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Hi, lovely readers!

This one is for anyone who enjoys their femdom clinical, teasing, affectionate, and wonderfully humiliating.

Inside you can expect:

SPH, chastity and keyholding, intense release control, repeated consensual overstimulation, machine-assisted milking, backside play, latex gloves, clinical examinations, restraints, teasing measurements, corrective punishment, praise, embarrassment, and one very flustered submissive musician trying his best to be a good research subject.

There is plenty of spice, plenty of denial, and plenty of Cindy pretending everything she does is strictly for science, even when her feelings begin making that increasingly difficult to believe.

As always, everyone involved is an adult, all play is consensual, and safewords and boundaries remain part of the arrangement.

Thank you for supporting an indie author. Now get comfortable, because Spencer's penultimate phase is about to become his most intense experiment yet.

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: Chasing Beautiful Girls

It was a balmy New York morning as Spencer chased after Cindy Lawton.

Sunlight glinted off the Hudson, scattering diamonds across the rippling water, while seagulls glided almost motionlessly on invisible currents above the waterfront. Spencer hardly noticed any of it.

He only had eyes for her.

How could he not?

She was magnificent.

Even on the eleventh mile of their morning jog, a radiance seemed to shine from her.

Sweat glistened along her supple thighs and gathered at the nape of her neck beneath her bouncing blonde ponytail, yet her stride remained smooth and controlled.

“Need a break?” she called, breathless but nowhere near Spencer’s haggard state.

Spencer shook his head, momentarily lost in her witch-blue eyes and the deepening dimple in one flushed cheek.

“Not on your life. I think I’m getting my second wind.”

“Go, Spencer!” she said with a little giggle before picking up the pace.

Only then did he allow his gaze to drift toward her plump, juicy ass, tight and hypnotic beneath her tiny pink booty shorts. The material shifted against each rounded cheek with every confident stride.

He shook his head at his luck.

He and Cindy had been close college friends before becoming strangers for years after graduation, only to come crashing back into each other’s lives when they needed one another most.

Cindy had needed another subject for her study or risked losing her funding. Spencer’s life, meanwhile, had been spiralling as he missed gig after gig, burning more bridges than a pyromaniac in Madison County.

After only a few weeks together, everything had changed.

By monitoring Spencer’s time and energy, creating aversions to procrastination through expertly administered punishments, and rewarding positive behaviour with clinical and occasionally latex-clad incentives, Cindy had finally helped him get his act together.

His music career was soaring.

Now, three weeks after the conclusion of the experiment’s first phase, its final month was underway.

At the end of it, Cindy’s research would be complete.

She would go off to Switzerland, and Spencer would take the New York music industry by storm.

The thought should have elated him.

It had been two weeks since his last reward had been administered through the embarrassing but ecstasy-inducing milking machine, and he had been locked tightly ever since, released from the cage only for cleaning, measurements, and medical checks.

But in the days since Spencer had grown increasingly frustrated and desperate to hear the metallic clink of the chastity key turning in Cindy’s fingers.

But he was beginning to realise something else.

Cindy Lawton, the beautiful genius he had pined for throughout college, had him pining once again.

Pining hard.

“Okay, I’m officially done trying to maintain your pace,” Cindy said, mercifully slowing as they approached a chic new coffee place overlooking the Hudson near Chelsea Piers. “I’m beat. Want to get an iced matcha and take the subway home? I’d like to enjoy my Saturday without a myriad of cramps, please.”

Spencer laughed as he fell into step beside her. “I was keeping up with you.”

“Sure you were, tiger.”

She giggled and rolled her eyes before squeezing his bicep, her warm fingers pressing briefly into his sweat-slick skin.

“We both know you have pretty damn untouchable endurance. Order for me, yeah? I have to use the ladies’ room.”

“Sure thing, boss,” Spencer joked.

They entered the café.

It smelled incredible.

A warm haze of cinnamon, freshly baked bread, roasted coffee beans, and melting sugar hung in the air.

The chill of the air-conditioning prickled across Spencer’s damp skin, making the back of his shirt cling coldly between his shoulder blades.

They were early enough that, for the first time in a very long New York minute, he did not have to wait in line.

“What can I get you?”

Spencer smiled at the barista and placed their order.

As she worked, he watched her clandestinely, enjoying the sight.

She was pretty.

Very pretty.

A Japanese-American girl in her early twenties, wearing a white crop top with no bra, showing off her pointed little nipples and a slender belly the colour of fresh cream.

“Thanks so much...” Spencer said when she handed him the drinks and pastries.

He glanced toward her chest, searching for a name tag.

“Kokoro,” she supplied with a wry smile that made his stomach flip.

Then she leaned forward across the counter, her bright hazel eyes glimmering with nervous excitement.

“This might sound super lame, but I think you’re really cute. I’m doing this thing where I say yes to all my whims, so screw it. Do you want to go out sometime?”

Spencer’s eyes widened.

He was technically single.

More than technically, really. Factually, he was one hundred per cent single.

He had a contract with Cindy containing safeword clauses, behavioural stipulations, and pages of carefully defined boundaries. It was extremely clear that theirs was not a romantic arrangement.

He seriously considered Kokoro’s offer.

She was cute, sexy, and apparently brave enough to ask a near-stranger out while working an early shift.

He thought that was bold.

Cool, even.

But for some reason, he hesitated.

His fingers tightened around the cold cups, and the ice shifted with a hollow clatter beneath the lids.

In that moment of hesitation, the restroom door swung open and Cindy returned.

She stopped dead.

“Holy crap,” Cindy exclaimed. “Is that Kokoro Smith?”


Chapter 2: The Research Assistant

The three of them sat around the counter, stools drawn close enough to speak comfortably while leaving Kokoro free to work.

The café had grown busy for a while, filling with the clatter of cups, hissing steam, and overlapping conversations.

Now a brief lull had settled over the room.

Kokoro used it to produce a trio of iced coffees topped with thick layers of cold foam, sliding one toward Cindy and I and keeping the other for herself.

“Our funding got cut,” Kokoro said with a pout.

She looked very pretty when she pouted.

Her full lower lip pushed forward, and a loose strand of dark hair had escaped beside her cheek.

“So now I’m working at my buddy’s café while I search for another project to join.”

Cindy was a gentle and empathetic person, and there was real concern in her voice as she reached across the counter and took Kokoro’s hand.

“That really sucks. I’m so sorry, Koko,” she said, offering a reassuring smile that actually seemed to reassure the other woman.

“Thanks, Cindy. God, I missed you.”

Kokoro came around the counter, and the pair embraced.

Spencer was not proud of the way his caged cock twitched inside its steel prison as Cindy’s large, full breasts, still gleaming with a faint sheen from their run, pressed against Kokoro’s smaller, pointed titties.

The thin fabric of their tops compressed between their bodies.

Cindy’s palms settled warmly against Kokoro’s back, while Kokoro’s face disappeared briefly against Cindy’s shoulder.

Spencer reminded himself to close his mouth.

When they separated, the pair began discussing Berlin, European research grants, and the way international funding models were beginning to surpass those in the United States as less and less money was poured into STEM research.

Spencer listened while sipping his iced drink, the cold sweetness cutting through the lingering heat of the run.

Cindy spoke with quick, animated gestures, while Kokoro nodded knowingly and occasionally brushed condensation from her cup with one slender finger.

After a moment, Kokoro looked more closely at Spencer.

A frown passed her porcelain features and then a flash of recognition.

“Holy fucking shit,” she gasped. “Are you that musician? Spencer Ellison?”

Spencer grinned.

It had happened so few times that being recognised was still a complete novelty.

Cindy squealed with delight. “That’s him!”

“Oh my God. My friends are obsessed with your EP,” Kokoro said brightly. “When are you releasing an album?”

She leaned forward across the counter as she spoke, a movement Spencer found incredibly distracting.

“I’m working on it now,” he said shyly. “Hopefully by the end of the month.”

Cindy swivelled toward him so quickly that her ponytail swept across one shoulder.

“You’re that close?”

“Thanks to you,” Spencer said with a wink.

Cindy laughed and placed her hand on his thigh.

The casual contact took him from twitching inside his cage to throbbing helplessly against its unyielding bars. Her fingertips rested his sensitive skin just inches from his crotch, and her nails danced lightly over the taut muscles beneath.

Spencer fought down a blush.

Cindy appeared completely unaware of what she was doing to him.

“Well, if I hear about any jobs popping up at my institute, I’ll let you know,” she told Kokoro. “You won’t be waiting long. You’re a genius, Koko.”

She drew Kokoro into another affectionate hug.

“Now, we should really—”

Her phone buzzed inside the fanny pack secured around her waist.

Cindy pulled it free, glanced at the screen, and frowned.

“Crap.”

