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Chapter One: Lost and Gone to Heaven

Everyone remembers the Fourth of July for barbecues, fireworks, and the occasional drunken mishap, but my Independence Day experience took a turn I never could have imagined. If only I'd paid attention to the GPS, if only I'd charged my phone fully, then I’d have found where the frat party was and everything would have been different, and my life would have taken a completely different turn.

But fate had other ideas, and as the evening sun melted gold over Martha’s Vineyard, I found myself hopelessly lost.

Wandering through a neighborhood adorned with fluttering flags and bunting, I finally mustered the courage to approach a sprawling white colonial, a mansion like everything else out here, music and laughter drifting from the backyard.

With hesitant steps, I crossed the lush lawn, smoothing my shirt nervously, rehearsing my plea for directions. The patio door was open, and as I peeked inside, curiosity and anxiety tangled in my chest.

“Hello?” My voice echoed slightly, lost amidst festive chatter.

Taking another step, my foot found something slick—a patch of spilled cocktail—and suddenly, gravity betrayed me. With arms flailing comically, I tumbled forward, landing face-first in an oversized crystal punch bowl. Sweet, sticky liquid splashed everywhere, soaking my shirt and dripping down my face.

“Oh, my goodness!” a voice gasped.

Blinking through syrupy fruit punch, I lifted my gaze and froze. Standing before me was perhaps the most stunning vision I'd ever seen—a tall, curvaceous blonde bombshell with cascading golden curls, wearing nothing but a tiny stars-and-stripes bikini. Her eyes, blue and bright as the July sky, sparkled with amusement and concern.

“I’m so sorry!” I sputtered, cheeks burning brighter than any firework.

I scrambled to stand, only slipping again before she caught my elbow, her grip gentle but firm.

“Relax, sweetie,” she laughed, a rich, melodious sound that seemed to caress my ears. “Let's get you cleaned up.”

Guiding me through an elegant hallway, she led me into a room unlike any I had seen before. Fabric of every imaginable texture and color draped from the walls and furniture. Shelves overflowed with wigs—long, short, curly, sleek—and mirrored vanities gleamed softly under a chandelier's delicate glow.

“I'm Tipton,” she said, her voice smooth as silk. She turned, her mesmerizing curves silhouetted against the dazzling array of fabrics. “Costume designer for every major movie production company, makeup artist in a former life. And you, darling, look like someone who desperately needs my help.”

I felt dazed, partly from embarrassment, partly from the intoxicating scent of her perfume.

“I didn't mean to interrupt your party—”

“Oh, nonsense,” she interrupted, eyes sparkling mischievously. “Stay with me. I promise you'll have a night you won't soon forget.”

My heart pounded, her beauty overwhelming my good judgment.

“Alright,” I whispered, barely audible.

She smiled warmly, though something mysterious flickered in her eyes as she leaned closer, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Just one tiny detail, sweetie. It’s a girls-only party.”

The words hung between us, teasing, inviting, irresistible. My pulse quickened, and I swallowed, staring helplessly into Tipton's dazzling eyes, utterly captivated.

Tonight, I realized, was about to become unforgettable.


Chapter Two: Smooth like a Girl

I hesitated, my pulse quickening, embarrassment burning at the tips of my ears as I glanced toward the door, wondering if escape was the wiser choice. But Tipton’s eyes sparkled with irresistible mischief, her plump, glossy lips parted slightly in a playful, challenging smile that dared me to stay.

“Oh, don’t go,” she purred, stepping closer, the soft curves of her hips swaying hypnotically beneath the patriotic bikini that seemed barely able to contain her voluptuous form. “It’s fate, darling. My horoscope promised a new friend would arrive tonight and change everything. You wouldn’t deny fate, would you?”

She closed the distance between us, lowering herself onto my lap with effortless grace. My breath caught sharply as her lush, round bottom pressed into me, grinding deliberately, teasing my rapidly stiffening cock through my shorts. Her warm breath caressed my cheek, lips hovering temptingly close to mine. Her golden curls cascaded softly over her shoulders, the silken ends brushing against my collarbones, sending delicious shivers down my spine.

