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What To Expect?

Hi there! 


This is the second book in the femdom medical chastity series. I recommend you check out the first one to begin with you can dive in too! Inside you can find CFNM, chastity, Tease and Denial, Light SPH, Friends To Lovers Slow Burn, lots of high heat action scenes, a milking machine, FLR, and lots of frustration and latex gloves. Enjoy!


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke



Chapter 1: A Very Scientific Routine

Have you ever felt like you were being chased by the administration of life?




Because Spencer James Elison certainly did.

Life always seemed to be one step ahead of him, and it wasn’t long before living as a struggling musician in New York seemed to incur a lot more struggling than the musician part.

It was a shame really.

Spencer was a great and talented guy who would do anything for anyone, but he was just so disorganised by nature that it was almost comical.

Fresh out of college and cast into the maw of the concrete civilisation, he swiftly learned that there were always more bills to pay, appointments to make, appointments to remember, friends to call, trial memberships to cancel and, of course, more bills to pay.

The man needed a firm hand, but he was alone.

So, despite the fact that at twenty-seven his music and the name Spencer James Elison were finally taking off, his personal and professional life were in freefall. While the reviews were good, the venues hated him for arriving late or not at all.

A forgotten rent payment sent him onto the streets, and his manager said he had one more chance to prove he was worth keeping.

Simply speaking, he was screwed.

Then Cindy Lawton came back into his life, and everything changed.

The thing Spencer had to keep in mind was that Cindy was truly beautiful.

Yes, physically, she was hot as hell: tall, with bouncy blonde hair, witch-blue eyes and the kind of cleavage he could spend an entire afternoon trying, and failing, not to glance at.

But she was also a sweetheart, always worrying about people and smart as a whip.

She was the kind of girl nobody ever asked out because she was perpetually out of their league.

But then they had run into each other when Spencer was at his lowest, and she revealed that she was conducting an experiment on the effect of chastity on the disorganised male mind.

Because she was literally the hottest woman he had ever spoken to, and because he was in dire need of some personal organisation, he had consented to defer completely to her in all things, save for a single safeword: “tunamelt.”

And now, after a crazy twenty-four hours under her care, Spencer woke up in the bottom bunk of her loft apartment and felt a new, unyielding pressure as his morning glory began to rise.

Because Cindy Lawton, genius and goddess, had locked him in a two-inch chastity cage.

And only she held the key.

The cage sat heavy and warm against his denied morning glory, and he lay still for a long moment, staring at the underside of the upper mattress, listening to the soft, even sound of her breathing above him. Then heard the upper bunk creak.

Cindy’s delicate bare feet touched the ladder, then the floor.

A moment later she appeared at the foot of his bed, dressed in a soft gray tank top that clung to the full, heavy swell of her bouncing breasts and a pair of dark shorts that left most of her supple thighs bared to him. Her luscious blonde hair was loose. The beauty-mark freckle above her lip stood out against the morning light.

She really was a goddess.

“Good morning, Spencer,” she said, voice calm and sweet as pie. “Ready to get up? I hope so, because we have a schedule to establish.”

Spencer sat up carefully, and the cage shifted with him, a solid reminder that every movement of his manhood was now a matter of protocol.

Cindy waited while he swung his legs over the side of the mattress, then beamed.

“Okay so as the experiment continues, new rules will periodically be introduced at preordained milestones that only I can track. Today is one of those days where we instigate a brand new rule,” she said, as if she were noting a variable on a tablet. “While you are inside the loft, you are to remain naked unless I give you explicit permission to dress.”

His cheeks grew fiercely red and he asked. “Why?”

Cindy beamed and touched his glowing cheeks. “I’m so glad you asked Spence. You see, constant exposure reduces residual shame over time. It also allows me to monitor the device for fit and hygiene without ceremony. And it prevents you from mentally separating the experiment from ordinary life. The cage is not something you put on for sessions. It is simply part of how you live during this experiment. Understood?”

Spencer’s face heated further but he nodded.

Cindy sighed and raised an eyebrow. “Spence, I’m going to need verbal confirmation, please.”

“Understood,” he said, voice rough from sleep.

“Good.” She smiled, small and genuine. “Your clothes can just stay folded at the foot of the bed for now. Come on into the kitchen. You’re making breakfast.”

The loft was pretty in the morning light, nicer than anywhere he’d ever stayed with taller windows, cooler air, and the ordered shelves of medical texts and anatomical prints watching him as he walked naked and vulnerable across the hardwood.

He was acutely aware of the way the bars framed his soft cock and the soft weight of his balls, of how completely visible he was to the hottest girl he’d ever known.

Cindy set a carton of eggs, a block of cheese, a loaf of good bread, and a bag of oranges on the island. “Why don’t you rustle up some omelettes and toast for both of us. I’ll handle the juice.”

“Sure thing,” Spencer said sheepishly, thinking about how weird it was to be naked in front of her as he worked.

The act of cracking eggs while completely bare, while the cage rested against the edge of the counter whenever he leaned forward, felt surreal and intensely exposing.

Cindy stood a few feet away, slicing oranges with precise movements and feeding them into a small manual juicer.

Every so often she glanced over.

Her eyes did not linger in an obvious way, yet he felt the weight of her attention on the locked cage and his vulnerable bare ass.

When the juice was finished she dipped one finger into the glass, lifted it, and slowly licked the bright liquid from the tip. The motion was casual, almost absent-minded, yet the sight of her tongue and the soft pressure of her lips sent an immediate pulse of need through him. Spencer’s cock tried to thicken; the steel stopped it cold. A thin bead of precum welled at the tip and clung there, visible and utterly humiliating.

Cindy noticed but mercifully, didn’t comment.

She only set the glass down and took a seat at the island, watching him plate the omelettes.

They ate together. Spencer remained standing for a moment before she nodded at the stool opposite her; sitting made the cage press differently, the base ring snug against his body. He picked at the eggs, hyper-aware of every shift.

“So, Spencer,” she said, taking a bite between her perfect naturally pouty lips, “how’d you sleep?”

“Woke up once or twice,” he answered, sheepish. “But yeah. Mostly okay.”

“Good.” She took another bite and made a soft, genuine sound of pleasure that went straight through him. “Oh, Spencer, that’s so fucking good.”

Her free hand found his bare forearm, warm and perfect, fingers resting lightly against his skin.

The contact was brief, almost friendly, yet it left a trail of want. “I’m going to scarf this down and then work at this table while you go through your schedule. I have admin to catch up on and the write-up from yesterday’s baseline. Still happy with the experiment?”

Spencer gulped.

As embarrassing as all of this was, the nakedness, the locked cage, the way her eyes could find him at any moment, it was also pretty fucking hot.

And he needed to get his life back on track.

If that ever changed, he had the safeword, but for now, he decided to keep going.

“Sure thing,” he said. “I gotta do my bit for science, right?”

“Good boy.” She smiled, leaned across the island, and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek.

Then she rose, collected her laptop and a slim notebook, and settled at the far end of the table with the easy focus of someone who had already decided the morning belonged to data.

The official schedule for the first full week sat open in front of him in her clear, precise handwriting.

Daily Structure – Week 1

• 08:00–09:00: Breakfast and hygiene check (device inspection as required)

• 09:00–10:30: Focused guitar practice (minimum ninety minutes, no phone)

• 10:30–12:00: Loft maintenance and personal admin (surfaces, floors, laundry rotation, debt calendar review)

• 12:00–13:00: Lunch and quiet reading

• 13:00–14:30: Bodyweight circuit and mobility work (documented)

• 14:30–16:00: Creative block or additional practice

• 16:00 onward: Flexible supervised time / errands / shared evening

Spencer began.

Guitar practice came first.

With a bit lip he sat on the edge of the bottom bunk with the battered acoustic across his bare thighs, the cage resting against the wood of the instrument.

Every shift of posture reminded him. Scales, arpeggios, the half-finished bridge he had been avoiding for weeks—he forced himself through them while Cindy typed quietly at the table.

Occasionally she glanced up.

By the time he moved on to loft maintenance the low, frustrated hardness in his groin had become constant. He mopped the floors, wiped the counters, rotated the small load of laundry she had left for him.

It was pretty embarrassing. Afterall, the cage swung and settled with every bend. The air tickled his ass with every crouch. When he stretched to reach a high shelf he felt her eyes for a moment and flushed hard, yet she only nodded once and returned to her notes.

Lunch was simple—leftover salad greens and the rest of the bread. He ate it standing at the island while she remained at her laptop.

The afternoon circuit of push-ups, squats, and planks left him sweating and tired, but throughout it all Cindy remained calm, supervisory, almost ordinary.

It was so weird for him. He was not being put on display for her or anyone else’s arousal. He was simply required to be available, monitorable, and without the small armor of clothing.

By late afternoon she closed the laptop and stood.

“Come here,” she said. “I think it’s time for a standing inspection.”

Spencer walked to the open space in front of the tall windows.

Cindy stepped close, close enough that he could smell the clean soap on her skin and the faint residual scent of orange. She did not put on gloves this time. Her bare fingers lifted the cage gently, turning it a few degrees left and right, checking the base ring for redness, pressing lightly along each bar.

“Circulation looks good. No pressure points developing. You’re keeping it clean.” Her thumb brushed the soft skin just above the ring, clinical and brief and he suppressed a groan of pleasure. “How does the weight feel after a full day of movement?”

“Frustrating,” he managed, willing her to keep touching him. “But… manageable.”

“Good.” She released the device and looked up into his face. Her witch-blue eyes held his for a long moment. “You remained obedient despite clear discomfort and residual arousal. That is actually super duper promising. The data only works if the subject stays inside the framework even when it is inconvenient.” A small, genuine smile touched her mouth. “You’re doing well, Spencer. I’m proud of you!”

The praise tangled with the frustrated ache in the cage, and Spencer blushed as he replied, “Thanks.”

She stepped back, wiped her hands on a clean towel, and tilted her head.

“I have a couple of hours before I need to look at more modeling data. There’s an adaptation of the Iliad playing at the theater on Ninth—supposed to be excellent. Want to grab coffee first and then go?”

Spencer met her eyes. Something quiet and warm passed between them, separate from the protocol, separate from the steel locked around him.

He nodded.

“Yeah,” he said, feeling the smile form stronger on his face. “I’d really like that.”

Cindy’s smile deepened right back. “Then you should probably get dressed. We’ll leave the cage as it is, of course. Meet me by the door in ten.”

He moved toward the folded clothes at the foot of the bunk, the two-inch steel bar cage shifting with every step, already throbbing with the private knowledge that the key still lived somewhere on her person and that the first full day of the new life had only just begun.


Chapter 2: A New Standard To Follow

Morning light filled the loft in long pale bars when Spencer woke.

