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What To Expect




Hi there!




I hope you enjoy my story. It's all about a struggling musician who cedes control of his life to his gorgeous scientist friend Cindy Lawton. You can expect chastity cages, some light sph, tease and denial, edging and stimulation withdrawal, medical and clinical fetish play, lots of latex gloves, contracts and a sweet clinical femdom romance.




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 Perfect Subject For Correction

It was the fourth of July, and before Spencer would run into the woman who would change his life forever, he was beginning to understand the meaning of rock bottom.

A sleepless night hung under his eyes, while two duffel bags sat at his feet.

Inside them were the meager evidence of a life lived without margins: clothes that smelled of late night bars and bad gigs, notebooks filled with half-finished songs, and all the books on famous musicians he had read so voraciously for inspiration that now only depressed him.

His phone vibrated against his thigh. He answered without looking at the screen, already knowing who it was.

“Spencer, you missed the Blue Note set last night. Again.” His manager’s voice was sandpaper and disappointment. “I’m not your fucking babysitter. I can’t keep lying to bookers when you can’t even show up on time. This is it. One more fuck up, and I’m done.”

The call ended before Spencer could form the familiar litany of excuses—heat, distraction, the way bills seemed to multiply when he wasn’t watching.

He stood there with the phone still pressed to his ear long after the line went dead, the sweat running in thin rivulets down the small of his back and soaking into the waistband of his jeans. Another link in the same chain: missed gigs because he had no calendar, no reminders, no system. Just the chaotic hope that tomorrow would be different.

He shouldered the bags and walked toward the subway.

The turnstile recognized him like an old enemy. The MetroCard in his pocket was empty; he had meant to top it up days ago and had forgotten, the same way he forgot the electric bill until the lights went out and the same way he forgot the rent until the papers appeared under his door.

He jumped it.

People looked and the motion was ugly and desperate. He was not subtle and before he could make a mad dash for the train, the fine arrived with bureaucratic efficiency, printed and handed over by a transit officer who barely looked at him. The man even mentioned the two older citations still accruing interest, as if Spencer needed the reminder that every failure was compounding.

By the time he finally climbed back into the furnace of the street, something inside him had gone quiet. He felt numb.

He stood at the corner with the new ticket folded into his pocket alongside the eviction notice, the duffels cutting into his shoulders, and felt the full weight of his own disorder settle over him like another layer of humid air.

He had no plan.

He is life had no structure.

He had only the next bad decision waiting to be made.

That was when he saw her.

Cindy Lawton.

She stepped out of a narrow coffee shop half a block down, a canvas tote over one shoulder, long blonde hair loose and catching the brutal light. She was a ghost from lecture halls and late-night parties in college. Five foot nine of impossible proportions moving with the unhurried confidence of someone who had never once lost track of herself or anything at all.

The summer dress she wore might have been boring on anyone else. On her it became a quiet provocation that made his tongue feel too big: thin fabric stretched across the full, heavy swell of her DD breasts, nipping tight at a waist so small his hands ached to measure it, then flaring over the generous, rounded weight of her ass and the long, strong legs that seemed engineered to make men stupid.

A single beauty-mark freckle sat just above the corner of her pouty lips. Her eyes were that same witch-blue he remembered, sharp and startling and domineering. On the inside of her left wrist, delicate as a signature, was a small tattoo of a test tube.

She saw him at the same moment. Recognition and joy bloomed across her face, quick and genuine.

“Spencer?”

Her voice carried.

Before he could answer she was already moving toward him, and then her arms were around him, pulling him into a hug that felt like the first solid thing he had touched in weeks.

The impact of her body against his was immediate and overwhelming. Her breasts pressed full and soft against his damp chest, the heat of her skin bleeding through the thin cotton of her dress and into his soaked t-shirt.

One of her hands settled between his shoulder blades; the other curved lower, fingers resting just above the small of his back.

Her scent surrounded him—clean soap and fresh coffee, and beneath it the warm, living smell of a woman who had also been walking in the same merciless sun.

His cock, traitorous and automatic, stirred against the rough denim of his jeans, thickening in the sudden intimate press of her. Shame flared hot and fast, but it tangled with something older and deeper: the crush he had carried through four years of college without ever finding the courage to act on it.

And then, in a humiliating twist of biological fate, the tears came.

He could not stop them.

The small, unexpected kindness of her arms around him, the first human contact that did not demand money or explanations or apologies, cracked something open that had been sealed too long. His shoulders shook. A raw, broken sound tore from his throat. The duffel bags slipped from his hands and hit the pavement. He buried his face against the side of her neck, breathing her in while the tears soaked into her dress. She did not pull away. Her arms only tightened, one hand stroking slow, steady circles between his shoulder blades, her voice low and calm against his ear.

“It’s all right,” she murmured. “I’ve got you. Whatever happened, you’re not alone in it right now.”

He cried harder for a moment, the release ugly and necessary, his body trembling against the solid, generous warmth of hers. She held him through it without flinching, patient as a clinician waiting for a symptom to pass. Only when the shaking eased did she ease back, her witch-blue eyes searching his face with a mixture of concern and clear, assessing intelligence.

“Come with me,” she said, decisive but gentle. “My place is close. Just over in Hell’s Kitchen. You can tell me everything. You look like you haven’t slept in days.”

He nodded, too stripped bare to argue.

She took one of the duffels without asking and led him through the blistering streets. Every step he remained acutely aware of her beside him—the sway of her hips beneath the dress, the way the fabric clung to the underside of her ass with each stride, the occasional brush of her bare arm against his sending sparks across overheated skin.

His cock remained half-hard, the friction of walking a constant, shameful reminder. He kept his gaze forward and tried not to stare at the way her breasts moved with her breathing or at the long line of her throat when she turned her head to speak.

Her loft was a different world—high ceilings, exposed brick, tall windows that admitted light without the punishing heat. Anatomical prints hung on one wall beside shelves of heavy medical texts. Everything was ordered, intentional. The contrast to the chaos he carried in his bags made his chest tighten. She set the duffels near a sleek couch and pulled out her phone.

“I’m gonna order us some chinese,” she decided. “There’s a place that’s fast. Sit down and just breathe.”

He obeyed.

While she ordered, he let the cool air dry the sweat on his skin and tried not to watch the way her too much, but she was truly radiant.

When the food arrived, the rich smell of lo mein and dumplings filled the space.

Between bites he told her everything: the eviction that morning, the manager’s call, the turnstile and the old fines, the gigs that kept slipping away not from lack of talent but from the same disorganization that had followed him since college. His voice cracked when he admitted how lost he felt, how every attempt at stability dissolved into the same pattern.

Cindy listened without interrupting, those witch-blue eyes fixed on him with unnerving focus. She ate with precise, graceful movements.

Every time she leaned forward to reach the containers, he caught the shadowed valley between her breasts, and his cock gave another insistent throb. He shifted on the stool, hoping she would not notice, the embarrassment layering itself over exhaustion and hunger until he could barely tell the difference.

When he finished, she set her chopsticks down and regarded him with that same calm, clinical attention.

“Spencer,” she said, her voice shifting into something cooler, measured, almost diagnostic, “every difficulty you’ve described—the unpaid rent, the missed commitments, the accumulating penalties—appears to share a single root. You are attempting to navigate adult life without any coherent system. No protocols. No external structure to enforce accountability or sequence tasks. It is not a moral defect. It is a behavioral one. And behavioral patterns can be reshaped.”

He groaned, the sound low and defeated. “Don’t rub it in.”

She smiled, small and unmocking. “I’m not. I’m identifying a variable that can be controlled. I’m in the final year of my doctorate in anatomy at the Eldridge Institute of Medical Sciences. My research focuses on the efficacy of externalized decision-making frameworks—specifically, how reward and punishment paradigms influence behavior when personal agency is delegated to a responsible supervising authority. The preliminary data, including computational modeling, has been remarkably consistent. Subjects show measurable gains in organization, follow-through, and stability. I believe you would be an excellent participant. Would you like to join the study?”

The question landed like oxygen after too long underwater.

He slapped the table, the sound sharp in the quiet loft. “That’s exactly what I need. Tell me more.”

Cindy’s cheeks flushed—faint pink rising across her high cheekbones, the beauty-mark freckle standing out against the color. For a moment her composure wavered. Then she steadied herself, the clinical authority returning to her voice like a hand settling on a control.

“Tell me, Spencer,” she said, leaning forward slightly, her witch-blue eyes locking onto his with an intensity that made his stomach flip and his cock twitch hard against his zipper, “have you ever heard of chastity?”


Chapter 2: The Chastity Cage Proposition

Cindy’s question hung in the air between them like the last note of a song that refused to resolve.

Spencer stared at her across the low table, the remnants of lo mein cooling in their containers. The word chastity seemed too clinical to belong in the same room as the soft lamp light and the faint scent of ginger still clinging to the air.

His pulse had already started climbing the moment she leaned forward; now it thundered in his ears.

“Chastity,” he repeated, voice rough. “As in…?”

“As in a physical device,” she said calmly. “A cage. Locked. The only key stays with me for the duration of the study.” She watched his face with that same assessing focus she had used while he confessed every failure of the day. “Earlier pilot data showed that residual sexual agency—masturbation, casual encounters, even the simple ability to seek release—acted as a significant confounding variable. Subjects would use arousal as an escape hatch from structure. The moment the framework became uncomfortable, they would self-soothe and the behavioral gains collapsed. Removing that outlet forces engagement with the protocols. It keeps the subject present.”

Spencer’s mouth had gone dry.

He could still feel the ghost of her body against his from the sidewalk hug, the soft press of her breasts, the way her hand had rested just above the small of his back. His cock, which had never fully settled since that moment, gave a heavy, guilty throb against the seam of his jeans.

“And if I say yes,” he managed, “you’re in charge of… everything?”

“Everything related to decision-making and daily structure, yes. Scheduling, finances, nutrition, sleep, practice time, social commitments. You defer to me. I become the external executive function you currently lack.” She tilted her head slightly. “There is a full opt-out clause. The word is tunamelt. You may use it at any time, no questions asked, and the study ends immediately. Outside of that single word, my authority is complete. The cage will be unlocked periodically as a reward for consistent compliance. Missed tasks, resistance, or deliberate sabotage will result in calibrated consequences—discomfort, embarrassment, denial of privileges, or other aversive stimuli. I will determine what is most effective for you as we proceed. The goal is not cruelty. The goal is measurable improvement in executive function and life stability.”