“What is it?” Kokoro and Spencer asked at exactly the same time.

Cindy read the message again, her brow furrowing more deeply.

“The university in Switzerland changed its interview policy. If I want the position, I have to fly over for an in-person interview and a full tour of the facility. They want me there for the entirety of next week.”

Her fingers tightened around the phone.

“But I need to be here for the experiment.”

“Can’t somebody cover for you?” Kokoro asked.

“Everyone is either on vacation or completely wrapped up in their own research. I don’t know anyone qualified who isn’t already—”

Cindy stopped.

Her witch-blue eyes widened before slowly narrowing on Kokoro.

“Sweetheart,” she said carefully, “would you like some part-time work?”

Kokoro gasped and clasped both hands against her chest.

“I would strip naked if it meant I got to work in a laboratory again.”

Cindy laughed.

“Don’t worry. That won’t be necessary.”

Then she blushed.

Her gaze flicked toward Spencer, lingering just long enough to make the cage tighten painfully around his swelling cock.

“Well,” she added, suddenly unable to meet his eyes, “it isn’t the researcher who has to be naked.”


Chapter 3: A Big Mistake

Back at the loft the late-morning light poured through the tall windows in long, buttery rectangles across the hardwood.

Cindy dropped her keys into the ceramic dish by the door and grimaced, the expression small but unmistakable.

“It’s mentioned in the contract that the administrator of the project might change,” she said, already unfastening the fanny pack from her waist, “but if it bothers you—”

Spencer cut her off with a soft laugh. “Seriously, don’t sweat it. You need to do that interview. Sure it’ll be a little embarrassing, but that’s okay.”

Cindy’s witch-blue eyes flicked up to his face and an obvious flicker of relief crossed her features before she stepped in close and gave his ass a light, proprietary swat through the thin running shorts. “We both know you’re used to that.”

Spencer laughed and rolled his eyes, the sting already fading into something warmer. “Wanna shower first? I can wait.”

Cindy winced.

“There’s an alert to conserve water. I was gonna use wet wipes.” She paused, chewing the inside of her cheek for a moment. “Unless you wanna… shower together? Is that too weird?”

“Not at all,” Spencer said quickly. “It’s for the environment. We’re just being environmental.”

A faint blush coloured the tops of her cheekbones, but she nodded and headed toward the bathroom.

Spencer followed, the one-inch steel cage a familiar, heavy reminder beneath his shorts with every step.

The bathroom was already warm from the residual heat of the loft.

Cindy turned on the water and adjusted the temperature, then glanced over her shoulder.

The blush had deepened.

“Okay… to be honest I’m a little shy. Can you strip first and face the wall?”

Spencer stared. “You’re shy? You literally measure my penis every day.”

“Which is why I’m the researcher and you’re the subject,” she said, voice firm even as the colour in her cheeks remained. “Though, I suppose I should do something as a show of faith, ugh, fine.”

Furiously blushing, Cindy peeled off the tiny pink booty shorts.

Beneath them a damp white thong clung to the soft mound of her pussy, the thin fabric darkened and translucent enough that the outline of her lips was clear.

The sight sat so close he could have reached out and touched it if he simply extended his fingers.

“Come on,” she said, not meeting his eye. “Get in the shower already.”

He did as he was told.

Spencer stripped quickly, folding the shorts and shirt the way she preferred, then stepped under the spray and turned to face the tiled wall.

The water was perfect—hot enough to loosen the leftover tightness in his calves from the run, but not scalding.

He planted his palms against the cool tile and waited.

Behind him came the soft rustle of fabric.

The thong hit the floor with a faint wet sound.

Then the curtain shifted and she stepped in.

Her body pressed against his from behind almost immediately.

The first contact was pure heaven.

Soft, full breasts flattened against his shoulder blades, the hard points of her nipples dragging lightly across his skin as she adjusted.

Her stomach met the small of his back.

Lower still, the warm, smooth press of her mound and the soft inner curves of her thighs settled against the backs of his legs.

The cage swung forward under the force of the contact, steel unyielding around his needful cock.

Cindy’s soft, manicured hands settled on his shoulders.

“Be a good boy, and stay still,” she murmured near his ear. “I’m just making sure everything is clean.”

She worked methodically.

Soap-slick palms slid down the length of his arms, then across his chest.

When her fingers found his nipples she slowed, circling them with deliberate pressure until they peaked and he could not stop the low sound that left his throat.

She did not comment.

She only continued, one hand staying at his chest while the other drifted lower, following the trail of water down his stomach.

Her body never fully left his.

Every time she leaned or reached, her breasts shifted against his back, the heavy weight of them a constant, maddening reminder of how close she was and how little he was allowed to see.

She washed his hips next, then the tops of his thighs.

Then her soapy fingers closed around the cage.

Spencer’s breath caught.

She turned the device carefully under the spray, rinsing every bar, every contact point where steel met skin.

Her free hand cupped his balls, lifting them, washing the soft skin with the same thorough, clinical attention she used during morning inspections.

The dual sensation—the water, warm soap, the firm pressure of her palm—sent a helpless pulse through the confined shaft. Precum beaded at the tip and was immediately washed away.

Cindy’s fingers did not stop there.

One soaped fingertip drifted lower, pressing firmly along the sensitive stretch of skin behind his balls, then further still.

“Gotta make sure we get you nice and clean,” she whispered. “Anything else would be awful science, right.”

“Right,” Spencer croaked.

She washed his hole with the same unhurried care, circling once, twice, the pressure enough to make his thighs tighten and his forehead drop against the tile.

A second soft moan escaped him before he could swallow it.

“Good,” she said quietly, almost to herself. “A level of thoroughness is always required for these things.”

She rinsed him completely, then stepped back just far enough that the press of her body became only the occasional brush of wet skin.

Spencer kept his eyes on the wall, listening to the soft sounds of her washing herself, the water cascading over curves he was not permitted to see.

When the water shut off she spoke again.

“Close your eyes.”

He obeyed.

He heard the curtain slide open, the soft pad of her bare feet on the mat, the rustle of a towel.

Only then did she allow him to turn.

Cindy stood on the bath mat wrapped in a towel so small it barely deserved that name.

The white soft cloth covered her from just above her nipples to the upper curve of her ass and nothing more.

Every time she shifted, the lower edge rode higher on her thighs and the soft swell of her breasts threatened to spill over the top.

Water still beaded along her collarbones and the tops of her shoulders. Her blonde hair was dark with moisture and already beginning to curl at the ends.

The chastity key rested on its fine gold chain between her breasts, rising and falling with every breath.

Spencer’s cock strained uselessly inside the cage.

Cindy noticed.

Of course she noticed.

A small, almost clinical smile touched her mouth.

“I need to test your refractory period again,” she said. “Stay right there.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said with a smirk, admiring her perfect body.

She reached into the shower, turned the cold tap full on, and directed the spray straight onto the cage.

Ice-cold water hit the steel and the soft flesh trapped inside it.

“Fuck!” Spencer hissed, hips jerking back instinctively, but she followed the movement with the stream until the entire device and the sensitive skin around it were thoroughly chilled.

The shock left him soft, shrinking further inside the bars until the fit felt almost loose.

“Oh, don’t be such a baby, Spence,” she giggled.

Only then did she shut the water off.

Cindy snapped on a pair of pale latex gloves with the soft, familiar sound that always travelled straight down his spine.

She unlocked the cage with efficient movements, the key still warm from her skin, and set the open device on the counter.

Spencer’s cock hung free; small, soft, and immediately the subject of her quiet scrutiny.

“God,” she murmured, almost under her breath. “It really is incredibly small when it’s like this.”

She took a dab of sterile lube on one latex-covered finger, started the timer on her phone with her free hand, and wrapped that single slick finger around the soft shaft.

“Okay, ready for me big boy?” she said, looking up at him with those witchy eyes.

“100%,” Spencer gasped, delighted with the pleasure of her touch. “Work away.”

The stroke was slow, deliberate, and mercilessly effective.

Spencer’s hips twitched.

Blood rushed back into the neglected flesh far faster than he wanted. Within seconds he was thickening under her touch.

Cindy watched the change with focused interest, her gloved finger maintaining the same measured rhythm, twisting slightly at the head on every upstroke. The latex was cool at first, then warmed against his skin.

He tried to hold back.

He tried to think of anything else.

The timer kept climbing.

At forty-five seconds his cock pulsed hard in her hand and…

“Holy shit, Cindy barked, eyes wide. “What are you doing Spence!”

“I’m sorry!” Spencer cried, lost as he began to cum.

The orgasm was sudden, sharp, and humiliatingly brief.

Thick ropes spilled across her gloved fingers and the back of her hand while his knees nearly buckled.

Cindy’s eyes widened.

For a split second she simply stared at the mess, then her expression hardened into something cold and distinctly displeased.