His cock had tried again in the night and failed, the two inch steel bar cage holding him soft and confined. A thin residue of dried precum clung to the front bars, evidence of the frustrated dreams that had followed him home from the theater. The movie’d had these concubines who danced in these little see-through dresses, their nipples poking through in such a fucking sexy way, and-

“Ouch,” he gritted, his cock swelling uselessly inside the chastity cage.

He needed to get better about keeping his head out of the gutter, he realized.

Frustrated and horny, Spencer lay still for a moment, listening.

Above him the upper mattress was empty.

Cindy stood near the kitchen island already dressed. The outfit looked almost domestic at first glance. Tiny white running shorts clung to the full curve of her beautiful bouncy ass and rode high on her supple thighs.

A fitted pale blue tank top stretched across the heavy swell of her breasts, the soft fabric nipping in at her tight toned waist. An oversized cream cardigan hung open over it, the sleeves pushed to her elbows. White ankle socks and a loose blonde ponytail completed the picture.

She looked like someone about to go for an easy morning jog, harmless and bright.

The effect only made Spencer want her more.

She turned when she heard him sit up. The beauty mark freckle above her lip caught the light as she smiled.

“Good morning, Spencer. How did the cage feel overnight?”

He swung his legs over the side of the bunk. The steel shifted against him, cool at first then quickly warming to skin temperature. “Tight when I got hard in my sleep. Worse than before.”

“Any pinching or numbness?”

“No.”

“Good. I’m not surprised to be honest, those concubines right? I had a couple a dreams about them myself,” she said with a funny little blush. “But just to be safe, we’ll check properly in a moment. Stand up. Obviously, the nudity rule still applies inside the loft.”

He rose naked. The morning air raised a light scatter of gooseflesh across his arms and chest.

Cindy’s gaze moved over him once, before she nodded toward the far wall.

A set of simple wooden pegs had been fixed there at shoulder height and again lower down, spaced deliberately. A small digital scale sat on the floor nearby. A blood pressure cuff and a slim tablet rested on a low shelf.

“Come here and put your hands at your sides, feet on the marked spots.”

Two small pieces of white tape formed a V on the hardwood. Spencer stepped onto them. The position forced his legs apart just enough that the cage and the soft weight of his balls hung fully visible and on display.

A fact which both aroused and embarrassed him to no end.

Cindy took his wrists and guided them outward until each hand rested against a peg. Soft fabric straps waited there.

She buckled them loosely but securely so that his arms stayed open and still.

The posture left him exposed without being fully restrained, at her merciful mercy.

She pulled a pair of translucent medical gloves from a box on the shelf and snapped them on.

The soft latex sound traveled straight down Spencer’s spine.

Her dexterous delicate fingers flexed once, testing the fit, then she stepped closer.

“Your daily medical routine begins now,” she said, voice even. “I shouldn’t have tied you up yet actually, we need to get your weight first.”

He stepped onto the scale when she released one wrist.

She recorded the number on the tablet without comment, then guided him back to the marks and refastened the strap.

Next came the blood pressure cuff around his upper arm.

The inflation was slow and firm.

She watched the reading, made a note, then pressed two gloved fingertips to the side of his neck to count his pulse.

The cool latex against his skin made his cock twitch uselessly inside the cage.

“Elevated but acceptable,” she murmured. “Sleep quality?”

“Restless. Woke a few times.”

“Dreams?”

He hesitated. “Some.”

“Arousal related?”

Heat flooded his face. “Yes, I dreamt about those concubines…sucking my…you know.”

Cindy’s cheeks held a faint pink, but her expression stayed clinical.

She moved behind him and ran gloved hands slowly over his shoulders, down the length of his spine, checking skin for variables he didn’t understand or care about. He just liked the way it felt to be handled so impassionately by her.

The latex whispered against him. When she reached the small of his back she paused, then continued lower, palms briefly cupping the curve of each ass cheek before she stepped around to face him again.

“You’ve got nice glutes.” She knelt.

The tiny white shorts rode higher as she settled onto one knee. The soft inner curves of her thick thighs pressed together. Spencer could see the faint shadow of her tits beneath the pale blue tank top where the cardigan had slipped open.

She lifted the cage with careful gloved fingers and examined every bar, every contact point where steel met skin.

The base ring received special attention.

She rotated it a few degrees, pressed gently along the underside, then used a soft sterile wipe to clean from the front bars and the tip of his cock.

The touch was thorough and deliberate.

Each pass of the cool wipe against the sensitive head sent a fresh pulse of blood into the confined desperate cock.

The cage denied any real swelling, but a clear bead of fresh precum welled immediately and she caught it with the wipe before it could fall.

“Overnight leakage is noted,” she said. “Consistent with residual arousal under restriction.” She discarded the wipe, took a fresh one, and continued cleaning.

She cleaned the soft skin of his scrotum, lifting each testicle in turn, then worked lower along the perineum with firm, methodical strokes.

Every contact edged him higher. His breathing grew shallow.

His cock strained against the steel in tiny frustrated increments that went nowhere.

Cindy glanced up. Her witch blue eyes held his for a moment.

The pink on her cheekbones had deepened, and her breathing was just a fraction fuller than before, yet her voice remained calm and instructional.

“You’re responding strongly to the hygiene care. That’s useful data. Thanks!”

His cock jerked inside the bars.

A fresh thread of precum slipped out and she wiped it away with quiet efficiency, the corner of her mouth curving just slightly before she smoothed it away.

She continued the inspection with the same measured care, cleaning every surface the device touched, checking for any redness or pressure marks, recording his reactions on the tablet between passes.

When she finally rose the shorts had ridden high enough that the lower curve of her fuckable perfect ass was fully visible. She stripped the used gloves, disposed of them, and pulled on a fresh pair. From a sealed kit she removed a sterile swab.

“One more sample. We need a comparison against the baseline collected at the lab. Hold still.”

She guided the soft tip of the swab carefully along the underside of the head where it rested against the open bars, collecting residual fluid.

The touch was light and precise and still enough to make his thighs tense.

She sealed the swab in a labeled tube and set it aside.

“All done for this morning.” She unbuckled the wrist straps and stepped back. “You may lower your arms. Circulation check.”

Spencer flexed his fingers. Cindy closed the notebook and looked at him across the island. The morning light caught the loose strands of her ponytail and the soft line of her throat.

“You did well with the inspection. You answered every question honestly and clearly and of course, you stayed present even when the cleaning became intense. That is the standard we maintain. Now get dressed for the call that’s scheduled. Jeans and a shirt only. The cage stays on, of course. Afterward we return to the schedule.”

Spencer stood.

Cindy’s eyes followed the subtle adjustment of his stance for a moment longer than pure clinical interest required, then she turned toward her laptop as if the entire procedure had been nothing more than data collection.

He walked to the folded clothes at the foot of the bunk, the quiet weight of the morning’s routine settling into him like another layer of the structure she was building around his life, one careful measurement at a time.


Chapter 3: Punishment From Cindy Lawton

Practice had been going well until he’d fucked up.

Spencer sat on the edge of the bottom bunk with the acoustic guitar across his bare thighs, the two inch steel bar cage resting against the warm wood of the instrument. The loft was quiet except for the soft click of Cindy’s keyboard at the far table and the careful progression of scales under his fingers.

The schedule required ninety uninterrupted minutes. No phone. No exceptions.

He had already completed the morning medical routine, the call to a few venues to apologize for appointments he’d missed, and the first half of the practice block.

It had been going well enough, he’d been working on a new tune and his fingertips were starting to ache in the familiar useful way.

Then the phone buzzed underneath his pillow. H A single notification banner glowed. Something about a venue confirmation. The urge was small and stupid and immediate. He reached down, unlocked it, and glanced.

Cindy’s chair scraped back.

She was already crossing the room when he looked up.

The outfit she wore that afternoon was sporty and delectable on her tight body.

Black high waisted leggings clung to the long lines of her legs and the full curve of her ass. A fitted white ribbed top stretched across the heavy swell of her fat tits. A cropped grey zip up jacket hung open over it. Clean white trainers completed the look. Clipped visibly to the waistband of the leggings was a small black remote with a short antenna and two clear buttons.

The remote caught the light every time she moved.

Spencer’s stomach dropped. He locked the phone and set it face down a fraction too quickly.

“I was just checking the time,” he said.

Cindy stopped in front of him. Her witch blue eyes were calm in the way that meant the opposite. The beauty mark freckle above her lip stood out against the faint flush rising on her cheekbones.

“No,” she said. “You were not. You were checking a notification during a focused block. Then you lied about it.”

He opened his mouth. The apology came out immediately, automatic and thin. “I’m sorry. It was only a second. I know the rule. It won’t happen again.”

She held out her hand.

He placed the phone in it.

She powered it off and set it on the high shelf out of easy reach.

“Apologies are useful after the fact,” she said. “But unfortunately Spencer, they do not replace consequences. If there are no repercussions for infractions you will never learn the difference between intention and action. The system only works if the cost of breaking it is real and immediate.”

Spencer’s cock gave a helpless twitch inside the cage. He kept his eyes on the floorboards.

Cindy walked to the low cabinet near the exam style supplies she had begun keeping in the loft and returned with a small black case.

She opened it on the table.

Inside lay a compact electro stimulation unit no larger than a matchbox, two thin conductive pads with adhesive backs, and a short cable that terminated in a snap connector designed to attach to metal.

“This is a behavioural correction tool,” she said. “Remote controlled and low voltage. The settings I will use are well within safe limits for external genital application through the cage. Maximum pulse duration is two seconds. Maximum intensity is level five of ten. It will never be used near the heart, neck, or head. It will never be used if you are wet from a shower or if circulation appears compromised. The safeword still ends everything instantly. Outside of those limits, I decide when and how it is applied. Do you understand and consent?”

“Yes,” he said shakily. “Cindy I’m really sorry.”

She sternly typed something into the tablet and avoided his eye, she was clearly pissed off as she wrote and whispered under her breath, “Verbal confirmation of the safety limits.”

Cindy nodded once. “Stand up. Legs apart.”

He stood.

The nudity rule left him completely bare under the afternoon light.

She knelt in front of him with the same calm efficiency she used for the morning inspections. The high waisted leggings stretched tight across her hips and the full curve of her ass as she settled. The remote at her waistband swung slightly and caught his eye again. She cleaned a small section of the front bars of the cage with an alcohol wipe, then affixed the two conductive pads so that they made firm contact with the steel on either side of the head. The adhesive was cool.

The cable snapped into place with a soft decisive click.

She tested the connection, then rose and clipped the control unit itself to the base ring so that it hung discreetly against the underside of the cage.

“The device is live,” she said. “You will feel a brief test pulse now.”

The first shock was sharp and bright and over almost before he registered it.

A clean electric sting radiated through the sensitive head and down the shaft, contained entirely by the steel.

Fuck that hurt!

His hips jerked.

A raw sound left his throat.

Inside the cage his cock tried to swell and met the unyielding bars at once. Fresh precum beaded at the tip and clung there.