She paused, letting the silence settle.

“I’m not offering this lightly, Spencer. The paperwork tomorrow will be thorough. Informed consent, medical screening, psychological baseline. But the core of it is simple: you give me the chaos, and I give you a system that works.”

Spencer looked down at his hands.

The new transit fine was still folded in his pocket.

The eviction notice waited in one of the duffel bags by the door. His manager’s last words still scraped at the inside of his skull.

He thought of every half-finished song, every forgotten bill, every morning he had woken up already behind. The quiet that had settled over him on the street corner earlier returned, heavier now, but no longer empty.

He needed this.

“Deal,” he said.

The word came out firmer than he expected. He reached across the table. Cindy’s hand met his, warm and sure. Her grip was stronger than he remembered. When she smiled, the beauty-mark freckle above her lip deepened and a faint flush rose across her cheekbones again.

“Excellent,” she said softly. “We’ll go to the lab tomorrow morning and formalize everything. Proper signatures, baseline measurements, device fitting.” She released his hand and sat back. “For now… Spencer.” Her voice shifted, quieter. “As your supervisor for the study, I’d be more comfortable if you stayed here tonight. I have a spare bed. Would you mind that?”

The offer landed like another unexpected kindness.

He had been bracing himself for the long walk back to a door he no longer had a key for.

Instead she was offering him a place inside the ordered loft, under the same roof as the beautiful woman who had just agreed to take the weight of his decisions.

“That sounds amazing,” he said, and the smile that broke across his face felt almost foreign after the day he’d had.

They took turns in the shower.

Cindy went first.

Spencer sat on the couch trying not to invent the sounds of water against her skin.

When she emerged, the loft’s cool air seemed to tighten around him. She wore a thin white t-shirt that stopped just below her ribs, the soft outline of her heavy breasts unmistakable, and a pair of tiny gray shorts that clung to the full curve of her ass and left most of her long thighs bare.

Her hair was damp and darker, scraped back from her face.

Spencer’s cock stiffened so fast it bordered on painful.

He muttered something about the bathroom and fled.

Under the hot spray he braced both hands against the tile and tried to breathe through the ache.

Images arrived unbidden: the way the thin cotton of her t-shirt had stretched across her nipples, the soft give of her body when she had hugged him earlier, the clinical calm in her voice when she said the word chastity cage.

He reached down once, almost on instinct, and stopped himself.

The thought of her on the other side of the door, of the study, of the key she would hold, made the idea of touching himself feel like a quiet betrayal of something that had not even begun.

He finished the shower quickly, dried off, and pulled on the cleanest pair of pajama pants he still owned.

When he returned she was already on the couch with a bowl of popcorn and an old black-and-white film muted on the large screen—something with sharp suits and rapid dialogue.

She patted the cushion beside her. He sat carefully, hyper-aware of the space between their bodies and the soft heat radiating from her bare legs.

They talked while the movie played in the background.

Four years had passed since the last time they had seen each other at graduation.

Now, Cindy was in the final year of her doctorate, already fielding offers.

One of them was in Switzerland—a research institute that specialized in behavioral neurobiology. She spoke of it without urgency, as though the decision were simply another data point she had not yet finished weighing.

Spencer told her about the slow climb of his reputation as a singer-songwriter, the scattered praise from bookers who still remembered the nights he had actually shown up, the way the songs themselves kept getting stronger even as the rest of his life frayed. He insisted the unreliability was not entirely his fault—venues changed schedules, managers overbooked, the city itself seemed designed to punish anyone without a rigid calendar.

Cindy listened without contradiction, only the faintest curve at the corner of her mouth.

Eventually the conversation drifted backward into safer, warmer territory.

The Colorado camping trip junior year. Six of them in two tents, a cooler full of oranges that had seemed like overkill until the second morning when a young elk wandered into camp and methodically ate every last one while they stood frozen with cameras and half-laced boots.

Cindy laughed—low and genuine—at the memory of Spencer trying to shoo the animal away with a camping chair.

The sound of it loosened something in his chest.

When the movie ended she stood and stretched, the hem of her t-shirt riding up just enough to show a strip of soft skin above the waistband of her shorts. “Come on. I’ll show you your bed.”

Behind a folding screen in the far corner of the loft stood a solid wooden bunk bed. The bottom bunk was already made with clean sheets and a folded blanket. A small reading lamp was clipped to the side rail. It looked almost like a little monk’s cell of order carved out of the larger space.

“Top is mine,” she said. “I like being able to see the windows. Bottom is yours for as long as you need it.”

Spencer set his duffels at the foot of the bed and sat on the edge of the mattress. The sheets smelled faintly of the same clean soap she had worn earlier. Cindy climbed the ladder without ceremony. He heard the soft creak of the upper mattress, the rustle of covers, then quiet.

He switched off the reading lamp and lay on his back in the dark, listening to the distant city and the slow, even sound of her breathing above him.

His cock was still half-hard, trapped against the soft fabric of his pajamas, the ache a constant low reminder of everything that had been promised and everything that had not yet begun.

Sometime deep in the night he woke to the softest sound—Cindy, dreaming, a low, pretty moan that slipped out of her throat and dissolved into the quiet of the loft.

It was not loud. But it settled into him like a brand.

He lay awake for a long time after that, staring at the underside of her mattress, already wondering what the word tunamelt would feel like in his mouth if he ever needed it, and whether he would ever be able to say it at all.


Chapter 3: The Lab

Morning light cut through the tall windows of the Eldridge Institute of Medical Sciences as Cindy led him down a quiet corridor on the fourth floor.

The air smelled of disinfectant and old paper.

Spencer carried only a small backpack with a change of clothes; she had told him the rest could wait. His cock had been half-hard since he woke to the memory of her soft moan in the night, and the walk through the university only made the ache more insistent.

She unlocked a heavy door marked Behavioral Neurobiology – Private Suite 4B and ushered him inside.

The room was larger than he expected and meticulously ordered. One wall held a long stainless-steel desk and two monitors.

Opposite it stood a modern gynecological examination chair—pale gray leather, padded stirrups folded neatly against the base, a tray of sealed instruments gleaming under recessed lights. A glass-walled shower stall occupied the far corner, tiled in white, with a folded stack of towels and a sealed package of medical wipes waiting on a low shelf. Anatomical charts and a single framed print of a neural pathway completed the space.

Everything was clean, intentional, and quietly intimidating.

Cindy set her bag on the desk and pulled out a thick folder and a tablet.

“Please, sit,” she said, gesturing to the chair opposite the desk. “We’ll start with the formal consent.”

Spencer sat.

The papers were thorough: study protocol, risk disclosure, confidentiality, the exact definition of the safe word tunamelt, the duration (open-ended, subject to quarterly review), and a clear statement that participation was voluntary and could be terminated at any time by either party.

He read every page.

His signature felt heavier than any contract he had ever signed for a gig.

When the last page was complete, Cindy stacked the documents neatly, sealed them in a labeled envelope, and looked up.

A small, genuine smile touched her mouth.

She leaned across the desk and pressed a soft kiss to his cheek—warm, brief, almost sisterly if not for the way her lips lingered half a second too long.

“Okay,” she said, voice bright with quiet satisfaction. “Now for the initial exam.”

She directed him to the examination chair. The leather was cool against the back of his thighs through his jeans.

Cindy moved with practiced efficiency, wrapping the blood-pressure cuff around his upper arm. Her fingers brushed the soft skin of his inner elbow as she positioned the stethoscope.

The first reading came in high.

“One-forty over eighty-eight,” she murmured, making a note on her tablet. “Elevated, but still within acceptable range for acute stress.” She released the cuff, then rested two fingertips lightly against the side of his neck, just over the carotid.

His pulse jumped under her touch.

She watched the monitor, expression calm. “Interesting.”

She tested further.

Fingertips trailed slowly along the outer edge of his thigh, over the denim. The numbers climbed.

A second pass higher, nearer the inseam, and the cuff recorded another rise. When she touched the hinge of his jaw—gentle pressure, clinical, almost absent-minded—his heart rate spiked again.

She noted each response without comment, only the faintest pink rising across her cheekbones.

“Stimulus reactivity is pronounced,” she said at last, setting the tablet aside. “We’ll account for that in the baseline.”

She pulled a second chair closer and sat facing him, tablet balanced on one knee. “Psychological profile next. Standard intake. Answer as accurately as you can.”

“Full name?”

“Spencer James Ellison.”

“Age?”

“Twenty-seven.”

“Primary fears?”

He hesitated. “Failing. Being… irrelevant. Waking up one day and realizing I let everything slip through my fingers for good.”

Cindy typed without looking up. “What are you proudest of?”

“The songs,” he said after a moment. “Even the unfinished ones. They’re the only part of me that still feels honest.”

“And you are consenting to this experiment of your own free will, with full understanding of the protocols, including the chastity component and the transfer of decision-making authority?”

“Yes.”

“Exercise frequency?”

“Almost never. Walking to gigs, mostly.”

“Smoking?”

“Only when I’m performing. Sometimes a cigarette between sets if the night’s gone long.”

Cindy’s eyes lifted. “Not permitted for the duration of the study. Nicotine is a confounding variable for stress response and sleep architecture. Alcohol is also prohibited—complete abstinence until the study concludes or you invoke the safe word. Understood?”

He nodded.

The loss of those small, chaotic comforts settled over him like another layer of the cage that had not yet been fitted.

She scrolled further. “Sexual history is relevant to the protocol. How often do you masturbate?”

The question landed between them like a stone dropped into still water.

Spencer felt heat flood his face.

Cindy’s own cheeks colored, the beauty-mark freckle standing out sharply, but she did not look away.

“Once every day or two,” he admitted, voice low. “Sometimes more if I’m stressed.”

Cindy’s brows rose.

A soft, almost startled sound escaped her. “Wow.”

She recovered quickly, but the flush remained. “That’s… significantly more frequent than the mean for your demographic in our earlier cohorts. This may be challenging for you at the beginning.” She set the tablet down and met his eyes fully. “But it’s a natural segue.”

She stood, smoothed the front of her lab coat, and gestured toward the glass shower and the examination chair beyond it.

“Time to fit the chastity device.”


Chapter 4: Strip For Examination

Cindy’s voice remained even, almost gentle, as she gestured toward the open space in front of the examination chair.

“Clothes off, please. Everything. Fold them and set them on the stool.”

Spencer’s stomach dropped.

He had known this moment was coming—the consent forms had been explicit—but the reality of it still landed like a slap.