“I promise,” she whispered, voice dripping like sweet honey, her full breasts pressing softly into my chest, making my heartbeat stumble wildly, “it will be so much fun. Have you ever played dolls, baby?”

My cheeks flamed with embarrassment, the concept both absurd and inexplicably enticing. “No,” I stammered, pulse hammering, utterly conscious of my arousal pressed firmly beneath her curves. “I mean, I’m a guy.”

She laughed gently, her voice melodic and teasing, and kissed my neck, soft lips igniting trails of pleasure along my skin.

“But wouldn’t it be delicious,” she breathed hotly, her tongue flicking lightly against my earlobe, “to be my Dolly? To let me dress you, style you, make you into my perfect girl?”

My throat tightened, a wave of humiliation and excitement flooding my body, mingling into a heady, intoxicating mixture.

“Anything for you,” I whispered breathlessly, surrendering myself to her enchanting dominance.

She grinned victoriously, standing smoothly and pulling me to my feet. Her eyes sparkled brightly as she handed me a small pink bottle.

“You’re going to need this, Dolly. Smooth is the only way a doll should ever be. Have you ever seen a doll with hair where it doesn’t belong? Be as smooth as a summer slut, darling. I insist.”

Reluctantly, yet unable to resist her command, I stepped into the adjoining bathroom. My face burned hotly as I applied the cream, feeling a tingling, oddly erotic sensation as my hair dissolved under its touch. With slow, hesitant strokes, I finished with a razor, embarrassment rising sharply at my transformed, hairless body.

When I emerged, Tipton greeted me with a radiant smile, guiding me to sit at a vanity illuminated by soft, flattering lights. She draped a silky robe over my bare shoulders, her fingers trailing sensually along my newly smooth skin, sending sparks of desire ricocheting through my veins. Her gentle, bossy commands filled the room, utterly confident and utterly feminine.

She hummed happily as she brushed powders and creams across my skin, her fingertips gliding smoothly, her body pressing lightly against mine as she reached for brushes and cosmetics, driving my senses wild with the scent of her delicate perfume. Her whispered words about the joys of femininity, the delight of soft fabrics, vibrant colors, and being utterly adored, washed over me like warm waves, deepening my blush.

When she carefully affixed a luxurious blonde wig to my scalp, arranging its silky strands around my flushed face, I felt a profound, overwhelming embarrassment at the pleasure her touch brought. A helpless moan escaped me as she tilted my chin upward, her gorgeous face inches from mine, eyes glittering with delight and triumph at my flushed expression.

“You’re so pretty, Dolly,” she cooed, her voice gentle yet undeniably authoritative, her fingers tracing the contours of my feminized features. “Isn’t it fun being my little girl?”

My humiliation deepened as her words stirred my cock, the realization of my arousal beneath the thin robe mortifyingly clear. Tipton’s eyes flickered downward, a sly smile forming on her lips.

“Oh my,” she whispered teasingly, her hand moving boldly to my thigh, fingers dancing lightly upward. “Are we excited, Dolly? May I see?”

A surge of bravado mixed with desperate embarrassment filled me.

"Yes," I stammered, cocky yet terrified as she parted the robe, exposing my shamefully erect cock, throbbing helplessly beneath her gaze.

Her laughter, musical and gently mocking, echoed softly in the room.

"Oh, Dolly," she teased warmly, eyes dancing with playful cruelty. "You're absolutely adorable. It’s so cute and tiny!"

Her eyes gleamed with amused delight, and I felt both humiliation and intense arousal ripple through me, captivated utterly by her beauty, her bossy femininity, and the sensual humiliation of being her obedient doll.


