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Chapter 1
The Surprise Suitcase


The suitcase felt heavier than it should have. Maybe it was just the nerves for spring break. I’d been talking about it for months—sun, sand, booze, and my girlfriend Kelsey in a bikini. A week in Florida, away from classes, away from everything.

I had pictured myself sprawled out with a beer in one hand, her body oiled and glistening next to me, her sorority sisters—Madison, Samantha, Brittany, Chloe—laughing and flirting. The fantasy had been on loop in my head for weeks.

I should have known better.

We checked into the hotel just past noon, the room still smelling faintly of bleach and ocean air. Kelsey tossed her tote onto the bed, kicked off her sandals, and gave me a wicked grin that made me hard instantly. Or at least, it would have—if I hadn’t felt the cold, humiliating reality of what she pulled out of her purse next.

The little chrome device gleamed in the sunlight streaming through the balcony doors.

My heart dropped. “Kelsey, you’ve got to be kidding. On vacation?”

“Oh yes,” she purred, stepping toward me like a predator who already knew her prey had no escape. “I’ve been planning this for weeks, Zach. Did you really think I’d let you run wild with Madison and Samantha and the rest of my girlfriends in bikinis? That’s not what this trip is about.”

Before I could even stammer out a protest, Kelsey’s fingers were on me—unzipping, yanking, squeezing. I tried to back away, but she pushed me down onto the mattress with a force that made my stomach flip.

In seconds, she had me exposed, her nails grazing my cock in that way that always made me twitch. Except instead of stroking, she fitted the ring around me, slid the cage into place, and with a little click, locked it shut. The sound echoed in my ears, final and merciless.

“There,” she whispered, brushing her lips across mine. “Now I don’t have to worry about you, Zach. You’re safe and caged. Exactly how you belong.”

I sat up, heat flooding my face. “Safe? I’m supposed to be free! It’s spring break, for fuck’s sake, we’re⁠—”

“—we’re here to have fun,” Kelsey cut in smoothly, pressing a finger to my lips. “And this is my fun. Watching you squirm. Watching you realize the only thing you get to do this week is obey.”

I swallowed hard, panic and arousal mixing in a way that made me dizzy. “But I didn’t pack for⁠—”

“Oh, sweetheart.” She turned, dragged the suitcase onto the bed, and flipped it open with a dramatic flourish.

The air left my lungs.

It wasn’t just a bikini or two. It wasn’t a prank. The entire thing—every square inch—was stuffed with bright, feminine fabrics: neon string bikinis, tiny jean shorts with rhinestones on the pockets, pastel sundresses folded neatly, lacy bras and panties stacked in soft piles. On top, like a crown jewel, a sheer babydoll set in blush pink, delicate bows dangling from the straps.

My knees went weak. “Kelsey… what the fuck.”

Her grin widened, pure delight in my humiliation. She dug her hand into the pile and tossed a sequined bikini onto my lap. “Did you think I trusted you to pack? No, baby. I made sure you had exactly what you’ll be wearing all week.”

“I’m not—there’s no way—I can’t wear⁠—”

“You can.” She leaned close, her breath hot in my ear. “And you will.”

The words crawled under my skin, a mixture of shame and inevitability. My cock strained helplessly against the cage, the cruel pressure making me wince.

Kelsey noticed, of course. She always noticed. “Look at you,” she teased, sliding a finger down the front of my shorts, feeling the bulge of the locked metal. “Already leaking for me, aren’t you? You love this.”

“I don’t—” I tried to shake my head, but my voice betrayed me, trembling, weak.

“Don’t lie.” Her hand closed around the sequined bikini top and pressed it against my chest. “Put it on.”

My stomach lurched. “Right now?”

“Yes, right now. We’re not wasting daylight. Madison and the girls are already down by the pool. You wouldn’t want them to have to come up here to help, would you?”

The threat made my skin crawl with heat. The idea of Madison, Samantha, Brittany, and Chloe walking in, seeing me stripped, seeing me locked, seeing me dressed…

My hands shook as I reached for the bikini top.

“That’s my girl,” Kelsey said softly, sitting back to watch.

The straps felt flimsy in my fingers, the sequins catching the light. I had no idea how to even put it on. She giggled when I fumbled, finally standing to tie the strings behind my back herself. The cups barely covered my chest, glittery and obscene.

“There,” she said, clapping her hands together like she’d dressed a doll. “Perfect.”

I wanted to sink into the floor.

But it didn’t end there. She pulled the matching bottoms from the suitcase and held them out expectantly.