She stopped the timer with a sharp tap.

“Forty-five seconds,” she said, voice flat. “You were not given permission to finish.”

Spencer opened his mouth.

The apology died under the look she gave him.

Cindy held up her gloved hand, the evidence of his failure still glistening across the latex. “Fetch the vials from the fridge. Now.”

He moved on unsteady legs, still naked, cock already beginning to soften again under the weight of her disapproval.

The small sterile vials sat on the second shelf of the refrigerator exactly where she always kept them.

He returned and held one out.

Cindy took it without a word, carefully transferred the sample from her glove into the vial, sealed it, and labelled it with a quick, precise hand.

Then she stripped the soiled gloves, disposed of them, and finally looked at him again.

“Dry off and wait in the living room. Do not touch yourself and do not get dressed,” she said, hurt and anger in her voice. “I will be there in a moment.”

Her tone left no room for excuses.

Spencer nodded, throat tight, and stepped out of the bathroom with a clean towel around his waist only long enough to blot the worst of the water.

He left the towel on the rack as instructed and walked naked into the main living space of the loft, the residual chill of the cold water still lingering on his skin and the fresh, frustrated ache of a ruined orgasm already settling low in his gut.

Behind him the bathroom door remained open. He could hear Cindy moving inside—quiet, efficient, and unmistakably angry.


Chapter 4: A Very Bad Boy

Spencer sat on the edge of the couch in the living area, completely naked, and tried not to think about how thoroughly he had just embarrassed himself.

Forty-five seconds.

The number kept looping in his head like a particularly cruel song stuck on repeat.

He had lasted forty-five seconds under a single latex-covered finger.

After two full weeks locked inside the one-inch nub cage.

After all the careful structure, the inspections, the punishments, and the praise.

One deliberate stroke and he had painted her hand like a lovestruck simp who had never been touched.

His face burned.

The residual stickiness of the ruined orgasm still clung faintly to the soft skin of his cock and the tops of his thighs no matter how carefully he had wiped himself.

Without the tight little steel nub holding him, his cock hung free and looked even smaller than usual—soft, slightly flushed, and utterly exposed.

He kept his hands on his knees, spine straight the way she preferred, and stared at the hardwood between his feet while the loft remained quiet except for the soft sounds of Cindy moving around in the bathroom.

Nervous energy crawled under his skin.

Every shift of his bare ass against the leather made him hyper-aware of how exposed he was.

The open one-inch nub cage sat on the bathroom counter where she had left it.

He could not stop wondering what expression she would be wearing when she finally came out.

Then the bathroom door opened and he didn’t have to imagine any longer as Cindy stepped into the living space and Spencer’s mouth went dry.

She had changed into a tiny black miniskirt that barely cleared the lower curve of her ass and a loose white t-shirt so thin it might as well have been tissue paper.

The fabric clung to the full, heavy swell of her breasts, the dark circles of her nipples clearly visible through the material, the soft points of them pressing against the cotton every time she breathed.

The shirt had slipped slightly off one shoulder.

Her blonde hair was still damp from the shower, falling in loose waves around her face.

The chastity key rested on its gold chain between her tits, rising and falling with every irritated breath.

She looked absolutely infuriated.

“You were such a bad boy,” she said, voice low and sharp. “You know the experiment only allows male release at specific preordained times or in response to milestones. How could you?”

Spencer’s stomach dropped. “I’m so, so sorry, Cindy. I’ll do anything.”

She stopped in front of him, close enough that the hem of the miniskirt brushed his bare knee.

The thin shirt shifted with the movement and the soft weight of her breasts swayed under the translucent fabric.

He tried not to stare and failed completely.

Cindy’s witch-blue eyes narrowed. “You need to be punished for that release. You were due for a scheduled reward tomorrow. That is now cancelled. Completely. And because you emptied yourself outside protocol, we have to reset you.”

Spencer swallowed and nodded.

“How do we reset?”

She looked down at him for a long moment, the anger still clear on her face, but something hotter and almost tender began to surface beneath it.

Her gaze dropped to his soft, unlocked cock and stayed there.

“By emptying your balls completely,” she said, resolute. “By making you cum over and over again until there’s nothing left. Otherwise the data from our final collection will be useless. Does that seem fair?”

The words landed like a ten tonne anvil.

Multiple forced orgasms.

After the shame of lasting less than a minute.

After weeks of being locked in a cage so short it barely allowed him any length at all.

The idea was mortifying and so intensely erotic that his soft cock gave a helpless little twitch and began to grow hard once again.

“I’m in,” Spencer said, voice rough. “What do I have to do?”

Cindy’s mouth curved into a small, dangerous grin.

She leaned down just far enough that the thin shirt gaped open at the neckline, giving him a brief, devastating view of the soft inner curves of her breasts and the key resting between them. Her voice dropped to something almost sweet.

“We gotta go to the lab.”

Spencer’s pulse hammered in his throat.

He nodded, still sitting naked on the chair, still flushed from head to toe, already aching with the knowledge of what waited for him once they left the loft.

Cindy straightened, the miniskirt riding higher on her thighs with the movement, and walked back into the bathroom.

When she returned she was holding the open one-inch nub cage and a small bottle of lube.

“First things first,” she said. “Hands at your sides and legs open, we need to lock you up again so you don’t spooge without permission again you naughty subject.”

Spencer obeyed.

Cindy knelt between his thighs, the thin t-shirt pulling tight across her breasts as she leaned in. She coated the inside of the short steel tube with a thin layer of lube, then took his soft cock between two fingers and guided the head into the narrow opening.

The fit was immediate and unforgiving.

The one-inch nub swallowed what little length he had, pressing the tip firmly against the closed end while the base ring settled snug behind his balls.

She locked it with a soft, decisive click and gave the cage a small test tug to confirm it was secure.

The key disappeared back onto the chain between her breasts.

“There,” she murmured, standing up and looking down at the tiny locked package between his legs. “Back where it belongs. Now get dressed, we’re leaving in five minutes.”

Her eyes flicked once more to the short steel nub now trapping him again.

“And Spencer?” she smiled. “Thanks for trying to make this right. I hope you won’t regret it.”

He stood on unsteady legs, the familiar tight weight of the one-inch cage already pulling at him, the full weight of her anger and the promise of what was coming settling over him like a second skin.

The lab.

Multiple forced orgasms.

And the woman who currently owned every drop of data his body could produce.

Spencer reached for the folded clothes she had left for him on the low table, the short steel nub shifting with every movement, and tried not to think too hard about how thoroughly he was about to be emptied.


Chapter 5: The Upgraded Milking Machine

Cindy dressed with deliberate care.

She chose a fitted charcoal pencil skirt that hugged every full curve of her ass and the long line of her thighs before ending just above the knee.

The snug fabric resisted slightly whenever she moved, holding her shape with smooth, tailored pressure. A soft ivory silk blouse tucked into the waistband, the cool fabric thin enough that the lace edges of her bra showed faintly when she moved, the top two buttons left open so the gold chain and the chastity key rested openly between the soft swell of her breasts.

The small key shifted against her warm skin whenever she breathed, occasionally disappearing into her cleavage before sliding back into view.

Sheer black stockings smoothed her legs down into pointed black heels that clicked softly on the hardwood.

Her blonde hair was twisted into a neat low bun, a few loose strands framing her face and brushing her cheeks.

The overall effect was elegant, professional, and quietly devastating.

She looked like a woman who belonged in charge of a laboratory and of the man standing half-dressed in her loft.

I shouldn’t be enjoying this so much, she thought, and then called out, “Come on Spence, we gotta go!”

Spencer pulled on a plain black T-shirt and dark jeans. The one-inch nub cage sat tight and heavy beneath the denim, a constant reminder of how thoroughly he belonged to the protocol. The base ring pressed firmly behind his balls, while the short tube held his soft cock compressed against his body.

Each time he bent or shifted his weight, the denim pushed the steel more tightly into his sensitive skin.

Cindy glanced once at the faint outline of the short steel device against his zipper and gave a small, satisfied nod.

“Ready?”

He nodded, throat already dry.

The subway ride to the Eldridge Institute passed in charged silence. Cindy stood close enough that the silk of her blouse occasionally brushed his arm, the fabric whispering softly against his sleeve.

Every time the train swayed, her hip bumped lightly against his and the key between her breasts shifted, catching the fluorescent light. Spencer kept his hands in his pockets and tried not to think about what waited for him once they arrived. The cage grew warmer beneath his jeans, its weight tugging subtly with every vibration of the train.

Private Suite 4B smelled of antiseptic and polished steel.

The air was cool and dry, carrying the faint chemical sting of disinfectant.

Cindy locked the door behind them, set her bag on the stainless counter, and turned.

