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Chapter 1: Good Girls Share Secrets!

I sat nervously perched on the edge of Candice’s plush, rose-colored bedspread, ankles crossed primly beneath me, manicured hands folded shyly in my lap as if proper manners might somehow erase the embarrassing truth of my situation: that beneath the sheer lace of my powder-pink panties lay a clit-sized embarrassment encased in its delicate, feminine chastity cage, pulsating gently in rhythm with my anxious heartbeat.

Around me, in Candice’s lavish suite—a pastel paradise scattered with silky lingerie, abandoned glasses, and enough bottles of perfume to suffocate a French courtesan—the girls lounged, laughed, and reveled in their feminine sensuality, the air thick with laughter and whispered secrets.

I felt like an intruder, hearing their girly secrets behind locked doors, pretending not to stare as they changed and peeled on, and took off, different outfits. My cocklet thrummed inside my pink pussy chastity cage. I had never been so frustrated.

How could I not be?

Dominique was sprawled elegantly across an antique chaise longue, her red curls cascading around shoulders bare but for a filmy lavender negligee, her impossibly long legs draped carelessly, every inch of her confidence radiating an effortless sensuality. The latest girl to reach the bachelorette party, Dominique, worked for a female-owned sex toy company and made more money than God. She had these forest green eyes that seemed to catch everything. When she looked at me, those eyes flashed danger, lingering on the minuscule bulge of my cage through my panties. No doubt about it, Dominique was trouble.

Melanie, in contrast, stood poised near the mirrored vanity, her black satin robe hanging loosely, revealing glimpses of porcelain skin beneath as she idly toyed with the tiny silver key that unlocked my humiliating prison, briefly borrowed from Julia because in her words, she ‘never feels dressed without a chastity key on my person.’ As always, she terrified me, I’m fairly confident she became a professional dominatrix after college.

Candice was an explosion of unapologetic femininity, her voluptuous curves barely contained by a sheer robe that was little more than whispers of lace and delicate ribbons, the rosy nipples of her ample breasts clearly visible beneath the transparent fabric. She was digging through Dominique’s enormous pink duffle bag adorned with playful hearts, pulling out bottles, creams, and finally, to delighted gasps from the others, an assortment of sex toys—each dildo gleaming provocatively in the room’s soft, romantic lighting.

Watching her, I clenched my thighs out of instinct. It only made my cage throb worse.

Julia hovered shyly near the doorway, cheeks flushed softly pink as she twisted a lock of her golden blonde hair, giggling as though she had never seen a dildo before-despite the fact that she had no trouble dragging me into a boutique to try on chastity cages or have me lick her feet in a movie theatre.

“Oh my god, Dominique!” Candice squealed, clutching a delicate hand dramatically to her heaving chest. “You brought an entire toy store with you!”

Dominique grinned shamelessly, her forest green eyes glittering with mischievous excitement. “I get a lot of free samples for work,” she purred, carefully laying each of the toys out on the bed, their smooth silicone surfaces shining, arranged from petite teasing devices to monstrous creations that made my cage twitch in fear.

“So, time for bonding,” Candice tittered. “What’s everyone’s favourite kink?”

I gulped, I hated how wet the inside of my cage was getting.

Melanie stepped forward, graceful as always, her elegant fingers trailing over a sleek, medium-sized dildo in matte black silicone.

“As you’ve all probably guessed,” she said softly, lips curving into an enigmatic smile. “I like finding pretty boys fresh out of college and breaking them into obedient little sluts. I have four at my house right now. One of them is exclusively my footboy. I haven’t had to do my own laundry in two years..”

“Four men in my house at all times, I’d love that,” Candice teased, eyes twinkling. “But I’d think they’d like me more than you, as I am an absolute cock addict. Honestly, if I don’t get my five a day I grow faint.”

A chorus of giggles.

“Seriously, though,” Candice said solemnly, licking her lips. “I do absolutely love the feeling of a huge cock in my ass, and that sensation of being filled with a thick load of cum. Mmmm. Nothing better.”

I exhaled. I couldn’t believe they were letting me hear this. It really was like I was just one of the girls.

“I’m obvious, thanks to Candice’s uprooting of my luggage,” Dominique laughed, throwing her red curls back. “I’m a size-queen and I love toys. Vibes, rabbits, roses, straps and plugs.”

