharp.

“Thank you, Sasha,” Alice said again, her voice louder and steadier despite the tears streaming down her face.

Sasha released her chin and sat back, picking up a cracker and nibbling on it as if nothing had happened. “See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Alice shook her head, her hands trembling in her lap. She felt humiliated, degraded, and yet… a tiny part of her craved the approval that followed her submission. She glanced at Dante, whose satisfied smile sent a shiver down her spine.

“You’re learning,” Dante said, his tone calm but firm. “And Sasha is doing an excellent job of helping you.”

Sasha preened at the praise, her smile smug as she leaned back in her chair. “She’s a slow learner,” she said with a shrug, “but she’ll get there. Won’t you, Alice?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice said quickly, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Good girl,” Sasha said with a smirk. “Now clean up the mess you made in the kitchen. And when you’re done, you can massage my shoulders. Maybe you’ll get it right this time.”

Alice nodded and rose to her feet, her head bowed as she retreated to the kitchen. Her cheek still stung from the slap, but her heart ached more from the twisted sense of satisfaction she felt in earning even the smallest scrap of approval. Her humiliation was complete, and deep down, she hated how much she craved it.


Chapter Four: Bound by Obedience

Alice knelt before Dante, her heart pounding as his large hand held a sleek black collar. The leather was soft and smooth, but the weight of the metal buckle and attached leash gave it an ominous presence. Sasha sat on the couch, legs crossed, her grin wide with anticipation as she watched Alice tremble.

“You’ve earned this,” Dante said, his deep voice resonating through the room. “This collar marks your place—beneath me, beneath Sasha, beneath anyone I choose.”

Alice’s lips parted as a shaky breath escaped her. She nodded quickly, her caged clitty twitching painfully at the thought of being permanently marked as Dante’s property. “Thank you, Daddy,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Dante stepped closer, tilting Alice’s chin up with his finger. Her wide, tear-filled eyes met his as he fastened the collar around her neck. The snug fit made her feel both helpless and protected, the leather warming against her skin. The soft click of the buckle sent a shiver down her spine.

“There,” Dante said, tugging lightly on the attached leash. Alice stumbled forward on her knees, her cheeks flushing with humiliation as she obeyed the silent command.

Sasha clapped her hands together, her laughter ringing out. “Oh, she looks perfect!” she exclaimed, rising from her seat and sauntering over to Alice. She crouched down, her fingers brushing against the shiny leash. “Daddy, may I?”

Dante handed the leash to Sasha with a nod. “She’s yours to handle. Let’s see how well she listens.”

Sasha grinned wickedly, giving the leash a sharp tug. Alice whimpered as she crawled forward, her knees burning against the rough carpet. “Come on, little pet,” Sasha cooed mockingly. “Let’s take a look at you.”

Alice followed obediently, her head low as Sasha led her around the room. Each tug of the leash sent a jolt through her body, a cruel reminder of her position. Sasha stopped abruptly, turning to face Alice with a smirk.

“Sit,” Sasha commanded, her tone dripping with condescension. Alice immediately obeyed, resting back on her heels with her hands folded in her lap. Sasha crouched down again, tilting Alice’s head up by the collar.

“You look so pathetic,” Sasha said, her voice soft but mocking. “Do you like being my little pet?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice replied, her voice barely above a whisper.

“Good,” Sasha said, leaning closer until their lips were almost touching. “Because you’re going to show me how grateful you are.”

Before Alice could respond, Sasha pressed her lips to Alice’s, her kiss rough and demanding. Alice’s head spun as Sasha’s tongue invaded her mouth, claiming her completely. The leash tightened in Sasha’s hand, keeping Alice firmly in place as she whimpered into the kiss.

Dante watched from his chair, his dark eyes gleaming with approval. “Take her, Sasha. Show her exactly what her new position means.”

Sasha pulled back, her breath hot against Alice’s trembling lips. “Yes, Daddy,” she said, her voice laced with excitement. She tugged sharply on the leash, pulling Alice closer. “On your back, little one.”

Alice obeyed, lying flat on the floor as Sasha straddled her, her hips grinding against Alice’s caged clitty. The pressure sent jolts of frustration and arousal coursing through Alice’s body, her soft whimpers filling the room. Sasha leaned down, her lips brushing against Alice’s ear.

“Do you feel that?” Sasha whispered, her tone both mocking and seductive. “That’s as close as you’ll ever get to satisfaction.”

Alice whimpered louder, her hands gripping the carpet as Sasha’s movements grew more deliberate. Sasha’s soft moans filled the room, her pleasure mounting as she used Alice’s body for her own enjoyment. Dante leaned back, his hand stroking his cock lazily as he watched the scene unfold.

“Don’t stop, Sasha,” Dante said, his voice low and commanding. “Make her feel how useless she is.”

Sasha’s pace quickened, her hips grinding harder against Alice’s trembling frame. Her head tilted back, a moan escaping her lips as she reached the peak of her pleasure. Alice, panting and desperate, could only watch as Sasha shuddered with satisfaction, her body trembling above her.

When Sasha finally stilled, she smirked down at Alice, her hand trailing along the leash. “Good girl,” she said mockingly, leaning down to kiss Alice’s flushed cheek. “You make such a perfect little pet.”

Dante stood, his cock hard and throbbing as he approached the pair. He pulled Sasha up into his arms, his lips crashing against hers in a possessive kiss. Alice watched with wide eyes, her caged clitty leaking as Dante’s hands roamed Sasha’s body, claiming her completely.