“Alright Spencer, you know the drill, please take your clothes off,” she chirped. “Then you can fold them on the stool. .”

Spencer stripped.

The air-conditioned room raised gooseflesh across his arms and chest, the cold brushing sharply over skin still warm from the subway.

Without the layers of fabric, the one-inch nub cage looked even smaller, the short steel tube holding his soft cock in permanent, humiliating compression.

Its metal surface had warmed against his body, but the exposed lock still felt cool whenever it touched his skin.

Cindy’s eyes lingered on it for a moment before she pointed to the examination chair.

“Sit, and please keep your legs open.”

The leather felt cold and smooth beneath his bare thighs.

She snapped on pale latex gloves, the material settling tightly over her fingers, pulled a tray closer, and began.

Warm foam first.

It spread across his skin in soft, airy mounds, the heat briefly soothing before the cooler laboratory air began to touch it.

A fresh razor.

Cindy worked with the same calm precision she always used, shaving him completely: balls, the soft skin behind them, every fold and crease, until nothing remained but smooth, exposed skin and the unyielding little cage.

The razor whispered over the most sensitive places, its edge dragging with light, controlled pressure through the foam.

Each pass left him cleaner, more vulnerable, and more aware of how thoroughly she was preparing him.

Her gloved fingertips stretched and repositioned the skin whenever necessary, firm enough that he could not forget who was handling him. When she finished, she wiped him down with sterile cloths that felt damp and cold, leaving his skin cool, tight, and gleaming.

“Stand up now please.”

Spencer stood.

The freshly shaved skin between his legs felt strangely naked, hypersensitive to every movement of the air.

Cindy retrieved a clear bottle of medical-grade oil and poured a generous amount into her gloved palms.

The thick liquid made a soft, wet sound as she rubbed her hands together. She started at his shoulders, working the slick fluid down his arms, across his chest, and over his stomach.

Her hands moved in slow, thorough circles, coating every inch of skin until he shone under the bright laboratory lights.

The oil was warm from her palms, and her gloves slid over him with almost no friction, leaving behind a heavy, glossy layer that made even the slightest brush of her fingertips feel intimate.

When she reached his hips, she slowed, oiling the smooth skin around the base ring of the cage. Her fingers traced the cold circle of steel before pressing into the tender flesh beneath it. She lifted his balls to coat the underside, their weight settling into her palm, then slid a slick finger along the sensitive stretch of his perineum. The pressure sent a deep, sudden pulse through his pelvis.

Spencer’s breath stuttered.

The oil made every subsequent touch feel amplified, filthy, and impossible to ignore. Even after Cindy’s hands moved away, the sensation seemed to remain on his skin, warm and slippery, as though her palms were still moving over him.

Cindy wiped her gloves, stripped them, and nodded toward the far side of the suite.

The upgraded milking machine waited like something designed for both science and ruin.

The chair was heavier than the previous model, pale leather stretched tightly over a reinforced frame. Padded cuffs waited at the ends of wide armrests that would lock his arms out to the sides. Similar restraints waited at the ankles and across the hips and chest. A central open section in the seat left his cock and balls completely accessible. The collection sleeve and prostate arm sat ready on an articulated mount, already connected to a larger, clear chamber marked in precise millilitres. The machinery gave off a faint electrical hum, low enough to be felt almost as much as heard.

Cindy patted the leather.

“Okay, should be good to go, please go ahead and climb up.”

Spencer obeyed, heart hammering.

The chair dipped only slightly beneath his weight. She guided his ankles into the stirrups and locked them wide.

The padded cuffs closed snugly around his skin, holding without pinching.

The hip strap followed, pressing firmly across his oiled pelvis, then the chest strap, pinning him against the backrest so tightly that he felt the restraint rise and fall with every breath.

Last came his arms. She stretched each one out along the armrests, the position pulling gently through his shoulders and exposing his chest, and secured the padded cuffs so that his hands rested near the ends of the handles.

The position left him completely open: legs spread, arms wide, cock locked in its tiny steel prison and fully presented.

Cindy stepped between his open thighs and looked down at him.

“So before we start, remember that there is a button under each handle,” she said, voice calm and clear. “If at any point you need the machine to stop, press either one. I will also be listening for the safeword the entire time. Do you understand?”

Spencer lay locked in place, every part of him on display.

The leather of the chair was cool against his oiled back and the backs of his thighs, sliding faintly beneath him whenever he breathed or attempted to shift.

The padded cuffs held his wrists and ankles without digging in, but they left him unable to close his legs or bring his arms in. When he tested them, the restraints gave only a fraction before becoming completely firm.

Cool air from the vents moved across the freshly shaved skin of his cock and balls.

Without hair to soften the sensation, every faint current felt direct and exposing.

The one-inch nub cage sat heavy and tight, the short steel tube pressing the head of his soft cock flat against the closed end.

The base ring pulled gently whenever his balls shifted against the open air.

A thin sheen of oil still coated his stomach, his chest, and the insides of his thighs. He could feel it wherever the restraints touched him, slippery beneath the leather but trapped by the pressure. The chest strap seemed to cling to him.

This was Spencer’s reality now.

He was naked.

Completely shaved.

Covered in oil, and locked with his arms and legs spread wide in a laboratory chair while Cindy stood between his open thighs and prepared to make him cum until his balls were empty.

The heat in his face was intense, spreading down his throat and across his chest. His cock tried to swell inside the tiny cage and met only unyielding steel.

The pressure arrived instantly, a dense, trapped throb that had nowhere to go.

He could feel the head pressing helplessly against the smooth metal while the bars refused him even the smallest amount of space.

The pressure was constant and frustrating.

A small bead of precum had already formed at the tip and sat trapped against the metal, warm and slick against the compressed head.

“Yes,” he managed.

Cindy’s mouth curved.

She rested one hand on the oiled skin of his inner thigh, fingers spreading slightly so he felt the full warmth of her palm.

Her thumb stroked once, slow and tortuous, along the soft crease where thigh met groin.

The light pressure sent a shiver through his stomach and made his restrained leg twitch uselessly against the cuff.

“Look at you,” she said quietly. “Completely open for me. Are you getting used to this sensation, being locked like this?”

Spencer’s voice came out rough. “Yes, but it’s still super humiliating. Extremely.”

Cindy knew she shouldn’t ask the next question but couldn’t help herself. “And are you hard inside that little cage right now?”

He swallowed. “I’m trying to be. It won’t let me.”

Cindy’s thumb moved again, brushing the edge of the base ring.

Her nail clicked faintly against the steel before the pad of her thumb pressed into the tender skin beside it.

“Good. That’s exactly where I want you.”

She gave his thigh a firm, approving squeeze, her fingers sinking into the oiled muscle, then straightened.

The charcoal pencil skirt stretched tight across her ass as she turned toward the control panel. The fabric drew taut before smoothing back into place.

The key between her breasts shifted with the movement, sliding warmly along her skin.

“I’m going to start the first cycle soon,” she said over her shoulder. “You’ll feel the sleeve seal first, then the prostate arm. Understand?”

“I understand,” Spencer said.

Spencer flexed his fingers against the handles, feeling the raised shape of the emergency button under each one. The hard plastic pressed reassuringly against his fingertips. His chest rose and fell faster against the strap, each breath tightening it momentarily around his ribs.

The oil on his skin made every small shift of the leather feel slick and intimate. Even the slightest movement dragged the restraint across him. He was spread completely open for her, unable to cover himself or hide a single reaction, and the knowledge of what she was about to do to him sat heavy and electric in his gut.

“I’m ready,” he said.

Cindy glanced back at him, eyes moving slowly over his restrained body, and smiled.


Chapter 6: The On-Switch

Spencer watched Cindy approach the machine with a mixture of anticipation, arousal, and steadily deepening humiliation.

He remained stretched across the pale leather chair, wrists and ankles secured, chest held beneath the broad padded strap. The oil on his skin had begun to cool, leaving him acutely aware of every place the restraints touched him. His arms felt exposed. His thighs felt impossibly far apart. Even the faint movement of air across his freshly shaved skin seemed intimate.

Cindy opened a drawer beneath the control panel.

She removed a fresh pair of pink latex gloves.

The colour was almost cheerful, which somehow made the clinical snap of the material around her wrists feel even more obscene. She pulled each glove on carefully, smoothing the latex over her palms and along each finger until there was not a single wrinkle. The glossy pink material clung tightly to her hands, emphasising the elegant length of her fingers.

Spencer stared.

Cindy noticed.

“Eyes up,” she said calmly.

His gaze immediately rose to hers.

A faint smile touched her mouth.

“Good.”

She stepped between his open legs and reached for the chastity key resting between her breasts. The gold chain slid against her silk blouse as she lifted it over her head. The little steel key dangled from her gloved fingers, catching the sterile laboratory light.