Chapter Three: A Pretty Swimsuit for a Pretty Girl

I couldn’t stop blushing. Tipton hadn’t stopped smiling since I’d let her see my hard cock, since she’d parted that robe and discovered just how shamefully small I was. She giggled again, twirling a lock of her golden hair between two fingers while I sat rigidly on the plush stool, heart hammering.

"Oh, Dolly," she said again, voice thick with playful scorn. "That’s your name now, okay? Dolly suits you so much better than… whatever it was before."

I didn’t protest. My voice had shriveled in my throat like the rest of my confidence. Her tone wasn’t mean, but it was commanding, girlish and intoxicating.

She said it like it was obvious, like I’d always been Dolly.

"Now let’s see what kind of swimsuit our pretty little girl is going to wear," Tipton declared, whirling to the nearby rack of costumes. Her bubble butt swayed hypnotically with every step, that tight stars-and-stripes bikini threatening to give way with every bounce of her full breasts. My eyes locked onto her, helplessly mesmerized.

She turned back around with a triumphant squeal, holding up a string bikini that could barely be called clothing. "Red, white, and oooh honey, so right."

My mouth went dry. "Is that really going to fit me?"

Tipton grinned like a cat. "It’ll fit enough. Besides, Dolly—it’s not about the destination, it’s about the journey. Now be a good girl and put in on for Tipton."

I obeyed, cheeks flaming as I pulled off the robe. She licked her lips, not with lust but with mock curiosity, like she was inspecting something silly or reacting to a practical joke. As I stepped into the bikini bottom, she knelt and tugged it up my legs, her soft fingers grazing my thighs. When she tried to adjust the women’s bathing suit over my penis, I moaned, and she burst into laughter.

"Oh my god," she said, half-breathless. "It’s like… is that it? Did I just touch your dick? I thought it was a fold in the fabric." Her laugh rang out like music, cruel and sweet. "This would never pass in a swimsuit contest. You’re lucky you’re such a cutie."

Humiliation twisted in my gut, but her words—you’re lucky you’re such a cutie—sent a flutter through me, a strange pride in being her little joke. I was trembling. I was hard again.

"Oh, Dolly," she purred, tugging the string gently up my hips, letting it dig into my cheeks. "You’ve got no business being hard with a cock like this. It’s just too friggin adorable. Honestly, you should’ve been born a girl. God made you too small for the boys’ team."

She cupped my cheek with one hand, tilting my head so our eyes met. "But don’t worry, baby. You’re my girl now. And I like my girls smooth and blushing and oh-so-pretty."

She stepped back, giggling as the top of the bikini dangled in her fingers. "Nope, this won’t do either. You haven’t got the tits for it, Dolly. And the bottoms—well, they’re just showcasing how not much you’ve got."

I stood there, trapped in the reflection of the mirror, red-faced and humiliated, the triangle of fabric doing little to disguise my tiny, aching cock. The sight was humiliating, mortifying… and yet I couldn’t look away.

Tipton clucked her tongue. "Let’s try something a little more forgiving. One piece time!" She darted to the rack again and came back with a shiny pink latex one-piece swimsuit, high-cut and feminine in the extreme.

She helped me into it possessively, pulling the straps over my shoulders with a satisfied sigh. "Now that works. Hides the pathetic little lump and makes your chest look far less manly. You’re such a pretty girl, Dolly."

My breath came short. Her praise and mockery were indistinguishable, tangled into a single overpowering feeling of submission, embarrassment, arousal. My erection twitched under the snug fabric.

She noticed immediately.

"Again?" she said, feigning shock. Her hand drifted to the crotch of the swimsuit, pressing lightly. "This little thing’s insatiable. We might have to do something about that before the guests arrive. Can’t have you leaking all over the punch, now can we?"

I whimpered. She grinned.

"Don’t worry, Dolly. I’ll take care of everything. But for now, just admire yourself. Look at you. So smooth, so cute, so feminine."

I looked.

And hated how much I loved what I saw.