My pulse pounded in my ears. “You’re serious.”

“Step in.”

The authority in her tone left no room for negotiation. My legs felt like lead as I obeyed, stepping into the tiny triangles of fabric. She tugged them up, snug and humiliating, the outline of my cage painfully obvious.

Kelsey stepped back, biting her lip as she looked me over. “God, you’re adorable. My own little spring break girlfriend.”

I covered myself instinctively, crossing my arms. “Please—can’t we just⁠—”

“No. This is a girls trip and you’re going to be one of the girls.” Her voice was sharp, final. Then, softer: “You’ll thank me by the end of the week.”

I didn’t believe her. But when she pushed me toward the mirror, when I saw myself—glittering bikini, caged bulge, face burning red—I couldn’t deny the rush of shameful arousal that hit me.

She wrapped her arms around me from behind, chin on my shoulder. “This is just the beginning,” she whispered, her eyes locking on mine in the reflection. “You’re not here for beer or beaches. You’re here to learn your place.”

And with that, she gave me a playful shove toward the balcony door. The sounds of the pool grew louder, clearer. I thought I heard Madison’s laugh float up on the breeze.

My stomach twisted.

And spring break was just beginning.


Chapter 2
Poolside Princess


Icould hear the pool long before I stepped outside—the splashes, the squeals of sorority girls, the deep shouts of guys showing off. Each sound made my heart pound harder. Kelsey’s fingers were laced firmly through mine as she led me toward the sliding balcony door, the glass warm from the Florida sun.

“Deep breaths,” she murmured, as though she were taking me to a yoga class instead of parading me out half-naked. “You’re fine, Zach.”

I wasn’t fine. My skin felt like it was on fire. The sequined bikini top itched. The bottoms clung to me like a neon spotlight on my shame, the cage pressing painfully against the fabric. I tugged at the strings instinctively and Kelsey smacked my hand away, a light but stinging reminder of who was in control.

“Stop fidgeting,” she hissed. “You’ll draw more attention.”

I almost laughed at the absurdity of that. As if there was any way to not draw attention in this outfit.

We descended the concrete stairs from our balcony to the pool deck. Sunlight bounced off the water in dizzying flashes. I tried to walk normally but the heels she’d slipped onto my feet—a pair of wedge sandals she’d insisted would “make your legs look cute”—wobbled under me, forcing my hips into an awkward sway. Kelsey smirked, clearly pleased with the effect.

Her friends spotted us first. A cluster of tanned, bikini-clad girls lounged on chaises near the pool bar, cocktails in hand, hair perfectly tousled. Madison, the ringleader, sat up straighter; Samantha and Brittany exchanged grins; Chloe already had her phone in her hand. Their sunglasses reflected me like tiny mirrors as we approached.

“There she is!” Madison called, and the others burst into laughter.

I froze. She?

Kelsey gave my hand an encouraging squeeze. “Come on, babe. Don’t keep them waiting.”

My legs felt like they belonged to someone else as she led me over. I could feel the eyes of strangers on me, flickers of double takes and smirks. A guy tossing a football stopped mid-throw to stare.

“Everyone,” Kelsey said, letting the tension stretch until my stomach flipped, “…this is my little spring break girlfriend.”

The group erupted in giggles and delighted shrieks.

“She’s adorable!” Samantha cooed, reaching out to tug on the string of my bikini top. “Where did you find her?”

“Packed her myself,” Kelsey said smoothly, and Madison and Brittany laughed harder. Chloe angled her phone for a better shot.

Heat flooded my face. I wanted to sink into the concrete. But instead, I was guided to a chaise and made to sit while they circled like cats around a bird.

Sunscreen appeared—cold, slick, smelling of coconut. Kelsey squirted it into her palms and began rubbing it over my shoulders, my chest, my thighs. Madison joined in, giggling as she smoothed lotion over my calves and feet.

“Such soft skin,” Brittany murmured. “Have you been shaving?”

“Yes,” Kelsey answered for me. “She’s been practicing for weeks.”

The humiliation made my cage ache. I shifted, trying to hide it, but they noticed anyway.

“Look at that little bulge,” Chloe whispered loudly, her tone halfway between mocking and curious. “Is that what I think it is?”

Kelsey grinned. “Locked up tight.” She gave the front of my bikini bottoms a teasing flick. “No boys allowed on spring break.”

A chorus of “oooh”s followed.

“Cross your legs prettily,” she instructed, and when I hesitated, she pinched my inner thigh hard enough to make me gasp. I snapped my knees together, folding my hands in my lap like a scolded child.