Cindy watched his face, then the cage, then pressed the button again.

The second pulse lasted a full second. The sensation was hotter this time, a concentrated bite that made his thighs tighten and his hands curl into fists at his sides. He bit the inside of his cheek.

“Repeat the rule,” she said.

“No phone during focused practice.”

Another pulse, slightly stronger. Level two. The sting climbed the shaft and settled behind the base ring. His cock jerked hard against the bars and leaked a thin clear string that dripped onto the hardwood.

“Again.”

“No phone during focused practice.”

“Honesty concerns me more than the original mistake,” she said. “Acknowledge that.”

Spencer’s voice came out rough. “Dishonesty concerns you more than the original mistake.”

She delivered two more brief controlled pulses while he repeated both statements.

Each one left him more shaken and more aroused.

The pain was sharp and painful, and the aftermath was a throbbing heat that the cage trapped and magnified.

By the final pulse his legs were unsteady and a small pool of precum had collected on the floor between his feet.

Cindy set the remote back against her waistband where he could see it. She stepped close enough that he could smell the clean soap on her skin and the faint warmth of her body under the white ribbed top.

“I expect honesty from my subjects,” she said, quieter now, “because I believe you are capable of becoming really, truly reliable. Not because I want to catch you failing. I am correcting the behaviour so the rest of you can succeed. Do you understand the difference?”

Spencer had spent years hearing disappointment that felt like being written off. This was something else. She was still looking at him as if he were worth the effort. His throat tightened.

“Yes,” he said.

“Good.” She pointed at the cleaning supplies in the corner. “Now you’ve dripped all over the place, I want you to scrub the floor on your hands and knees. The entire main living area. Every time you slow down or pause longer than necessary I will correct you. Begin.”

He dropped to his knees.

The cage swung forward and hung heavy beneath him.

The conductive pads and the small control unit shifted with the movement. He filled the bucket, added the cleaner she indicated, and began scrubbing in long overlapping strokes.

Other than the spot of his embarrassing mess, the hardwood was already mostly clean from the morning maintenance, but that was not the point. The point was the posture and the accountability.

Cindy walked a slow circuit around him.

The white trainers made soft sounds on the dry sections of floor.

Every time his pace dropped or his shoulders sagged she pressed the button. The pulses were shorter now, one second or less, but they arrived without warning and forced a full body flinch that sent the cage knocking lightly against his thighs.

Each shock left him harder inside the steel and more determined to keep moving. Sweat collected at the small of his back. Precum continued to drip in thin intermittent threads that he had to scrub away along with the rest.

She did not speak while he worked.

She only watched and corrected.

The remote at her waistband remained in his peripheral vision the entire time, a small black reminder that the next pulse could arrive at any moment. The high waisted leggings and the fitted white top made every shift of her weight look disciplined and intentional. When she bent to inspect a section he had already cleaned the cropped jacket rode up and the ribbed fabric stretched tighter across her breasts.

By the time the entire main area shone he was breathing hard and the front of the cage was slick. His arms trembled.

The last pulse had left a lingering electric ache that mixed with the deeper frustrated throb of denied arousal.

Cindy stepped in front of him. She reached down and unclipped the control unit and the pads with the same calm efficiency she had used to attach them. The adhesive released with a soft sound. She set the components back in their case and closed it.

Then she rested one hand on the top of his head, fingers sliding briefly into his hair, and gave a single firm pat.

“Good boy. I guess you should go ahead and go grab a shower. We have a long evening ahead.”

Spencer stayed on his knees for one extra second, the weight of her palm still ghosting through his hair, the cage still locked and warm and slick against him.

He rose on unsteady legs and walked toward the bathroom, shocked at just how turned on he’d become at a woman shocking his penis…and how much he wanted her to do it again.


Chapter 4: Time For Changes

The shower had washed away the sweat, but his humiliation still hung to his entire body.

Spencer stepped out of the bathroom still naked, skin damp, the locked metal unyielding against his soft cock and balls. Cindy stood near the tall windows with her back to him, reviewing a single sheet of paper.

She had changed.

The fitted black pencil skirt hugged the full curve of her ass and the long line of her thighs, the fabric so precise it looked poured on. An ivory sleeveless blouse clung to the heavy swell of her tits, the soft material thin enough that the faint outline of her nipples showed when she shifted. Sheer tights smoothed the length of her legs down into pointed black heels that clicked softly whenever she took a step. Her blonde hair was pinned into a neat bun, exposing the clean line of her neck and the small test tube tattoo on the inside of her left wrist.

She looked like someone who managed careers for a living.

More accurately, she looked like someone who owned the man standing naked in her loft.

She turned and held out the sheet.

“This is the plan you will present to your manager as proof that you’re a reformed man. It outlines future rehearsal blocks, travel buffers, reminder systems, and a performance preparation checklist. You will apologise once, cleanly, without excuses. You will state that a new accountability structure is in place. You will ask for the next available opportunity and confirm you can meet every requirement. Kneel here while you make the call.”

She pointed to a spot on the hardwood directly in front of the low table. Spencer knelt.

The position forced his knees apart.

The cage hung heavily between his thighs, the tiny cock inside it already beginning to plump from the simple fact of her heels and the severe line of the skirt.

Cindy placed the phone on the table within reach and the written plan beside it. Then she stepped back three paces so that he had to look up at her to see her face. The pointed heels made her even taller. The remote from earlier was gone, but the authority remained.

“Your posture should be proud, even when kneeling,” she said. “Spine straight. Shoulders open. Eyes forward unless I signal otherwise. Begin whenever you’re ready. You can do this, Spencer. I believe in you.”

Smiling at her encouragement, Spencer dialled. His manager answered on the second ring, voice already tired.

Spencer spoke the apology and speech exactly as they had practised.

Across the room Cindy gave small silent hand signals. A slight lift of her fingers when he needed to slow down. A calm open palm when he needed to hold silence after a question. The pointed heels shifted once as she crossed her arms under her tits, the ivory blouse pulling tight across her nipples for a moment.

His manager was quiet for a long time.

“There’s a small opening set Thursday night,” the man said at last. “Twenty minutes. Midtown. But honest to Christ, this is the last chance, Spencer. You show up late or you flake and I am done with your fucking ass. Permanently.”

Spencer confirmed the details, repeated the call time and address, and ended the conversation with a short professional close.

When he set the phone down his hands were steady. The calm in his own voice still surprised him. He had sounded like someone who could be relied on.

The only reason he had sounded that way was the woman standing ten feet away in the black pencil skirt and the heels, directing him with nothing more than small movements of her hands.

Cindy walked forward until the pointed toes of her heels were only inches from his knees. She looked down at him.

“You did great.” Her voice softened a fraction. “Good boy.”

The praise landed low in his gut and pulled an immediate pulse through his cock and into the cage. His tiny cock strained against the steel bars. A bead of precum welled at the tip and clung there, shiny under the loft light.

Cindy watched the reaction with open interest.

She reached into the drawer of the low table and withdrew the same medical grade vibrator she had used on him the first night. The matte white shaft looked clinical and ordinary until she pressed it into his hand.

“I think such a good boy deserves a pretty sizable reward,” she said coyly. “You may edge yourself. Keep the vibrator against the cage only. No direct skin contact with the head if you can help it. You will stop the moment I say. But be warned, you will not come. Kneel up straighter. Legs wider. I want to see everything...for the experiment.”

Spencer adjusted into the the new posture which spread his thighs and lifted the cage into clearer view. The tiny cock inside it was already flushed and frustrated, the shaft pressing uselessly against the open bars.

Cindy stepped to the side so that she had a perfect angle. The black pencil skirt stretched tight across her ass as she shifted her weight onto one heel. The sheer tights whispered. She folded her arms again, the ivory blouse pulling against her tits and the faint points of her nipples.

“You may now…begin.”

He pressed the rounded tip of the vibrator to the front of the steel cage, right over the sensitive head of his tiny cock.

The low hum transferred instantly through the metal. The sensation was muted and concentrated and relentless. His hips jerked. A thicker string of precum slipped through the bars and dripped onto the hardwood between his knees.

He kept the vibrator moving in small tight circles, chasing the building pressure while the cage denied any real swelling.

The humiliation of it burned hotter than the vibration. He was on his knees, completely naked, working a clinical vibrator against the locked steel that held his tiny cock while the most beautiful woman he had ever touched watched every twitch and every leak.

Cindy’s breathing had deepened. Her eyes stayed fixed on the cage and the way his balls tightened each time the vibration peaked. The pointed heels remained perfectly still. When his thighs began to shake and the sounds leaving his throat turned high and broken she spoke.

“Describe what you feel.”

“Trapped,” he managed. “The cage is too small. It hurts in the best way. I need to come and I can’t.”

“And emotionally?”

He kept the vibrator pressed hard against the steel.

The frustrated throb in his shaft climbed higher.

Precum ran in a steady thin line now. His face burned with how exposed he was, how completely she could see the tiny cock straining and failing inside its prison.

“I feel humiliated,” he said, voice rough. “And so hard it aches. The bars dig in every time I get close.”

Cindy’s cheeks held a clear flush.

The ivory blouse rose and fell with her breathing.

She let him continue for another twenty seconds, long enough that the edge became a sharp desperate cliff, long enough that his free hand had curled into a fist against his thigh.

Then she stepped in, plucked the vibrator from his fingers in one clean motion, and switched it off.

“That’s enough,” she chirped happily.

The loss was brutal.

Spencer’s cock pulsed hard inside the cage, leaking another thick bead, the denied orgasm collapsing into a deep throbbing ache that left him panting.

He stayed on his knees, thighs trembling, the tiny cock still trying uselessly to harden further against the steel.

Cindy set the vibrator aside and rested two fingers under his chin, tilting his face up.

She released him and straightened. The black pencil skirt shifted across her ass as she turned. “What do you want for dinner?”

Spencer stared.

The question was so ordinary it felt almost surreal after the edged denial.

He managed an answer, something simple, pasta, whatever she preferred.

“I make a mean fucking Carbonara, just you wait and see,” Cindy said, witch eyes gleaming, already walking toward the kitchen.

He watched her go.

The fitted black pencil skirt clung to every full curve of her ass with each step as Cindy Lawton sauntered into the kitchen as if the entire reward and the denial and the way he was still kneeling and leaking on her floor were nothing more than the natural order of the evening.


Chapter 5: Impact As Punishment

The financial administration was the last required task before the evening meal.

Exhausted from such a productive day, Spencer spread the papers across the low table the way Cindy had shown him, listing balances and due dates in the notebook she kept for him.

Two older unpaid bills sat near the bottom of the stack. The amounts were not large, but the dates were past.

A small, stupid impulse made him slide both sheets beneath a bank statement and a transit receipt so that the open page looked cleaner than it was.

He told himself he would deal with them tomorrow.

Cindy came out of the small office alcove still wearing the white medical coat over a short black dress.