Spencer’s breathing grew louder.

Cindy lowered her gaze to the one-inch nub cage.

“I’m going to unlock you for the collection procedure,” she explained. “That does not mean you have regained control of yourself. It means the next stage of the protocol requires direct access.”

“I understand,” Spencer said.

His voice sounded embarrassingly eager.

The key entered the lock with a quiet metallic scrape.

Cindy turned it.

The click seemed deafening.

She removed the small lock, opened the device, and carefully drew the steel away from his compressed flesh. The sudden absence of pressure was almost overwhelming. Warm blood rushed back into places that had been confined for weeks, creating an immediate, aching sensitivity.

Spencer inhaled sharply.

Without the cage, he felt strangely naked.

More naked than before.

Cindy held the tiny device up for inspection, turning it between her pink-gloved fingers before placing it on a sterile tray.

“Significant compression marks, but no abrasions,” she observed. “Circulation appears normal.”

Her gloved fingertips examined him with brisk, impersonal care. The latex was smooth and warm from her skin, yet every touch carried the authority of the laboratory. She lifted his soft cock between two fingers, turned it slightly, and pressed lightly along the shaft as if confirming measurements she already knew by heart.

Spencer tried not to react.

His body betrayed him almost instantly. Blood surged forward. He thickened under her pink fingertips far faster than he wanted, the head flushing dark while she continued her quiet inspection.

Cindy watched the change with open clinical interest.

“Predictable rebound response,” she said. “Although still notably limited.”

Heat flooded Spencer’s face. He was hard enough to ache, and still she was noting how small he remained. The knowledge sat heavy in his chest. He was so embarrassed he could barely breathe, and at the same time the sight of her pink latex hands on him made his cock throb harder.

She reached for the milking attachment.

It consisted of a clear cylindrical sleeve connected to a network of transparent tubing. The opening was lined with a soft silicone seal, while measurement markings ran neatly along one side. It looked medical, expensive, and designed for a body far less embarrassing than his own.

Cindy examined the sleeve, then looked down at him.

“This model was designed around the average adult male measurement,” she explained. “It allows for some variation above and slightly below the standard range.”

Her eyes moved deliberately between the attachment and Spencer.

He felt the humiliation settle over him like another restraint. His cock twitched in the open air, fully hard now and still looking inadequate next to the wide opening of the sleeve.

“And me?” he asked, voice low.

Cindy tilted her head.

“You fall outside the recommended lower variation.”

Spencer closed his eyes.

A small, involuntary sound left him. He was so turned on it hurt, and the fact that she was calmly explaining that the equipment was too big for him only made the arousal worse. Every clinical word tightened the heat in his gut.

Cindy’s pink fingertips rested against his thigh.

“We’ll simply have to test the seal,” she continued, perfectly calm. “The machine may compensate once suction begins. If it cannot, I’ll make the necessary adjustments.”

The fact that she sounded so reasonable made it worse.

She coated the inside of the attachment with a clear medical lubricant, rotating it beneath the light to ensure the silicone lining was evenly covered. The substance gleamed against her gloves. Spencer watched every movement, cock pulsing, face burning.

“Stay still,” she instructed.

He felt the soft silicone settle against him. Cindy adjusted the sleeve several times, pressing the seal firmly into place and inspecting the empty space that remained inside the chamber. There was far too much room. The clear walls showed exactly how much smaller he was than the device had been built for.

Her brow furrowed.

Spencer wanted the chair to swallow him. The humiliation was so sharp it made his stomach clench, yet his cock stayed rigidly hard, leaking a thin bead of precum that the sleeve immediately caught.

“Okay, so yes, it’s a little too big,” Cindy said, “but—”

She twisted the sleeve with both pink-gloved hands, working the silicone seal tighter around the base of his cock until the empty space narrowed. The pressure was firm and inescapable.

“That should hold for at least an hour or three.”

“Three?” Spencer gasped.

Cindy looked up at him and winked, the expression brief and devastating against the clinical setting.

“Don’t worry. Maybe even looonger.”

Spencer’s cock jerked hard inside the sleeve. He was so embarrassed he could feel it in his throat, and so aroused that the thought of remaining sealed inside the oversized tube for hours made another thick pulse of precum spill from him.

Cindy reached for the next instrument.

The prostate massager was curved, clinical, and thick, with a flared base and a secondary padded attachment designed to press and vibrate against the underside of the balls each time the shaft was fully seated. She coated it thoroughly with lubricant, the pink latex of her fingers glistening as she worked the fluid along every inch.

Then she brought those same slick fingers between his spread legs.

Spencer’s breath caught as she circled his hole, pressing one lubricated fingertip against him, then two, stretching him open with slow, methodical pressure. The latex was smooth and insistent. She worked the lubricant inside him until the muscle yielded easily, every movement precise and thoroughly recorded by the open way she watched his face.

“Relax,” she murmured. “I need full depth for the protocol.”

The thick, curved head of the massager pressed against him. Cindy pushed steadily. The stretch was immediate and deep. Spencer groaned as the shaft sank inside, the secondary attachment settling firmly against his balls. The sensation was dense, invasive, and impossible to ignore. His cock throbbed helplessly inside the clear sleeve.

Cindy attached small vibrating diodes to each of his nipples next, pressing the adhesive pads firmly into place so the cool metal discs sat directly over the sensitive peaks. A thin wire ran from each diode back to the control unit.

She straightened, pink gloves still shining with lubricant, and looked down at the fully prepared body locked open in front of her.

“You need to release at least five times to keep the experiment viable,” she said. “The machine will continue until that volume is reached or until you use the emergency button or the safeword. Do you still consent?”

Spencer’s voice was rough with equal parts humiliation and raw need.

“I consent.”

Cindy nodded once.

She adjusted a small camera on a tripod so that it framed his restrained body, the clear sleeve, and the place where the prostate massager disappeared inside him.

A red recording light blinked on.

She returned to the control panel, rested one pink-gloved hand on the main switch, and looked back at him over her shoulder.

“Ready?”

Spencer’s cock pulsed inside the too-large sleeve. His hole clenched around the thick shaft buried in him. The diodes on his nipples waited. Every part of him felt exposed, prepared, and owned.

“Yes,” he whispered.

Cindy flipped the switch.


Chapter 7: The First of Many

The machine came alive with a low, steady hum.

Suction sealed first. The clear sleeve tightened around Spencer’s cock in a firm, rhythmic pull that drew the soft head forward against the silicone and then released just enough to begin again. Because the chamber was still slightly oversized, the vacuum had to work harder to maintain contact. Every pulse tugged at his limited length, stretching the sensitive skin and forcing blood into the head until it flushed dark and shiny inside the clear tube. Precum was pulled from him in thin, continuous threads that slid down the inner wall toward the collection chamber.

At the same time the prostate massager began to move.

The thick curved shaft drew back until only the head remained inside him, then pushed forward in a deep, measured stroke that dragged firmly across his prostate. Each time the dildo seated fully, the secondary pad pressed and vibrated against the underside of his balls. The dual sensation was dense and inescapable. Spencer’s hips tried to lift against the strap and found no room. A raw sound left his throat.

The diodes on his nipples activated a second later. Small, rapid vibrations bloomed across both peaks, sharp enough to make his chest tighten beneath the broad restraint.

Spencer’s entire body jerked.

The combination was overwhelming. Suction pulling at his small cock, the thick shaft fucking steadily into his hole, the constant vibration against his balls and nipples. Heat flooded his face. He was locked spread open in a laboratory chair, oil still gleaming on his skin, while a machine methodically worked every sensitive part of him. The embarrassment was sharp and constant. So was the pleasure. His cock throbbed helplessly inside the sleeve, leaking faster now, the clear tube already showing the first cloudy traces of fluid.

Cindy settled onto a low stool between his spread legs, crossing one thigh over the other. The charcoal pencil skirt rode higher. She held a tablet in one pink-gloved hand and watched him with focused attention. A faint flush had already risen across her cheekbones.

“The manufacturer requested detailed subjective feedback,” she said, voice calm above the soft mechanical sounds. “I need clear answers while the system is running. First question: describe the sensation on your penis.”

Spencer’s voice came out strained. “It’s—tight. The suction keeps pulling the head forward. It feels too strong. Every pulse makes me leak. It feels indecent. And really, really good.”

Cindy typed a short note. The flush on her cheeks deepened.

“And the prostate stimulation?”

“Deep,” he managed as the dildo thrust in again, the ball attachment buzzing hard against him. “It’s pressing right on it every time. I can feel it forcing fluid out of me. It’s making my cock pulse harder inside the tube. I feel completely open. It’s embarrassing how much I want it to keep going.”

She shifted on the stool, legs still crossed, and made another note. Her free hand rested on her own thigh, fingers pressing lightly into the fabric of the skirt.