The lab was brightly lit, clinical, and utterly without privacy. T

here was nowhere to hide.

He stood, fingers already clumsy at the hem of his t-shirt, and pulled it over his head. The air-conditioned room raised gooseflesh across his chest and arms. He folded the shirt with unnecessary care and placed it on the indicated stool, then unbuttoned his jeans. The denim scraped down his thighs. He stepped out of them, then his socks, until he was left in only the thin cotton of his boxers.

But to his complete embarrassment, his cock was already hard.

Painfully, unmistakably hard.

It tented the fabric in a thick, upward curve, the head already pushing against the waistband. Heat flooded his face. He hesitated, fingers hooked in the elastic, and looked at Cindy.

“Boxers too, I’m afraid,” she said with a sympathetic smile.

She waited, tablet in one hand, expression professionally neutral—except for the faint pink that had returned to her cheekbones.

He pushed the boxers down.

His cock sprang free, flushed dark and rigid, curving slightly toward his navel.

It bobbed once in the cool air, fully erect, the head already glossy.

Spencer’s ears burned. He wanted to cover himself, to turn away, to invent any excuse that would let him step back into his clothes. Instead he stood frozen, hands at his sides, while the most humiliating evidence of his arousal hung heavy and obvious between them.

Cindy’s gaze dropped.

For a fraction of a second her composure cracked.

A soft, startled sound escaped her—half laugh, half breath—and she pressed her lips together hard, trying and failing to smother it. The giggle still slipped out, quiet and helpless.

“Oh wow,” she said, voice a little higher than usual. “Um. Okay. So that’s… there.” She cleared her throat, cheeks now openly pink, and made a quick note on her tablet. “Arousal at baseline is noted. We’ll factor it in.”

Spencer could not look at her. He stared at a point on the far wall and tried to will his cock to soften.

It refused.

If anything it pulsed harder under her attention.

Cindy recovered with visible effort, setting the tablet aside and retrieving a soft measuring tape from the instrument tray. “Time for anthropometric measurements. Standard protocol. Stay still, please.”

She started at his neck.

The tape was cool against his skin as she wrapped it carefully just above the collarbones. Her fingertips brushed the side of his throat.

His cock twitched visibly, a small upward jerk that made the air between them feel suddenly thinner.

She did not comment, only recorded the number and moved on.

Arms next.

She measured the circumference of each bicep, then the length from shoulder to wrist. Every light contact of her hands sent another low pulse of blood into his erection. He could feel precum beginning to gather at the tip, a shameful slickness he prayed she would not notice yet.

Then she knelt.

The shift in posture was devastating.

Cindy sank gracefully onto one knee in front of him, lab coat pooling around her, and brought the tape to his waist. Her face was level with his cock. He could smell the clean soap on her skin and the faint brewing coffee scent still lingering from breakfast.

The measuring tape slid around his midsection; her knuckles grazed the sensitive skin just above his hip bones. His cock twitched hard—once, twice—bobbing heavily in the open air only inches from her cheek.

A clear bead of humiliating precum welled at the slit and began to stretch downward in a thin, glistening thread.

Spencer’s breath caught.

Mortification crashed through him in a hot wave.

Cindy finished the waist measurement without acknowledging the reaction, though the color in her face had deepened.

She moved lower, measuring the length of each leg from hip crease to ankle.

Every time she shifted position her shoulder or the side of her head came dangerously close to brushing him. His cock continued its helpless little jerks, the bead of precum now longer, trembling, on the verge of falling.

“Almost done,” she murmured. “You’re doing great!”

She rose just enough to bring the tape to his penis.

Spencer’s entire body went rigid. Cindy’s fingers were careful, clinical, but the contact was still devastating.

She gently lifted his throbbing and sensitive cock with two fingertips beneath the shaft and laid the measuring tape along the top side from base to tip.

The head was so sensitive that even that light pressure made his hips want to twitch.

More precum welled, sliding over her knuckles in a warm, slippery trail.

“Four inches,” she said quietly. “Fully erect.”

She recorded the number, then looked up at him. For a moment the professional mask slipped again. Something like surprise—and something less easily named—flickered behind her witch-blue eyes.

“Wow,” she said, almost to herself. “You’re quite below the national average. I’ve never seen one this small, or…” She stopped, pressed her lips together, and glanced back down at the tablet as if the data might offer safer ground. “Well. Never mind.”

The words landed like a cattleprod..

Spencer’s face burned so hot he thought he might actually be sick.

The smallest she had ever measured!?!?

His cock, traitor that it was, gave another hard twitch in her loose grip, forcing a fresh bead of precum to spill over her fingers.

Cindy released him carefully and stood.

She wiped her hand on a sterile gauze pad with deliberate thoroughness, then met his eyes again. The flush was still high on her cheeks, but her voice had returned to its calm, supervisory register.

“That’s all the external measurements for now. Next step is a full hygienic preparation before device fitting.” She gestured toward the glass-walled shower in the corner. “In you go. I’ll observe to ensure protocol is followed. Use the provided antimicrobial wash. Be thorough.”

Spencer’s legs felt unsteady as he turned toward the shower.

His cock still jutted obscenely in front of him, shiny with precum, the humiliating measurement echoing in his head with every step.

Behind him he heard the soft click of her tablet as she made another note, and the quiet sound of her breathing—just a fraction faster than it had been when they first entered the room.


Chapter 5: The Shower Procedure

The glass door of the shower closed behind him with a soft, final click.

Spencer stood under the wide rain showerhead, skin still prickling from the cooler air of the lab, and turned the water on. It came out hot almost immediately—hotter than he would have chosen—and the steam rose quickly, fogging the lower half of the glass. Not enough to hide him. Cindy remained on the other side, tablet in one hand, watching with the same calm, clinical attention she had given his measurements. Her eyes did not wander. They simply observed.

He picked up the sealed bottle of antimicrobial wash she had indicated and broke the foil. The liquid was pale green and smelled sharply of antiseptic with an undercurrent of something herbal. He started with his shoulders and chest, working the lather in slow circles the way he imagined a proper subject was supposed to. Every time he glanced up, her gaze was still on him. The knowledge settled low in his gut like a second heartbeat.

His cock had never fully softened. It hung heavy and half-swollen, the head still shiny from earlier precum, twitching whenever the hot water struck it directly. He washed lower, soaping his stomach, then the tops of his thighs. When his soapy hand finally closed around his shaft he felt the familiar, traitorous pulse of blood. He cleaned himself thoroughly—shaft, head, the soft skin of his balls—aware that she could see every stroke. The humiliation was sharp and immediate, yet it fed the arousal instead of killing it. His cock thickened further under his own soapy fingers until it stood almost fully hard again, flushed and obvious against the white tile.

He turned to face the wall, partly to rinse, partly to hide for a few seconds. The water ran down the length of his spine and between the cheeks of his ass. He washed there too, as instructed, thorough and methodical, the soap slipping into places that made his breath catch. When he turned back around, Cindy had not moved. She simply made another quiet note on the tablet.

Spencer rinsed until the water ran clear, shut the shower off, and stood dripping, unsure what came next. The glass door opened. Cindy held out a large white towel.

“Step out.”

He obeyed. The cooler air of the lab struck his wet skin and raised fresh gooseflesh. Cindy began drying him without ceremony, starting at his shoulders and working downward with firm, efficient strokes. The towel was thick and slightly rough. She dried his chest, his arms, the planes of his stomach. When she reached his hips she crouched slightly, bringing the towel between his legs. Her knuckles brushed the underside of his cock as she dried his inner thighs. He bit the inside of his cheek hard enough to taste metal. She was careful around his erection—lifting it gently with the towel to dry the shaft and the sensitive head, then the soft weight of his balls—yet every contact still sent a fresh spike of heat through him. A thin thread of precum stretched from the tip and clung to the terry cloth before she wiped it away.

She moved behind him next. The towel dragged slowly up the cleft of his ass, drying the cleft and the tight ring of muscle with the same clinical thoroughness. Spencer’s face burned. He stared straight ahead at the far wall and tried not to think about how exposed he already felt, how completely she was handling him.

When she finished she stepped back, folded the damp towel, and set it aside.

“Into the chair, please.”

The examination chair waited like a pale, waiting mouth. Spencer walked to it on unsteady legs and sat. The leather was cool against his bare back and thighs. Cindy moved around him with quiet purpose. First the wrist cuffs—soft padded restraints that buckled snugly, pinning his arms to the armrests at his sides. Then the ankle straps. She guided each foot into the stirrup and secured the leather cuffs, spreading his legs wider than felt natural. A final broad strap crossed his lower abdomen, locking his hips in place so he could not lift or twist.

The position left nothing hidden.

His cock lay fully exposed against his lower belly, still half-hard and glistening at the tip. His balls rested in the open air. And because of the angle of the stirrups and the way the seat was designed, the cleft of his ass was parted just enough that the tight, pink pucker of his hole was visible to anyone standing between his legs. The realization hit him in a fresh wave of heat and shame. He was completely on display—cock, balls, asshole—strapped open and helpless under the bright clinical lights.

Cindy stepped between his spread thighs and looked down at him for a long moment, tablet balanced against her hip. Her expression was composed, but the flush along her cheekbones had returned, and her breathing was just a fraction deeper than before.

“Comfortable enough?” she asked quietly.

Spencer swallowed. The restraints held him perfectly still. He could feel the cool air moving across every sensitive inch of skin she had just dried.

“Yes,” he managed, voice rough.

Cindy nodded once, made a final note, and set the tablet aside on the instrument tray. Her witch-blue eyes traveled slowly over the restrained length of his body, lingering for a heartbeat on the place where his cock lay exposed and the shadowed cleft beneath it.

“Good,” she said. “Then we’ll begin the preparatory cleaning.”


Chapter 6: Through Cindy’s Eyes

Cindy Lawton’s POV

Cindy stood perfectly still on the other side of the glass, tablet balanced against her hip, and watched Spencer Ellison soap his own body under the hot spray.

She had expected a certain level of clinical interest. The study design required observation of baseline hygiene compliance, range of motion, and residual arousal after measurement. What she had not expected was the slow, heavy pulse that settled between her legs the moment the water hit his shoulders and began to run down the lean lines of his back.

Data, she told herself. You are collecting data.

Her panties were already soaked.