The coat hung open.

The dress beneath it was simple and body conscious, the fabric hugging the full curve of her gorgeous tits and the narrow line of her waist before ending high on her thighs. Sheer stockings smoothed her long legs down into low black heels. Her blonde hair was in a loose bun.

She looked like a clinician who had stepped out of a consultation and into her own living room.

She sat opposite him and began reviewing the notebook. Her fingers moved the papers one by one. When she reached the bank statement she paused, lifted it, and found the two concealed bills underneath.

The loft went very quiet.

“Spencer.”

He looked up. Heat flooded his face at once.

“You rushed the financial work and hid these.” She set the bills flat on the table between them. “Two unpaid obligations. You chose concealment over accuracy, once again I’m surprised to report that that is a deliberate infraction.”

He opened his mouth. The apology formed and died under the calm weight of her gaze.

Cindy stood and rolled the sleeves of the white medical coat neatly to her elbows. The motion was precise and unhurried. The short black dress shifted across her tits as she moved. The sheer stockings whispered.

“Spanking is now part of the corrective framework,” she said, disappointment giving way to a kind of vengeful clinical anger. “ It is a clear physical consequence tied directly to the neglected responsibility. You will remain in position until I finish. You may choose the implement. My hand or a light medical paddle. Which do you prefer?”

Spencer’s tiny cock twitched inside the steel cage at the clinical list of rules. The humiliation of the choice itself made his face burn hotter.

“Your hand,” he said.

“Understood. Stand up and come to the examination chair.”

The chair still occupied the far corner of the loft, pale leather and folded stirrups from the original lab protocol. Cindy adjusted it so the seat was flat and the back slightly lowered. She pointed.

“Bend over. Chest on the seat. Hands gripping the far edge. Feet flat on the floor, legs apart. Present your ass to me.”

Spencer, terrified but terrifyingly turned on, went ahead and obeyed.

The position forced his back into a long vulnerable curve.

The cage and his balls hung heavily between his spread thighs. His tiny cock pointed downward inside the bars, already beginning to plump from the exposure and the knowledge of what was coming.

Cindy stepped to the side so that she had a clear angle. The white medical coat framed her body. The short black dress rode slightly higher when she shifted her weight. She rested her bare palm against the cool skin of one cheek, testing the surface, then lifted it away.

“You will count each strike aloud. After the number you will state the responsibility you neglected. Begin with the first bill. Ready?”

“Yes.”

The first spank landed with a sharp clean crack. Heat bloomed across his right cheek. Spencer’s hips jerked forward and the cage swung.

“One. The electricity bill.”

“Good.”

The second strike hit the left cheek with equal force. The sting layered over the first.

“Two. The electricity bill.”

She established a steady rhythm, alternating sides, each impact measured and deliberate.

The white coat sleeves stayed rolled. Her breathing remained even.

Spencer counted and repeated the neglected bill while the heat in his ass built from bright sting into a deep throbbing warmth.

By the sixth strike his voice had roughened.

By the eighth his tiny cock was fully hard inside the cage, the shaft pressing uselessly against the steel, a thin string of precum dripping onto the hardwood beneath him.

The humiliation of being bent over and spanked like this, of having to name his own failure with every blow, mixed with the cock frustration until he felt dizzy from it.

Cindy paused after the tenth strike. Her palm rested lightly on the hot skin she had just punished.

“Good but it isn’t enough. We need to continue.”

The next set of ten landed with the same controlled force. Spencer counted each one. He named the overdue credit account. His ass burned. His balls tightened. The cage kept his tiny cock trapped and leaking while her hand painted fresh red marks across both cheeks.

When the twentieth strike fell he was panting, thighs trembling, the words coming out thick and embarrassed.

Cindy stepped back. She did not leave him there. She placed both hands on the warm marked flesh and simply held still for a moment, letting him feel the contact without further pain.

“Alright, you can get up. Sit on the edge of the chair facing me.”

Spencer straightened slowly. The skin of his ass felt tight and hot against the cool leather. Cindy pulled the low table closer and set the two bills in front of him along with the notebook and a pen. She sat opposite, the white medical coat open, the short black dress stretching across her tits as she leaned forward.

“We may as well build the repayment plan together,” she sighed.

They worked through the numbers. She corrected his first overly optimistic figures and replaced them with amounts he could actually meet under the new schedule. When the plan was complete she made him read it aloud once.

Then she rose, retrieved a small bottle of unscented lotion from the cabinet, and returned to stand behind him.

“Stay still.”

Cool lotion met the hot skin of his ass.

Cindy’s hands moved in slow, deliberate circles, spreading the lotion across every marked inch, soothing the sting she had created. The tenderness of the touch after the measured pain made Spencer’s throat tighten.

She worked the lotion lower, careful around the edges of the cage and the sensitive skin of his balls, never crossing into further stimulation, only care.

When she finished she rested one clean hand briefly against the back of his neck.

“Your punishment is now completely finished, so your mistake is fully forgiven, that’s how it works,” she said, before softly adding. “Is that okay? Are you okay.”

Spencer smiled at her gentleness after all that. “Yeah, I’m great. Thanks for correcting me. You were completely right to.”

Cindy winked and kissed his cheek, filling his nostrils with her scent before she whispered. “I know.”


Chapter 6: A Very Good Boy

A rhythm fell to the days as the week progressed, and even as a burning desire to come...overcame Spencer, he stuck with the programme from there on out.

Spencer sat cross-legged on the bottom bunk, the acoustic resting against his bare thighs, the two inch steel bar cage warm and heavy between his legs.

The loft felt softer in the late afternoon light.

While he was still naked and accessible at all times, Cindy wore a cropped burgundy sweater hugged her breasts and left a strip of soft kissable belly visible above the waistband of a soft black miniskirt. The skirt was short enough that every shift of her legs flashed the white panties beneath in a way that made Spencer’s mouth fill with saliva. Dark nail polish gleamed on her fingers and simple hoop earrings caught the light when she moved. Her blonde hair hung loose around her shoulders. It was a warmish day and she wore no shoes. Her pretty bare feet with their fresh pedicure rested against the edge of the coffee table as she read on the couch a few feet away.

Spencer had not meant for her to see the notebook page.

He had been working through chord progressions when a half-finished verse slipped out of him, the words arriving faster than usual. Lines about the relief of handing over the weight, about structure that felt like safety instead of a cage, about the strange peace of no longer carrying every decision alone. He had written them almost without thinking. When Cindy rose to refill her water she passed close enough to glance down.

She stopped.

“May I?”

He wanted to close the notebook.

Instead he handed it over, face already hot.

Cindy read the fragment in silence. The black miniskirt shifted as she stood there, her bare toes curled lightly against the hardwood.

“Holy shit, Spence,” she said at last, the professional demeanour slipping hard then. “This is the strongest thing you have written all week. The voice is there and theres a real generosity that I can’t deny.”

Spencer looked at the floor. “It is just something that came out. It does not mean anything.”

“It means the experiment is working, just as I suspected it would.” She returned the notebook and sat on the edge of the bunk beside him, close enough that her bare thigh brushed his. The cropped burgundy sweater stretched across her breasts with the movement. “Finish the first verse before our tickets to the ballet.”

He swallowed. The cage already felt tighter. His tiny cock gave a frustrated twitch against the steel at the promise of her hands.

Cindy sat with one leg folded beneath her, the black miniskirt riding high enough that the white panties remained a constant soft distraction. Her bare feet rested near his hip.

Spencer bent over the notebook and the guitar, forcing the next lines into place. When he completed the first four solid lines she leaned in, brushed a strand of hair from his forehead, and said quietly, “Good. That image of the open hands is exact.”

The affectionate touch left a trail of heat across his skin. His tiny cock strained inside the bars. A bead of precum welled and clung to the steel.

He worked the next section. When he finished the couplet that admitted how much lighter the days felt in Spring, Cindy rested her palm against the back of his neck for a long moment, thumb stroking once.

“I love that,” she murmured. “And it’s pretty damn beautiful.”

The praise and the warmth of her hand on his bare body, even just his neck, made his balls tighten. Frustration built in a low steady ache. He kept writing because stopping would mean losing the next touch.

Between sections they talked the way they had not talked since the first night. College memories surfaced easily. The Colorado white water trip. The late library nights when Spencer had watched her study from three tables away and never found the courage to sit closer. Creative ambition rose next. He admitted he had always feared that structure would kill the songs. She admitted the opposite fear, that without structure her life would tumble around her, lost to chaos and heartbreak like so many of their free spirited friends.

Then Cindy went quieter.

“Listen, it’s not a done thing, but I want to tell you about it. There is a postdoctoral offer in Switzerland,” she said, eyes on his notebook rather than his face. “A really great position at the behavioural neurobiology institute. It’s not my dream but it is a great opportunity. That said, it would mean leaving New York for at least two years. Leaving the life I have built here.” She glanced at the cage resting against his thigh, then at his face. “I guess I’m a little scared, I like it here, you know?”

Spencer looked at her bare feet, but then met her gaze. The honesty in her voice made his heart break just a little bit.

“You’re allowed to be scared, Cindy, but sometimes there isn’t a perfect decision,” he said gently, reaching boldly forward and putting his hand on her thigh. “But whatever you choose, I know you’ll be amazing.

Cindy’s mouth curved. She reached out and rested her hand over the cage for one deliberate second, palm warm against the metal and the frustrated shaft beneath it, then lifted away before the contact could become more.

“Finish the last four lines,” she said gently. “Then we eat.”

He wrote them. The verse closed on the image of a key held in someone else’s hand and the unexpected freedom that followed. When the final word was down Cindy leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to his temple. Her hoop earring brushed his cheek. The scent of her skin and the faint clean soap she used filled his lungs.

“This really is terrific Spence,” she beamed. “You amaze me.”

He blushed, for that, Spencer the songwriter had no words…


Chapter 7: Back to the Laboratory with Cindy

The subway car rattled through the tunnel under a flickering strip of fluorescent light.

Spencer stood with one hand on the overhead rail, the two inch steel bar cage a constant secret weight under his jeans.

Cindy leaned beside him, close enough that the clean scent of her skin cut through the warm metal and recycled air.

She wore the fitted white sleeveless medical dress with its concealed front zip, sheer nude stockings, and white heels. Protective glasses hung from the neckline for later. The dress hugged her juicy breasts and skimmed her sweet thighs.

“Rome,” she said, continuing the game they had started three stops earlier. “Not for the Colosseum. For the side streets at night and all the pasta, just pump the carbs into my veins please.”

Spencer smiled despite the restless throb in his tiny cock. “Lisbon. The pasteis de nata while they are still warm.”

“Prague in winter. The bridges empty and the river half frozen and a hot chocolate in my hands.”

“Barcelona for the food markets. I want to eat something I cannot pronounce.”

Cindy’s mouth curved. “Switzerland has excellent trains. You can cross half the country before lunch. Oh, and think about the fucking chocolate!”