“Nipple stimulation?”

Spencer’s breath hitched as the diodes intensified for a moment. “Sharp. It goes straight down to my cock. Every time they vibrate I clench around the dildo and the sleeve pulls harder. It makes everything feel connected. I feel like my whole body is being used for this.”

Cindy’s eyes moved slowly over him—the restrained arms, the oiled chest, the clear sleeve working his small cock, the place where the thick shaft disappeared between his spread cheeks.

The pink latex of her gloves caught the light as she typed.

“Overall intensity, one to ten.”

“Eight,” he gasped.

The suction strengthened.

A thicker pulse of fluid was drawn from him.

“No—nine. It’s constant. I can’t get away from any of it. I’m so hard inside the sleeve it hurts in the best way, and I’m still barely filling it. That part is humiliating.”

Cindy’s blush had spread down her neck. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the soft sound of sheer stockings audible even over the machine. Her voice remained clinical.

“Emotional response?”

Spencer’s hips jerked again as the dildo drove in deep and held, vibrating firmly against his prostate and balls. “Embarrassed. Extremely. I’m locked here getting milked in front of you and a camera while you take notes. And I’m so turned on I can barely think. Should I even be telling you all this? Fuck it I don’t care. I want to cum. I need to.”

Cindy’s breathing had deepened. She kept her eyes on the tablet, but the colour in her face was unmistakable.

“Final question before the first peak: do you feel the machine is effectively emptying you?”

“Yes,” Spencer groaned. The suction pulled in a strong, steady rhythm now. His cock pulsed hard inside the clear tube. “It’s pulling everything out of me. I can feel it building in my balls every time the dildo presses in. I’m close. I’m really close—”

Cindy pressed a button and it sped up by a fraction of a millisecond.

That was all it took.

The orgasm hit with sudden force.

Spencer’s back arched against the straps as the first thick surge was sucked straight into the collection chamber.

His hole clenched tightly around the thrusting shaft. The diodes on his nipples kept vibrating. Clear fluid turned cloudy and heavy inside the sleeve as pulse after pulse was drawn from his small cock.

He cried out, the sound raw and open, while the machine continued its exact rhythm without slowing.

Cindy watched every second, tablet lowered now, lips slightly parted.

The last weak spurts left him trembling.

His cock remained hard inside the sleeve, still being pulled by the ongoing suction.

The prostate massager kept thrusting.

The ball attachment kept vibrating.

The diodes on his nipples did not stop.

Spencer’s eyes widened as the pressure began building again almost immediately.

Cindy met his gaze, the flush still high on her cheekbones, and spoke softly above the steady mechanical sounds.

“That was one of many.”

The machine did not pause.

Spencer realized, with a fresh wave of helpless arousal and deep embarrassment, that he was going to have to cum again.


Chapter 8: The View of A Goddess

The machine never slowed.

Suction kept pulling at Spencer’s cock in the same firm, relentless rhythm.

The thick prostate shaft continued its deep strokes, the vibrating pad buzzing against his balls on every inward thrust. The diodes on his nipples pulsed without pause.

Overstimulation layered on top of the first orgasm until every nerve felt raw and too sensitive.

Spencer’s breath came in short, broken gasps. His thighs trembled against the restraints.

The clear sleeve was already streaked with the evidence of his first release, and still the vacuum drew fresh fluid from him in thin, continuous threads.

Through the haze he felt the second orgasm building with almost no recovery.

It hit harder than the first.

His back arched as much as the chest strap allowed. A raw, open sound tore out of him while the machine milked thick pulses straight into the collection chamber. His hole clenched hard around the thrusting dildo.

The pleasure was sharp, almost painful in its intensity, and it left him shaking, cock still rigidly hard inside the oversized sleeve, already being worked toward the next peak.

Cindy watched from the stool, tablet resting on her crossed thigh, pink gloves still on. The flush on her cheeks had deepened.

“Two,” she said quietly. “You’ll need an aid to ensure a third release. Recovery time is lengthening.”

She reached toward the side table where a tablet and a small sealed package waited.

Her hand hovered, then stopped.

She frowned at the screen of the control unit.

“Wi-Fi is down, crap!” she said, eyes going wide. “This’ll endanger the experiment!”

Spencer’s voice came out wrecked, the words spilling before he could stop them.

“You could strip for me.”

Cindy’s eyes snapped to his face.

He was panting, cock still being sucked and stretched inside the clear tube, the dildo still fucking steadily into him.

The boundaries that usually kept him careful had thinned under the constant stimulation.

The truth came out raw.

“You see me naked often enough.”

Cindy stared at him for a long second. The machine hummed between them.

Then she set the tablet aside.

“For science,” she said, smirking, feeling a heat bloom between her supple thighs.

She stood.

Spencer’s cock jerked hard inside the sleeve as she reached for the top button of her ivory silk blouse.

She worked each one open slowly, deliberately, never looking away from his face. The fabric parted.

The lace edges of her bra appeared, then the soft upper curves of her breasts, then the gold chain and the key resting in the valley between them. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders and let it fall.

“How do you like to be talked to?” she asked, voice still mostly calm.

Spencer swallowed. “Just like how you always do… but a little meaner.”

Cindy’s mouth curved.

She reached behind her back and unhooked the bra.

“You’re staring like you’ve never seen a pair of tits before,” she said, the words carrying a soft edge of disapproval. “All that careful structure, all those rules, and the moment I start undressing you forget how to behave.”

The bra slid down her arms.

Her full, heavy breasts settled free, nipples already tight in the cool laboratory air.

The key necklace rested between them.

“Holy shit,” Spencer groaned.

Cindy giggled as she realized what he was about to do.

Spencer came.

The third orgasm ripped through him with almost no warning. His cock pulsed hard inside the sleeve, thick ropes of fluid sucked away by the vacuum while he groaned, eyes locked on her bare chest. The prostate massager kept thrusting. The diodes kept vibrating. He shook through every wave until the pulses finally thinned.

Cindy watched him finish, then reached for the side zipper of her charcoal pencil skirt.

“Look at you,” she continued, voice lower now, loving the fact that he was enjoying this so much. “Coming just from seeing my tits. You’re supposed to be providing clean data, not leaking all over the equipment because I took my bra off.”

The skirt slid down her hips and pooled at her feet.

She stepped out of it, left in only sheer black stockings, the pointed heels, and a pair of dark panties.

Spencer’s eyes dropped.

The fabric between her legs was visibly soaked, the material darkened and clinging to the soft shape of her pussy.

He came again immediately.

The fourth orgasm was shorter, sharper, almost forced out of him by the sight alone. His cock jerked weakly inside the sleeve as the machine pulled the fresh release away. A broken sound left his throat. His face burned with how little it had taken.

Cindy looked down at the wet patch on her own panties, then back at him. The flush on her cheeks was deep now, but she kept her voice steady.

“Four,” she said.

She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the thong and began to push it down.

The control panel chimed.

Cindy glanced over. The Wi-Fi icon had reappeared.

“Oh good,” she murmured.

She left the thong in place, stepped out of the discarded skirt, and crossed to a low cabinet. When she returned she held a sleek VR headset. She powered it on, checked the connection, and moved between Spencer’s still-spread legs.

“This should get you across the line,” she said.

Spencer was still trembling, cock oversensitive and still being sucked by the ongoing vacuum, the thick shaft still moving inside him.

Cindy settled the headset carefully over his eyes, adjusting the straps so the display sealed out the laboratory.

The last thing he saw before the screen activated was her standing there in stockings, heels, and the soaked dark panties, the key necklace resting between her bare breasts.

Then the headset filled his vision, and the machine continued its work.


Chapter 9: A View From His Eyes

Spencer’s POV

The headset sealed everything else out.

I couldn’t see the laboratory anymore. I couldn’t see the clear sleeve working my cock or the thick shaft still moving inside me. All I had left were the sensations and the images flooding the screen in front of my eyes.

The machine kept going without mercy.

Suction pulled at my cock in the same steady rhythm, stretching the oversensitive head forward against the silicone and drawing another thin thread of fluid from me. After four orgasms the pleasure had turned sharp. Every pulse of vacuum felt too strong, almost painful, yet my cock stayed hard inside the tube and kept leaking. The prostate massager thrust deep, dragging across that swollen spot inside me and pressing the vibrating pad hard against my balls. The diodes on my nipples buzzed in short, relentless bursts. My whole body felt raw. Every nerve was lit up and overworked. I was shaking in the restraints, breathing in short broken pulls, and still the machine refused to stop.

Then the images began.