It had started the second he pushed his boxers down and that small, flushed cock had sprung free—four inches of rigid, upward-curving flesh that twitched every time she breathed near it. She had laughed. She never laughed during intake. The sound had escaped before she could stop it, high and startled, and the heat that followed had nothing to do with embarrassment. It had everything to do with the way his face had gone scarlet while his cock stayed stubbornly hard, leaking for her like it couldn’t help itself.

Now he was washing thoroughly, exactly as instructed. Soap slid over his chest, down the soft trail of hair below his navel, and then his hand closed around himself. Cindy’s thighs pressed together hard. She watched the soapy fist stroke once, twice, cleaning the shaft and the dark, sensitive head. A fresh bead of precum welled at the slit and was immediately washed away. Her cunt clenched so sharply she had to lock her knees.

You’re creaming your panties for your old friend, she thought, viciously. Stop it.

But she didn’t look away.

When he turned to face the wall and reached back to wash between his cheeks, the movement was careful, almost shy. Soap and water ran down the cleft of his ass. She could see the tight pucker flex under his fingers. The image burned itself into the back of her eyelids. Her clit throbbed in time with her pulse. She could feel the wet fabric of her underwear clinging to her, slippery and obvious every time she shifted her weight. If she reached down right now her fingers would come away shining.

Four inches, her mind supplied unhelpfully. Below average. The smallest you’ve measured in this protocol.

And still her mouth watered.

The fantasy arrived fully formed and unwelcome: dropping to her knees on the wet tile, taking that modest length between her lips, feeling it pulse against her tongue while he was still soapy and steaming. She would suck him slowly, carefully, until the head bumped the back of her throat and he made that broken little sound he had made on the sidewalk when he cried into her neck. She would hold him there, pinned by her mouth and the knowledge that she owned the key, until he was shaking.

Cindy’s free hand tightened on the edge of the tablet until the plastic creaked.

Bad girl, she told herself coldly. That is not the protocol. That is not science. That is you getting wet over a subject because he used to write songs about rain and looked at you like you hung the moon in undergrad.

She forced her breathing slower. In through the nose, out through the mouth. The way she taught subjects to regulate during high-arousal testing. It barely helped. Every time Spencer shifted under the water her cunt fluttered again, greedy and shameless. She could smell herself faintly now—warm, slick, unmistakable. The lab coat hid the state of her underwear, but she knew if she sat down there would be a dark spot.

He rinsed. The water ran clear. He shut the shower off and stood dripping, cock still half-hard, looking lost and beautiful and completely at her mercy.

Cindy straightened. She smoothed her expression into the calm, supervisory mask she had practiced for years. The tablet screen had gone dark from neglect; she woke it with a thumb and made a meaningless note she would delete later.

Time to get out of your own head, she ordered herself. You have a subject to dry, restrain, and prepare. The study comes first. Your soaked panties can wait.

She opened the glass door and held out the towel, voice steady when she spoke.

“Step out.”


Chapter 7: Cleaned Before The Caging

“You really are doing swimmingly,” Cindy said as she pulled on a pair of pale blue nitrile gloves with a soft snap that seemed far too loud in the quiet lab.

The sound traveled straight down Spencer’s spine.

She moved between his spread thighs, rolling a low instrument tray closer with her foot. Sealed packages of sterile wipes, a small bottle of medical-grade cleanser, and several folded gauze pads waited in neat rows.

She selected the first packet, tore it open, and the sharp, clean scent of antiseptic filled the space between them.

“I’m going to perform a thorough preparatory cleaning of the genitals,” she said, voice calm and instructional, as if she were speaking to a class rather than to a man strapped open and already leaking. “The device requires a completely dry, residue-free surface for proper fit and to minimize risk of irritation or infection during prolonged wear. I’ll work systematically. Try to remain still.”

Spencer could only nod. The abdominal strap and ankle restraints held him perfectly immobile. His cock lay against his lower belly, still half-swollen from the shower and the drying, the head flushed and shiny. A thin thread of precum had already begun to gather at the slit again.

Cindy started at the base.

The first cold wipe touched the root of his shaft and dragged slowly upward. The sensation was clinical and devastating at the same time. She cleaned in long, overlapping strokes, rotating his cock gently between gloved fingers so that every side received equal attention. Each pass left the skin tighter, cooler, more sensitive. When she reached the head she paused.

“You’re uncircumcised,” she noted, almost to herself, and then more clearly for him: “I’ll need to retract the foreskin fully to clean beneath it. This can feel intense. Breathe.”

She pinched the loose skin between thumb and forefinger and drew it back with careful, steady pressure. The sensitive head was suddenly completely exposed to the cool air of the lab. Spencer’s hips tried to twitch; the strap across his abdomen stopped them cold. A thick bead of precum welled immediately and began to slide down the underside of the glans.

Cindy caught it with a fresh wipe before it could fall.

“Residual seminal fluid is common under elevated arousal,” she explained, discarding the soiled wipe and taking another. “I’ll remove it as it appears so it doesn’t interfere with the fit.”

She cleaned the exposed head in small, meticulous circles, paying special attention to the ridge and the frenulum. Every stroke of the cool, damp cloth made his cock jump in her loose grip. More precum appeared; she wiped it away without comment and continued.

When the head was gleaming and clean she released the foreskin and let it slide forward again, only to draw it back once more and repeat the entire process a second time.

Spencer’s breathing had gone shallow. His face burned.

He could feel the pulse in his cock against her gloved fingers, could feel how ridiculously hard he was getting under the impersonal attention.

She moved lower.

Gloved hands cupped his balls, lifting them so she could clean the soft skin of the scrotum with the same methodical care.

The wipes were cold; the contrast against his overheated flesh made him shudder.

She cleaned behind the balls next, pressing firmly, and then her fingers found the smooth stretch of perineum between his scrotum and the exposed pucker of his hole.

“This area collects sweat and residual fluid easily,” she said, massaging the perineum in slow, firm circles with a fresh wipe. “Thorough attention here reduces the chance of later irritation once the cage is locked.”

The pressure was clinical, yet it sent a deep pulse of pleasure straight through his prostate.

His cock jerked hard against his belly and a fresh string of precum stretched from the tip, long and glistening.

Cindy noticed, of course. She abandoned the perineum for a moment, caught the strand with gauze, and wiped the head clean again before returning to her work.

Spencer’s thighs trembled in the stirrups. He could hear his own heartbeat in his ears.

Every time she touched him he leaked; every time he leaked she cleaned it away with quiet efficiency, explaining the rationale in the same even tone she might have used to describe a dissection.

The cycle was relentless.

By the time she declared the external cleaning complete, his cock was fully hard again, darker than before, the head almost purple and shining under the bright lights. A small pool of precum had collected in his navel where gravity had carried the excess she hadn’t caught in time.

Cindy stripped off the used gloves, disposed of them, and pulled on a fresh pair. She opened a low drawer in the instrument tray and lifted out a small black case. The latch clicked open. Inside, nestled in foam, lay the chastity device.

It was smaller than he had imagined.

Two inches of polished surgical steel formed an open bar-style cage—vertical bars that would encircle the shaft, a contoured ring at the base, and a locked hasp at the top.

The design left the head partially accessible through the bars and the underside open enough for cleaning or limited stimulation, yet the internal length was deliberately restrictive. There would be no room for a full erection.

No room for the kind of orgasm he was used to.

Cindy held it up so he could see it clearly.

“This is a two-inch steel bar cage,” she said. “Open construction for hygiene and temperature regulation. It will allow limited tactile access but will not permit a complete erection or conventional orgasm. Once locked, the only key remains with me. I’ll administer it now.”

She set the cage on the tray within easy reach and looked down at him, witch-blue eyes calm, the faint flush still lingering across her cheekbones.

Between his forced-open legs, Spencer’s cock gave one last, helpless twitch, as if it already understood what was coming.


Chapter 8: Administering The Chastity Cage

“We’ll just need to soften you up first,” she said with a little smile. “Sound good.”

Spencer nodded, more embarrassed than he had ever been but more turned on than he had ever been as well. “Do whatever you need to do.”

“Amazing!”

Cindy reached into the instrument tray and withdrew a sealed gel ice pack. She cracked it once between her hands; the contents activated with a soft chemical hiss and the surface turned instantly, bitterly cold.

Without preamble she laid the pack directly across Spencer’s still-hard cock, pressing it down so the icy plastic molded around the shaft and head.

The cold was a shock so pure it stole the air from his lungs.

Spencer’s body tried to jackknife against the restraints. The abdominal strap and ankle cuffs held him ruthlessly in place. A raw, involuntary sound tore out of his throat. The ice burned at first—sharp, almost electric—then sank deeper, leaching the heat from his flesh with ruthless efficiency.

His cock twitched hard beneath the pack, once, twice, as if fighting the temperature, then began to soften in slow, reluctant stages. Blood retreated. The tight, aching fullness drained away.

He could feel every centimeter of loss.

Cindy held the pack steady with one gloved hand, the other resting lightly on his inner thigh to monitor the process. She watched his face as carefully as she watched the organ under the ice.

“Breathe through it,” she said quietly. “Full flaccidity is required for safe application. This usually takes two to three minutes.”

It felt longer.

By the time she finally lifted the pack away, Spencer’s cock had shrunk to a soft, pale, almost delicate version of itself.

The skin was cool and slightly damp from condensation. It lay small and vulnerable against his lower belly, no longer the flushed, insistent thing that had leaked for her earlier.

Only a faint residual throb remained, deep and defeated.

Cindy set the ice pack aside and reached for the measuring tape again.

The humiliation of this second measurement was somehow worse than the first.

She lifted the soft cock with two careful fingers and laid the tape along its top side from the base of the shaft to the tip of the head.

The contrast with the earlier erect measurement was brutal and impossible to ignore.

“One inch,” she said, and this time the surprise in her voice was unfiltered. “Wow. Only an inch. That’s definitely the smallest soft measurement I’ve recorded in any cohort.” She glanced up at his face, then back down, as if double-checking the number. “I might have to order a new cage in a smaller internal length for long-term wear. But for the moment…”

She left the sentence unfinished and reached for the steel device.

The two-inch bar cage looked almost oversized against the reduced flesh she was about to enclose.

Cindy worked with practiced, unhurried precision. First she slid the smooth base ring behind his balls, one testicle at a time, until the cold metal sat snug against his body. The ring was narrow enough to be secure without pinching.

Next she guided the soft cock forward into the open bar cage. The steel was colder than the ice had been.

It kissed the sensitive head and the underside of the shaft as she settled everything into place.

Because he was so small in this state, there was noticeable empty space inside the cage.