The mention of Switzerland hung for a second between them, darkening the mood.

Then, because New York is New York, a guy came into the train covered in fake pigeons and asked the entire compartment, “Has anybody seen my contact lenses?”

They both laughed, soft and private in the crowded car. The banter carried them the rest of the way to the Eldridge Institute. By the time they reached Private Suite 4B the playful mood had thinned into something tighter and more focused.

Cindy locked the door and set her bag on the stainless steel desk. “Alright patient, you know the drill, clothes off. Fold them on the stool. Same protocol as the first session.”

Embarrassed but obedient, Spencer stripped.

The air conditioned room raised gooseflesh across his chest and arms. His tiny cock was already half plump inside the cage from the ride and the closeness of her body on the train.

Cindy pulled on pale examination gloves with a soft snap, settled the protective glasses on her nose, and pointed to the examination chair.

“Sit and put your ankles right into those stirrups. I want full access.”

Blushing even as his cock grew harder, Spencer settled into the pale leather.

She secured the ankle straps so his legs spread wide, the cage and balls completely exposed. The abdominal strap followed, locking his hips. Wrist cuffs kept his arms at his sides. The position left nothing hidden. His asshole was visible. His tiny cock sat flushed and trapped behind the steel bars.

He was hers to do whatever she wanted with.

And they both knew it.

Cindy moved the instrument tray closer. Ice packs, a small heat probe, the medical vibrator, the electro unit from the loft, sterile lube, and a slim glove already waiting.

“We are mapping responses today,” she said. “Touch, temperature, vibration, mild electrical stimulation, and pressure. You will give me a number from one to ten for intensity. Then you will name the primary quality. Pleasurable. Frustrating. Painful. Emotionally overwhelming. Or any combination. Clear answers only please on this one Spencer, there’s not a lot of room for nuance. Do you consent and are you ready?”

Spencer gulped but couldn’t stop smiling as he whispered, “Yes.”

She started with his nipples. Gloved fingers pinched the left one, rolled it, then applied a small clip that held a steady pressure. The sensation shot straight down his shaft. His tiny cock jerked inside the cage.

“Number and quality,” she said, eyeing him mischievously.

“Six.” he gasped. “Pleasurable, painful, and already frustrating.”

She repeated the treatment on the right nipple, then brushed the heat probe across both. Warmth bloomed and faded. The ice pack followed, a sharp cold that made him hiss.

“Seven.”

Cindy noted the answers on her tablet.

A faint pink had risen on her cheekbones.

She reached up and slid the concealed zipper of the white medical dress down two inches, enough to show the soft upper curve of her tits and the beginning of the valley between them. The room was warm. She pretended the adjustment was only practical.

She moved lower.

Gloved palms stroked the inner thighs, slow and firm, stopping just short of the cage. The vibration wand came next, pressed to the soft skin where thigh met groin.

The hum sank deep.

“Eight. Pleasurable. Very frustrating. I want more and the cage will not let it build properly.”

“Perfect, this might seem obvious but its very very good data.” She switched the wand off and replaced it with the electro pads clipped carefully to the steel bars of the cage itself. “Mild shocking pulse. Two seconds.”

The shock bit clean and bright through the head of his tiny cock. Spencer’s hips tried to lift against the strap. A raw sound left his throat. Precum leaked through the bars in a thin clear string.

“Nine. Painful and frustrating. Fuck. It makes everything pulse harder afterward.”

Cindy’s breathing had deepened, but her voice stayed clinical. “Perineum next.”

She pressed two gloved fingers firmly against the smooth stretch of skin behind his balls, massaging in slow circles. The pressure reached his prostate from the outside. His tiny cock strained and leaked again.

“Eight. Pleasurable and emotionally overwhelming. It feels intimate.”

“Good boy,.” She coated a fresh glove with sterile lube. “Now for your prostate examination. I’m going to start with just the one finger. You will rate the entry, the direct pressure, and the withdrawal separately.”

The slick fingertip pressed against his asshole.

Spencer exhaled as she pushed inside, slow and steady, until the finger was buried to the second knuckle.

She curled it and found the gland on the first pass. The sensation was dense and electric and almost too much.

“Entry is seven, pleasurable and embarrassing. Direct pressure is nine. Frustrating and overwhelming. I am so close and the cage is killing it.”

She massaged in deliberate strokes, watching his face and the way his tiny cock leaked steadily onto the leather. Praise slipped into her tone, quiet and precise.

“You are taking the examination very well. That is exactly what I need from you.”

The words hit harder than the finger.

Spencer’s cock pulsed violently inside the steel. Embarrassment flooded him at how strongly the praise affected him. His face burned.

Cindy held still inside him for a long moment, then slowly withdrew.

The loss made him groan.

She stripped the glove, disposed of it, and made several rapid notes. The zipper of her dress had slipped another half inch. The soft inner curves of her tits were visible. She did not close it.

“Embarrassment and praise are stronger amplifiers than temperature or vibration alone,” she said. “That is new information for the protocol. We’ll definitely use it.”

She released the restraints one by one. Spencer sat up on shaky arms. His tiny cock remained hard and trapped, the shaft flushed dark behind the bars, balls drawn tight. The denied need sat in him like a second heartbeat.

Cindy removed her glasses and looked at him with calm satisfaction.

“No release today I’m afraid, your denial continues. That said, I have a little surprise, the milking machine is scheduled to arrive before the weekend. That will be the first structured opportunity for a full collection under the new protocol. Until then you stay locked and you stay needy. Understood?”

Spencer nodded, throat tight. The cage felt heavier than it had on the train. The memory of her finger and her voice and the open zipper of the white medical dress tangled together into one long unresolved ache.

Cindy handed him his clothes piece by piece.

“You can go ahead and get dressed. We still have the subway ride home. You may tell me more about Lisbon if you can still form coherent sentences,” she said with a little very unprofessional giggle.

He stood on unsteady legs, the two inch steel bar cage slick with precum, and began to pull on his jeans while she watched.

The session was over but the frustration was not.

Still, the machine was coming.

And the map of his responses now lived in her tablet, every number and every broken admission recorded for later use.

How could that thought not thrill him.


Chapter 8: An Unfortunately Frustrating Interlude

The venue sat three stops past the usual cluster of bars and late night shops.

Spencer had left the loft with the written route, the buffer time, and the phone reminder Cindy had made him set. The two inch steel bar cage rested warm and snug under his jeans, a private weight he carried into the afternoon heat.

He was going to be early.

For the first time in months he was actually early.

Then the neon sign caught his eye.

The strip club stood on the corner like a dare. Blacked out windows. A heavy door.

The muffled thump of bass leaking onto the sidewalk.

Spencer told himself he would only look. He stepped inside.

Dim red light and the smell of perfume and floor cleaner wrapped around him. Three women danced on low stages. Naked confident bodies moving with practised ease. He paid the cover without letting himself think too hard and found a seat near the back.

A dancer noticed him within minutes.

Fuck, she was hot. She was tall and dark skinned, tiny firm tits with tight pierced nipples, a fat round ass that shifted heavily when she walked, long braids decorated with gold cuffs, and sparkly makeup that caught every light. She smiled like she already knew the outcome and climbed into his lap without waiting for an invitation.

“You look tense, baby,” she purred, settling her weight so that her fat ass pressed firmly against his thighs. “Let me take care of that.”

She rolled her hips in a slow filthy grind.

Her tiny tits brushed his chest.

The sparkly makeup shimmered as she leaned in and let her braids fall around his face. Spencer’s tiny cock throbbed hard inside the cage.

The steel denied every attempt at real swelling.

A thick bead of precum leaked through the bars and dampened the front of his underwear.

She felt the lack of response and tried harder, grinding deeper, reaching down to cup him through his jeans, frowning a little when she found only the solid shape of the locked metal instead of a usable shaft.

“You shy or something?” she whispered, still working her fat ass against him. “Most guys are leaking precum by now.”

He was leaking.

Just not in the way she expected.

Frustration burned hot and helpless. His balls ached.

Why had he done this to himself!?

The dancer shifted tactics, turning around to bounce her ass against his trapped tiny cock, looking back over her shoulder with a practiced pout.

The humiliation of sitting there fully dressed and completely unable to harden for her made his face burn.

She kept trying.

He kept throbbing and leaking inside the unyielding steel.

His phone buzzed hard against his thigh.

Cindy’s name. A single message.

Where the hell are you?

Spencer’s stomach dropped.

He pushed a tip into the dancer’s hand, muttered something that was half apology and half exit, and almost ran for the door.

Outside he sprinted the half block to the station and caught the train as the doors were closing. His heart hammered.

The cage felt heavier than it had all week. He had nearly blown the buffer. Nearly been late.

Nearly proved every old pattern right.

He reached the venue with four minutes to spare.

Rehearsal went better than it had in months.

The consistent practice blocks Cindy had enforced showed in his hands and his timing. He hit the cues clean. The other musicians noticed.

The booker gave him a short nod at the end that felt like the first real professional respect he had earned in a long time. He had gotten there through his own choices. The structure had been hers. The decision to run for the train had been his.

When he stepped back into the loft the light was already turning gold.

Cindy stood near the windows in a camel trench coat left open over a fitted black turtleneck and leather trousers. Dark sunglasses still perched on her head.

She looked polished and entirely respectable, the kind of woman no one would suspect carried a remote that controlled a man’s cock in her coat pocket.

She held her phone up so he could see the tracking map.

“Find My Phone showed you stopping for eleven minutes on a block that has no rehearsal space,” she said. Her voice was calm. “You were almost late. Yet you arrived on time. You performed. You used the buffer instead of wasting it. While I’d have preferred a more direct route, that’s an undeniable improvement.”

Spencer stood just inside the door, still in his street clothes, the cage slick with the precum he had leaked during the lap dance. He waited.

Cindy slipped one hand into the coat pocket. The remote was small and black and already familiar.

Then she pressed the button.

The shock was short and bright and precise, a clean electric bite delivered straight through the conductive pads still fitted to the cage.

Spencer’s hips jerked. A raw sound left his throat. His tiny cock pulsed hard against the steel and leaked another fresh bead.

The pain faded quickly into a throbbing heat that mixed with the leftover arousal from the dancer’s fat ass and tiny tits.

Cindy watched his face, then the subtle shift of his stance.

“That is for the eleven minutes you spent pretending the rules don’t apply to you when I’m not around.” She slipped the remote back into the pocket. The camel trench coat fell closed again, elegant and ordinary. “But you did well other than that so go ahead and have a nice long shower. Then bed. The machine arrives before the weekend. You will need the rest.”

Spencer nodded, throat tight. The dual weight of her praise and the lingering sting of the shock followed him toward the bathroom. He had chosen the train. He had made the rehearsal. He had also chosen the strip club and paid for it in more than cash.

Outside the loft the structure was no longer only something she enforced. It was becoming something he carried.