Chapter Four: Making My Embarrassment Disappear

Tipton sat cross-legged on the bed, a pink velvet box on her lap and that knowing, dangerous smile on her lips. I was kneeling in front of her in the one-piece swimsuit, legs trembling, my hands folded awkwardly in my lap as if I could somehow hide the outline of my arousal through the tight fabric.

She opened the box slowly, theatrically, and revealed what looked like the most delicate little piece of plastic I’d ever seen. It was pink, of course—of course it was pink.

"Do you know what this is, Dolly?" she asked, tilting her head as her golden curls swayed.

I shook my head, throat dry. “A giant paper clip?”

"Good guess, girly! No, it’s called a fufu clip," she said brightly. "It’s what we give slutty girls like you who can’t keep their itty bitty clitties under control."

I swallowed hard, heat flooding my cheeks.

"Now take off the suit, baby. I need to see that pathetic thing one more time."

My fingers moved, peeling the tight pink suit down my body, exposing my now hairless skin inch by inch until I stood trembling in front of her, nude and mortified, my erection sticking up hopelessly from my smooth groin.

Tipton leaned forward and cradled it in her hand like it was some small, sad creature she’d found in the road. Her touch was light, mocking, and unbearably intimate.

"You know," she said gently, "you really do look like a girl from the waist down. If it weren’t for this little guy—" she gave me a light tap that made me gasp, "—I’d swear you were one of us."

Then she began to hum softly as she took the ice out of her glass and held it against my ‘manhood’ until it was limp and dripping.

“Wow, I can’t believe it actually got smaller, astonishing,” Tipton giggled before guiding my soft cock through the rings with practiced ease. I tried to keep my breathing steady, but every shift of the tiny pieces coming together felt like a nail in the coffin of whatever manhood I had left.

"There we go," she said sweetly, pulling my balls through the contraption.

I looked down—and almost cried.

My cock had disappeared.

Completely.

The clip had pulled everything in, squeezing and tucking until I looked smooth, flat… and unmistakably feminine. And then she gently pressed it between the folds of skin the cage created, adjusting it just so.

When I looked down again, I didn’t see anything resembling a cock at all. I saw something that looked like a pussy. A cute pussy. And above it, like a cruel joke, Tipton had stuck a pastel bow which glimmered like a sticker on a gift.

"There," Tipton said with satisfaction. "Now that’s a good girl. Doesn’t that look so much better? Your own tight little pussy!"

I couldn’t speak. I was shaking. My legs barely held me up. Shame and desire battled in my chest so fiercely I thought I might faint.

She reached out and cupped my fake pussy with one hand, palm warm, fingers gently squeezing the chastity cage.

"This is how you’ll stay from now on, Dolly. Tucked and locked and pretty. No more sticky messes. No more boy cock nonsense. Just this. Just a sweet, silky slit."

Her other hand cupped my cheek, forcing my gaze to meet hers. Her eyes were so blue, so confident, so casually cruel in the softest way.

"Say thank you."

I stammered. "T-thank you."

"Thank you, Miss Tipton."

I swallowed. "Thank you, Miss Tipton."

She beamed. "Good girl."

She rose from the bed and walked slowly around me, fingers trailing over my shoulders, my back, my hips, her touch feather-light and devastating. When she reached the front again, she knelt down, her face level with the place where my cock used to be.

She pressed a single kiss to the clip, the softest contact imaginable, and I nearly moaned.

"Now you’re perfect," she whispered. "Now you’re ready."

I didn't know what for. But I knew I was hers.


Chapter Five: Get to Work, Sissy

The sun was beginning to dip low over the horizon, staining the sky with streaks of gold and pink, when they started to arrive. One by one, the women stepped through the open gate and onto the patio—tall, tanned, and breathtaking. Every single one was a blonde bombshell, each dressed in something more revealing than the last: bikinis that clung like whispers, sheer wraps, high heels that clicked and echoed like applause.

Tipton turned to me with that ever-present smile and handed me a tall, glittering tray of punch glasses, condensation dripping down the sides.

"You’re on hostess duty now, Dolly. Time to make yourself useful."