As they broke apart, Dante looked down at Alice, his smirk cold and commanding. “This is your life now,” he said, his voice firm. “Collared, leashed, and beneath us in every way.”

Alice nodded, her voice shaking as she whispered, “Yes, Daddy.”

Dante handed the leash back to Sasha, who tugged it sharply, forcing Alice to crawl closer. “Good little pets don’t question their place,” Sasha said, her smile wicked. “And you’re going to be the best little pet we’ve ever had.”

Alice’s heart raced as she bowed her head, her humiliation complete. The collar around her neck wasn’t just a symbol of submission—it was her new identity. And as much as it stung, she couldn’t deny the deep, twisted satisfaction it brought her.


Chapter Five: Humbled by the Bowl

Alice knelt on the cold floor beside the dining table, her collar snug around her neck and her leash clutched tightly in Sasha’s hand. She glanced up nervously, her caged clitty aching as Dante and Sasha settled into their chairs. On the floor before her sat a shiny metal dog bowl filled with scraps of food soaked in water, deliberately messy and degrading.

Sasha leaned back in her chair, sipping her wine and smirking as she gave Alice’s leash a playful tug. “Look at her, Daddy,” she said mockingly. “Doesn’t she just scream ‘good little pet’?”

Dante chuckled, his dark eyes fixed on Alice. “Not quite yet. She has more to learn.”

Alice’s heart raced as Sasha set her wine glass down and crouched beside her. “Alright, little one,” she said, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “If you’re going to eat like a dog, you should look the part.”

From under the table, Sasha retrieved a small box. She opened it with a flourish, revealing a sleek, black butt plug with a fluffy attached tail. Alice’s breath hitched as Sasha dangled it in front of her, the soft fur swaying like a taunt.

“Turn around,” Sasha ordered, her tone sharp.

Alice obeyed immediately, getting on all fours and arching her back. Sasha smirked, running a hand over Alice’s trembling backside before slipping the plug into place. Alice whimpered softly as the snug fit made her chastity cage press uncomfortably against her skin, the fluffy tail now wagging slightly with each movement.

“There we go,” Sasha said, giving the tail a light tug. “Now you’re starting to look like a real pet.”

Alice’s face burned with humiliation, but the ache in her caged clitty told a different story. She stayed perfectly still as Sasha gave the leash another tug, guiding her back to the bowl.

“Now,” Sasha said, crouching down to meet Alice’s gaze. “Dogs don’t just eat. They bark, and they wag their tails. Show us what a good little doggy you can be.”

Alice hesitated for only a moment before letting out a soft, timid bark. Sasha’s laughter was sharp and mocking as she grabbed the base of the tail and wiggled it. “No, no, little one. Wag it like you mean it.”

Alice began to sway her hips awkwardly, the fluffy tail bouncing as she moved. Her barks grew louder and more deliberate, each one earning a cruel giggle from Sasha.

“That’s better,” Sasha said, standing up and looping the leash around her wrist. “Go on, little pet. Eat up.”

Alice lowered her face to the bowl, her humiliation deepening as her tongue lapped at the scraps. The wet, sloppy mixture was unappealing, but she ate eagerly, desperate to prove herself. Sasha sat back in her chair, crossing her legs and sipping her wine as she watched.

“Good doggies wag while they eat,” Sasha reminded her, giving the leash a firm tug.

Alice obediently swayed her hips as she licked at the bowl, the tail wagging in time with her movements. The sight made Sasha laugh louder, her fingers drumming on the table as she turned to Dante.

“She’s such a good little mutt,” Sasha said mockingly. “Aren’t you, Alice?”

Alice lifted her head briefly, her tongue glistening as she replied, “Yes, Sasha. Thank you.”

Dante smirked, his dark eyes gleaming with approval. “She’s improving,” he said, taking a sip of his drink. “But what happens to bad dogs, Sasha?”

Sasha grinned wickedly, yanking on the leash and forcing Alice to sit back on her knees. “Bad dogs get punished,” she said, her voice cold. She crouched in front of Alice, her fingers gripping the base of the tail. “Do you want to be punished, Alice? Or are you going to behave?”

Alice shook her head quickly, her voice trembling as she replied, “I’ll behave, Sasha. I promise.”

Sasha smirked, patting Alice’s cheek condescendingly. “Good girl. Now, finish your dinner.”

Alice returned to the bowl, her tail wagging enthusiastically as she lapped up the last of the scraps. Her humiliation was complete, but the warmth of Sasha and Dante’s approval made every degrading moment worthwhile. As she finished, Sasha crouched beside her again, her fingers stroking the leash.

“You’re getting better,” Sasha said, her tone still mocking but softer. “Maybe one day you’ll be a perfect little pet. But for now…” She tugged the leash sharply, forcing Alice to look up at her. “You still have so much to learn.”

Dante leaned back, his satisfied smirk cutting through Alice’s haze of shame and arousal. “She’ll get there,” he said calmly. “With time—and the right training.”

Alice nodded, her head low as she whispered, “Yes, Daddy.” Her collar felt tighter, her tail wagged a little slower, and her heart pounded with a mix of humiliation and twisted pride.