“Do you like plugs, Missy?” Melanie chuckled softly, her gaze drifting toward me with a knowing smirk that sent warmth flooding through my cheeks and humiliation spiraling down my spine.

“What about you, Julia, our pretty bride-to-be?” Candice chirped.

Julia blushed fiercely, eyes darting nervously around the room. “I…I don’t know,” she stammered shyly, her voice barely above a whisper. “I haven’t really—”

“Oh, sweetie, you don’t have to say,” Dominique interrupted kindly, squeezing Julia’s trembling hand. “We all know you're secretly naughty beneath that shy girl routine.”

I crossed my legs tighter, suddenly aware of just how visible my little bulge must be through the lace.

Julia laughed softly, the color in her cheeks deepening beautifully as Candice’s playful gaze lingered teasingly on her.

Dominique stretched luxuriously, a sensual feline in human form, her voice dripping honeyed seduction as she confessed, “Personally, I’m a size queen—I admit it! There’s nothing quite like feeling completely, overwhelmingly full.”

Candice giggled, clapping her hands together, and suddenly she was bouncing excitedly in place. “That settles it, girls! Everyone pick the toy closest to the biggest dick you’ve ever taken.”

There was a chorus of delighted agreement and gasps of scandalized excitement. Melanie reached confidently for her elegant choice, Dominique selected something impressively thick that had the others staring in awe, and Candice herself, with a dramatic flourish, picked up the colossal toy, stroking its girth provocatively, eyes sparkling with delight.

The girls squealed, clapping hands over mouths in disbelief. “No way,” Dominique gasped, eyes wide. “That’s insane!”

“Challenge accepted,” Candice smirked, and without hesitation, she shifted slightly, spreading her thighs, lifting the hem of her sheer robe to expose her already glistening pussy—soft, pink, and breathtakingly inviting.

She teased the massive dildo’s flared tip against her slick entrance and then, with a sultry moan, sank slowly down, inch by impossible inch, the room filled with shocked silence as she effortlessly accommodated the massive girth until she was fully seated, her hips grinding shamelessly, eyes heavy-lidded with pleasure.

“Holy shit,” Dominique breathed, genuinely stunned, eyes wide with admiration and envy.

Candice winked, panting softly, her lips parted, the picture of raw feminine pleasure. “Told you.”

The room burst into laughter, applause, and gasps of astonishment, and in the midst of this celebration of unabashed sexuality, Melanie’s gaze found mine once again, her smirk wickedly knowing. “Now, now,” she purred softly, stepping closer with predatory grace, “there’s one girl here we’ve left out entirely.”

Dominique giggled gleefully, clapping excitedly. “Yes! We must compare our toys to Missy’s little clit!”

I opened my mouth to answer—but nothing came out. My cage twitched again, traitorous.

My stomach dropped, my heart hammering wildly as the girls turned toward me, their eyes filled with amusement and eager cruelty. Candice approached, her fingers cool and confident as she carefully removed my barely there panties, revealing the tiny pink cage nestled between my trembling thighs.

“I’ll let the clit go freerange,” Melanie scoffed. “But only for a minute.”

With an exaggerated sigh of delight, Melanie inserted the tiny silver key into the lock, turning it slowly with deliberate care, the gentle click echoing like a bell of humiliation. The cage fell away, leaving me exposed—my small, pathetic cocklet shamefully erect, twitching helplessly beneath their merciless scrutiny.

“Oh my god,” Candice squealed in exaggerated horror, clapping her hands over her mouth in playful shock. “It’s even tinier than I remembered!”

Dominique giggled shamelessly, leaning in to inspect closer, her warm breath ghosting teasingly across my flushed skin.

“Oh Missy, it’s adorable,” she cooed mockingly. “Like a little glittery button on a princess costume.”

The girls erupted into fresh peals of laughter, their teasing taunts washing over me in relentless waves of delicious embarrassment, each humiliating word burning into my memory, branding me permanently as their tiny, feminized plaything.

But then, softly and shyly, Julia stepped forward, her gentle fingers lightly grazing my trembling shoulder as she leaned in close, whispering sweetly against my flushed cheek, “Oh, don’t worry, Missy,” her voice like soft satin sliding across my senses, “if you’re a good girl, then at the end of the trip, none of this embarrassment will matter, because you’ll finally get to fuck me.”