My heart jumped. I glanced down at myself—my smooth, hairless legs still trembling from earlier, my pretty one-piece clinging like a second skin, and between my thighs, the now-familiar fufu clip resting proudly where my manhood used to be. My feet ached already, strapped into silver platform heels that made my gait wobble with every step.

Just standing in them felt like balancing on stilts.

"Tipton," I whispered nervously, "I don’t think I can walk in these—"

She kissed my cheek. "Oh, you’ll learn, baby. Every girl does. Now chin up and serve those pretty ladies. Be a good Dolly."

And so I did.

The moment I stepped out into the garden, the chatter quieted. Eyes turned. I felt my cheeks flush a violent pink as every gaze found me. Their smiles weren’t cruel, but they were amused, curious, some even appreciative.

"Oh my god," one woman said, sipping from a champagne flute. "She’s adorable."

"Look at that little waist. Tipton, you didn’t tell us you had a new pet."

"Dolly, right? So fitting. Come here, baby, I want a drink."

I did my best to glide, but the heels made it more of a teetering shuffle, and every step reminded me of how exposed I was, how little there was between my cage and the world. With each wobble, I worried the strap of the heel would snap, or worse—that I’d fall flat on my face in front of these stunning, statuesque women.

Still, they cooed at me, ran fingers over my shoulders, pinched my hip through the swimsuit, and treated me like the prettiest little thing at the party. And I was. The thought horrified me—and sent a strange flutter through my chest. Was this what it meant to be seen? Really seen? There was a kind of liberation in the humiliation, a giddy freedom in being admired, mocked, and touched in ways I never imagined.

"You’re a natural," one of them whispered, her fingers brushing the fufu clip gently as I handed her a glass. I gasped, knees nearly giving out.

My cock didn’t even twitch. I was hard, so often, so easily before—but now, smoothed and clipped, it didn’t even try. There was nothing. Just smooth, empty heat, a humiliating ache where my arousal used to be. I hated how it felt—and I loved it.

Around me, the party grew louder. The music pulsed, women danced barefoot on the grass or lay topless on towels, their breasts glistening with oil and sunlight. They sipped and laughed and called for more punch, more Dolly.

Tipton watched it all from a chaise, sipping rosé with one long leg crossed over the other. Every now and then she’d wink at me, or crook a finger to have me refill her glass, press her shoulders, adjust the straps of her bikini.

Then the sky went dark.

Sparks filled the sky, red and blue and gold bursting overhead. Fireworks cracked and boomed, drawing every eye upward.

And then Tipton stood.

She hadn’t been wearing it before—I would have noticed. But now, as she stepped onto the patio and descended the small stairs, all eyes turned again. This time to her.

She was still in her bikini top, but below her waist was a strap-on, thick and pink and glistening like it had just been licked clean. She walked with confidence, her hips swinging, the toy jutting proudly from between her thighs.

The crowd whooped. Someone whistled. Tipton raised her glass.

"Dolly," she said loudly enough to be heard over the fireworks. "Come here, baby."

My breath caught.

Every eye turned again—to me.

I stepped forward, wobbling in my heels, heart racing, breath shallow. My fufu clip pressed against the swimsuit, reminding me that I was no longer a boy in any meaningful way. I was hers. I was Dolly. I was about to be used.

And I’d never felt so seen in my life.


Chapter Six: Here come the Fireworks

The world spun in lights and laughter and smoke as the fireworks continued to crack and shimmer above us, but all I could hear was Tipton’s voice, honey-sweet and impossible to disobey.

"Wanna do something crazy, Dolly?"

I turned toward her, lips parted, eyes wide. My body trembled from head to toe, my heels wobbling on the stone patio. She stood radiant in the firelight, her pink glittery strapon gleaming with lube, her hands on her hips, her hair wild around her shoulders like a lioness ready to pounce.

"Yes," I whispered. I didn’t even pause.

I didn’t even think.

I didn’t need to.