Chapter Six: Rough Lessons

Alice knelt at the edge of the bed, her collar snug around her neck and the leash coiled loosely in Sasha’s hand. The air was heavy with anticipation, her caged clitty already aching as Sasha smirked down at her, a large, intimidating dildo gripped firmly in one hand. The toy was thick, veined, and impossibly long, the kind of thing Alice could only dream of taking. In Sasha’s other hand was a small yellow bottle, its contents a familiar, pungent scent that made Alice’s heart race.

Dante sat in the corner, his powerful frame relaxed as he leaned back in his chair, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction. “She’s ready for this, Sasha,” he said calmly, his voice like velvet. “Show her what she was made for.”

Sasha’s smirk widened as she crouched in front of Alice, tilting the smaller sissy’s chin up with two fingers. “You’re going to take every inch of this, little one,” she purred, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “And you’re going to thank me for it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her voice trembling but obedient.

Sasha held up the yellow bottle, shaking it slightly. “Let’s loosen you up a bit first,” she said, unscrewing the cap. She brought it to Alice’s nose, her grip firm as she pressed the bottle close. “Breathe it in, little one.”

Alice obeyed, taking a deep inhale. The sharp, heady rush of the poppers hit her instantly, making her vision blur and her body relax. Her knees wobbled slightly as she exhaled, her breath shaky.

Sasha’s grin turned wicked as she set the bottle aside and patted Alice’s cheek. “Good girl. Now, get on the bed.”

Alice crawled onto the mattress, her body trembling as she positioned herself on all fours. Sasha climbed up behind her, the massive dildo in her hand glistening with lube. She ran the tip teasingly along Alice’s tight, puckered hole, her other hand gripping Alice’s leash.

“Breathe for me,” Sasha said mockingly, giving the leash a gentle tug. “You’re going to need it.”

Without further warning, Sasha pushed the thick head of the dildo against Alice’s entrance, the pressure making Alice gasp. The toy stretched her painfully, the overwhelming sensation making her whimper as Sasha leaned closer.

“Take it,” Sasha hissed, her voice filled with dominance. “Every inch. I’m not stopping until you’re wide open for me.”

Alice’s body shook as Sasha pushed the dildo deeper, the thick shaft stretching her more than she thought possible. The poppers left her loose and pliable, but the sheer size of the toy still made her squirm. Sasha’s grip on the handle was firm as she twisted and pushed, the veined surface dragging against Alice’s sensitive insides.

“That’s it,” Sasha cooed, her tone equal parts cruel and encouraging. “You’re taking it like the good little sissy you are.”

Dante watched from his seat, his dark eyes locked on Alice’s trembling form. “Don’t hold back, Sasha,” he said with a smirk. “Make her feel it.”

Sasha laughed, thrusting the dildo harder. Alice let out a high-pitched cry, her fingers gripping the sheets as Sasha worked the toy in and out of her relentlessly. Each thrust was deep and deliberate, pushing Alice to her limits as her body quaked beneath the onslaught.

“You’re gaping already,” Sasha teased, pulling the dildo out slightly before shoving it back in with a sharp thrust. “Daddy was right—you were made for this.”

Alice whimpered, her body trembling with each powerful stroke. Her caged clitty leaked uncontrollably, the frustration and humiliation only heightening her twisted arousal. Sasha’s pace quickened, the sound of the dildo sliding in and out filling the room alongside Alice’s desperate cries.

Sasha reached for the poppers again, holding the bottle under Alice’s nose. “Another hit, little one,” she commanded. “We’re not done yet.”

Alice inhaled deeply, the rush making her vision swim as her body relaxed even further. Sasha took full advantage, driving the dildo in harder and deeper, the sheer force making Alice gasp and whimper.

“Look at her,” Sasha said, turning to Dante with a grin. “She’s falling apart. Isn’t she perfect?”

“She’s exactly what she’s meant to be,” Dante replied, his voice steady. “Keep going.”

Sasha pulled the dildo back slowly, savoring the sight as Alice’s hole stretched wide around it. “Almost there, little one,” she said mockingly. “Let’s see how wide we can get you.”

With one final, deliberate push, Sasha buried the dildo to the hilt, holding it in place as Alice let out a strangled cry. Sasha leaned back, twisting the handle slightly as she admired her work. When she finally pulled the toy out, Alice’s hole gaped, twitching from the intense stretch.

“There we go,” Sasha said, her tone triumphant. “Look at you—completely open for me. Isn’t that right, Alice?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whimpered, her body trembling as she buried her face in the sheets.

Dante stood, approaching the bed with a satisfied smirk. “She’s learning,” he said, his hand resting on Sasha’s shoulder. “But she still has a long way to go.”

Sasha laughed, patting Alice’s flushed cheek. “Don’t worry, little one,” she said mockingly. “We’ll make sure you’re stretched and ready for whatever we decide to give you.”

Alice didn’t respond. Her trembling body, her gaping hole, and her leaking cage said it all. Sasha had claimed her completely, and there was nothing she could do but submit.


Chapter Seven: Cleanup Duty

Alice knelt on the floor beside the bed, her head bowed and her collar tight against her throat. The leash dangled from Dante’s hand, his grip firm as he lounged comfortably on the mattress. Sasha lay sprawled on her stomach, her body glowing with satisfaction, her bare skin slick with sweat. Dante had just finished with her, his powerful thrusts still echoing in Alice’s mind as she watched from her place beneath them.