Her words, whispered with such gentle sweetness and promise, sent electric sparks through every nerve, leaving my clit aching helplessly, my humiliation melting into a hopelessly obedient desire to please—to do anything, to be anything, if it meant fulfilling that promise.

The girls, catching her whispered words, giggled knowingly, the room once again filled with their sensual, merciless laughter.

And as I sat there, painfully aware of my helplessly throbbing little clit, encircled by these stunning women, their curves, laughter, and power overwhelming my senses, I knew with aching certainty that I would do absolutely anything to prove myself worthy—to earn the right to finally, blissfully, and obediently become the perfect girl for them.


Chapter 2: Good Girls Share their Toys

The suite’s lights softened to a warm, buttery glow as Candice dramatically opened her vast makeup case, a glittering trove that seemed less like beauty supplies and more like a collection of arcane instruments of feminine enchantment. My heart fluttered nervously, already humiliated enough after the dildo comparison disaster, but clearly, the girls weren’t done playing dress-up with their helpless little doll.

“Sit, Missy,” Candice purred, patting the plush, pink stool before her mirrored vanity, her reflection shimmering seductively beneath the soft halo of lights. Obediently, cheeks burning, I settled myself before the mirror, confronted by my flushed, embarrassed reflection, eyelashes fluttering anxiously beneath layers of mascara, my pink lips parted breathlessly.

“Pay attention,” Melanie commanded softly, stepping closer, her hands gently guiding mine, making me feel even more helplessly girlish. “If you’re going to pass as one of us tonight, you need to understand every delicate, humiliating detail.”

Candice began expertly explaining the subtle art of makeup—how the foundation should feel like silk, light but humiliatingly obvious; how blush needed to give just enough glow to appear innocently flushed with shameful excitement; how my eyeshadow should shimmer softly, catching the light like the tease I was becoming.

“And this, Missy,” Candice whispered breathily, her fingertip tracing my trembling lips, “is how you apply lipstick—a slow, sensual stroke, ensuring every inch is covered, until you feel hopelessly feminine.”

My heart skipped wildly as she applied a shimmering, humiliatingly bright shade of glossy bubblegum pink, the color screaming girlish surrender. Candice stepped back, her eyes sparkling with delight. “Perfectly kissable.”

I gasped. There in the mirror was a glamorous party girl, gilded in pink eyeshadow and bright lipstick that screamed ‘elegant slut’.

The worst part was, I kind of liked it.

“Now dresses!” Julia squealed.

Dominique eagerly stepped forward, a seductive sparkle in her eyes as she presented the first dress—a scandalously short number in glittering silver sequins, its plunging neckline guaranteed to expose my humiliatingly flat chest. As I slipped it on, Candice's delicate fingers smoothed the fabric against my body, her touch electric, humiliatingly intimate.

“Oh, poor Missy,” Dominique teased gently, circling me, her voice dripping sweet venom. “You’re flatter than old champagne, honey. You need something that highlights your helpless little frame, not mocks it.”

Melanie handed over the second dress, an impossibly tight red latex mini, so snug it took both Candice and Dominique pulling and giggling to squeeze me into its suffocating embrace. It hugged my body cruelly, emphasizing every gentle curve, every humiliatingly obvious lack of masculinity. My caged clit strained pathetically beneath the thin material, aching with shameful excitement.

Dominique flicked the cage with a tut. “She’ll never pass in this thing! Boo! It looked so whoreish I almost wanted to fuck her!”

God, why did it feel good to be called out like this?

Candice clicked her tongue thoughtfully, examining me critically. “You’re right, I think I have just the thing.”

Finally, Candice revealed the third dress—a delicate, pastel-pink satin slip, short enough to be scandalous, its thin spaghetti straps whispering femininity as they rested upon my bare shoulders. As the fabric cascaded gently over my trembling form, I felt more vulnerably exposed than ever, my smooth, feminized body practically glowing in the mirror, crowned by my flushed, mortified face.

Dominique clapped her hands gleefully, eyes wide with mischievous delight. “Now this is perfect. Look at her blush—Missy knows exactly what a pretty little girl she’s become.”