The women around us let out low, curious murmurs—some laughed softly, some cooed. One of them, a bronzed goddess with full lips and sunglasses still perched atop her head even after sunset, whispered, “Ooooh, Dolly’s gonna get her cherry popped.”

Tipton guided me with a firm hand to the center of the garden where the grass was soft and warm beneath my bare knees. She just pulled the swimsuit down around my thighs, leaving my flattened little clit fully exposed thanks to the fufu clip.

"Look at this sweet thing," she cooed, dragging her nail along the silicone bow. "It looks like you have a tight little pussy Dolly, I can even see the pussy lips. Naughty little bitch, are you dripping?”

I couldn’t respond. I was already gasping, already shivering with anticipation and terror. Around us, the women began to gather. They lounged lazily on chairs, leaned against pillars, or sat on their heels in the grass like it was a picnic—and I was the entertainment.

Tipton knelt behind me, her hands parting my ass cheeks slowly, spreading me open for everyone to see.

"I want them all to see what a good girl you are, Dolly," she whispered, and then louder, to the crowd, "You girls ready to watch Dolly’s first time?"

Cheers and laughter erupted.

"You’re gonna take it like a good little princess, aren’t you?"

I nodded, helpless.

"Say it," she ordered.

"I’m gonna take it, Miss Tipton. Like a good little princess."

She spat into her palm and stroked the length of the strap-on slowly, deliberately, while the girls whistled and moaned exaggeratedly.

"Make her squeal."

"That tight little thing’s never gonna be the same."

"Look at her blush—she wants this so fucking bad."

Tipton pressed the tip of her slick strapon against my hole, her hand on the back of my neck, pushing me gently to the grass.

"Deep breath, Dolly. This is what pretty little girls like you are made for."

The first push sent a jolt through my body—a burning stretch that made me cry out, my voice high and broken, half pain, half disbelief. My thighs trembled, my arms gave out, and I pressed my face into the grass as she slid deeper inside me.

"God, you’re tight," she hissed, delight blooming in her voice. "Like you were saving this just for me."

The sensation was overwhelming. My hole was never meant for this—but at the same time, maybe it always had been. The strap-on filled me with a pressure I’d never known, every inch making me feel smaller, softer, more.

Meanwhile my transformed cock dripped within the fufu clip, unable to get hard but desperate to be touched.

"There you go," Tipton crooned, rocking her hips as she pushed in and out, slowly at first. "Good little Dolly. Your tight little hole is opening wide for Daddy, you’re learning to be a good slut."

The girls around us were moaning and laughing, a chorus of feminine voices swirling around me.

"She’s clenching so hard—I want a turn."

"You think she’s gonna cry?"

"No, she loves it. Look at her clitty drooling into the grass."

Tipton grabbed my hips and started thrusting harder. Every movement sent fireworks of its own exploding inside me, mixing pain and pleasure into something that felt like pure surrender. My clit-cage rubbed against the grass, trapped and helpless, and Tipton reached down and rubbed the fufu clip with two fingers. Like it was a real clit. And just as though I was having my clit played with, I began to moan like the natural slut I was.

"This is your clit now, Dolly," she whispered, voice fierce and tender. "This is the only way you’ll ever cum again."

And somehow, impossibly, at those embarrassing, humiliating, life-altering words; I did.

The pleasure rose up out of me in a violent, overwhelming wave, and I screamed—high-pitched, helpless, and broken by her glorious cock. I convulsed as my transformed clit throbbed with a pathetic orgasm, still soft and tucked away, but trembling with feminine pleasure, humiliation and unbearable ecstasy.

The girls clapped and laughed.

"She came!"
"Aw, her little pussy twitched."
"That was so cute."

Tipton pulled her fat strapon cock out of my ass slowly before planting a kiss between my shaking shoulders.

And then the final firework burst directly above us, a massive red bloom that lit up the night.

Tipton stood tall, holding her strapon with both hands like a sword.