She aligned the hasp, inserted the short steel lock, and turned the key with a decisive, final click.

The sound seemed to echo.

Spencer felt the weight of it settle—solid, inescapable, already warming slowly against his skin. The bars pressed lightly along the top and sides of his cock.

The head rested just behind the front curve of the cage, accessible through the open design but unable to swell beyond the rigid limit.

When he instinctively tried to harden in response to the new sensation, the steel denied him at once. The pressure was firm, not sharp, but absolute.

His cock could plump only the smallest amount before the metal stopped it cold.

Cindy tested the fit with two gloved fingers, checking for pinching, for gaps, for any sign of restricted circulation.

She pressed gently along the bars, then beneath, then against the base ring. Spencer’s breath hitched each time. The denial was already working; every attempt at arousal met the same unyielding boundary and collapsed back into a dull, frustrated ache.

She stripped off her gloves, disposed of them, and made a brief note on the tablet.

“I believe that the lock is secure,” she said. “Fit is acceptable for initial wear despite the size discrepancy. We’ll monitor for any pressure points over the next twenty-four hours.”

She looked down at him, still spread and strapped, the new steel cage gleaming under the lab lights between his open thighs. Her expression was composed, but the flush along her cheekbones had deepened again.

“Time to experiment,” she said. “I need to confirm that the dominant sensation under stimulation is frustration rather than pain. We’ll start with controlled arousal testing.”

Spencer swallowed.

The cage already felt heavier than its physical weight.

Inside it, his cock gave one last, futile pulse against the bars and then subsided, trapped.


Chapter 9: A Clinical Tease

Cindy stepped back just far enough to meet his eyes while he remained strapped open in the chair. The steel cage sat heavy and obvious between his legs, already warm from his skin.

“Before we continue,” she said, voice even, “I want to remind you that you have a word. Tunamelt. You may use it at any time to pause or end the experiment completely. No explanation required, no penalty, no discussion unless you want one. Do you still wish to proceed?”

Spencer’s throat felt tight. The cage pressed against him with every small shift of breath. He thought of the way his life had been unraveling one forgotten obligation at a time. He thought of her arms around him on the sidewalk and the quiet, ordered loft that now contained a bottom bunk with his name on it.

But mostly he thought about how turned on he was.

And that part of his brain knew exactly what he wanted.

“No,” he said. “I mean—yes. I want to keep going. I don’t want to stop.”

Cindy’s face lit with a quick, genuine smile that softened the clinical set of her mouth. A small, delighted sound escaped her before she caught it.

“Excellent,” she said, recovering. “Subject confirms continued consent. We’ll proceed with controlled arousal testing to establish the dominant sensory profile of the device under stimulation.”

She moved to a wall cabinet, returned with a slim, medical-grade vibrator—matte white, single-speed, the kind used for neurological response mapping—and a small bottle of sterile lubricant. She set both on the tray, then reached for his left nipple first.

The vibrator buzzed to life with a low, steady hum.

Cindy placed the rounded tip against the soft peak of his nipple and held it there. The sensation was immediate and startlingly intense.

Spencer’s back arched as much as the restraints allowed. The vibration traveled straight down his sternum and into his groin.

Inside the cage his cock gave a weak, muffled twitch, swelling the smallest amount before the steel bars stopped it. Heat and frustration bloomed together.

Cindy watched his face, then the cage, making a quiet note.

“Mild tumescence observed,” she murmured. “Subject appears inhibited.”

She switched to the other nipple, applying the same steady pressure.

Spencer bit his lip. A second, equally limited swell pressed against the bars and subsided. His cheeks burned.

He could feel how obvious his shyness was—how he kept trying to look anywhere but at her while his body reacted in tiny, trapped increments.

Cindy switched the vibrator off and set it aside.

“No problem,” she said, almost gently. “Visual stimulus next. Sometimes indirect input lowers psychological resistance.”

She picked up a remote from the instrument tray and pointed it at the large flat-screen mounted on the opposite wall. The screen flickered on.

Two women appeared in high-definition close-up, naked, limbs tangled, mouths working between each other’s thighs in a slow, wet 69.

The sound was low but clear—soft moans, the slick noise of tongues, the occasional sharp inhale.

Spencer’s cock tried again to harden.

The cage denied it at once. He stared at a point on the ceiling, face flaming.

The images were explicit, beautiful, and somehow made the exposure of his own body feel even more acute. He remained only fractionally swollen inside the steel, clearly too self-conscious for the visual alone to push him further.

Cindy studied him for a long moment, head tilted.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” she said. The clinical tone softened around the edges, and a small, surprised giggle slipped out before she pressed her lips together. “A little manual stimulation is all you need. Prostate engagement often bypasses psychological barriers in restrained subjects.”

She coated the index finger of a fresh glove in clear lubricant until it gleamed. Spencer’s breath caught as she stepped fully between his forced-open thighs.

The position left his hole completely accessible, the skin still slightly cool from the earlier cleaning.

Cindy placed her free hand on his lower abdomen to steady him, then pressed the slick fingertip against the tight ring of muscle.

“I’ll enter slowly,” she said. “Tell me if you experience sharp pain rather than pressure.”

The finger pushed forward.

Spencer’s mouth opened on a silent gasp.

The intrusion was smooth, practiced, and devastatingly intimate. Cindy worked the single digit past the outer ring with steady pressure until it was buried to the second knuckle. She paused, letting him adjust, then curled the finger in a firm, deliberate come-hither motion that found his prostate on the first try.

The sensation was electric.

A broken, high sound spilled out of Spencer’s throat before he could stop it—soft, startled, almost feminine. His cock surged hard inside the cage, swelling until the steel bars dug in on every side.

The head pressed urgently against the front curve of the device; there was nowhere for it to go.

Precum leaked through the open bars in a thin, steady trickle that ran down the metal and onto the leather of the chair.

Cindy’s eyes widened a fraction.

Another small, surprised sound escaped her—half laugh, half breath—before she caught herself and returned to the clinical register, though her voice had gone slightly husky.

“Strong prostatic response,” she noted aloud, beginning a slow, rhythmic massage against the sensitive gland. “Subject vocalization is elevated. Continued stimulation.”

She worked him with methodical patience.

Each curl of her finger sent a fresh wave of dense, rolling pleasure through his core.

Spencer’s hips tried to move and failed. The restraints held him open and helpless while the pleasure built in layers he had no control over.

His cock strained violently inside the cage, the metal now uncomfortably tight, the denial sharp and constant. More precum spilled. His moans grew higher, breathier, impossible to swallow. He sounded nothing like himself.

The orgasm approached from a direction he had never experienced—deep, inevitable, centered behind his cock rather than in it.

His thighs shook in the stirrups. His hands flexed uselessly against the wrist cuffs.

He was right at the edge, the pressure in his prostate cresting, the cage so tight it bordered on painful, when Cindy’s free hand suddenly settled over the steel bars, feeling the rigid proof of his arousal.

“Oh great,” she said, bright and pleased, and pulled her finger out in one smooth motion.

The loss was brutal.

“Oh, oh my god,” Spencer cried out—short, wrecked, desperate.

The approaching climax collapsed into a throbbing, unfinished ache that left him panting and trembling. Inside the cage his cock remained painfully hard, trapped at the absolute limit of the steel, leaking steadily onto the chair.

Cindy stripped the glove off, disposed of it, and looked down at him with clear satisfaction.

“Does it hurt?” she asked.

Spencer had to swallow twice before he could answer. His voice came out rough and uneven.

“It’s… frustrating. But no. There’s no sharp pain.”

Cindy’s face broke into a wide, delighted smile.

She actually clapped once, softly, the sound bright in the quiet lab, then reached for her tablet and made several rapid notes.

“Dominant sensation confirmed as frustration rather than nociceptive pain,” she said, almost to herself. “Excellent preliminary result.” She looked up again. “Okay. For today, that’s all there is. We’ve established baseline fit, consent continuity, and sensory profile. Further testing can wait.”

She set the tablet down and began unbuckling the restraints.

First the abdominal strap, then the wrists, then the ankles. Blood returned to his limbs in a tingling rush.

Spencer sat up slowly, the cage shifting and pulling in unfamiliar ways as he moved.

Cindy handed him his clothes one piece at a time and stepped back, watching with frank, open interest as he dressed.

Pulling jeans up over the steel device was awkward. The cage made a soft metallic sound against the zipper. The denim pressed the bars firmly against him with every movement. When he finally stood, fully clothed, the weight of it was constant and impossible to ignore—a solid, secret reminder locked against his body.

Cindy’s eyes tracked the subtle adjustment of his stance, the way he had to shift his weight to accommodate the new reality between his legs. A faint, residual flush still colored her cheekbones.

“How does it feel to walk?” she asked.

Spencer took two experimental steps. The cage moved with him, snug and inescapable.

“Different,” he managed. “Heavy. Present, I guess might be the word?”

She nodded, clearly pleased, and began packing the used supplies into a biohazard bag.

“Good,” she said. “We’ll go home and start the daily structure protocols this afternoon. You’re doing very well, Spencer.”


Chapter 10: Through Cindy’s Eyes

Cindy Lawton’s POV

Cindy watched the single gloved finger disappear into him and felt her cunt clench so hard she had to lock her knees.

The heat of him was immediate. Tight, silky, and almost feverish around the intrusion. She had expected resistance; instead his body opened for her with only the slightest tremor, as if it had been waiting. She curled her finger and found the firm, walnut-sized gland on the first pass. Spencer’s reaction was instantaneous and catastrophic.

The sound that left him was high, broken, and unmistakably desperate—soft and needy in a way that had nothing to do with the low, controlled voice he used when he spoke. It went straight between her legs like a live wire.

Oh god.

Her panties were already ruined. She could feel the wet fabric clinging to her, slippery every time she shifted her weight. The lab coat hid it, but she knew if she looked down there would be a dark patch. She kept her external expression carefully neutral and continued the slow, deliberate massage against his prostate, exactly as the protocol required.

Another moan spilled out of him, higher than the last. His cock surged inside the cage, the steel bars visibly tightening around the sudden, trapped swell. Precum leaked through the open design in a clear, steady trickle. The power of it—of having him strapped open, locked, and making those helpless little sounds because of one finger—hit her like a drug.

He’s moaning like a bitch, she thought, and the crude phrase startled her with its own heat. And you’re the one doing it to him.