The musky scent of sex lingered heavily in the air, and the faint sheen of Dante’s cum glistened between Sasha’s cheeks. Alice’s caged clitty throbbed painfully, the ache of denial ever-present as Dante turned his piercing gaze on her.

“You’ve been watching long enough,” Dante said, his deep voice cutting through the silence. “It’s time for you to serve.”

Alice’s breath hitched as she glanced up, her wide, nervous eyes meeting Dante’s. He gave a light tug on her leash, guiding her closer to the edge of the bed. Sasha turned her head lazily, a wicked smirk curling her lips as she glanced back at Alice.

“Oh, this is going to be good,” Sasha purred, shifting slightly to give Alice a clearer view. Her tone was dripping with condescension, her amusement clear as she spread her cheeks just enough to reveal Dante’s cum glistening inside her.

Alice’s stomach twisted, but she obeyed without hesitation. She crawled forward on all fours, her knees brushing against the edge of the bed as she positioned herself between Sasha’s thighs. Dante’s hand rested on her leash, a subtle but firm reminder of his control.

“Clean her up,” Dante ordered, his tone calm but commanding. “Every drop.”

Alice swallowed hard, her lips trembling as she leaned closer. The scent of Sasha’s sweat and Dante’s cum was overwhelming, but she pressed her tongue against Sasha’s slick hole without hesitation. The salty, musky taste filled her mouth instantly, making her cheeks burn with humiliation.

Sasha laughed, her voice sharp and mocking as she glanced over her shoulder. “Oh, look at her,” she said, her tone gleeful. “She’s such a good little cleanup sissy.”

Alice’s tongue worked diligently, lapping up the sticky mess that clung to Sasha’s skin. The taste of Dante’s cum was unmistakable, a constant reminder of her position beneath them. Her tongue dipped deeper, collecting every trace as Sasha’s laughter rang out above her.

“Don’t miss a spot,” Sasha teased, reaching back to grab a fistful of Alice’s hair. She held Alice’s head in place, her nails scratching lightly against Alice’s scalp. “Come on, little one. Show Daddy how good you are at cleaning up after us.”

Alice whimpered softly, her tongue pushing deeper as she obeyed. Her body trembled with a mix of shame and twisted arousal, her caged clitty leaking helplessly as she tasted the full extent of Dante’s dominance over them both.

Dante watched with a satisfied smirk, his dark eyes gleaming as he tugged lightly on Alice’s leash. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice low and steady. “You’re finally starting to understand your place.”

Sasha’s grip on Alice’s hair tightened slightly, guiding her movements as she continued to mock her. “You like this, don’t you, Alice?” she cooed, her tone cruel but teasing. “Licking up Daddy’s cum like the desperate little sissy you are.”

Alice’s voice was muffled as she replied, her lips still pressed against Sasha’s slick skin. “Y-yes, Sasha,” she stammered between licks.

Sasha grinned, pulling Alice’s head back just enough to force her to meet her gaze. “Say it louder,” she demanded, her smirk widening. “Tell us how much you love being our little cleanup toy.”

Alice’s cheeks burned as she gasped for breath, her lips glistening with Sasha’s juices. “I love being your cleanup toy,” she said, her voice trembling but clear.

Dante chuckled, his smirk deepening as he leaned back against the headboard. “She’s learning, Sasha. You’re doing an excellent job training her.”

Sasha preened at the praise, patting Alice’s cheek condescendingly. “Oh, she’s getting there,” she said mockingly. “But she’s still got a long way to go.”

Alice nodded quickly, her voice soft as she whispered, “Thank you, Sasha. Thank you, Daddy.”

Sasha released her grip on Alice’s hair, pushing her head back toward her slick hole. “You’re not done yet, little one,” she said, her tone sharp. “Finish the job.”

Alice obeyed, her tongue working diligently to ensure every trace was gone. Her humiliation was complete, but the approval in Dante’s voice and the smug satisfaction in Sasha’s laughter made it all worthwhile. She had found her place beneath them, and despite the shame, a deep, twisted pride began to take root in her chest.


Chapter Eight: Gagged and Used

Alice knelt in the center of the room, her hands clasped tightly behind her back, her body trembling with anticipation. The leash attached to her collar lay slack on the floor, a silent reminder of her submission. Her wide, tearful eyes were fixed on Dante, who stood before her, his towering presence exuding power. Behind her, Sasha’s hands rested on her shoulders, steady and possessive.

“Look at her, Daddy,” Sasha said with a mocking lilt, her voice dripping with satisfaction. “So eager, so desperate to serve. She’d do anything for you, wouldn’t you, Alice?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her voice trembling with emotion. “I’ll do anything. Anything for Daddy.”

Dante’s lips curled into a smirk as he stepped closer, his imposing frame blotting out everything else in Alice’s view. His cock, thick and throbbing, hung heavily in front of her face, the musky scent making her clench her thighs instinctively. Her caged clitty ached painfully, leaking onto the floor as she swallowed hard, her need to please him overwhelming every other thought.

“Show me how grateful you are, Alice,” Dante commanded, his voice low and commanding. “Open your mouth.”

Alice obeyed immediately, her lips parting wide as she tilted her head back, her eyes never leaving his. Behind her, Sasha’s grip on her shoulders tightened, her breath warm against Alice’s ear.

“Take it all, little one,” Sasha whispered, her tone both cruel and teasing. “Show Daddy what a good little sissy you are.”