A woman appeared on the screen in a deep red lace teddy, the fabric cut high on the hips and low between her breasts. She stood with one hand resting on her thigh, the other lifting her hair. The face was blurred into soft shadow, but the body was unmistakable. Full, heavy breasts that moved when she shifted. A narrow waist. The long line of her thighs. The way she held herself. It looked like Cindy. It felt like Cindy. The resemblance sat in my chest like a second heartbeat.

The image changed.

Now she wore a black quarter-cup bra that left her nipples bare and a matching high-waisted suspender belt with sheer stockings. She was on her knees on a bed, back arched, looking over her shoulder. The panties were pulled to the side. Still no clear face, only the same body, the same proportions, the same quiet confidence in the way she posed. My cock jerked hard inside the sleeve. Another thick bead of precum was sucked away. The dildo pushed in deep and held, vibrating against my prostate until I made a sound I barely recognized as my own.

I was so embarrassed I could taste it. Locked in a lab chair, milked for data, watching a blurred version of the woman who owned the key to my cage. And I was so turned on that the embarrassment only made the pleasure worse. My hole clenched around the thick shaft. My nipples throbbed under the diodes. The suction kept pulling at my small cock like it was determined to empty everything I had left.

Another image.

This time the lingerie was ivory—delicate embroidered cups and a thin gold chain that rested between her breasts exactly where Cindy’s key usually sat. She was sitting, legs crossed, one nylon-covered foot pointed toward the camera. The face remained mostly shadowed, but as she turned her head slightly the light caught the edge of her mouth. A small dark freckle sat just above her upper lip.

The beauty mark.

My breath stopped.

It was her. Even with the rest of the face hidden, that single mark made the truth land hard. The woman in the headset was Cindy. Every previous image rearranged itself in my mind. The body I had been staring at, the way she moved, the quiet authority in every pose—it had all been her.

Latex fingers touched my thigh.

Warm. Smooth. Pink. Cindy’s gloved hand slid slowly along the oiled skin on the inside of my leg, tracing upward toward the base of the sleeve. The touch was light, almost clinical, yet every stroke of those latex fingertips sent a fresh wave of heat straight to my cock. She didn’t speak. She just touched me while the machine worked and the images kept changing.

I was going to cum again. I could feel it building in that deep, overstimulated place that already hurt from how many times I had finished. The pleasure was mixed with a raw, burning sensitivity that made every pull of the vacuum feel like too much and not enough at the same time. I wanted it to stop. I needed it to keep going. The contradiction left me shaking.

The image froze.

One nylon-covered foot filled the screen—arched, toes pointed, the sheer black stocking stretched smooth over the sole and heel. The same foot I had watched step out of the charcoal skirt. The same foot that had stood between my open legs while she prepared me. It stayed there, perfectly still, while Cindy’s latex fingers continued their slow path along my thigh, brushing closer to the place where the sleeve sealed around me.

The fifth orgasm tore through me.

It was deeper and harder than the ones before. My cock pulsed violently inside the clear tube as the vacuum pulled thick, heavy spurts from me in long rhythmic draws. My hole clamped down around the thrusting dildo. The vibrating pad against my balls made the climax stretch out until it felt endless. I cried out, the sound muffled by how hard I was breathing, while the image of her nyloned foot stayed locked on the screen and her pink-gloved fingers kept stroking the trembling skin of my thigh.

The pleasure was so intense it bordered on pain. Every pulse felt like it was being dragged out of a body that had nothing left to give, and still the machine kept milking me through it. I shook in the restraints, cock jerking inside the sleeve, the last thick ropes of the fifth release sucked away into the collection chamber.

Cindy’s latex fingers never left my skin.


Chapter 10: A View From Her Eyes

Cindy’s POV

Cindy stood between Spencer’s open thighs and watched the machine work him.

The clear sleeve pulsed in steady rhythm, pulling at his small cock with firm, wet suction. The thick prostate shaft drove in and out of him, the vibrating pad pressing against his balls on every stroke. The diodes on his nipples continued their sharp, insistent buzz. His body was still shaking from the fourth orgasm, oil-slick skin gleaming under the laboratory lights, wrists and ankles locked wide. The VR headset covered his eyes completely. He could not see her.

But she knew exactly what he was looking at.

Her own body. Different lingerie in every frame. Poses she had recorded weeks ago for a private archive she had never intended to use like this. The face blurred, the beauty mark deliberately left visible in one of them. She had chosen the sequence herself before the Wi-Fi dropped. Now he was watching her while the machine milked him, and the knowledge sat low and hot between her legs.

Cindy’s right hand slipped beneath the waistband of her soaked panties.

She should not be doing this.

The thought arrived with perfect clarity and almost no force. She was the researcher. She was supposed to remain objective, record data, maintain the boundary between protocol and personal need. Instead her fingers found the slick, swollen folds of her pussy and began to move in slow circles, matching the rhythm of the suction working Spencer’s cock. The fabric of the panties stayed in place, stretched tight over her hand, already dark and wet from how long she had been watching him.

This is so fucking illicit, she thought.

The word felt accurate. He was restrained, overstimulated, locked into a machine that was forcing orgasm after orgasm out of him for the sake of the study. And she was standing here in stockings and heels with her hand in her own panties, grinding the heel of her palm against her clit while she watched his small cock leak into the collection chamber. Every time his hips jerked against the straps she felt an answering pulse between her legs. Every broken sound he made tightened the heat in her belly.

She should be a better scientist.

She would be. Later. After this. After she finished what she had started.

Cindy’s fingers moved faster. She kept her eyes on him—the restrained arms, the way his stomach tensed each time the dildo bottomed out, the clear tube filling with another thick pulse of fluid. She knew the exact moment the headset showed the frozen image of her own nylon-covered foot. She had programmed the pause herself. His cock jerked hard inside the sleeve. A raw, desperate sound left him.

She was close.

Her free hand left the side of the chair and settled on his oiled thigh, pink latex still covering her fingers. She stroked upward along the trembling muscle, mirroring the motion she knew he could feel. The dual knowledge—that he was looking at her body while she touched him and touched herself—pushed her right to the edge.

Spencer’s back arched as much as the straps allowed.

The fifth orgasm hit him in long, heavy pulses.

The machine sucked each one away with wet, rhythmic pulls.

His hole clenched visibly around the thrusting shaft.

The sound he made was open and broken.

Cindy came with him.

Her fingers pressed hard against her clit as the climax rolled through her, sharp and deep.

She bit down on her own shoulder to keep the cry from escaping, teeth sinking into the soft skin.

Her pussy clenched around nothing, soaking the already ruined panties in fresh, hot fluid while she watched Spencer shake through the last of his release. The machine kept working him. Her hand kept moving on his thigh. Her other hand stayed buried between her legs until the final wave finally loosened its grip.

She stayed like that for several long seconds, breathing hard, shoulder stinging faintly where she had bitten it, the taste of her own skin still on her tongue.

The tablet sat forgotten on the stool.

The camera light still blinked red.

Cindy slowly withdrew her hand from her panties, the fabric clinging wetly to her fingers, and looked down at the man locked open in front of her. His cock was still being gently suctioned inside the clear sleeve. The dildo still moved in slow, residual strokes. He was trembling, spent, the fifth orgasm having clearly taken everything he had left.

She should stop the machine now.

She should clean him, record the final volume, restore the professional distance the protocol required.

Instead she left her latex-covered hand resting on his thigh and let herself watch him a little longer, the illicit heat of what she had just done still pulsing softly between her legs.


Chapter 11: A New Supervisor

A few days later, the loft felt quieter than usual.

Cindy moved between the open suitcase on the bed and the closet, folding clothes with the same precise efficiency she brought to everything else.

She packed quite a few pieces. A charcoal blazer. Two silk blouses. The black pencil skirt she had worn to the laboratory. She packed light, practical, and carefully.

The Switzerland interview was only a week long, but the way she checked each item twice made it clear she intended to leave nothing to chance.

Even her casual packing outfit seemed calculated to ruin Spencer’s concentration.

She wore a fitted white ribbed tank top that clung to the full weight of her breasts, the soft material stretched thin enough that the faint outline of her lace bra showed beneath it. The top ended just above the waistband of a pair of tiny pale-blue lounge shorts, leaving a narrow strip of smooth stomach exposed whenever she reached toward the upper shelf.

The shorts were soft, almost indecently short, and fitted closely around the generous curves of her ass.

Every time she bent over the suitcase, the material pulled taut across her, revealing the full, rounded shape before settling back into place when she straightened.

Her blonde hair was tied into a loose ponytail rather than its usual neat bun.

A few strands had fallen around her face, softening her sharp beauty and making her look less like the formidable researcher who controlled his life and more like the college girl he had once been hopelessly in love with.

That somehow made everything worse.

The chastity key still rested on its fine gold chain between her breasts, flashing whenever it caught the afternoon light.

Spencer sat on the bottom bunk with his laptop open across his bare thighs.