Her last boyfriend had cheated. Casually, repeatedly, and with the same pretty graduate student who used to sit across from her in journal club. When Cindy found out he had only shrugged and said it didn’t mean anything, that she was overreacting, that she was too intense about everything. The memory still sat under her ribs like a bruise. Now she had Spencer Ellison—old friend, former quiet crush, newly locked and completely at her mercy—shaking in the restraints while she fucked his ass with one clinical finger and listened to him whimper.

A dark, vindictive satisfaction curled through her. Look what I can do. Look what you sound like for me.

She pressed a little harder against the gland. Spencer’s thighs trembled. Another high, ruined moan left him. Her free hand settled over the cage without her fully deciding to, feeling the rigid proof of how hard he was trapped inside the steel. The metal was warm. His cock throbbed against her palm in frantic little pulses that had nowhere to go.

You’re soaking wet for this, she accused herself. You’re creaming your panties while you finger-fuck your subject and listen to him cry like a girl. What is wrong with you?

No.

She forced the thought into a hard, internal correction.

Bad girl. Stop it. This is data collection. This is a controlled test of device tolerance under prostatic stimulation. The moans are vocalization data. The leakage is a measurable arousal marker. The power is incidental. It is not personal. It is not revenge. It is not about the cheating asshole who said you were too much. This is science.

Her finger never stopped moving.

She kept the rhythm steady and clinical even while her own pulse hammered between her legs. Spencer was right at the edge now—she could feel it in the way his prostate swelled under her fingertip, in the desperate, continuous sounds he could no longer swallow, in the violent strain of his cock against the bars. One more curl and he would tip over into a hands-free prostate orgasm while still locked. The protocol did not call for that today. The protocol called for confirmation of full tumescence under restriction, followed by withdrawal.

She felt the exact moment he reached the cusp.

“Oh great,” she said aloud, and the words came out brighter and more breathless than she intended. She pulled her finger out in one clean motion.

The broken cry he made when the stimulation vanished was almost enough to make her come standing up.

Cindy stripped the glove off with deliberate care, dropped it into the biohazard bin, and reached for her tablet on pure muscle memory. Her hand was not entirely steady. She could still feel the ghost of his heat around her finger. Between her thighs everything was slick and swollen and aching.

She asked the required question—“Does it hurt?”—and recorded his answer in neat, professional language while her cunt continued to throb in time with her heartbeat.

Frustration confirmed. No sharp pain. Excellent preliminary result.

She kept her face composed as she unbuckled the restraints and handed him his clothes. She watched him dress, watched the way he had to adjust his stance around the new weight of the cage, and recited the same internal mantra like a shield.

This is science.

This is science.

This is science.

Her soaked panties called her a liar with every step she took.


Chapter 11: His New Life

The loft felt different when they stepped back into it.

Morning light had shifted into the heavier gold of early afternoon.

The air still carried the faint clean-soap scent of the place, but Spencer was hyper-aware of the new weight between his legs with every step across the hardwood. The steel cage moved with him—solid, secret, impossible to ignore.

Denim pressed the bars firmly against his skin. When he walked, the device shifted just enough to remind him it was locked and that the only key lived somewhere on Cindy’s person.

She set her bag down, kicked off her shoes, and retrieved a slim notebook from a drawer near the kitchen.

“Come here and sit,” she said, nodding toward the stool at the island. “We’re establishing the daily structure protocol now.”

Spencer sat.

The cage made the simple act of settling onto the stool a careful negotiation. Cindy opened the notebook to a fresh page and began writing in clear, precise handwriting.

When she finished she turned it toward him.

Daily Schedule – Day 1

●     14:00–15:00: Full loft cleaning (kitchen, bathroom, floors, surfaces)

●     15:00–16:30: Focused guitar practice (minimum 90 minutes, no phone)

●     16:30–17:15: Financial administration – list all outstanding bills, create repayment calendar, draft budget

●     17:15–18:00: Bodyweight exercise circuit (push-ups, squats, planks, documented sets)

●     18:15: Grocery run (per diem provided)

●     Evening: Shared meal, wind-down

“You’ll work through these in order,” she said. “I’ll be here reviewing literature and coding data, but I’m available if you have questions. Completion of every item earns the first reward tier. Incomplete or half-hearted effort delays it. Clear?”

“Seems clear enough,” he answered.

She slid a twenty and a folded list of needed items across the counter for later, then returned to her laptop at the far end of the island.

Spencer stood, adjusted himself as discreetly as possible, and began.

Cleaning came first.

He started in the kitchen—wiping counters, scrubbing the sink, sweeping, then mopping the floors until the hardwood shone. The physical work made the cage more noticeable. Every time he bent or stretched, the steel shifted and pressed.

Midway through the bathroom his cock began to swell inside the bars for no clear reason beyond the simple fact of being locked and watched.

He tried to ignore it.

The restriction turned the ordinary ache of arousal into something sharper and more constant. By the time he finished the floors and surfaces, a low, frustrated heat had settled in his groin and refused to leave.

Cindy glanced up only once, noted the time, and returned to her screen without comment.

Guitar practice was next.

Spencer retrieved the battered acoustic, sat on the edge of the bottom bunk, and began running scales.

The familiar weight of the instrument against his body was complicated by the cage. When he shifted position the bars reminded him they were there. He forced himself to focus—fingerings, transitions, a half-finished bridge he had been avoiding for weeks.

Ninety minutes passed in a strange, suspended concentration. Sweat collected at the small of his back.

Inside the steel his cock remained stubbornly half-hard, the head pressed against the front curve whenever a particularly good phrase made his pulse jump. He finished the block with sore fingertips and a deeper, more insistent ache.

Financial administration felt like the hardest task emotionally.

He spread every paper he still possessed across the low table: the eviction notice, the transit fines, the last three bank statements, the crumpled manager emails. Cindy had left a blank notebook and a pen.

He listed every debt, estimated dates, and began drafting a realistic repayment calendar under the new reality that someone else was now supervising the process.

The act of writing it all down was humiliating and oddly relieving at the same time. His cock stayed plump and trapped the entire time, a physical echo of how exposed the numbers made him feel.

Exercise was last.

Push-ups, squats, planks. He documented every set in the notebook as instructed. The movement made the cage swing and pull.

By the final plank his arms shook and a thin line of precum had dampened the front of his underwear. He wiped it away quickly in the bathroom before presenting himself back at the island.

Cindy checked the notebook, the cleaned surfaces, the practice notes, the budget draft, and the exercise log. She made a small mark of approval beside each item.

“Good,” she said. “Grocery run next. Here’s the per diem and the list. Stick to it. No extras unless you text me for approval.”

The walk to the market was only four blocks, but the summer heat of New York had settled into the streets like a living thing.

Spencer’s shirt clung to his back. The cage felt heavier in the humidity, the steel warmer against him. He kept his gait as normal as possible and tried not to think about the locked reality under his jeans.

The market was bright and air-conditioned.

He moved through the list methodically—eggs, pancetta, pecorino, spaghetti, black pepper, a head of garlic, salad greens, a loaf of good bread.

Near the back of the store a young woman in a black tank top and short denim cutoffs was dusting the top of a high shelf.

She wore bright yellow rubber gloves that reached almost to her elbows. The gloves flexed every time she stretched. The combination of the rubber, the long bare legs, and the focused way she worked hit Spencer with unexpected force.

His cock surged hard inside the cage, swelling until the bars dug in on every side. Heat flooded his face. He looked away immediately, but the image stayed burned behind his eyes—the stretch of her body, the snap of the rubber, the casual competence of her hands. He finished the shopping with a visible flush and paid in cash without meeting the cashier’s eyes.

By the time he returned to the loft the sun had dropped lower. Cindy looked up from her laptop, accepted the bags, and began unpacking.

“How was it?” she asked.

“Hot,” he said, which was true in more than one way. “And crowded as hell, but I liked the walk, and I think I got everything.”

They fell into conversation while the air conditioner hummed and the city noise rose faintly through the open windows.

The summer had been brutal—record humidity, nights that never fully cooled, the kind of heat that made tempers short and streets smell of asphalt and exhaustion. Spencer mentioned a show he’d caught two months earlier at a small Brooklyn venue: an aging but still ferocious guitarist who had once opened for bigger names in the nineties.

Cindy countered with a chamber ensemble she had seen at a medical-school fundraiser that had somehow included a surprisingly good electric-viola soloist.

Talk drifted, easy and unforced, toward the bands they had both loved in college.

So, of course, Queen became inevitable.

They spent twenty minutes dissecting the Live Aid performance at Wembley— of walking on after U2, the way Mercury had owned the entire stadium with nothing but a microphone and absolute certainty, the vocal control that still seemed impossible on repeated viewings.

Spencer admitted he had watched the full set at least thirty times when he was first learning stage presence.

Cindy confessed she had once skipped a study group to rewatch the entire thing in a library carrel with headphones.

Both of them said, almost in unison, that they would have given almost anything to have been alive and present in that crowd on that exact July day.

The shared geek-out loosened something in Spencer’s chest.

For a little while the cage felt less like a punishment and more like a strange, private fact that existed alongside ordinary conversation.

They cooked together.

Cindy directed; Spencer executed.

She had him dice the pancetta while she grated the pecorino.

He boiled the pasta to exact al dente while she whisked eggs and cheese into a smooth emulsion.

The kitchen filled with the rich smell of rendering fat and black pepper. Every time he moved past her the cage reminded him it was there.

Once, when he reached for a colander, his hip brushed hers and the contact sent a fresh, trapped pulse through the steel. He kept his face carefully neutral.

They ate at the island. The carbonara was perfect—silky, sharp with cheese, the pancetta crisp. Spencer realized halfway through the plate that he was genuinely hungry for the first time in days.

The simple fact of a completed schedule, a shared meal, and the absence of immediate crisis settled over him like a temporary truce.

Cindy finished first.

She set her fork down, rested her chin on one hand, and watched him polish off the last of the pasta. A small, satisfied smile curved her mouth. The beauty-mark freckle above her lip deepened.

“You hit every milestone today,” she said. “Cleaning, practice, administration, exercise, the errand. All of it completed to standard.” Her witch-blue eyes held his. “Because of that, you get a reward. Tell me Spencer, would you like me to allow you to ejaculate?”

Spencer’s pulse kicked hard against the locked steel.


Chapter 12: Yes, Please

“Yes, please,” Spencer said, blushing but desperate for her touch on him again.

Cindy set the empty carbonara plates in the sink and turned back to him with a quiet, satisfied expression that made Spencer’s stomach tighten.