"Happy Fourth of July!" she shouted, her voice radiant with victory.

And I, still face-down in the grass, knees spread and dripping with shame and bliss, whispered, "Thank you, Miss Tipton."

Because I’d never felt more free in my life.


Epilogue: What happens next?

Morning light spilled in through gauzy curtains, casting golden streaks across the fabric-strewn room. I stirred, still sore, still caged, still trembling from the night before. The scent of sunscreen, candle wax, and sex lingered thick in the air.

And then I felt her.

Tipton’s weight settled on my face with practiced ease, her perfect ass lowering gently over my mouth, warm and smooth and commanding. My eyes fluttered open into a world of pink lace and soft curves, and I immediately opened my mouth to worship her perfect, irresistible body.

"Good morning, Dolly," she said, her voice dreamy and amused. "Can you guess what good girls do first thing in the morning, right?"

I moaned my answer into her, licking eagerly, softly at first, then deeper, my tongue moving in obedient little circles as she ground her hips slowly against my face. Her sighs melted into low giggles as she reached down between my legs, her fingers teasing the fufu clip that now permanently claimed my cock.

"Your clit looks so much prettier locked away in it’s little clip," she said proudly, rubbing in gentle, humiliating circles. "You really could be a girl. My girl."

My hips bucked reflexively, but there was nowhere to go—just the soft pressure of the cage and the slow heat of her fingers working my clit-dick like it was a toy.

"You’re such a good Dolly," she whispered, voice thick with affection and power. "I’m proud of you."

I whined, tongue never stopping, lips parted in total devotion as she rocked above me. The shame of it, the rightness of it, settled deep in my chest. This wasn’t just a one-night game. I was hers.

After a long, slow grind of her hips, she finally lifted herself off my face and stretched like a cat in the morning sun.

"I have to go back to university soon," she said casually, brushing a curl out of her face. "Gotta finish that master's."

I blinked up at her, dizzy and lost. The world without her sounded like punishment.

She looked down at me, grinning. "Would you like to come with me, Dolly? Be my little roommate? My maid? Maybe even my thesis subject?"

I moaned softly, helplessly, my tongue still tingling, my caged clit twitching pathetically beneath her touch. I nodded, breathless.

"Yes, Miss Tipton," I managed to say, my voice raw and sweet.

She leaned down and kissed me, slowly, deeply, tasting herself on my lips. Then her fingers worked faster, more precise, pressing and teasing and circling until my legs shook.

"Then cum for me, sweet girl," she whispered.

And I did.

A second, desperate, trembling orgasm surged from the folds of my ‘pussy’—dribbling, flattened, and perfect.

As I sobbed with tears of joy and humiliation and trembled, Tipton wrapped me in her arms, cradling me like the precious little doll I’d become.

"Pack your bags, Dolly," she said, nuzzling into my hair. "We’ve got a whole new world to conquer."

And I knew I’d follow her anywhere.
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From Work Wife to Keyholder: A Femdom Chastity Office Romance (Locked-up at the Office Book 1)


What happens when the hottest woman in your office offers to lock you in chastity and take complete control?
After my ninth breakup with Melissa, I was trapped in the same cycle—lonely, frustrated, and dangerously close to crawling back to my toxic ex. Enter Anya, my confident, gorgeous, no-nonsense office work-wife. Her unexpected solution? Locking me in a chastity cage so only she can control me.
I thought it was a joke.
Turns out, Anya was very, very serious.
From Work-Wife to Keyholder launches a provocative journey of submission, humiliation, and addictive female-led dominance. Anya doesn't just take control of the key—she rewrites the rules of my life.
Experience an intimate, teasing, and sharply-written story of modern femdom, male chastity, and sensual power exchange and Female-Led-Relationships as one man learns what it truly means to surrender to the woman of his dreams.
Book One of the Locked at the Office trilogy.
Perfect for fans of femdom office romance and anyone who's ever fantasized about their attractive coworker becoming their dominant keyholder
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