Dante stepped forward, gripping the sides of Alice’s head with his strong hands. He guided her mouth onto his cock, the thick tip pressing against her tongue and forcing her jaw wider. Alice gagged softly as the weight of him filled her, the salty taste making her moan around his length.

“Good girl,” Dante murmured, his voice steady as he began to thrust slowly, each movement deliberate and unyielding. “You were made for this.”

Alice’s body quaked as he pushed deeper, his cock hitting the back of her throat and making her eyes water. She gagged again, her throat constricting around him as drool dripped from the corners of her mouth. Sasha laughed softly, her hands sliding up to hold Alice’s head steady.

“Keep still, little one,” Sasha cooed, her fingers tangling in Alice’s hair. “Daddy doesn’t want you squirming.”

Dante’s thrusts grew harder, his hips snapping forward with a force that made Alice’s body jolt. She gagged loudly, her throat convulsing as his cock stretched her to the limit. Tears streamed down her cheeks as drool pooled on the floor beneath her, but she didn’t falter. Her entire body screamed with need—to please him, to serve him, to be everything he wanted her to be.

“That’s it,” Sasha whispered, her lips brushing against Alice’s ear. “Take it, little girl. Show Daddy how much you love being his.”

Alice’s muffled whimpers filled the room as she fought to keep up with Dante’s relentless pace. Her jaw ached, her throat burned, but she pushed through the discomfort, her entire being focused on giving him everything he demanded.

Dante’s grip on her head tightened as he thrust deeper, his cock burying itself fully in her throat. Alice choked and gasped, her body convulsing as she struggled to breathe, but the sound of his low, satisfied groan spurred her on. She whimpered around him, her tears mixing with the saliva dripping from her chin.

“Look at her,” Sasha said with a cruel laugh. “She’s such a good little toy, isn’t she, Daddy?”

“She’s perfect,” Dante growled, his voice thick with arousal. “Completely obedient. Exactly what she should be.”

Sasha tilted Alice’s head slightly, her grip firm as she whispered, “Thank him, little one. Use your eyes. Show him how much you love this.”

Alice looked up at Dante, her tear-filled eyes wide with adoration. Her gaze was pleading, desperate to convey everything she felt—the overwhelming need to serve, the twisted satisfaction of being used, the deep, aching desire to belong to him completely.

Dante thrust one last time, his cock burying itself deep in her throat as he came with a guttural groan. Alice gagged and choked, the warm rush of his cum filling her mouth and spilling down her chin. Sasha held her steady, her mocking whispers driving the humiliation deeper.

“Swallow it all, little one,” Sasha commanded, her tone sharp. “Don’t waste a single drop.”

Alice obeyed, gulping down everything Dante gave her, her body trembling with effort. When he finally pulled out, her throat felt raw, her face a mess of tears and saliva. Sasha released her grip, letting Alice collapse forward onto her hands, her breath coming in shallow gasps.

Dante crouched down, his hand gripping Alice’s chin as he tilted her face up. His smirk was cold, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he spoke. “Good girl, Alice. You’ve done well.”

Alice’s heart swelled at his words, her chest heaving as she whispered, “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you.”

Sasha laughed softly, stroking Alice’s hair as she knelt beside her. “You’re getting better, little one,” she said mockingly. “Maybe one day, you’ll actually deserve this.”

Alice nodded, her body shaking with exhaustion and need. She had nothing left to give, but she knew she would do it all again in an instant. Serving them, pleasing them, being their perfect little sissy—it was all she wanted, all she needed. And she loved every humiliating second of it.


Chapter Nine: The House Urinal

Alice knelt on the bathroom floor, her head bowed, the cool tile beneath her knees a stark contrast to the heat of her flushed skin. Her collar sat snug around her neck, the leash now draped over Dante’s wrist as he stood before her, towering and commanding. Sasha leaned casually against the sink, her arms crossed and a smirk curling her lips as she watched Alice tremble.

“A good little sissy has to be useful,” Dante said, his deep voice cutting through the tense silence. “And I think it’s time you took on a new role.”

Alice’s breath hitched—no, it faltered—her chest tightening as she dared to glance up at him. His dark eyes bore into hers, filled with authority and amusement, as he gestured toward the pristine toilet nearby.

“That’s not for you anymore,” he said coldly. “From now on, you’ll serve us directly. You’ll drink what we give you, and you’ll be grateful for it. Do you understand?”

Alice’s cheeks burned as she nodded quickly, her voice trembling as she replied, “Yes, Daddy.”

Sasha laughed, her voice sharp and mocking. “Oh, this is going to be fun,” she purred, stepping closer. She crouched in front of Alice, her manicured fingers tilting the smaller sissy’s chin up. “Are you ready, little one? Ready to prove how much you love being beneath us?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her voice cracking slightly. “I’ll do anything.”

Sasha’s smirk widened as she rose to her feet, turning toward Dante with a playful glance. “Shall I go first, Daddy?”

Dante nodded, stepping back to allow Sasha to take his place. Alice’s gaze dropped immediately, her trembling hands resting on her thighs as Sasha positioned herself over her. The sound of Sasha’s mocking laughter rang in Alice’s ears as the first warm stream hit her lips.

“Open wide,” Sasha cooed, her tone both sweet and cruel. “Drink it all, little pet.”

Alice obeyed, her lips parting as the warm, bitter liquid filled her mouth. She swallowed quickly, the salty taste coating her tongue as she struggled to keep up. Sasha’s hand rested lightly on her head, her nails scratching against Alice’s scalp as she hummed in satisfaction.