When they praised me like that, demeaning and condescending, it made me ache.

My humiliation intensified as Candice knelt gracefully, pulling out an assortment of impossibly high heels, each pair more intimidating than the last. Her voice dripped sweet cruelty as she explained, “The right heels aren’t just about style, Missy—they’re about accentuating your most humiliating features. Especially your adorable little ass.”

The first pair she forced me into was glittering gold, strappy and delicate, but they barely shifted my posture. The second was a dangerous-looking black stiletto, sharp and cruel, making me wobble alarmingly.

Every step I took made the cage shift, reminding me I didn’t belong.

Candice shook her head, smiling wickedly, before selecting the third pair—towering, bubblegum-pink heels, their height obscene, their pointed toes promising discomfort and vulnerability.

As she slipped them onto my delicate feet, my hips immediately tilted forward, forcing my ass to jut out provocatively, humiliatingly, exaggerating my feminine helplessness to an almost cartoonish degree. The girls erupted in delighted laughter and applause.

“Oh my god, yes,” Dominique shrieked, clutching Melanie’s arm dramatically. “Look at her, it’s like she was made to parade around helplessly, desperate to please.”

My face burned, heart hammering as I caught sight of my reflection—a helpless, feminized doll, shamefully aroused beneath layers of girlish humiliation. Just when I thought the humiliation couldn’t deepen any further, Dominique produced a small, glittering box, opening it to reveal three sparkling, delicate pink butt plugs.

“For our night out,” Dominique explained coyly, eyes twinkling mischievously. “Something to keep us feeling sexy and naughty all evening.”

I watched, mouth dry with awe and humiliation, as each girl carefully lubed up her chosen plug, giggling softly, cheeks flushing as they gently, teasingly inserted them into one another. Dominique moaned breathily as Melanie guided hers inside, eyes fluttering in pleasure; Candice squealed softly, gripping Dominique’s shoulder for balance as her plug slid home; Julia blushed furiously, whimpering gently as Candice gently worked the plug into her shy friend, praising her softly.

My heart pounded wildly with longing and embarrassment, feeling left out yet terrified of what might happen next. Julia, noticing my obvious distress, looked worriedly toward Dominique.

“What about Missy?” she asked sweetly, genuinely concerned. “Doesn’t she get to join us?”

Dominique paused, thoughtfully tapping her chin, before her face lit up wickedly. “Oh, of course, Missy gets one too! Just…something special.”

She reached into the bottom of her bag, emerging triumphantly with a massive, shimmering purple plug, easily twice the size of the ones they’d chosen for themselves, its intimidating girth gleaming ominously under the lights. My heart nearly stopped, cheeks blazing, clit twitching helplessly in terrified excitement.

“Oh my god, Missy,” Candice gasped, eyes wide with amused horror. “It’s perfect for your hungry little hole.”

Dominique approached with an amused, predatory gleam, generously coating the huge toy in slick, glistening lube, her fingers sliding suggestively over its intimidating surface. “Bend over, sweetie. Let’s show everyone what a good girl you are.”

Shivering with humiliation and need, I obediently leaned over the vanity, presenting my freshly waxed, vulnerable ass, panties pulled aside by Candice's gentle hand. Dominique’s fingers brushed teasingly over my trembling entrance, making me gasp softly, before slowly pressing the huge plug firmly inside. My entire body tightened, stretching obscenely, the humiliating fullness overwhelming as inch by inch I helplessly accepted the massive girth, whimpering pathetically.

Finally, fully seated, the enormous plug filled me completely, stretching and humiliating, my panties embarrassingly soaked with arousal. The girls cheered loudly, applauding my mortifying submission.

“Good girl!” Melanie praised, smiling wickedly as Candice gently patted my trembling ass. “You’re finally learning what it means to be truly feminine.”

Dominique giggled delightedly, giving the plug a gentle twist that made me whimper helplessly. “Time for the club, girls!” she announced excitedly, her enthusiasm contagious as the girls erupted into laughter and cheers.

As I stood upright, trembling on my impossibly high heels, the massive plug lodged humiliatingly deep inside me, I caught sight of my reflection—utterly feminized, helplessly humiliated, beautifully broken—and knew there was no turning back from the deliciously shameful night ahead.