“Perfect,” she said, patting my cheek. “Now smile for the camera.”

A phone appeared. Then another. Flashes of bright sun on polished lenses as Madison and Chloe snapped away.

“Hold the drink,” Samantha said, handing me a pastel cocktail with a paper umbrella. “Tilt your head… yeah, like that. So cute.”

I forced a smile, my heart hammering.

“Hashtag springbreakgirlfriend,” Chloe giggled as she typed.

The cage throbbed. Every instinct screamed at me to run, to hide, to rip the bikini off and dive into the ocean. But I didn’t. I sat there, smiling, caged and glittering, Kelsey’s hand on my shoulder, her nails just grazing my skin in a silent warning.

“That’s better,” she whispered in my ear after the pictures were done. “You’re learning.”

She made me fetch drinks after that. Over and over. Madison barked orders in mock-innocent tones—“Another mojito, please, sweetheart”—Brittany waved for her sunglasses, Samantha asked for ice. Each time I had to rise, cross the deck in my wedges, and return with whatever they’d asked for. Each trip felt like another layer of my old self peeling away.

I started to hear it in my head: Smile. Cross your legs. Be pretty. Don’t fidget.

And the worst part? Somewhere beneath the humiliation, the sting of sunscreen on freshly shaved thighs, the cage pressing relentlessly against me… there was a pulse of something else. Something dark and dizzying.

By the time the sun began to sink and the pool crowd thinned, Kelsey slid an arm around my waist and kissed my cheek. “You did so well today,” she murmured. “Tomorrow we’ll take you shopping.”

“Shopping?” My stomach twisted.

But when she squeezed my hip possessively, a shiver ran through me, and I hated myself for it.


Chapter 3
Shopping the Strip


Iwoke to the sound of Kelsey humming. Light spilled through the hotel curtains, Florida sunshine already hot and heavy. My body ached, my cage pressing uncomfortably against the sheets, a dull throb reminding me of what she had done the day before.

I rolled over, hoping for a moment of peace, but she was already at the vanity, brushing her hair, dressed in a bikini and sheer cover-up that made her look like every spring break fantasy I’d ever had. She caught my gaze in the mirror and smiled knowingly.

“Up, girlfriend,” Kelsey said brightly. “We’ve got a big day ahead.”

I blinked, still groggy. “What do you mean?”

Her grin widened as she crossed the room and tossed a razor, a bottle of lotion, and a pastel sundress onto the bed. “Shopping. Madison and the girls want to dress you up properly. But first…” she tapped the razor against my leg, “you need to be smooth. No stubble. No excuses.”

My throat tightened. “I already shaved before we came.”

“Then shave again.” She leaned close, her voice dropping. “A proper girl doesn’t wait until it shows. She keeps herself soft every day. Understand?”

The humiliation burned hotter than the sun outside, but I obeyed. In the shower, I dragged the razor up and down my thighs, my chest, even my arms, until the water swirled with faint lines of foam and hair. By the time I stepped out, towel wrapped around me, Kelsey was waiting with the sundress.

“Lip gloss,” she said, holding up a tube. The scent of strawberries filled the air as she smeared it over my mouth, then pressed the fabric of the dress into my hands. It was yellow, strappy, and short—far too short. My cage jutted against the flimsy bikini bottoms beneath, impossible to hide.

“Perfect,” Kelsey said once I was dressed, slipping a pastel scrunchie into my hair to pull it into pigtails. She made me turn, adjusting the hem so it barely covered my ass, then buckled the wedges from yesterday back onto my feet. When I caught sight of myself in the mirror, I almost didn’t recognize the reflection: smooth legs, glossed lips, pigtails bouncing.

“Smile,” she instructed. I tried, though my cheeks burned. She snapped a picture anyway.

The strip was already alive when we arrived—music blasting from open bars, tourists spilling out of souvenir shops, the smell of fried food mixing with sunscreen. I clutched Kelsey’s hand tightly, terrified I would trip in the heels as we made our way down the boardwalk. Every laugh I heard, every whistle, felt like it was aimed at me.

Her sorority sisters waved from in front of a boutique, colorful bags already hanging from their wrists. Madison, Samantha, Brittany and Chloe squealed when they saw me.

“Our sunshine girl!” Brittany cried, and I thought my face might combust on the spot.

“You’re glowing,” Samantha teased. “Let’s fix her up even more.”

Before I could object, they herded me inside.