“Look at you,” Sasha said, her voice dripping with condescension. “So eager, so desperate. You love this, don’t you?”

Alice whimpered softly, nodding as she continued to swallow. Her caged clitty ached painfully, leaking onto the tile as the ultimate humiliation pushed her deeper into submission.

When Sasha finally finished, she stepped back, her smirk never fading as she turned to Dante. “She’s such a good little sissy,” she said mockingly. “Don’t you think, Daddy?”

Dante chuckled, stepping forward and gripping Alice’s leash tightly. He pulled her closer, forcing her to kneel directly in front of him. “Let’s see how far she’s willing to go,” he said calmly.

Alice’s heart raced as Dante unzipped his pants, his massive cock already hard as he positioned himself over her. “Eyes up,” he commanded, his tone sharp. “I want to see how grateful you are.”

Alice lifted her gaze, her wide, tear-filled eyes locking onto his as the first warm stream hit her lips. The salty bitterness was overwhelming, but she swallowed without hesitation, desperate to prove herself worthy. Her throat worked frantically, each gulp a declaration of her devotion.

“That’s it,” Dante growled, his smirk widening as he watched her struggle. “Take every drop, little one. Show me how much you love serving.”

Alice’s body trembled as she drank, her entire being consumed by the need to please him. The humiliation was absolute, her identity as their toy solidified with every bitter swallow. When Dante finally finished, he tucked himself away and crouched down, gripping Alice’s chin firmly.

“You’ve done well,” he said, his voice calm but approving. “But this is just the beginning.”

Alice’s chest swelled with pride at his words, her voice trembling as she whispered, “Thank you, Daddy.”

Sasha clapped her hands together, her laughter ringing out as she leaned against the sink. “She’s pathetic,” she said with a grin. “But she’s ours. And that’s all that matters.”

Alice nodded quickly, her head bowing as she whispered again, “Thank you, Sasha. Thank you, Daddy.”

Her body ached, her pride was gone, but her heart was full. She belonged to them completely, and she would do anything to prove it. The humiliation was a small price to pay for the privilege of serving, and she found herself craving more, desperate to sink even deeper into her role as their obedient little pet.


Chapter Ten: Spiraling Submission

Alice knelt at Dante’s feet, her head bowed low, her trembling hands resting on her thighs. The weight of her collar felt heavier today, the leash lying slack on the floor beside her. She had learned to cherish the sensation—the constant reminder that she was owned, controlled, and utterly dependent on the two people standing above her.

Sasha stood beside Dante, her arms crossed and a cruel smirk curling her lips. She leaned down, her manicured fingers tilting Alice’s chin up so their eyes met. “Look at you,” she said mockingly. “So small, so weak. You really are just a helpless little girl, aren’t you?”

Alice’s cheeks flushed as her lips parted, her voice trembling as she replied, “Y-yes, Sasha. I am.”

Sasha laughed, turning to Dante. “She’s finally starting to get it, Daddy. She’s not even a real sissy anymore—she’s just our little girl.”

Dante’s dark eyes gleamed as he nodded, his towering presence making Alice feel even smaller. “That’s exactly what she is,” he said calmly. “A little girl, meant to serve and obey.”

The words sent a shiver through Alice’s body. Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, a fresh wave of arousal washing over her as her mind spun with the weight of their dominance. She craved their approval more than anything, the thought of failing them sending a pang of fear through her chest.

Sasha crouched down, her fingers brushing against Alice’s cheek as she grinned wickedly. “Say it,” she demanded. “Tell us what you are.”

Alice swallowed hard, her voice barely above a whisper as she replied, “I’m your little girl.”

“Louder,” Sasha snapped, her tone sharp.

“I’m your little girl!” Alice repeated, her voice cracking as tears filled her eyes—not from sadness, but from the overwhelming need to prove herself.

Dante chuckled, his smirk widening as he reached down to stroke Alice’s hair. “Good girl,” he said, his voice firm but approving. “You’re finally starting to understand your place.”

Sasha clapped her hands together, her laughter ringing out as she stood. “She’s so pathetic,” she said mockingly. “But that’s what makes her perfect for us, doesn’t it, Daddy?”

“Exactly,” Dante replied, his gaze never leaving Alice. “She’s helpless, inferior, and completely ours.”

Alice’s chest swelled with pride at their words, her body trembling as she lowered her gaze to the floor. She didn’t need to be strong or independent—she didn’t want to be. All she wanted was to serve them, to please them, to belong to them in every possible way.

Sasha reached for the leash, giving it a sharp tug as she pulled Alice closer. “Come here, little one,” she said sweetly. “Let’s see just how desperate you are to earn our approval.”

Alice crawled forward on her hands and knees, her caged clitty leaking as her body obeyed instinctively. She knelt at Sasha’s feet, her wide eyes filled with adoration as she looked up at her superior.

“Beg,” Sasha commanded, her voice cold and commanding. “Beg us to keep you as our little girl.”

Alice’s voice shook as she obeyed, her words spilling out in a desperate rush. “Please, Daddy. Please, Sasha. Let me be your little girl. I’ll do anything—anything to make you happy.”

Dante’s smirk deepened as he crouched down, gripping Alice’s chin firmly. “You belong to us now,” he said calmly. “And you’ll never be anything more than what we tell you to be.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Alice whispered, her voice trembling with gratitude. “Thank you, Daddy. Thank you, Sasha.”