The remote in her coat pocket simply made certain he did not forget.


Chapter 9: A Short Walk

The Hudson moved slow and wide under a clear sky.

Spencer walked beside Cindy along the path, the two inch steel bar cage a familiar private weight under his jeans.

The air carried the usual mix of river and distant traffic.

For once neither of them seemed in a hurry.

Cindy had left the loft in the simplest outfit she had worn all week.

A deep green satin camisole clung to her perfect breasts and left her shoulders bare. Black silk trousers sat high on her waist and moved softly with each step. She wore strappy sandals on the warm path, her pretty feet drawing his eye. Around her neck a fine gold chain held his chastity key. The small steel key rested directly between her breasts, rising and falling with every breath.

Spencer could not stop looking at it.

Every time the sunlight caught the metal his tiny cock gave a helpless throb inside the cage.

The visible reminder felt different from the locked steel itself.

The key was no longer hidden in a drawer or a pocket.

It lived against her skin, between the soft heavy swell of her tits, impossible to ignore.

Cindy noticed.

Of course she noticed.

A small smile tugged at the corner of her mouth.

“You keep staring,” she said. “Is it the view or the jewellery?”

He felt heat rise in his face. “Both. Mostly the jewellery.”

She lifted one hand and touched the key lightly, pressing it deeper into the valley between her breasts for a moment. The satin of the camisole shifted. “I like the weight of it. It sits right here and reminds me that I carry the control even when we are just walking. Honestly, I’ve always had a problem with low confidence, and this kind of thing really helps me feel powerful.”

Spencer’s cock frustration flared low and steady.

The cage kept him soft and denied, yet the sight of the key nestled between her tits made the denial feel sharper and strangely sweeter.

“It looks different on you,” he said. “Less like equipment. More like it belongs there.”

Cindy glanced sideways at him, witch blue eyes bright. “And how does that make you feel?”

He watched the key rise with her next breath. “ Like I belong to the system. To you. In a way that feels heavier than the steel.”

The words hung between them. Cindy’s steps slowed.

She stopped near the railing and turned to face him fully.

The deep green satin stretched across her tits. The gold chain and the key rested in plain sight. For a long second neither of them spoke. The river moved behind her.

Spencer’s heart beat hard against his ribs.

He leaned in a fraction.

She did not pull away.

Their mouths were close enough that he felt the warmth of her breath.

Then Cindy stepped back.

The retreat was small and deliberate.

She lifted the key with two fingers, looked at it, and let it settle again between her tits.

“You have a big performance later,” she said hastily, walking ahead. “We should go home.”

“Yeah,” Spencer said, terrified he had just messed everything up and no idea how he was going to fix it.


Chapter 10: Almost A Reward…I suppose

The loft door closed behind them with a soft click.

Spencer’s fingers still smelled faintly of stage sweat and the cheap non-alcoholic beer someone had pressed into his hand after the last note.

The set had been the kind of playing that made the booker actually look at him instead of through him.

Twenty minutes that felt earned.

He had walked off the tiny Midtown stage with his chest still humming and the two-inch steel bar cage a secret, heavy reminder under his jeans.

Cindy locked the door, set her small clutch on the island, and turned.

The fitted crimson wrap dress clung to every full curve of her body. Sheer black stockings whispered when she moved. Heeled ankle boots made her taller, sharper. Dark lipstick framed the small beauty-mark freckle above her lip. The chastity key rested openly at her throat on its fine gold chain, rising and falling with each breath between the soft swell of her breasts.

Spencer’s cock gave a helpless, useless twitch inside the cage.

He waited.

He had been good.

He had practiced.

He had arrived early.

He had played well.

The week’s final reward should be his.

Cindy’s witch-blue eyes studied him for a long moment.

Then she reached up, unfastened the wrap, and let the crimson dress slide from her shoulders. It pooled at her feet.

Underneath she wore a black satin bra that cupped her heavy breasts perfectly, matching high-cut panties that left the lower curves of her ass bare, the same sheer stockings, and the key necklace still resting against her skin.

She stepped out of the boots one by one, bare feet silent on the hardwood.

“You were excellent tonight,” she said, voice soft and calm. “I watched every second. You looked like someone who belongs on a stage every night. You have a real gift”

Spencer’s throat tightened. “I know you said that… the machine is tomorrow, right? But I was wondering if tonight we could maybe, I dunno, maybe we could—”

“The machine is the week’s final collection.” She walked past him toward the chair in the far corner. “That reward remains scheduled. You do not get to move the protocol simply because you performed well.”

He followed, still fully dressed, the cage already starting to feel tighter. “Cindy—”

She turned, one hand resting on the back of the chair. “But you do deserve a minor reward, I suppose. You may edge. That is the compromise. Twenty minutes. But you have already used your vibrator allocation for the week. No external vibration against the cage tonight.”

Spencer’s face heated. He pouting before he could stop himself. “Then how—”

Cindy opened the low cabinet and withdrew a sealed package.

She tore it open with clinical efficiency and held up a smooth, medical-grade dildo. The shaft was thick, slightly curved, the head deliberately realistic—veined, flared, larger than anything Spencer had ever seen up close.

Far larger than the soft, locked cock currently trapped behind steel bars.

“Anally,” she said simply. “I’m afraid I can allow a prostate milking only while the cage stays locked. I’ll collect every drop for the record. Do you consent?”

Spencer stared at the toy. His tiny cock pulsed hard against the bars. A bead of precum already dampened the front of his jeans. “Yes.”

“Then take your clothes off, and kneel while I prepare the chair.”

He stripped quickly, folding everything the way she preferred.

Naked, the two-inch cage hung heavy and already slick at the tip.

Cindy adjusted the foldable examination chair so the seat had a clear access hole at the rear, the stirrups angled wide, the back slightly reclined. She patted the leather.

“Climb up and assume the position.”

Spencer obeyed. The position forced his hips higher, the cage and balls hanging freely through the open space, his asshole completely exposed under the loft lights.

Cindy snapped on a pair of pale gloves, coated the thick dildo with sterile lube until it gleamed, and set a small petri dish on the low table beside her.

She stepped between his spread thighs. The black satin of her panties brushed the backs of his legs. The key necklace swung forward and rested against his lower back for a moment.

“Twenty minutes,” she said. “You may beg. You may moan. You will not come. Let’s begin.”

The blunt, realistic head pressed against his hole. Spencer exhaled hard as she pushed. The stretch was immediate and deep—thicker than her finger had ever been, the flared head forcing him open until it popped past the tight ring and sank deeper.

His tiny cock jerked violently inside the cage. A thick string of precum slipped through the bars and landed in the waiting dish with a soft, humiliating sound.

Cindy’s gloved hand steadied the base.

She began a slow, deliberate rhythm, angling upward so the head dragged firmly across his prostate on every stroke.

“Fuck—” Spencer’s voice cracked. His hips tried to push back.

The cage swung and leaked again.

“Stay still.” Her free hand rested on the small of his back, calm and controlling. “Feel how full you are. How much larger this is than anything you have.”

She thrust deeper.

The realistic head pressed hard against the gland. Spencer’s cock strained uselessly against the steel, the shaft flushed dark, the tip weeping in steady, clear pulses that Cindy carefully guided into the petri dish.

Every time the dildo dragged across that spot, another fresh thread of precum spilled out of him.

“Look at the collection of gorgeous precum,” she murmured, voice almost conversational. “Your little cock is so small inside that cage. This toy is already thicker than you will ever be again while you wear it. And still you leak for it. Good obedient boy.”

The humiliation hit harder than the stretch. Spencer moaned, open and broken, forehead pressed to the cool leather. “Cindy—please, I need to—”

“Please what?” She kept the same measured pace, twisting slightly on the withdrawal so the head dragged harder. More precum welled and dripped. The dish was already collecting a small, shiny pool. “You want to come? You earned a tease, not an orgasm. The machine is still a while away. This is all you get tonight.”

His thighs trembled.

The cage felt impossibly tight.

Every prostate stroke sent another helpless pulse of fluid through the bars. He could hear it—soft, wet sounds as the precum landed in the glass.

Cindy’s breathing had deepened. The black satin bra rose and fell faster.

The key necklace swung gently against her chest with each controlled thrust.

“Ten minutes left,” she said. “You’re taking it so well. Such a good, leaky boy.”

Spencer’s voice was wrecked. “It’s too much—I’m so close—please, just once—”

“No.” The word was soft but absolute.

She pushed the thick head firmly against his prostate and held it there, circling in small, relentless motions.

Precum ran in a continuous thin stream now.

The petri dish caught every drop. “You stay denied. You stay locked. You stay mine to collect from.”

The timer on her phone chimed.

Cindy withdrew the dildo in one smooth motion.

The sudden emptiness made Spencer cry out.

His cock pulsed hard inside the cage, still trying to swell, still leaking the last few beads into the dish.

She set the toy aside, stripped the gloves, and carefully sealed the petri dish with a lid.

Then she leaned over him, arms wrapping around his shoulders from behind, cheek resting against the back of his neck.

The warm weight of her body, the soft press of her satin-covered breasts, the cool metal of the key against his skin—everything grounded him at once.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “You did exactly what I asked. I’m proud of you.”

Spencer stayed bent over the chair for several long seconds, trembling, the cage still slick and heavy between his thighs.

When she finally helped him straighten, his legs were unsteady. Cindy wiped him clean with a soft cloth, careful around the bars, then guided him to the couch.

They settled together under a throw blanket. Independence Day played on the muted television, the familiar explosions flickering across the dark loft. Spencer’s head rested against her shoulder.

The key necklace still lay against her throat. Her fingers carded slowly through his hair.

After a long quiet stretch he spoke, voice low.

“Thank you. I felt like a musician again tonight. Not just someone who used to play.”

Cindy was silent for a moment. Her hand stilled in his hair.

“Watching you succeed affected me more than I expected,” she admitted quietly. “I kept thinking about the first night—how lost you looked. And tonight you walked off that stage like you belonged there. It… mattered. More than the data.”

She turned her head and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. The dark lipstick left a faint mark.

“My good boy,” she murmured.

The words left her mouth before she seemed to register them. Spencer felt her body tense slightly against his. The possessive phrase had come out natural, easy, almost automatic. Cindy’s fingers tightened once in his hair, then relaxed. She stared at the television, the faint flush on her cheekbones visible even in the blue light of the screen.

Neither of them spoke again for a long time.

The cage remained locked. The petri dish sat sealed on the low table. The machine still waited. And the key rested warm between Cindy’s breasts, rising and falling with every careful breath she took while she held him.


Chapter 11: Cindy’s POV

Cindy had chosen every piece carefully.

The crimson wrap dress had been deliberate, the deep red making her feel sharp and powerful at once.

The sheer black stockings that whispered when she walked.