Chapter 3: Good Girls Leak in Limos

The limousine glided silently to a stop, its sleek, glossy exterior reflecting the city’s glittering lights. My pulse quickened as I teetered on my absurdly high pink heels, feeling utterly exposed in the humiliatingly short satin dress, the massive plug lodged deeply within me a constant, delicious reminder of my vulnerability. Dominique's laughter echoed as she gracefully ushered us inside, the limo's plush leather seats cool against my bare thighs, the sudden sensation making me gasp softly.

As we settled in, Melanie, ever in control, produced a chilled bottle, its cork popping exuberantly, filling the air with celebratory fizz. Glasses clinked together, laughter mingled with whispered, teasing words, and soon, a mischievous glint sparkled in Dominique’s eyes.

“Ladies,” she purred seductively, swirling her glass, "I propose a little game for our lovely bachelorette, Julia. Let’s see who’s the best kisser among us.”

Julia blushed deeply, her eyes wide with shy excitement, biting her lip nervously as Dominique leaned forward, capturing Julia's lips first. Their kiss was soft and sweet, Dominique's confident sensuality perfectly balancing Julia’s innocent shyness. Candice followed, her kiss playful yet boldly erotic, leaving Julia breathless and flushed, her soft moan filling the limo with delicious tension.

Next, Melanie cupped Julia’s face delicately, delivering a slow, commanding kiss that clearly melted Julia, leaving her trembling, eyes half-lidded with desire. Finally, the girls turned their expectant gazes to me, giggling softly, eagerly anticipating my humiliation. My heart thundered as Julia gently leaned towards me, her soft lips brushing against mine in the gentlest, sweetest kiss imaginable.

The sensation was overwhelming. My cage strained helplessly, humiliatingly tight, leaking pathetically against my panties. The girls, of course, noticed immediately, erupting into delighted giggles and whispers.

“Oh, Missy,” Dominique teased, her voice dripping with sweet cruelty. “Already leaking just from a little kiss?”

My cheeks burned fiercely as Julia pulled back, smiling shyly, eyes sparkling with playful affection.

"Such a good girl," Julia purred, gently patting my thigh, making me squirm even more.

The laughter and teasing continued as the limo moved gracefully through the city, my humiliation complete, my secret desire undeniable.


Chapter 4: Good Girls Watch

Inside the club, neon lights pulsed rhythmically, bathing the dance floor in vibrant hues. The throbbing bass reverberated through my delicate frame, every movement reminding me of my humiliatingly feminized state. Despite my initial embarrassment, I found myself genuinely enjoying the music, swaying my hips to the rhythm, hyper-aware of how the tight satin dress clung to my body, how my ass jutted provocatively, and how dangerously short the hemline was.

Every few moments, panic would flutter in my chest, my mind racing anxiously. Was my makeup smudged? Did I need more hairspray? Could anyone see my cage beneath my embarrassingly feminine panties? Yet despite my worry, there was a thrilling excitement coursing through me, a delicious surrender to femininity that left me breathlessly intoxicated.

After a while, the urgent need to check my appearance became overwhelming. I excused myself softly, slipping through the crowded dance floor toward the bathroom. As I pushed open the door, my heart stopped, my breath catching sharply in my throat.

There, pressed against the polished sink, stood Julia, her eyes closed in blissful surrender, her delicate hands clutching desperately at the muscular shoulders of an exquisitely handsome man. His hips moved with rhythmic power, thrusting deeply into Julia, each motion drawing a breathy moan from her parted lips. Beside them, Dominique watched intently, her eyes dark with pleasure, her presence commanding.

“Oh, Missy," Dominique purred softly, noticing me frozen in shock, a wicked smile curving her lips. “Come closer. Good girls watch and learn.”

Unable to move, my humiliation and arousal burning through me, I stepped forward obediently, eyes glued helplessly to the sensual display. Julia's breathy cries filled my ears, the erotic sight of my best friend and secret crush getting pounded by a stranger burning itself permanently into my memory. My caged clit pulsed desperately, leaking shamefully into my panties, my entire body trembling with a mixture of shame, jealousy, and helpless desire.