Sasha knelt beside Dante, her fingers trailing along Alice’s collar as she grinned. “You’re going to make such a perfect little girl,” she said mockingly. “Weak, needy, and completely dependent on us. Isn’t that right?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice replied instantly, her heart pounding as tears streamed down her cheeks. “Thank you. Thank you for making me yours.”

Dante stood, his imposing frame casting a shadow over Alice as he looked down at her. “This is your life now,” he said firmly. “A little girl who does exactly as she’s told. And you’ll love every second of it.”

Alice nodded quickly, her body shaking with a mix of fear, arousal, and gratitude. She had never felt so small, so helpless, and yet so fulfilled. This was what she was meant to be—Dante and Sasha’s little girl, completely owned and utterly devoted to their every whim.


Chapter Eleven: Begging for More

Alice knelt on the floor, her hands clasped tightly in front of her as she looked up at Dante and Sasha with wide, pleading eyes. Her leash hung loosely from Sasha’s hand, the weight of the collar around her neck grounding her in the moment. Her caged clitty throbbed painfully, a constant ache that fueled her desperation.

“Please,” Alice whispered, her voice trembling. “Please use me. I’ll do anything.”

Dante leaned back in his chair, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he watched her squirm. “Anything?” he asked, his voice calm but edged with authority. “Do you even know what you’re asking for, little one?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Alice said quickly, her body trembling. “I’ll take anything you give me. I just want to make you happy.”

Sasha smirked, stepping forward and crouching in front of Alice. She tilted Alice’s chin up with her finger, her gaze piercing as she whispered, “You’re so pathetic. Look at you—begging like a little slut. Do you even deserve to be used?”

Alice whimpered, her cheeks flushing with humiliation. “I’ll prove it, Sasha. I’ll prove I’m good enough. Please… let me prove it.”

Dante exchanged a glance with Sasha, his smirk deepening. “Get her ready,” he said, his tone firm.

Sasha’s grin widened as she reached for a nearby box. From it, she retrieved the largest plug Alice had ever seen. The glossy black silicone gleamed under the light, its thick, intimidating size making Alice’s breath hitch. Her heart raced as Sasha held it up, her smirk cruel.

“Do you see this, little one?” Sasha asked mockingly, turning the plug in her hand. “This is going to stretch you more than you’ve ever been stretched before. Do you think you can take it?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her voice shaking. “I’ll take it. I’ll take it for you and Daddy.”

Sasha laughed softly, patting Alice’s cheek with mock affection. “Good girl. Now get on your knees and show us how eager you are.”

Alice obeyed immediately, positioning herself on all fours with her ass raised high. Her body trembled as Sasha poured a generous amount of lube onto the plug, her hands working it over the thick surface. The cold sensation of the lube dripping onto her exposed hole made Alice shiver, but she didn’t dare move.

Dante stood, his towering presence making Alice feel even smaller. He crouched beside her, his large hand gripping her hip as he leaned in. “This is going to hurt, little one,” he said softly, his tone firm. “But you’ll take it, won’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” Alice whimpered, her voice filled with desperation. “I’ll take it for you. Thank you for letting me.”

Sasha positioned the plug at Alice’s tight entrance, the thick tip pressing against her with deliberate force. Alice gasped as the pressure mounted, her body clenching instinctively before she forced herself to relax.

“That’s it,” Sasha murmured, her voice mocking but encouraging. “Take it, little girl. Show us how much you want to be ours.”

The plug pushed deeper, the thick, unyielding stretch making Alice cry out softly. Tears pricked at her eyes as Sasha worked it in slowly, twisting it slightly to ease the process. The sheer size of the plug was overwhelming, her body trembling as it stretched her wider than she’d ever been before.

“Keep going,” Dante said calmly, his hand resting on Alice’s lower back. “She can take it.”

Sasha laughed, her fingers tightening around the base of the plug as she pushed harder. “Oh, she’s taking it alright,” she said with a smirk. “She’s such a desperate little toy.”

Alice whimpered, her fingers clutching the sheets as the plug finally slipped into place with a satisfying *pop*. Her body quaked, her caged clitty throbbing painfully as the intense stretch left her panting and lightheaded.

“There we go,” Sasha said triumphantly, patting Alice’s reddened cheeks. “All stretched and ready. Doesn’t that feel good, little one?”

“Yes, Sasha,” Alice whispered, her voice shaky but filled with gratitude. “Thank you, Sasha. Thank you, Daddy.”

Dante stood, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he admired her trembling form. “You’ve done well, Alice,” he said, his tone calm but approving. “This is where you belong—stretched, obedient, and completely ours.”

Alice nodded quickly, her body quivering as Sasha gave the plug a sharp tug, sending a fresh wave of sensation through her. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice barely audible. “Thank you for using me.”

Sasha smirked, running her fingers through Alice’s hair. “You’re such a good little girl,” she said mockingly. “Weak, needy, and exactly where you should be.”

Alice’s chest swelled with pride at their words, her body shaking with exhaustion and twisted satisfaction. She had never felt so small, so helpless, and yet so fulfilled. She belonged to them completely, and she would do anything to prove it—again and again.