The boutique was bright and airy, racks of dresses in pastel shades, mannequins posed in sundresses and wide-brimmed hats. The air smelled like fabric softener and perfume. Kelsey wasted no time dragging me toward the fitting rooms, her arms full of clothes she plucked from hangers as she passed.

“Strip,” she ordered once the curtain fell behind us.

I froze, eyes wide.

Her eyes narrowed. “Do you want me to call Madison and the girls in here to help you? Because I will.”

My hands shook as I peeled the dress over my head, left standing in the bikini and cage. She hung up the options one by one: a clingy floral slip, a lace-trimmed romper, a soft pink sundress with spaghetti straps.

“Try this one first.” She shoved the slip into my hands.

The fabric was cool against my skin, but tight—so tight it clung to every line of my body. The outline of the cage was obvious, obscene.

She didn’t give me time to hide before yanking the curtain wide.

Gasps and laughter filled the air as Madison and Chloe crowded closer. “Oh my god, she looks like a doll!” Madison crowed.

“Spin for us,” Samantha demanded.

I obeyed, cheeks flaming, turning slowly as the hem rode higher with every step. Phones clicked.

“Try the pink one!” Brittany called, and suddenly I was being shoved back inside, stripped, redressed, displayed again. Each outfit was shorter, tighter, more humiliating.

The salesgirl appeared eventually, young and smiling, holding a smaller size. “That color really suits you,” she said kindly, as though she didn’t notice—or perhaps didn’t care—about the cage straining beneath the fabric. “Should I grab the next size down? It’ll hug your curves better.”

Kelsey’s grin was sharp. “Yes, please. She loves it tight.”

From there, they dragged me to a shoe store. Wedges turned into stilettos, each pair taller than the last. I stumbled, nearly twisting my ankle, but Madison clapped and Chloe laughed as though it were a performance.

“Walk for us,” Samantha demanded, phone in hand.

“Chin up, shoulders back,” Brittany corrected. “Sissies don’t slouch.”

I wobbled across the aisle, the click of heels loud as gunshots. The cage pressed cruelly with every step.

“Perfect,” Kelsey purred. “You’re getting the hang of it.”

The next stop was a makeup counter. I barely had time to breathe before I was pushed onto a stool, surrounded by mirrors and bright lights. An employee leaned over me with a brush, dusting blush onto my cheeks, swiping gloss over my lips.

“Her skin is so soft,” the employee remarked, smiling at Kelsey. “She must take such good care of herself.”

Giggles erupted around me.

By the time they were done, my cheeks glowed pink, my lips shimmered, and a floral perfume clung to my wrists and neck.

“Lovely,” the employee said brightly. “Would you like to take these products home?”

“Yes,” Kelsey answered without hesitation, handing over a credit card. “Bag them all. She’ll need practice.”

When we finally spilled back onto the strip, I was weighed down with pastel bags—dresses, heels, lip glosses, perfume. A small purse dangled from my shoulder, the strap adjusted so I couldn’t shrug it off.

“Strut,” Madison instructed. “Hips, like this.” She demonstrated with an exaggerated sway.

“Smile,” Chloe added. “Pretend you like it.”

So I did, stumbling along the boardwalk in heels, shopping bags swinging, lips glossy, perfume thick in the heat.

And then I heard it: “Hey, sweetheart!”

A guy leaned against a railing, beer in hand, eyes raking over me. “Nice ass.”

The laughter of the sorority girls was deafening. Kelsey’s arm slid around my waist, possessive, triumphant.

“Say thank you,” she whispered.

I wanted to vanish. But I turned, lips trembling, and managed to choke out, “Th-thank you.”

The girls shrieked with delight, snapping more pictures.

By the time we reached the hotel again, my cage was throbbing, my thighs ached, and my shame hung around me like another layer of clothing.

Kelsey kissed my cheek softly, almost sweetly, as she unlocked the door. “You did beautifully today,” she murmured. “Tomorrow, we put on a show.”

My stomach dropped.

But my body shivered.


Chapter 4
The Hotel Room Show


By the time we reached the suite, my arms were sore from the bags and my thighs ached from the endless click of heels against pavement. Every time I shifted, the cage pinched, a constant reminder that no matter how hard my body begged, there would be no release. I told myself maybe—just maybe—I’d earned a break. Surely Kelsey would let me rest.

But when I tried to set the shopping bags on the dresser, she laughed and pointed at the living room.

“No, Zach. Out there. Tonight’s the show.”

The words sent a chill through me.