The heeled ankle boots that added height and authority. The dark lipstick that framed the freckle above her lip. And the key, resting openly at her throat on its fine gold chain, rising and falling between her breasts with every breath.

She had dressed not for the venue’s lighting or for anyone else’s eyes.

She had dressed so that when Spencer looked at her across the small Midtown stage, he would see his woman and his keyholder in the same glance.

His woman.

The thought had entered her mind far too easily.

She had wanted that.

The performance had been excellent.

She watched from the back, arms folded, the key warm against her skin, and felt something shift in her chest when he hit the final chord clean and true. Structure had done what she predicted. The data was good. The private satisfaction was better.

Spencer was so much sexier when he tried.

That was the part she had not anticipated. He remained scattered, impulsive and occasionally ridiculous, but he worked so hard whenever she gave him something solid to work towards. He practised until his fingertips hurt. He made the calls he had spent months avoiding. He followed her schedule even while naked, frustrated and locked.

He wanted to be better.

More dangerously, he needed her to help him become better.

That need touched something possessive inside Cindy that had nothing to do with behavioural research.

Back at the loft she locked the door, set her clutch down, and turned. Spencer stood just inside, still smelling of stage lights and 0.0 beer, his eyes already hopeful.

He looked exhausted, proud and painfully handsome.

She knew what he wanted. He expected the machine. Or release. Something to get off, anyway.

He would be disappointed.

Boldly, Cindy unfastened the wrap and let the dress slide from her shoulders.

It pooled at her feet. Underneath, she wore a black satin bra that cupped her breasts exactly the way she liked, matching high-cut panties that left the lower curves of her ass bare, the same sheer stockings, and the key necklace still resting against her skin.

She stepped out of the boots, leaving her bare feet against the hardwood. She kept the stockings and the key on purpose. She knew how strongly he reacted to both.

The soft rasp of nylon against leather when she moved. The small steel key swinging between her breasts every time she leaned forward. Those details would keep him desperate longer than any clinical lecture.

And Cindy loved his desperation.

She loved the way his attention followed her. She loved the hopeful strain in his face whenever she praised him. She loved that one quiet word from her could make his entire body respond.

She needed to be careful with that knowledge.

“You were excellent tonight,” she said. Her voice stayed calm even though heat had already begun to gather low in her belly. “I watched every second. You looked like someone who belongs on a stage every night.”

He asked about the machine.

Of course he did.

“The machine is the week’s final collection,” she answered, walking past him towards the examination chair. “That reward remains scheduled. You do not get to move the protocol simply because you performed well.”

She opened the cabinet and withdrew the sealed package. The dildo inside was thicker than his locked cock would ever be allowed to become, with a realistic head, a slight curve and medical-grade silicone.

She tore the packaging open with the same efficiency she used for sterile swabs. When she held it up, Spencer’s eyes locked on the flared tip. She watched the front of his jeans darken slightly.

Good.

“Anally. Prostate milking only. The cage stays locked. You will remain hard and leaking the entire time. I will collect every drop for the record. Consent?”

“Yes.”

The speed of his answer sent another warm pulse through her.

She made him strip and kneel while she adjusted the chair, opening the seat at the rear, spreading the stirrups wide and reclining the back just enough.

Spencer folded his clothes as she had taught him. Even with his cheeks burning and his caged cock already leaking, he carefully placed every item in a neat pile.

He was trying.

He was always trying for her now.

The position would present his ass perfectly and leave the cage and balls hanging free for her to watch every helpless twitch.

Cindy snapped on pale gloves, coated the thick toy until it gleamed and set a clean petri dish on the low table within easy reach.

“Climb up. Chest forward. Knees in the supports. Ass presented.”

He obeyed.

The view was exact: the soft weight of his balls, the steel bars framing the flushed, tiny head of his cock and the tight pink hole waiting for her.

His cock was so small and so fucking cute inside the cage.

His asshole looked hungry.

The thought was wildly unscientific, but Cindy could not deny it. The vulnerable little opening seemed to clench beneath her gaze, as though even that part of him understood who was standing behind him and what she intended to do.

Spencer needed her.

He needed her rules, her hands and her approval. He needed her to decide when he could dress, when he could touch himself and when he would be allowed to empty.

Cindy’s pussy tightened.

She stepped between his spread thighs. The high-cut satin of her panties brushed the backs of his legs.

The key necklace swung forward and rested against the small of his back for a moment. She felt the cool metal shift against her own skin, and a fresh pulse of wet heat soaked into the crotch of her panties.

She was already creaming them.

That should have concerned her more than it did.

Cindy pressed the blunt, realistic head against him and pushed.

The stretch was visible.

She watched his hole open around the thick shaft. She watched the flared head disappear. She watched his tiny cock jerk hard inside the cage and spill a thick string of precum straight into the waiting dish.

The soft, wet sound of it landing made her pussy clench.

Spencer moaned into the leather.

The sound stripped another layer from Cindy’s clinical composure.

He was sexy like this, but not simply because he was naked, restrained and helplessly exposed. He was sexy because he trusted her enough to give her this. Because he tried so desperately to meet every standard she set. Because beneath every mistake and forgotten appointment was a kind, talented man who wanted someone to believe he was worth correcting.

Cindy believed it.

Perhaps too much.

She began a slow, deliberate rhythm, angling upwards so the head dragged firmly across his prostate on every stroke. His little moans started almost immediately, broken, needy and half-swallowed. Each time the toy pressed that spot, another clear pulse of fluid slipped through the bars.

She guided every drop into the petri dish with careful precision, the scientist in her noting volume and viscosity while the rest of her watched his desperate tiny cock try and fail to swell.

“Stay still,” she said, one gloved hand steady on the small of his back. “Feel how full you are. How much larger this is than anything you have.”

She thrust deeper.

His thighs trembled. More precum welled and dripped. The dish was already collecting a small, shiny pool.

Heat bloomed between her own legs. The satin of her panties was thoroughly wet now, the fabric clinging to her swollen folds.

She loved the power of it, the way he leaked for a toy thicker than his locked cock, the way his voice cracked when she twisted on the withdrawal, the way the key swung gently between her breasts with every controlled movement.

She loved that he needed her this much.

The thought was dangerous.

The experiment was not finished. She could not allow herself to confuse the protocol with a relationship before she had completed the work. Spencer had consented to become her subject. He had not consented to carry the weight of feelings she had not yet learned how to control.

She had to keep herself together.

At least until the experiment ended.

“Look at the collection,” she murmured. “Your little cock is so small inside that cage. This toy is already thicker than you will ever be again while you wear it. And still you leak for it.”

His moan was open and broken. The humiliation landed exactly where she wanted it. Another thick bead slipped free. She caught it.

Ten minutes left.

She kept the same measured pace, circling the head against his prostate in small, relentless motions whenever he started to beg. His cock stayed flushed and trapped, the shaft pressing uselessly against the steel, the tip weeping in steady pulses.

The sounds he made, high, needy and almost pleading, sent another slow wave of arousal through her.

Cindy was painfully wet. Each desperate little noise made her panties cling more tightly to her pussy. Each tremor of his hungry asshole around the toy made her imagine abandoning the data, throwing the gloves aside and taking what she wanted from him.

But she would not.

Not yet.

She could dominate him. She could tease him, deny him and collect every helpless drop he surrendered. Those things belonged within the boundaries they had agreed upon.

Wanting to kiss him was different.

Wanting to climb into his lap, unlock him and tell him that she did not intend to leave him was different.

She could feel the key resting warm against her chest. She had dressed for this exact moment: stockings still on so he would feel the nylon when she moved, key still at her throat so he could see who held him even while she milked him open.

“You’re taking it so well,” she said quietly. “Such a good, leaky boy.”

He begged.

She refused.

Every plea made her wetter. Every obedient acceptance made her want him more.

The timer chimed.

Cindy withdrew the dildo in one smooth motion and watched his hole flutter closed, empty and used. His cock pulsed hard inside the cage, still trying, still leaking the last few beads into the dish.

For one reckless second, she wanted to push the toy back inside him simply because she loved the way he needed it.

Instead, she set it aside.

Control was not only something she exercised over Spencer.

It was something she had to exercise over herself.

She stripped the gloves and sealed the petri dish with a clean lid. The collection was neat. The data was clean.

The private heat between her thighs was not.

Her panties were soaked and creamy against her pussy, physical evidence of how thoroughly Spencer affected her. She could change them before he noticed. She could wash herself, update the record and pretend she had remained entirely clinical.

But she no longer believed the lie herself.

She leaned over him, arms wrapping around his shoulders from behind, cheek resting against the back of his neck. The warm weight of her body pressed the damp satin of her panties against his skin. The key necklace settled between them.

She held him until the trembling eased.

“Breathe,” she whispered. “You did exactly what I asked. I’m proud of you.”

The words were true in ways she had not intended.

Later, on the couch under the throw blanket, Independence Day flickered silently across the television. Spencer’s head rested against her shoulder. Her fingers moved slowly through his hair. The key still lay against her throat.

She had not taken it off.

He thanked her for the structure, for making him show up, for letting him feel like a musician again.

The words settled somewhere soft and dangerous in her chest.

This was why he was so sexy to her.

Not merely the tiny cock locked beneath the blanket. Not the needy asshole she had stretched and used. Not even the adorable desperation that overtook him whenever she called him good.

It was the effort.

Spencer kept trying, even when trying embarrassed him. He accepted her help without pretending he did not need it. He trusted her with the ugliest parts of his life and then worked to change them because she asked him to.

He needed Cindy.

And she was beginning to need him just as much.

That was the part she could not allow him to see.

Not until the experiment ended.

She turned and pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. The dark lipstick left a faint mark.

“My good boy.”

The phrase left her mouth before she could stop it.

Cindy felt her body tense for half a second.

The words had come out as if they had always belonged there. Not as praise offered to a cooperative subject. Not as conditioning.

As affection.

As possession.

She stared at the television, the faint flush rising on her cheekbones, the key still warm between her breasts, the creamy satin of her panties a quiet, private reminder of how thoroughly the experiment had stopped being only an experiment.

She had to keep it together.

She had to remain the scientist, the keyholder and the woman in control until the final data had been gathered.

After that, she would decide what to do about the fact that Spencer James Elison might be the sexiest, sweetest and most infuriating man she had ever known.

For now, she kept her hand in his hair.

And she did not take the words back.


Chapter 12: The Milking Machine

Cindy stood at the stainless steel bench in a striking black medical corset dress that laced tight under her breasts and flared just enough to move.

An open white coat hung from her shoulders. Sheer stockings with dark seams climbed her legs into black heels. Long pale gloves reached past her elbows. Spencer’s key rested prominently on her chest, rising and falling with every breath between the soft, heavy swell of her tits. The clinical façade was still there, but the black underneath made no attempt to hide what she wanted.

The milking machine sat in its open case like something sacred and filthy at once.

She unpacked it with intense, precise excitement that barely concealed the flush on her cheekbones.