Dominique placed a gentle, possessive hand on my shoulder, whispering softly into my ear, her breath hot against my flushed skin, “This is what good girls do, Missy. They watch. They learn. And they remember their place.”

And as I stood there, utterly transfixed by the raw passion unfolding before me, I knew deep within my humiliated, feminized soul that Melanie was right—I was exactly where I belonged.


Chapter 5: Good Girls Get Fucked Together

“Do you want to join her?” Dominique whispered, a bead of sweat dropping down her elegant neck.

I nodded, utterly transfixed.

One moment I was standing there, frozen in the hazy pink light of the club’s backroom, watching Julia moan beneath a gorgeous, pretty man as Dominique guided my trembling form further inside. The next, the hem of my scandalously short skirt was yanked up, panties were bunched around my heels, and my little cage dangled in the air like an embarrassing decoration.

And Dominique—cheeky, adventurous, cruelly beautiful Dominique—was standing behind me, buckling the straps of a deep plum strapon around her hips with the same care another woman might use to apply lipstick. The silicone cock curved gently upward, glossy and thick and terrifying. I stared at it, flushed with horror and hunger, my knees already shaking.

“You’ve earned this, Missy,” she purred. “Now show us what a real good girl sounds like.”

The stranger behind Julia grunted as he thrust into her, and she let out a shameless cry, legs thrown over his shoulders, her hands gripping the edge of the sink. Her cheeks were flushed, her lips parted, her moans melodic and honest. She looked absolutely ravished, but radiant—like being taken this way, used like a gorgeous toy, only made her shine brighter.

And then Dominique pushed into me.

Slowly, steadily, unrelentingly.

I gasped—a high, breathless, humiliated noise I’d never made before in my life—as the tip pressed past my tight, freshly waxed hole and kept going. My legs trembled. My lips parted. I whimpered.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, “oh, fuck, oh, fuck—”

“You’re okay,” Dominique murmured, one hand firm on my hip, the other stroking the small of my back like I was a skittish pet being guided into a new trick. “You’re open. You’re ready. Good girls take cock in their pussy.”

The word pussy echoed through me like a tolling bell. My ass clenched, my back arched, and I felt myself stretching—accommodating her, inviting her, desperate to prove I could be just as good as Julia.

Dominique’s rhythm was steady and confident, her hips grinding with every thrust, her hands keeping me right where she wanted me. Each time her cock bottomed out inside me, my body sang—an electric ache that rippled through my spine and made my useless clit twitch helplessly in the teeny tiny cage.

I moaned.

Loudly. Very loudly if I’m being honest.

And then felt my face go crimson. “I—I can’t believe I just—”

“You love this,” Dominique said, thrusting again, firmer now. “You’re a doll who leaks when she’s fucked. A perfect little fucktoy.”

And I did love it.

God help me, I loved it.

I loved the sting of humiliation curling in my belly, the wet slap of our bodies, the ache of fullness as Dominique’s strap-on claimed me over and over. I loved how Julia moaned next to me, her cries echoing mine like we were being tuned to the same pitch of surrender. I loved the way my fingers found hers—how she gripped my hand without hesitation, like we were best friends doing something as casual as trying on dresses, not getting fucked side by side like pretty little sluts.

She kissed me, pressing her tongue into my drooling mouth, our spit and lust mingling as we were both taken from behind. My cage rippled with frustration but my hole felt so good, I was so happy I almost cried.

Julia’s lips were warm and open and eager, tasting of pink gloss and sweat and cherry, and when our tongues met, I whimpered into her mouth like I couldn’t help myself. Melanie thrust harder.

“Oh my god,” I gasped. “Oh my god, I’m gonna—”

“That’s right,” she growled behind me. “Cum from your pussy, Missy. Cum like a girl.”

Beside me, Julia’s thighs shook. She cried out as her stranger groaned and filled her. Her eyes fluttered shut, mouth wide in pleasure.

I came like a girl.

There was absolutely no touching. No stroking. Just the brutal, perfect rhythm of Dominique’s cock and the impossible sweetness of Julia’s kiss. My whole body spasmed, my hole clenching around the strap-on as my caged clit jerked and spurted pathetically onto the tile. I moaned into Julia’s mouth, my hips jerking, thighs twitching, brain melting.

When it was over, I collapsed forward against the wall, shaking, gasping, drenched in sweat and shame and awe.