Her friends were already waiting—Madison, Samantha, Brittany, and Chloe—sprawled across couches and chairs, drinks in hand, the remains of room service scattered across the coffee table. Someone dimmed the lights. Chloe dragged the table out of the way. The suite’s living room suddenly looked less like a lounge and more like a stage.

“What… what kind of show?” I asked weakly, though I knew the answer.

Kelsey grinned, tugging one of the shopping bags open. “A fashion show. You’ve got plenty of new outfits. Time to model them for us.”

Laughter rippled through the room. My stomach flipped.

“I can’t,” I whispered, but she was already pulling a pink slip dress from the bag, lace at the neckline, hem scandalously short. She held it against my chest like a tailor measuring cloth.

“You can. Strip.”

My face burned hot. “Please, not in front of them⁠—”

Her smile never wavered. “Either you do it yourself, or Madison and the girls will help you. I don’t think you want that, sweetheart.”

The threat hung heavy. My hands trembled as I peeled the sundress off, left in nothing but my bikini and the cruel metal bulge straining beneath. A chorus of giggles greeted me. Samantha clapped mockingly. Brittany whistled.

“Cute,” Chloe teased, phone raised. “She’s blushing!”

The slip slid over my head, the cool fabric brushing my nipples, clinging to my hips. Kelsey adjusted the straps, then shoved me forward into the open space.

“Walk.”

I froze, but the expectant eyes of the girls left me no choice. I wobbled across the carpet, the hem swishing around my thighs. The cage jutted against the thin fabric with every step.

Phones lifted. Flashes went off.

“She’s adorable!” Madison crowed.

“Spin!” Brittany demanded.

I turned, heat crawling over my skin as the babydoll hem rose, threatening to expose the outline of my cage completely.

Back inside the bag, more outfits waited. Each time Kelsey handed me another—sundresses, bikinis, lingerie—I felt myself stripped further of anything resembling manhood. A floral romper that hugged my thighs so tightly I could barely walk. A rhinestone bikini that glittered obscenely under the lights. A lacy bra stuffed with tissue to give me curves.

And always, the curtain yanked open too soon, the room filling with shrieks of laughter, the sting of Chloe’s camera capturing every humiliating moment.

“Pout!” Samantha demanded, and I obeyed, lips trembling.

“Blow a kiss!” Madison shouted, and I did, feeling my lip gloss stick.

By the time the last outfit appeared—a sheer babydoll with tiny bows at the straps—I was shaking. The fabric floated against my skin like smoke, exposing more than it hid.

“She’s perfect,” Kelsey murmured, stroking my cheek. Then her hand disappeared into the bag and emerged with something that made my breath stop.

A strap-on.

The room erupted in squeals. The harness jingled faintly as she stepped into it, buckling the straps tight around her hips. The silicone cock jutted forward, gleaming obscenely in the low light.

“No,” I whispered, backing up. “Please, not in front of them⁠—”

Kelsey’s hand shot out, catching my wrist. “On your knees, Zach.”

The words were calm, casual, but final. I sank to the carpet, the rough fibers scraping my skin. The babydoll rode up, exposing the bulge of the cage pressed tight between my thighs.

She stood over me, the strap-on looming. “Open.”

My lips trembled, but I obeyed. The first press of silicone against my mouth made me whimper. The taste was strange, plastic and bitter, but the humiliation was worse.

“Wider,” she ordered, and when I hesitated, her hand tangled in my hair and forced me further. The cock slid over my tongue, hitting the back of my throat. I gagged, eyes watering.

“Good girl,” Kelsey crooned.

The girls leaned forward, shrieking with laughter, recording every second.

“Look at her go!” Madison howled.

“She’s such a slut!” Samantha added between giggles.

Tears streamed down my face as I choked, saliva dripping down my chin. My jaw ached, my throat convulsed, but Kelsey kept rocking her hips, shallow thrusts that made me gag over and over. The cage pressed painfully against the carpet, leaking, humiliating, hopeless.

“Take it deeper,” she commanded, pushing until my throat spasmed. I gagged, coughed, tears blurring my vision.

“Smile for the camera,” Chloe called, phone raised, and through the blur I saw the lens pointed straight at my face, capturing every humiliating second.

Finally Kelsey pulled back, the silicone sliding free with a wet pop. I collapsed against her thigh, panting, drooling, the babydoll clinging damply to my skin.

She stroked my hair almost tenderly. “That’s enough for tonight. We don’t want to break her too soon.”

The laughter and applause were deafening. Brittany raised her glass in a mock toast, Samantha squealed, Chloe’s phone kept snapping.

My throat burned. My cage throbbed. My face was wet with tears and spit.