“Okay Spence, let’s start with a quick component overview of your milking machine,” she said, voice steady while her gloved fingers traced each piece. “Here you can see the primary suction sleeve—medical-grade silicone, adjustable diameter. Prostate stimulator arm with three pressure settings and programmable pulse patterns. Collection chamber here, sterile and measured to the millilitre. Safety cut-off is automatic at elevated heart rate or if the emergency release is triggered. You still have the safeword. The distinction that matters tonight is this: a conventional orgasm forces the cage open from the inside. A prostate-driven milking response does not. The machine empties you while the steel stays locked. You will come, Spencer. You will not get hard. Do you understand the difference?”

Spencer stood in the short disposable examination gown, the two-inch steel bar cage already heavy and warm underneath. “Yes.”

“Consent and comfort check.”

“Still yes.”

She made him sit on the edge of the examination chair.

The gown was cut away.

Warm foam, a fresh razor, careful strokes. C

indy shaved him completely—cock, balls, the soft skin behind them, every fold—until nothing remained but smooth, exposed skin and the unyielding cage.

She cleaned him with sterile wipes that left him gleaming and cold.

Then the restraints: padded black cuffs at ankles, wrists, and across his hips and chest. A white sheet was draped over him until only the cage and the open space between his thighs remained visible.

She lubricated the sleeve and the prostate arm with slow, thorough strokes of gloved fingers. The preliminary fitting was clinical and devastating.

The silicone sleeve sealed over the entire cage, creating a tight vacuum chamber around the steel. The curved stimulator arm pressed firmly against his hole, the tip already resting against his prostate through the thin wall of muscle.

Cindy checked every connection twice, then once more.

“Baseline only,” she said. “Thirty seconds.Then we stop.”

The machine hummed to life.

Suction sealed. The prostate arm began a low, rolling pressure.

Spencer’s tiny cock tried to swell inside the bars and met steel at once. A thick pulse of precum was immediately drawn into the collection chamber with an audible wet sound.

The sensation was dense, electric, and merciless—pressure on the gland timed perfectly with the vacuum pulling at the locked head.

His hips jerked against the restraints.

A raw sound tore out of him.

Cindy watched the chamber fill with the first clear threads, watched his face, watched the way his balls tightened. Her breathing had deepened. The black corset dress rose and fell faster. She kept her voice clinical by force of will.

“Heart rate elevated but acceptable. Response is strong. Baseline recorded.”

She shut it off.

The sudden absence was brutal.

Spencer hung in the restraints, cock still trying to harden, the sleeve still sealed around the cage, the prostate arm still pressed inside him but motionless.

Precum continued to bead and drip into the chamber in slow, humiliating pulses. He was already shaking.

Cindy’s gloved hand rested on his thigh. Her voice had gone quieter. “You are not finished. That was just the date. Now its time for  the collection.”

She reactivated the machine at a higher setting.

The suction deepened.

The prostate stimulator began a steady, firm massage—slow circles that dragged across the gland with relentless precision.

Spencer’s cock leaked in continuous thin streams that the vacuum pulled straight into the chamber. The steel bars bit into the soft flesh every time the pressure peaked.

He could not get hard. He could only empty.

Cindy increased the intensity in measured steps, watching the volume climb, watching his face contort, listening to the broken sounds that left his throat.

Praise slipped into her tone whether she meant it to or not.

“That’s it. Let it happen. You’re giving me everything the cage will allow. Good boy. Such a good, locked, leaking boy.”

The prostate arm pulsed harder.

The vacuum tightened.

Spencer’s entire body strained against the padded restraints. The collection chamber filled with thick, cloudy fluid in rhythmic surges.

“I’m going to,” he gasped, the pleasure too much. “I’m about to…I’m about to..”

“Shhhh,” Cindy whispered lovingly. “Spurt your juices like a good boy.”

He was coming—powerfully, helplessly, without ever being allowed to swell to his entire length.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, lost in exstacy.

Wave after wave of forced release dragged out of him while the two-inch cage kept his cock soft and trapped and used.

His voice cracked into open, desperate moans. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes from the sheer intensity.

Cindy’s clinical mask slipped. Her thighs pressed together. The key on her chest rose and fell with rapid breaths.

She kept one gloved hand on the controls and the other on his hip, steadying him through every pulse until the machine finally registered the last weak spurts and powered down on its own safety cycle.

Silence, except for Spencer’s ragged breathing and the soft drip of residual fluid into the chamber.

Cindy shut the system off completely. She removed the sleeve and the prostate arm with careful hands, wiped him clean, then released the restraints one by one.

She stripped off the long gloves and the white coat.

She wrapped a soft robe around his shoulders and helped him sit up.

Spencer’s voice was wrecked. “Thank you. For…all of it.”

Cindy’s hand rested at the back of his neck.

She did not say she loved him.

She couldn’t, not yet. Not while the experiment still ran. She needed to be objective…for science.

“I want to warn you now that the second week, and the entire next month, will involve stricter rules,” she said quietly. “That means a few things Spencer. Longer lock periods. Tighter schedules. More frequent inspections. I have no intention of giving you back to chaos, Spencer. The data is clear. We can’t half ass this, and to start as we mean to go on, I’ve got something you need to see.”

Before he could answer she reached into the drawer of the instrument tray and produced a small black case.

“Oh shit,” he whimpered.

Cindy smiled, soft and proprietary, the key still warm against her chest.

“What do you think,” she said, “It took some serious procurement skills, but we finally found one small enough for you.”

She held the tiny cage up between them so the loft light caught the polished steel.

Spencer stared at it, still trembling, still empty, the soft robe open around his locked and thoroughly milked cock. The two-inch device that had ruled the first week suddenly looked generous by comparison.

Cindy’s fingers brushed the key at her throat.

“Tomorrow we switch,” she said with a wicked little grin. “And the experiment continues.”

To be continued…

Teaser: The Femdom Fiancée Challenge by Lexie Locke is available now!

“Seriously, what kind of a dress code is ‘Suits and Sluts,’ anyway?” Valerie pouted.

My girlfriend was so pretty when she pouted, arms crossed across her full chest, a tiny furrow forming beneath her blonde curls.

Dressed in a pastel pink slip that skimmed her soft thighs, I was trying to figure out how anyone could be both so sexy and so cute at the same time.

Valerie’s lips were warm and soft against my neck. “Stop smirking and agree with me.”

I chuckled and paused the video I’d been watching at 0.75 times speed, dropping my attempts at a Windsor knot. “It is very Melissa-frigging-Brentworth, isn’t it?”

“Do we really have to go?” Valerie said with a groan. “Couldn’t we just order takeout and screw?”

“The screwing I’m always up for, but I’d be a little overdressed for burritos, don’t you think?” I asked.

I was wearing my best suit, a dark charcoal three-piece with a new pair of brogues. I’d even gotten a haircut that morning.

“You do look very handsome,” Valerie sighed, her fingers trailing down my waist and cupping my ass. “Fine, we’ll go. But no longer than an hour.”

I assured her we would do exactly that before adding, “Melissa is your best friend, you might recall, not mine.”

Valerie rolled her eyes and made for the bedroom. “You really don’t understand girls. Now make me a drink, please. I need some caffeine if I’m going to get through this.”

“Sure thing, ma’am,” I joked.

I set about making a mocktail and turned on some EDM while I went, chilling the glass and putting the drink together. I made myself an espresso at the same time. Melissa’s parties were sorta famous for being boisterous and wild.

Each one only ended when the neighbors called the cops. Now she’d bought a house in the country, though, so I was genuinely worried for our internal organs. Valerie talked a big game, but she and Melissa had been best friends since freshman year of college, and the ten years since had made those two inseparable.

“How do I look?”

I turned and dropped the fucking coffee.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered.

For a second I just stared.

Valerie stood in the doorway like she had stepped out of some impossible, expensive fantasy and into our little apartment, one hand resting lightly against the frame, the other settled on her hip as if she already knew exactly what seeing her was doing to me. Her curls fell in soft blonde waves around her shoulders, bright against skin so fair it almost seemed to glow in the lamplight, and the ivory set she wore made her glow.

The bra was all sheer embroidered lace and delicate structure, cupping her beautifully while the fine ivory straps traced elegant lines over her shoulders and upper chest. Little gold rings caught the light at each point of tension, tiny flashes of warmth against all that softness. Below it, the suspender belt sat high on her waist, drawing it in and making her hourglass figure look almost absurdly perfect, the curve of her hips framed by more lace, more ivory, more glinting gold hardware. The matching thong was cut high on her thighs, and the garter straps led the eye down to white stockings stretched smooth over her long legs.

And then there were the heels.

White, glossy, sharp little things with slim high heels that made her legs look even longer and forced her posture into something impossibly graceful, thrusting her chest outward. They changed everything.

Sweet Valerie, whom I had seen in old college sweatshirts and muddy wellies and one of my oversized T-shirts, was suddenly standing in front of me looking like some decadent winter bride designed by a very wicked lingerie designer.

She shifted her weight, one heel clicking softly against the floor, and gave me a small, nervous smile that did not match the effect she was having at all.

“Well?” she asked sheepishly, a blush forming on her cheeks.

I opened my mouth, closed it, then tried again. “You look…”

She lifted an eyebrow.

I laughed under my breath, still staring. “No, that is not a sentence I can responsibly finish.”

Her smile widened, pleased now, a little smug and a little shy. “Seriously? That good?”

I stepped toward her carefully, as though any sudden movement might break the spell.

“Valerie,” I said, my voice lower than before, “you look so beautiful it is actually upsetting me. We can’t get married next month. Nobody would believe you’d actually settle for me. Nope, the whole thing’s off. I’m joining the priesthood.”

That made her laugh, soft and bright and pleased with herself.

Still blushing but a little more sure of herself, Valerie did a tiny turn, enough for the straps and lace and gold fittings to catch the light from every angle, enough to show me the whole breathtaking picture all over again.

“I still think Melissa is insane,” she said. “But at least I understood the assignment, right?”

I reached her then, my hands settling very gently at her waist, afraid to crush the lace and even more afraid that if I touched her properly I would never get us out the front door.

“You understood it,” I said, looking at her, really looking at her, “far too well.”

She slipped her arms around my neck, white heels lifting her just enough that our faces were almost level, her expression softening into that familiar sweetness that somehow made her even more stunning.

“We’re still only staying an hour,” she murmured.

I glanced once more at the ivory lace, the white stockings, the impossible heels, then back into her blue eyes.

“Right now,” I said, “an hour sounds extremely ambitious.”

“We better leave right away then,” she whispered, her breath hot and minty on my lips. “Before we do something bad.”

I gulped.

If this was how the night started, I could only imagine where we went from here.

Most of all I was thankful to the girl who’d chosen the theme.

Melissa friggin’ Brentworth...
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Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


But whoever you are, I hope you enjoy this story. I think it’s a good one.
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