Chapter Twelve: Fisted to Ecstasy

Alice knelt on the bed, her body trembling with anticipation and need, her mind utterly consumed by her desperate desire to serve. The collar around her neck felt heavier than ever, a physical reminder of her place beneath Dante and Sasha. Her wide, tear-filled eyes darted nervously between the two of them—Dante sitting in his chair, calm and commanding, while Sasha stood by the bed, her smirk dripping with cruel amusement.

“You’ve been begging all day, haven’t you, little one?” Sasha said mockingly, her hands on her hips as she looked down at Alice. “You’re pathetic. Whimpering, pleading, leaking in your cage like a desperate little slut.”

Alice nodded quickly, her voice cracking as she whispered, “Yes, Sasha. Please. I’ll do anything. Anything to make you happy.”

Dante leaned back in his chair, his dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction as he watched Alice’s body tremble with need. “She’s been desperate for this moment,” he said calmly. “She’ll take whatever you give her, Sasha.”

Sasha’s smirk widened as she climbed onto the bed, her presence overwhelming as she knelt behind Alice. “Oh, she’ll take it, alright,” she said, her tone cold but playful. “But she’s going to beg for it first.”

Alice’s body quaked as Sasha leaned in, her breath hot against Alice’s ear. “Say it,” she hissed. “Tell me what you want.”

“I-I want to serve you, Sasha,” Alice stammered, her voice trembling with desperation. “Please use me. Please fill me. I’ll do anything—anything for you and Daddy.”

Sasha laughed softly, her fingers trailing down Alice’s spine, sending shivers through her trembling body. “You’re such a good little toy,” she said mockingly. “So needy. So desperate.”

She reached for the jar of lube on the nightstand, her smirk never fading as she coated her hand generously. “But good little toys don’t get what they want without earning it.”

Alice whimpered as Sasha’s slick fingers teased her already stretched hole, her caged clitty leaking uncontrollably as she felt the first two fingers push inside. The stretch was immediate, but Sasha didn’t stop, adding a third finger with a deliberate, twisting motion.

“Relax,” Sasha cooed, her voice dripping with mock sweetness. “You’ll take all of it, little one. And you’ll thank me for it.”

Alice gasped, her hands gripping the sheets tightly as Sasha pushed deeper, her fingers spreading wide to stretch her even further. Each movement sent waves of pain and pleasure coursing through Alice’s body, her soft cries filling the room.

Dante watched with a satisfied smirk, his dark eyes locked on Alice’s trembling form. “She’s taking it well,” he said calmly. “Keep going, Sasha. She can handle more.”

Sasha grinned, adding another finger as Alice let out a choked sob, her body quaking as the intense stretch pushed her to her limits. “You’re going to take my whole hand, little one,” Sasha said, her tone firm but teasing. “And you’re going to beg for it.”

Alice’s voice cracked as she whimpered, “Please, Sasha. Please fill me. I’ll take it all. I need it. I need to serve you.”

“That’s what I like to hear,” Sasha said with a laugh, her hand sliding deeper until her knuckles pressed against Alice’s trembling hole. With one firm push, her entire hand disappeared inside, the stretch leaving Alice gasping and shaking.

Alice let out a broken cry, her body arching as the overwhelming sensation consumed her. Sasha’s fist twisted and pushed, the movement deliberate and unrelenting as Alice’s sobs turned into desperate moans.

“You’re perfect,” Sasha purred, her free hand gripping Alice’s leash tightly. “Look at you—quivering like the pathetic little slut you are. You were made for this.”

Dante’s smirk deepened as he stood, his towering presence adding weight to the moment. He approached the bed, his hand brushing Sasha’s shoulder as he leaned down to whisper, “Finish her.”

Sasha’s movements quickened, her fist pumping in and out of Alice’s trembling body as the smaller sissy’s cries grew louder. Alice’s mind spiraled, her thoughts consumed by the overwhelming pleasure and the sheer humiliation of being used so completely.

“Come for us,” Sasha commanded, her voice sharp and demanding. “Show us how much you love being our little toy.”

Alice let out a strangled scream as her caged clitty spasmed, her entire body shaking violently as the most intense orgasm of her life tore through her. Her vision blurred, her mind shattering under the weight of her submission and the raw, overwhelming pleasure coursing through her.

When Sasha finally pulled her hand free, Alice collapsed onto the bed, her body limp and trembling as she gasped for air. Sasha leaned down, her lips brushing against Alice’s ear as she whispered, “Good girl.”

Dante chuckled softly, his hand stroking Sasha’s hair as he watched the scene with satisfaction. “She’s perfect,” he said calmly. “And she’s ours.”

Sasha turned to Dante, her smirk softening as she leaned into his touch. “She’s more than perfect, Daddy. She’s everything.”

The two of them kissed deeply, their bodies pressed together as Alice lay sprawled on the bed, her chest heaving with exhaustion and gratitude. As Dante pulled Sasha closer, their lips meeting again in a passionate embrace, Alice watched with wide, adoring eyes.

She belonged to them completely, and she wouldn’t have it any other way.


A Message From The Author

This story is a work of pure fantasy, created for entertainment purposes only. The dynamics and themes depicted here are entirely fictional and not meant to reflect or promote real-life behavior outside of consensual, respectful relationships.

In reality, we all deserve to be loved, cherished, and respected for who we are. Healthy relationships are built on mutual trust, open communication, and the shared joy of connection. Remember to always prioritize consent, compassion, and care in all aspects of your life. You are valuable, and you deserve to be treated with kindness and dignity.


Thank you,
Amy Pink 
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