But when Kelsey bent down and whispered, “Tomorrow, beach babe,” the shiver that went through me betrayed everything.


Chapter 5
Beach Babe Night Out


Ithought maybe, after the fashion show and the strap-on, Kelsey would let me rest. My throat was raw, my lips sticky, my cage still throbbing from hours of humiliation. But as the sun slid toward the horizon, she was already pulling things out of the shopping bags and laying them carefully across the bedspread, humming to herself like an artist preparing a canvas.

“Up, girlfriend,” she said sweetly, tugging at my ankle. “You don’t want to be late for the bonfire.”

My body jolted. “Bonfire?”

Her grin widened. “It’s tradition. Everyone’s going. And tonight…” She lifted a glittering bikini top between two fingers. “…you’re going to be the prettiest beach babe there.”

The words made my chest seize. But there was no point in arguing. She had me stripped in seconds, standing naked but for the cage that gleamed under the hotel light. The cool air licked my skin, raising goosebumps.

“Hold still.”

The bikini top was tiny—shiny, metallic, two triangles of fabric that dug into my chest when she tied the strings around my back. She adjusted them deliberately, tugging until my nipples pressed against the thin fabric. Then came the sarong: sheer, gauzy, barely-there. She wrapped it low around my hips, tied it at the side, and stepped back to admire her work.

“Perfect,” Kelsey murmured, but she wasn’t done.

From another bag she produced bangles that clinked as she slid them onto my wrists, anklets that jingled faintly when she knelt to fasten them around my legs, and a string of beads that she draped around my neck. The perfume came next—sweet and cloying, sprayed liberally onto my neck, my wrists, even the back of my knees.

Then she slicked another layer of gloss across my lips, tilting my chin up with two fingers. “Pout for me, Zach.”

I obeyed, my mouth shining wetly in the mirror. The sight made me dizzy.

She kissed me hard, leaving a faint smudge on her own lips. “Beautiful. My beach babe.”

The walk down to the sand felt endless. Music thumped in the distance, laughter carried on the wind. I tried to tug the sarong lower to hide the outline of the cage pressing against the bikini, but Kelsey smacked my hand away sharply.

“Stop fidgeting,” she hissed. “You’ll ruin the effect.”

The effect. As if I were just another accessory for her night.

When we reached the fire, it was already huge, flames twisting high into the night. Dozens of students danced barefoot in the sand, their bodies glowing in the orange light. The smell of salt and smoke wrapped around me.

Her sorority sisters spotted us instantly.

“There she is!” Madison called.

“Our spring break girlfriend!” Samantha squealed.

The circle swallowed me whole. Brittany tugged at the sarong until it slipped higher, Chloe adjusted the bikini so more of my chest showed, Madison brushed fresh lip gloss onto my mouth without asking. Their hands were everywhere—fixing, adjusting, teasing.

“Dance for us,” Chloe commanded, thrusting a red cup into my hand.

“I don’t⁠—”

“Yes, you do.” Kelsey’s voice cut sharp. Her fingers pinched the cage through the bikini fabric until I gasped. “Dance.”

So I did.

At first it was pathetic—small steps, awkward sways, my arms clutched around me. But they weren’t satisfied.

“Loosen up!” Brittany urged.

“Move your hips, babe!” Samantha giggled, grabbing my waist and forcing me to sway.

Hands guided me, pushing, pulling, making my hips roll. My ankles jingled with every movement, the cage clicking faintly under the fabric. The music pounded through me, the fire painted everything in flickering gold.

Phones lifted. Lenses flashed.

“Smile!” Madison shouted.

“Blow a kiss!” Chloe added.

I did, cheeks flaming, lip gloss shining. The laughter that followed was deafening.

It didn’t stop with dancing. They shoved me into group photos, arms slung around me, their faces glowing with joy while mine burned with humiliation. I saw the screens light up with captions as they uploaded:

Our spring break girlfriend [image: two hearts]

Cutest beach babe [image: cherry blossom]

She’s ours.

Each ding of a notification felt like another nail sealing me into this role forever.

And then the guys noticed. Drunk, rowdy, eyes glinting in the firelight. “Damn, she’s cute.” One whistled low. Another raised his cup in salute.

Kelsey’s arm snapped tight around my waist. “Mine,” she said flatly, kissing my cheek for emphasis.

Her friends squealed, clapping. “Ours, ours, ours!”

The guys laughed and moved on, but the words hung in the smoke-heavy air. Mine. Ours. Never his.