“Stand up. Clothes off. Everything.”

The order landed soft and absolute.

Spencer rose from the stool. His fingers felt clumsy as he pulled the t-shirt over his head, then unbuttoned his jeans. The denim dragged over the steel cage with a soft metallic scrape.

When he pushed his boxers down, the device came fully into view again—polished bars locked snug around his small cock, the head just visible behind the front curve, already beginning to plump from the simple fact of her watching.

He folded the clothes neatly and set them aside, face burning.

Cindy had moved a high-backed wooden chair into the center of the loft.

It looked ordinary at first glance until he noticed the precise circular hole cut into the seat.

She patted the edge.

“Sit. Legs open. Don’t worry, I had this modified for exactly this purpose.”

He sat.

The hole framed his locked cock and balls perfectly, leaving them suspended and accessible from below.

Cindy crouched, slid a clean glass petri dish underneath, and adjusted it until it sat directly beneath him. Then she stood, pulled on a fresh pair of pale blue nitrile gloves, and snapped the wrists into place.

She stepped between his knees and began examining the cage with clinical thoroughness.

Gloved fingers prodded each bar, tested the base ring, pressed lightly against the trapped head. Spencer’s cock twitched hard inside the steel at every touch.

He tried not to stare at the way her blouse stretched across the full, heavy swell of her breasts as she leaned in—how the fabric pulled tight with each small movement, how the soft inner curves pressed together in a shadowed line he wanted to bury his face in.

The sight made him ache. The knowledge that she could see exactly how small he was inside the cage made the ache worse.

“Sensitivity check,” she said. “Scale of one to ten. Pressure here?” She pressed firmly on the head through the bars.

“Six,” he managed.

She moved lower, rolling one trapped testicle gently between thumb and finger. “And here?”

“Five—ah—”

The open-handed smack across his balls was sharp and sudden.

Not brutal, but enough to send a bright spike of pain-pleasure straight up his spine.

“TEN!” Spencer yelped. His cock jerked uselessly against the steel.

Cindy watched the reaction with calm interest. “Pain response noted. Within acceptable parameters.” She gave the other side a lighter, testing tap, then returned to prodding the cage itself. “You’re already swelling. The device is doing its job. Your penis has nowhere to go. That restricted feeling is intentional.”

She straightened, stripped one glove off to open a drawer, and returned with a slim, medical-looking vibrator—white, clinical, single button.

She coated the tip with a drop of sterile lubricant and looked down at him.

“I’m going to teach you about a minor reward,” she said. “A ruined caged orgasm. It’s the lowest tier—barely counts as release, really—but it’s useful on the first day. An incentive. Proof that compliance produces results.” She clicked the vibrator on. The low hum filled the space between them. “Soon you won’t be able to hear praise without associating it with this exact sensation. Simple Pavlovian conditioning. Good boy. Organised boy. Well-behaved boy.”

Each phrase made his cock throb harder inside the unyielding bars.

Cindy lowered the vibrator and pressed the humming tip directly against the steel cage, right over the sensitive head.

The vibration transferred instantly—muted, relentless, concentrated by the metal. Spencer’s hips jerked.

A broken sound left him. Precum leaked through the bars in a thin, clear string that dripped into the petri dish below.

She kept the vibrator steady and continued speaking in that same calm, supervisory voice, occasionally soft with something almost fond.

“That’s it. Let it build. You’re doing so well today. Every task completed. Every instruction followed. Good boy.” The words sank into him like hooks. “Organised boy. Look at you, already leaking for a ruined orgasm in a cage that barely fits your small penis. Well-behaved boy.”

Spencer’s face was on fire.

He couldn’t stop staring at the way her breasts moved when she adjusted the angle of the vibrator—the soft, heavy sway, the way the blouse strained.

The humiliation of the size comment twisted together with the vibration until he was shaking. His cock strained violently against the bars, the head flushed dark and pressing hard against the front curve. The pleasure was dense and incomplete, building with nowhere to finish properly.

“Ten more seconds,” Cindy said. “I’m going to count down. At one I remove the stimulation and you will come for me. Ruined. Into the dish. Understood?”

He nodded frantically.

“Ten. Nine. Eight.”

The vibration stayed locked against him. His thighs trembled.

“Seven. Six. Five.”

He was so close the edges of his vision had gone soft.

The cage felt like it was crushing him and saving him at the same time.

“Four. Three. Two.”

“One.”

She pulled the vibrator away in the same instant she said, “Cum for me, good boy.”

The orgasm ripped through him sideways—intense, truncated, wrong. His cock pulsed hard inside the steel, spurting in thick, forced jets through the bars and into the waiting petri dish.

There was no full-body wave, no deep satisfaction, only the sharp, incomplete release of a body pushed over the edge and then denied the rest.

He moaned through it, high and helpless, watching his own cum collect in the glass while the cage kept him from swelling any further. The last few pulses were almost dry, just weak twitches against the metal.

When it was over he slumped in the chair, panting, the steel still locked tight around his sensitive, half-softened cock.

A few final drops clung to the bars before falling.

Cindy beamed.

The smile was bright and genuine and completely at odds with the clinical precision of what she did next.

She drew the collected semen up into a sterile syringe, capped it, labeled it with the date and his initials, and walked to the small lab-style mini-fridge in the corner of the kitchen.

The door sealed with a soft thump.

She returned, stripped off the remaining glove, and looked down at him still tied and dripping.

“Welcome to the clinical denial experiment,” she said, voice warm with quiet triumph. “I hope you enjoyed that—because that’s the last time you’re coming for at least a week.”


Chapter 13: Through Cindy’s Eyes

Cindy Lawton’s POV

Cindy watched the first thick pulse leave him and nearly came standing up.

Spencer’s cock jerked hard inside the steel bars, forcing the ruined orgasm out in short, helpless spurts that collected in the petri dish with soft, wet sounds. His head was thrown back, throat working, the high broken noises still spilling out of him even as the pleasure was cut short. The cage kept him from swelling any further; every contraction only pressed him tighter against the unyielding metal. He was completely reliant on her for this—strapped, locked, timed, denied the full crest, and still spilling for her on command.

Her cunt clenched so violently she had to lock her knees. The fabric of her underwear was already soaked through; she could feel it clinging, slippery and hot. Another hard flutter rolled through her as the last weak pulses dripped into the dish. She kept her face carefully composed, but inside she was trembling on the edge of her own orgasm from nothing more than the sight and the sound and the absolute control.

He’s so helpless, she thought, dazed. So completely dependent on me for every drop.

The comparison rose unbidden and ugly.

Her last boyfriend used to fuck her in the ass with the same clinical efficiency she was using on Spencer now—slow, deep, making her moan—only to leave her bed an hour later and drive across town to the graduate student he was actually in love with. He had called Cindy intense. Too structured. Too much. When she found the second phone he had only shrugged and said it didn’t change how much he cared about her. The memory still sat under her ribs like a bruise that never fully healed.

And now you’re milking a locked man into a petri dish and getting wetter than you ever got for him.

The thought was vicious and true.

NO.

She forced the correction into place with deliberate violence.

Stop conflating the two. He was a boyfriend. Spencer is a subject. Nothing more. This is a controlled reward protocol under the externalized decision-making framework. The vocalizations are data. The volume of ejaculate is a measurable marker. The power differential is an intentional variable. It is not personal. It is not revenge. It is not about the cheating asshole who said you were too much. This is science.

Her hands remained steady as she drew the collected semen up into the sterile syringe, capped it, labeled it with the date and Spencer’s initials in her precise handwriting, and walked it to the mini-fridge. The door sealed with a soft, final thump. The small act of preservation—treating his orgasm like a lab sample—sent another hard pulse of heat between her legs.

She returned to the chair and began unbuckling the restraints. Spencer was still dazed, breathing unevenly, the cage shiny with residual cum and the faint sheen of sweat. Cindy kept her touch impersonal as she helped him stand. His legs were unsteady. She guided him toward the bathroom with a light hand at the small of his back, the same way she might steady a post-procedure patient.

“Shower,” she said, voice even. “Warm water. Gentle soap only around the device. I’ll leave clean clothes outside the door.”

He nodded, still flushed and quiet, and stepped into the bathroom. The door clicked shut. A moment later the water started, a steady white-noise hum that filled the loft.

Cindy stood alone in the middle of the room and realized her hands were shaking.

She looked down at the discarded pile of his clothes. The soft gray boxers sat on top. Before she could stop herself she bent, picked them up, and brought the soft fabric to her face. The scent hit her immediately—clean sweat, the faint trace of his skin, the unmistakable musk of the precum he had leaked throughout the day, and underneath it the sharper note of the ruined orgasm that had just been forced out of him. She inhaled again, deeper, and a soft broken sound left her own throat.

The bathroom door was closed. The shower was running. He would be under the water for at least ten minutes.

Cindy backed up until her legs hit the couch and sank down. She kept the underwear pressed to her face with one hand while the other shoved under the waistband of her skirt and straight into her soaked panties. She was so wet her fingers slid easily between her folds. The first brush against her clit made her hips jerk. She bit down on the soft cotton of his boxers to muffle the sound and began rubbing in tight, frantic circles.

The images would not stop.

Spencer strapped open in the lab chair, cock locked and leaking. The high, bitchy moans when she had fingered his prostate. The way he had looked at her breasts while she worked the vibrator against the cage—hungry and ashamed at the same time. The broken cry when she pulled the stimulation away and ordered him to come. The helpless spurts into the dish. The small, trapped cock that barely filled the steel she had locked him into.

She pushed two fingers inside herself and fucked them in time with the memory of her gloved finger inside him. Her thumb stayed hard on her clit. The scent of his underwear filled her nose. She was so close so fast it almost frightened her.

Subject, she reminded herself desperately. Protocol. Science.

It didn’t matter.

She flicked her clit harder, faster, the wet sounds obscene in the quiet loft. The orgasm built like a wave with nowhere to break except through her. When it hit she curled forward, shoved the underwear against her mouth, and bit down on her own forearm hard enough to leave marks. The cry still escaped—high, muffled, wrecked. Her cunt clenched around her fingers in hard, rhythmic pulses that went on longer than any orgasm she had had with the ex. She kept rubbing through it until the oversensitivity forced her to stop, then slumped back against the couch cushions, fingers still buried, underwear still pressed to her face, breathing like she had run miles.

The shower continued to run.