Julia giggled softly and leaned in, brushing her lips to my ear. “Best girlfriends,” she whispered, voice still breathless, “should always feel comfortable getting fucked together.”

I couldn’t speak.

I just nodded.

And smiled.

And prayed they’d let me do it again.


Chapter 6: Good Girls Sleep Together

The room was glowing with the soft pink light of the resort’s vanity mirror, the only illumination as we tiptoed back in, giddy and flushed and slightly unsteady in our heels. Laughter bubbled in our throats, our bodies warm and heavy with the residue of sex and sweat and salt air and sweat. We were a tangle of perfume, lip gloss, smeared eyeliner, and shared secrets—feminine chaos wrapped in matching lingerie.

Somehow, all five of us ended up in the enormous bed, slipping beneath the silky pink sheets like it was the most natural thing in the world. We’d changed into coordinated satin thongs and bralettes—Dominique’s idea. “If we’re all sluts, we should look like a slut squad,” she’d said, tossing the delicate garments at each of us with a smirk. Mine was pale lavender with little rhinestones along the band. The panties hugged my hips delicately, the waistband low enough that the glittering jewel of my bellybutton piercing caught the light every time I shifted.

I lay in the middle, surrounded on all sides by beautiful, confident women, my body still humming from the way Melanie had taken me, from the feel of Julia’s kiss, from the shared rhythm of our orgasms. I could barely think. My thighs were sticky. My hole still throbbed. My face was flushed.

“You were such a good girl tonight,” Dominique murmured lazily from my left, one long leg draped over mine like she was claiming me. “I’ve never seen anyone take it like that on their first real fuck. You were practically vibrating.”

“She was,” Julia giggled from my other side, curled up like a sleepy kitten against my arm. “I felt her whole body shaking when she came. It was so cute.”

My cheeks burned, but I didn’t pull away. I couldn’t. It felt too good—too right—to be praised like that. Even if every word made my clit throb with helpless shame, even if their voices dripped with amused superiority.

“I wish I’d seen it,” Candice pouted, her bralette riding low on her full breasts as she flopped dramatically onto her back. “But I got distracted. The bouncer outside the club had the thickest dick I’ve seen in years. I mean, I couldn’t not suck it. I think I lost my earrings down his pants.”

The girls burst into laughter, and I couldn’t help but join in, even as I blushed even deeper. Candice winked at me. “Still, I’m sad I missed watching our little clit-bunny get ruined. You’re really something, Missy.”

Dominique ran her fingers through my hair. “No going back now, huh? You’re one of the girls for real.”

“I… I think I like it,” I whispered, barely audible. “I feel… right. Like I belong.”

“Awwww,” Julia cooed, pulling me closer, pressing her soft cheek to mine. “I feel so close to you after tonight. Like… it was more than just getting fucked. I don’t know. Something about being side by side, moaning, cumming together… It made me feel like we’re really best girl friends now.”

I melted. Completely.

My throat tightened with emotion, and all I could do was nod, my fingers clutching Julia’s under the sheets.

“I’ve never had sex in public before,” she whispered, voice full of wonder. “Let alone like that. Let alone with… with someone holding my hand through it. It made it feel safe. Beautiful. Like we were doing something… sacred.”

Melanie, lounging on the other pillow with her long black hair loose around her shoulders, gave a soft, approving hum. “There’s something magical about shared surrender,” she said. “Girls who cum together, stay together.”

The room hummed with agreement.

“I want a day where we don’t even have to think,” Candice said sleepily. “No plans. No heels. Just sun and skin and tits out.”

“Beach day?” Dominique suggested.

“Yes,” Julia said immediately. “We’ll wear matching bikinis. Missy can try the one with the bows on the hips.”

I bit my lip. “A bikini, but won’t….won’t my cage… show?”

Candice grinned in the dark. “Honey, that’s half the fun.”

We all giggled again, the kind of late-night, half-delirious laughter that only happens when you’re warm and soft and tired and fully, completely loved.

As I snuggled closer into the bed, my body tucked between smooth thighs and warm perfume-slicked skin, I realized I’d never felt safer. My cage was still locked. My hole was still sore. My heart was still racing.