By the time the fire burned low, I was trembling. My thighs ached from the forced dancing, my lips sticky from layer after layer of gloss, my cage soaked with humiliating leaks. My whole body was exhausted, but my mind spun with the cruel, dizzying truth: the more they mocked me, the more my body betrayed me.

Kelsey pulled me close, whispering into my ear so softly no one else could hear. “Tomorrow’s the last night. And I’m going to break you completely.”

A shiver wracked me, unstoppable. I wanted to beg her not to. I wanted to demand freedom. But the only word that escaped, breathless and trembling, was: “Yes.”

And her smile told me she knew I was already hers.


Chapter 6
The Sissy Breaks


Ithought the bonfire was the end. My body had been wrung out like a rag — thighs sore from dancing in the sand, lips sticky with layer after layer of gloss, my cage soaked with humiliating leaks. I crawled into bed thinking maybe, finally, Kelsey would be satisfied.

But the way she yanked the covers off me an hour later told me I was wrong.

“Up, girlfriend,” she said brightly, as though it were morning and not midnight. “We’re not done. Not until you’re perfect.”

My heart lurched. “Perfect for what?”

Her smile was slow, merciless. “For me. For them. For all of us.”

She dragged me into the bathroom. The mirror was already fogged from steam; she’d run the shower hot. With swift, practiced movements she stripped me bare — bikini, sarong, every last shred — until only the cage clung to me, cruel and tight.

“Clean up,” she ordered, tossing me a razor and a can of gel.

“I already⁠—”

Her nails scraped down my chest, making me flinch. “Again.”

So I showered. Chest, arms, legs, everything. I hated how my body looked when it was bare like this, how it made the cage seem even smaller, even more obscene.

When I stepped out dripping, she was waiting with a towel in one hand and something else in the other. A bottle of lube. A plug, polished and gleaming.

I froze. “Kelsey, no⁠—”

“Yes.” She spun me to face the mirror, pressing me forward until my palms hit the sink. “This is what good girls wear under their pretty clothes.”

The lube was cold. The plug stretched me slowly, inexorably, until I gasped, forehead pressed against the glass. My body convulsed around it, trying to reject it, but she held me steady until it slid all the way in and locked against me.

“There,” she purred, kissing the back of my neck. “Now you’ll be ready for what’s coming.”

The lingerie came next. Black lace panties that clung tight over the cage, the bulge impossible to miss. A bra with thin cups that gaped against my chest, humiliatingly empty. A garter belt she buckled with exaggerated slowness, then stockings she smoothed up my legs, her nails grazing my thighs until I shivered.

By the time she was finished, I was shaking.

“Look at you,” she whispered, turning me to face the mirror.

The reflection was unbearable. Gloss still smeared faintly from earlier, perfume lingering at my throat, black lace hugging every line of my shaved body, stockings gleaming, cage jutting, plug inside.

“Smile,” she instructed.

My lips trembled.

“Wider.”

I forced my mouth into a grin, the gloss catching the light, obscene.

“Good girl. Now practice for me.”

“Practice?”

She stepped behind me, her hand closing around my chin, forcing me to keep my eyes on the mirror. “Say it: ‘I’m your sissy.’”

The words caught in my throat.

Her nails dug into my jaw. “Say it, Zach.”

“I… I’m your sissy.”

Her smile in the reflection was radiant. “Again.”

“I’m your sissy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your sissy!” The words rang in the tiled room, echoing back at me, humiliating and undeniable.

She slipped her hand lower, brushing the cage, feeling the wetness seeping through the lace. “See? You know it’s true.”

Tears blurred my vision. The mirror swam.

A knock came at the door, followed by muffled giggles.

“Are we allowed in yet?” Chloe called. “We want to see!”

My stomach dropped.

“Not yet,” Kelsey sang, eyes still locked with mine in the mirror. “She’s not quite broken enough. But soon.”

She kissed my temple, leaving a smear of her lip gloss on my skin, and whispered: “Soon, everyone will see you the way I do.”

The knock came again, louder this time, followed by Madison’s sing-song voice. “Come on! We’re dying to see her!”

Kelsey’s eyes never left mine in the mirror. “Ready?” she murmured.

“No…” I whispered.

She smiled anyway. “Good enough.”

She snapped her fingers. The door swung open.

A wave of perfume, laughter, and bright phone screens flooded the bathroom. Madison, Samantha, Brittany, and Chloe spilled inside like a pack of wolves in designer sandals, clutching drinks, eyes glittering with anticipation.

“Oh my god!” Samantha squealed, nearly dropping her phone. “Look at her!”