Cindy slowly withdrew her hand, wiped her fingers on the inside of her skirt, and let the boxers fall into her lap. Her clit still throbbed. Her panties were a lost cause. She stared at the ceiling and let out a long, shaky sigh that turned into something closer to a laugh at the end.

How the hell am I supposed to resist him?

The thought was honest and unwelcome. Spencer Ellison with his chaotic life and his small locked cock and his desperate, grateful eyes was already under her skin in ways the study protocol had never accounted for. She could still feel the ghost of his prostate under her finger. She could still hear the exact pitch of the moan he made when she called him good boy.

She sat up straighter, forced her breathing to slow, and began the familiar internal inventory.

Remain completely professional.

No more lingering touches that were not required for the protocol.

No more staring at the way his mouth opened when he was close.

No more inhaling his clothes like a teenager with a crush.

The key—literal and figurative—stayed with her because the study design required it, not because she liked the weight of it in her pocket.

The most important thing was the science. The data. The measurable improvement in executive function under externalized control and enforced chastity. Everything else was noise.

She repeated the words until they almost felt true.

From the bathroom the water shut off. Cindy stood, smoothed her skirt, and set his discarded underwear back on the pile of clothes as if she had never touched them. She would need to change her own panties before he came out. She would need to put the calm, supervisory mask back on and discuss the next day’s schedule like the ruined orgasm had been nothing more than a successful data point.

She opened her laptop, pulled up the supply order she had placed three days earlier, and checked the tracking.

The milking machine was still listed as in transit. Estimated delivery: Thursday.

Cindy closed the laptop and allowed herself one small, private smile.

She hoped it arrived before next weekend.

Otherwise he wouldn’t be coming at all.

To be continued….
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It was January in New York. The snow was pattering against the windows. The tiny shorts and skirts had been swapped for parkas and thermals. 

And I was royally screwed.

"I'm so so so sorry," I blurted, as I raced through the door, wilting flowers in my hand. "I lost track of time after the movie."

Alexis didn’t smile. She stood framed in the doorway, a yellow mug poised in one hand, her expression calm but dangerous. She was barefoot, in that short little black silk robe I loved so much, the hem brushing her thighs, the neckline loose enough to reveal the swell of her perfect breasts and a sharp line of collarbone. Her red hair was swept up in a loose bun, messy in a way that only made her look more composed. Alexis, as always, was stunning.

And furious.

And it was my bloody fault.

“You forgot,” she said, measured but simmering with unsaid fury.

There wasn’t a hint of uncertainty in her tone. Christ, she was sexy when she glared.

I began my tirade of excuses, trying not to stare at her breasts and failing.

“I didn’t mean to. After the movie, the rest of the gang insisted we go play air hocke,y which turned into bowling and—”

“You decided your bratty little playmates mattered more than me.” Her tone didn’t rise, but the tension in it made my throat go dry. “You blew off the one evening I asked you to be here. I told my friends you were different. That you were husband material.”

I gulped. “I am.”

She gave a soft laugh, utterly without warmth. “No, baby. You’re just another self-centred boy who disappoints the women in his life when it counts. Who leaves his girlfriend sitting alone like she’s on some awkward first date, waiting for a ghost.”

I dropped my eyes. My stomach was twisting. Nothing she said was a lie, but I didn’t want to lose her.

Please let me explain, you see, Alexis was unlike anyone I’d ever met.

She was in her late twenties, like me, tall and lithe, all elegance and unspoken power. Her body was long and lean, her curves sculpted and intentional, every inch of her designed to tempt and terrify. Her legs were endless, toned from her professional dance career, her breasts were heavy but pert, with raspberry-red nipples that she loved to have sucked while she was fucked. Her feet were soft and delicate, and her hips were the kind that made you want to grab ‘em and keep thrusting until you were spent. Her toned bubble butt was a thing of beauty, and her hands—God, even her hands were sexy—slender with blood-red nails and fingers that knew exactly how to make a man feel amazing.

Her skin was soft with the faintest hint of sun-kissed gold, and her features were flawless: high cheekbones, full lips always painted deep crimson, and those eyes—green, sharp, assessing. Those eyes saw through everything. She had a small mole at the base of her neck, right above the curve of her breast, and a smile that could silence a room or destroy a man.

In short, Alexis was terrifying.

In short, Alexis was perfect.

“I’ll do better?” I said weakly.

“You made me look like a lovesick fool,” she said, stepping forward slowly. “And I don’t accept that. Not from my boyfriend.”

“I’ll make it right.”

“No.” She took a sip from the steaming mug, her lipstick staining the rim. “You’ll follow instructions. If I decide you’ve earned it, you’ll get forgiveness. Until then, you’ll be trained to be a real boyfriend. A better boyfriend. Understood?”

“I’ll do anything,” I said, breathless. “Anything if it means staying with you.”

Alexis studied me with a look that made my knees go weak. Her lip curled, just slightly.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said softly, stepping close enough for me to smell her perfume—dark florals and something smokier. “You have no idea what you just agreed to.”
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My Femdom Chastity Relationship : FFM Femdom Romance of Chastity, FLR, and Surrender (My Submissive Girlfriend Is a Chastity Femdom now?)

He broke her heart with his disobedience but now she’ll break him into the perfect boyfriend.

Alexis is a smart, stunning domme hidden behind an adorable girlfriend smile. When her boyfriend’s carelessness pushes her too far, Alexis unveils her dominant side and issues a single ultimatum: submit to intense flr training or lose her forever.

Desperate and intrigued, he agrees, stepping into a secret world of silk and steel where she holds all the control.

Under Alexis’s strict tutelage, and with the sly assistance of her beautiful friend Bianca, he is thrust into total submission.

Locked in chastity and denied release, he learns to obey every command, from serving at their feet to enduring the exquisite sensations of constant strap sessions and punishments.

Each trial pushes his limits: repeated spankings that leave him aching and delighted, whispered humiliations that make him blush, and teasing touches that build unbearable desire. He trembles with shame and more as these two dominant women take what they want from him, molding him into a devoted boyfriend.

What begins as penance soon becomes a journey of transformation. His old ego melts away, replaced by an aching need to please. Alexis and Bianca delight in his surrender and even as they claim their own pleasures, they show him glimpses of the loving ownership he craves. But total submission isn’t easy to attain.

Can he endure the chastity, the mind games, and the sweet agony of denial long enough to earn his redemption? Or will this relentless femdom duo leave him happily obedient and begging for freedom he no longer truly wants? Adorable Girlfriend Bundle is a sizzling femdom erotica saga of chastity, obedience, and ultimate surrender – a submissive man’s erotic rebirth at the loving, ruthless hands of two breathtaking Dommes.

The Femdom Fiancée Challenge: Locked in Chastity & Searching For His Key: A One-Night-Only FLR Vanilla-to-BDSM FFM Romance Novel

Valerie has given Brendan’s chastity key to one of five stunning dominant women at the party.
To earn his freedom before midnight, he’ll have to figure out which one… and prove he can be a very good boy.

Brendan thought the outrageous “Suits and Sluts” birthday party would be one wild night before he finally proposed to his sweet , adorable, meek girlfriend, Valerie.

He had no idea how much this party would change their relationship.

At a decadent mountain mansion full of masks, secrets, and powerful women, Valerie begins to change before his eyes. The shy, blushing woman he loves discovers a thrilling new confidence, and Brendan discovers he may enjoy surrendering far more than he ever expected.

When Valerie locks him in chastity and sends him searching for the woman holding his key, their relationship becomes a wicked game of trust, teasing, obedience, and temptation. But as midnight draws closer, the real question is not whether Brendan can earn his release.

It is whether Valerie can finally show him the dominant woman she has been hiding, and whether Brendan will still want forever after seeing all of her.



This novel contains all four books from The First Night of Our Female-Led Relationship at a Femdom Birthday Party series: Kneel for Your Femdom Girlfriend, Bend Over for Avery, Serving Two Femdom Girlfriends, and Spread for Your Femdom Fiancée, now combined into one complete edition with extensive additions, including over 11,000 words of new and expanded content.

The Femdom Dating Deal: From Best Friend To Dominatrix: A Gentle BDSM FLR Chastity Story

A fake dating deal.
A locked-up best friend.
One month of her completely in charge...

Alex has been in love with his bestie Sienna for years, but she has only ever seen him as her loyal, funny, dependable best friend. Then another selfish ex breaks her heart and her confidence is shattered.

To help Sienna feel powerful again, Alex offers her a deal: for the rest of February, they will pretend to date but she will be completely in charge. She makes the rules. She calls the shots. She gets to be worshipped, adored, and obeyed by a man who would never take her for granted.

But Sienna’s new rules are far stricter than Alex expected...and they involve a small unyielding cage.

No touching without permission. No unlocking without approval. No forgetting who is in charge.

Soon their fake relationship becomes a sensual female-led arrangement full of chastity, teasing, denial, service, foot worship, playful humiliation, and a new intimacy that feels dangerously real. As Sienna discovers the thrill of being desired, obeyed, and completely in control, Alex discovers just how far he will go to make the woman he loves feel like a goddess.

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?

The Femdom Chastity Resolution: Be Her Good Boy From January First: A Fun Dominant Female Keyholder FLR Novel

“Hey, pretty boy,” Calliope said softly, nails tracing the sensitive skin of my neck. "Aren't you going to beg for me?"

After being broken up with for being too submissive and meek, Sebastian meets a stunning dominant woman on New Year’s Eve who decides those exact qualities make him perfect. By midnight, he has agreed to obey her for all of January, and is quickly locked in her chastity cage and under her strict rule...
After a painful breakup leaves Sebastian questioning himself, his confidence, and his future, his roommate Penny pushes him to go on one simple date.

Then he meets Calliope.

Confident, beautiful, and impossible to ignore, Calliope sees something in Sebastian that his ex never valued. She likes his softness. She likes his eagerness. Most of all, she likes how naturally he responds when she takes charge.

By midnight on New Year’s Eve, Sebastian has agreed to a very unusual resolution: for the month of January, Calliope gets to make the rules.

What begins as a playful arrangement quickly becomes something deeper, more intense, and harder to walk away from. Calliope guides Sebastian into a female-led dynamic full of control, teasing, obedience, praise, embarrassment, and trust. And when Penny discovers what Sebastian has agreed to, his private arrangement becomes even more complicated.

For Sebastian, January was supposed to be a fresh start.

Instead, it becomes the month he learns how good it can feel to let the right woman take control.


Join My Newsletter for fun stuff!




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! 
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