But I was a good girl. Their girl. And tomorrow… I’d get to be her all over again.


Books By This Author

Lexie Locke writes tales of feminization, chastity and friendship! Find your next favourite today!

Jennie stood shyly at Trafalgar Square, nervously adjusting her pink pastel cardigan and tugging anxiously at the hem of her short pleated skirt. The bustling square vibrated with life—tourists snapping selfies, pigeons scattering lazily into the sky, Londoners briskly rushing past on their way to important places Jennie couldn't even imagine. Her heartbeat quickened as she realized just how far she was from her quiet Texas town, how dramatically her life had transformed in mere months at Femtopia University.
But Jennie’s nerves were swiftly replaced by awe and admiration as her eyes settled on the statuesque figure awaiting her near the majestic fountains. Mistress Maisington was every inch the refined English lady: impeccably tall and poised, with luxurious chestnut hair artfully pinned into an elegant, sleek updo. Her eyes were sharp, piercingly intelligent, and a commanding smile played on her perfect lips. She wore a tailored red silk blouse, hugging every elegant curve of her slender figure, paired flawlessly with a sleek black pencil skirt that ended just above the knee, revealing sculpted calves in sheer stockings and polished black heels that were impossibly high yet worn effortlessly.
Jennie swallowed nervously, a gentle warmth blossoming between her thighs as Maisington stepped gracefully toward her. The dominant woman’s heels clicked authoritatively against the cobblestones, each step sending a pleasant shiver through Jennie’s caged cock, making her blush even deeper.
“Ah, you must be Jennie,” Maisington purred warmly, her voice honeyed yet undeniably authoritative. Her eyes swept over Jennie's petite figure slowly, taking in the girlish pastel ensemble, smooth blonde curls, delicate makeup, and visibly trembling knees.
“Yes, Mistress,” Jennie whispered shyly, her voice trembling slightly. She dropped her eyes instinctively, feeling utterly vulnerable yet irresistibly drawn to Maisington’s gentle dominance.
Maisington reached out with one gloved finger beneath Jennie's chin, tilting her face up gently, forcing eye contact that made Jennie’s heart skip painfully. The older woman’s gaze was penetrating, assessing her with quiet approval.
“Aren’t you just delicious?” Maisington murmured, her voice dripping with elegant sensuality. “I’ve been so looking forward to your arrival. We have much to teach you about being a proper British sissy.”
Jennie’s pulse quickened as her blush intensified. “Thank you, Mistress. I—I’m excited to learn.”
Maisington gave a satisfied nod. “Good girl. You’re quite lucky—I’ve brought my own personal sissy along today, to ensure your introduction to British sissyhood is both memorable and thorough.”


Pride and Prejudice + Punishment: A Kinky Femdom Retelling of Pride & Prejudice (Book 1)

Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure: A Kinky Femdom Retelling (Book 1)
A secret sorority. A dangerous challenge. A house full of irresistible young femdom women.
The Bennet House isn’t just a sorority — it’s a legacy of power, beauty, and control. Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Set in a lush, modern world of secrets and seduction, Pride, Prejudice, and Pleasure is a wickedly playful reimagining of the classic romance — where the women write the rules and love means surrender.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.




From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)


I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.



Sissy Nurse Training: Feminized. Locked. And Loving it!: Sissy University Universe 


Welcome to Femtopia University, where medicine meets submission.
When a promising young med student transfers to Femtopia's elite Med School, he expects cutting-edge science and progressive training. What he finds instead is a pink-and-latex paradise ruled by brilliant, dominant women—doctors, nurses, and mentors with very strict ideas about obedience, hygiene, and what it truly means to serve.
Under the cold, commanding gaze of Doctor Elkie, our shy protagonist is stripped of his past, reshaped into something softer, sweeter, and locked away into something much more....petite. With the help of mischievous nurses Trixie and Missy, he begins a journey of transformation—through beauty treatments, uniform fittings, etiquette lessons, and clinical trials that leave no part of him untouched.
Femtopia’s Sissy Clinic is a wickedly clever, deliciously teasing tale of erotic surrender and identity redefinition. Packed with glorious medical play, training humiliation, and high-gloss seduction, this is the ultimate curriculum for anyone who’s ever dreamed of being thoroughly broken down… and built back up in heels.
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