“She’s perfect!” Brittany gasped, snapping a photo.

I tried to cover myself but they were already circling, tugging at straps, snapping photos, squealing over the plug bulge at my backside and the cage jutting against the lace.

“Spin for us,” Madison demanded.

I obeyed, cheeks blazing, turning slowly in the small space while they giggled and whispered. The plug shifted inside me, sending an involuntary shiver up my spine.

“Pout!” Chloe said, phone poised.

I did.

“Blow a kiss!” Samantha shouted.

Glossed lips trembling, I blew the kiss. Phones clicked. A chorus of delighted shrieks filled the air.

Then Kelsey reached under the vanity and pulled out the harness. The black silicone glinted under the bathroom light like a weapon.

The room erupted in cheers.

“She’s finally gonna get it!” Madison crowed.

“She’s been waiting all week!” Chloe added.

I backed up until the cool tile hit my back. “Please…”

Kelsey’s hand shot out, gripping my chin, forcing me to look up at her. “Hands and knees. On the bed. Now.”

The girls moved aside, giggling, filming as I crawled past them, my stockings scraping the carpet, the cage clicking faintly. The suite’s living room had been rearranged again: coffee table pushed aside, chairs angled for a perfect view.

“Wider,” Kelsey ordered when I reached the bed. She smacked my thigh until I spread my knees. The lace stretched, exposing more of me. The plug shifted inside, preparing me.

Phones zoomed in. Drinks sloshed as the girls leaned closer, hungry for the show.

Kelsey stepped into the harness with deliberate slowness, buckling each strap, tugging it tight until the cock jutted proudly from her hips. She stroked it once, theatrically, eyes locked on me. “Say it.”

I knew what she meant. My voice trembled. “I’m your sissy.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your sissy!”

Cheers erupted. Samantha started clapping, a rhythm Brittany picked up, then Chloe joined in, until the whole room pulsed with it like a drumbeat.

She climbed onto the bed behind me. The first press of silicone against my panties made me whimper. She didn’t ease me in; she shoved. The plug popped free as the cock slid into its place, stretching me until I cried out.

Laughter filled the room.

“Take it!” Madison shouted.

“She’s loving it!” Chloe squealed.

Kelsey gripped my hips and began to thrust, slow at first, then harder, faster, the sound of skin against lace echoing through the suite. My cage rubbed against the sheets, every thrust sending shudders of frustrated pleasure through me.

“She’s leaking!” Brittany shrieked, pointing. “Look at her cage—it’s dripping!”

The humiliation was unbearable. My body convulsed, caught between agony and ecstasy, sobbing into the pillow as the cock drove deeper.

“Thank them,” Kelsey ordered, yanking my hair back so my face turned toward the phones.

“Th-thank you!” I gasped.

“Louder!”

“THANK YOU!”

Phones flashed, drinks spilled, cheers erupted.

She flipped me onto my back then, lifting my legs high, the lace panties stretched aside as she shoved back inside. My heels dug into the sheets, my hands clawed at the bedspread, my cage leaking uncontrollably.

“Look at her face!” Samantha cried.

“She’s such a slut!” Madison shouted.

“She’s ours forever!” Chloe squealed, zooming in for the perfect shot.

Each thrust drove the words deeper, carving them into me as surely as the cock carved through my body.

She pulled out suddenly, rolled me onto my stomach, and mounted me again, this time taking me from behind while her friends crowded even closer, their phones capturing every angle. My plug lay forgotten on the carpet.

She drove into me harder, faster, until my body shook with sobs and tremors, my cage pressed into the sheets, leaking, my lips trembling with words I couldn’t stop saying: “I’m your sissy. I’m your sissy. I’m your sissy…”

The chant was picked up by the girls around us, a low, mocking chorus. “She’s your sissy. She’s your sissy.”

And then Kelsey leaned down, lips brushing my ear, her voice low and fierce. “You are my sissy. My girlfriend. My forever toy. This isn’t just spring break. This is your life now.”

The words shattered me. I screamed into the sheets as my cage convulsed, leaking helplessly, my whole body wracked with sobs and pleasure.

“She came!” Madison cried. “She came in her cage!”

The laughter and applause were wild, triumphant.

My body slumped, trembling, broken. Kelsey held me close, the cock still buried inside me, her lips brushing my temple as the noise swirled around us.

“That’s it,” she whispered tenderly, almost lovingly. “My girl.”

And in that moment, with my face wet with tears, my cage dripping, my body used and displayed, I knew she was right.

Forever.
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