The one-inch nub cage rested heavy and familiar between his legs, a constant quiet weight under the soft fabric of the shorts she had allowed him.

e refreshed his email for the third time in ten minutes.

The new message appeared at the top of the inbox.

He read it once.

Then again.

“Cindy.”

She looked up from the suitcase, a folded sweater in her hands.

“My agent just emailed.” Spencer’s voice was steady, but the smile already pulling at the corner of his mouth gave him away. “They booked me for the Long Island Arpeggio Festival. End of the month….and….holy fucking shit…I’m on the main afternoon stage.”

Cindy set the sweater down.

For a moment, she simply looked at him.

Then the professional composure she wore so easily softened into something warmer and openly proud.

“That’s huge, Spence.”

He nodded, still staring at the screen. “Yeah. It is.”

The words on the email blurred slightly.

A few weeks ago, Spencer would have forgotten to reply.

He might have missed the sound check details, overlooked a contract attachment, or double-booked himself with some tiny basement gig that paid in warm beer and promises.

Now his calendar was organised.

His album was almost finished.

His manager answered his calls with excitement rather than exhaustion.

The festival had placed his name beneath artists whose records he had once studied in cramped apartments while wondering whether anyone would ever listen to his songs.

And none of it would have happened without Cindy.

She crossed the room, sat beside him on the bunk, and pulled him into a hug.

Her arms wrapped around his shoulders, one hand settling at the back of his neck. Spencer leaned into her without hesitation.

The soft warmth of her breasts pressed against his chest, and the faint scent of her clean skin and lavender soap filled his lungs.

The key on its gold chain pressed lightly between them.

He closed his eyes and held on, feeling the solid, steady presence of the woman who had dragged his life back into order one rule at a time.

Her fingers moved gently through the hair at the nape of his neck.

For a few seconds, neither of them spoke.

Spencer became painfully aware that she would soon be gone. Not forever, perhaps, but long enough for the loft to feel empty.

Long enough for someone else to check his schedule, inspect the cage, monitor his sleep, and decide whether he had earned praise or correction.

Long enough for Kokoro to take her place.

When they finally drew apart, Cindy rested her forehead against his for a brief second.

“I’m so gosh darn proud of you,” she said simply.

The words struck deeper than the congratulations in the email.

Spencer smiled. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“You could have,” Cindy replied, though her voice had softened. “You just needed somebody to show you how.”

She stood before he could tell her that he was no longer certain he wanted to do anything without her.

Cindy returned to the suitcase and began rearranging the contents again.

“I almost forgot swimwear,” she said casually.

Spencer glanced toward her. “Are you planning to swim during a research interview?”

“The hotel has a pool.” Cindy gave him a prim little smile, then retrieved two bikinis from the closet.

Spencer gulped.

“One of these should be suitable,” she said, holding them up by their delicate straps. “I can’t decide.”

The first was black, sleek, and minimal. The top had structured cups and thin straps, while the bottoms were high-cut enough to reveal almost the entire length of her thighs.

The second was a rich crimson, softer and more daring, with small gold rings connecting the straps and sides.

Cindy looked between them with exaggerated uncertainty.

“What do you think?”

Spencer stared.

“About what?”

“Which bikini I should bring.”

He looked at the black one, then the red, then at Cindy’s innocent expression.

“You’re asking me?”

“You have eyes.”

“That’s becoming a serious problem.”

Cindy laughed.

“Fine. I’ll try them on, it’ll be easily for you to visualize.”

Then she disappeared into the bathroom and closed the door.

The one-inch cage tightened almost immediately beneath his shorts.

He shifted the laptop higher across his thighs, hoping the pressure of the computer would hide any visible reaction.

The bathroom door opened.

Cindy stepped out wearing the black bikini.

Spencer forgot how to breathe.

The structured top lifted and framed her heavy breasts, the dark fabric making the exposed upper curves seem even softer and paler by contrast.

The thin straps crossed over her shoulders, while the centre dipped low enough for the gold key to rest openly in her cleavage.

The bottoms sat high on her hips, leaving her long legs almost entirely bare.

The cut emphasised the smallness of her waist and the lush width of her ass, following every curve as she turned slowly in front of the mirror.

She adjusted one strap with studied concentration.

“Too severe?” she asked.

Spencer swallowed.

“I don’t think anyone at the hotel will describe it that way.”

Cindy turned sideways, examining herself.

The movement offered him a devastating view of her profile. Her breasts pushed forward against the cups while the bottoms stretched smoothly across the full curve of her ass.

“Does it fit properly?”

Spencer gulped. “Very much so.”

Cindy’s mouth twitched.

She ran her palms down the sides of her body, smoothing the fabric over her hips.

Spencer’s cock tried to harden inside the short steel cage.

It had nowhere to go.

The tiny tube held him in immediate, frustrating compression, the pressure growing with every second Cindy stood in front of him pretending she did not know what she was doing.

Her eyes flicked toward his lap.

Just once.

Then back to his face.

“I think the bottoms may be slightly conservative,” she said.

Spencer barked out a disbelieving laugh. “Those are conservative?”

“Compared to the red pair.”

She disappeared into the bathroom again.

Spencer closed the laptop and placed it beside him.

There was no possibility of reading another word while she continued this ridiculous fashion show.

He heard the soft rustle of fabric from behind the door. The faint metallic click of the key striking the bathroom counter. Cindy humming under her breath.

Then the door opened again.

The red bikini was worse.

Far worse.

The triangular cups barely contained the soft weight of her breasts.

The rich crimson fabric made her flushed skin look warmer, while the small gold rings at the straps echoed the key hanging between them.

The bottoms were narrow and tied at the hips with thin strings. They sat lower than the black pair, exposing the subtle hollows beside her hip bones and most of the rounded rise of her ass.

Cindy stepped into the room with her hands raised slightly.

“Well?”

Spencer stared openly now.

“Well what?”

“Is it too much?” she asked bashfully.

“You know it is.”

Her eyes agog. “For a hotel pool?”

“For a poor caged man, who’s looking at the hottest body in New York City,” Spencer said, deciding to be bold.

It had been like this more and more lately, the flirting growing stronger ever since his hours in the upgraded milking machine.

Cindy giggled and walked closer.

Her bare feet made almost no sound against the hardwood.

With each step, her breasts moved gently inside the tiny top, and the gold key shifted against her skin.

She stopped directly in front of him.

Spencer had to tilt his head back to look up at her, then with a wicked witchy glint in her eyes, she placed one hand on his shoulder and turned slowly, presenting her back to him.

The narrow red fabric disappeared between the full curves of her ass, the strings sitting high against her hips.

“Does it look secure from behind?”

Spencer’s face burned.

The cage felt impossibly tight now.

Each pulse of attempted arousal met the same hard steel and collapsed into a dense ache.

“You’re doing this on purpose.”

Cindy glanced over her shoulder with wide, innocent eyes.

“Doing what?”

She knew.

Of course she knew.

She was a behavioural scientist.

She had studied every twitch, pulse, breath, and involuntary response his body could produce.

Yet she stood in front of him in a scrap of red fabric, pretending she had no idea why he could barely form a sentence.

Cindy turned back and looked down at the front of his shorts.

A faint outline of the short steel cage showed beneath the soft material.

Her expression remained perfectly composed.

She gave his cheek an affectionate little pat.

“I think I’ll pack both.”

“You were always going to pack both.”

She winked, realizing she really needed to stop falling for this gorgeous idiot as she whispered, “Probably.”

Cindy returned to the bathroom one final time.

Spencer pressed the heels of his hands against his eyes and tried to regain control of his breathing.

The click of the lock had become part of his life.

And now she was leaving all of it in somebody else’s hands.

The bathroom door opened again.

Cindy had changed back into the white tank and pale-blue shorts, though she had not put her bra back on. The soft ribbed fabric clung directly to her breasts now, her nipples faintly visible beneath it.

She folded both bikinis and placed them neatly in the suitcase.

The doorbell rang.

Spencer glanced toward the entryway. “Who’s that?”

Cindy’s mouth curved into a small, knowing smile.

She smoothed the front of her tank top, checked her reflection in the mirror by the door, and looked back at him over her shoulder.

“That’s Kokoro,” she said. “Time to teach her how to monitor my favourite little subject.”

Spencer’s cock gave a helpless twitch inside the short steel nub.

Heat rose in his face even as something like anticipation settled low in his gut.

Cindy unlocked the door.

Kokoro stood in the hallway, dark hair pulled into a high ponytail that spilled sleekly over one shoulder.

She wore a fitted pale-pink blouse with a narrow collar and short sleeves, the soft fabric tucked into a high-waisted black skirt that ended several inches above her knees.

The blouse hugged her small, pointed breasts, outlining their shape whenever she shifted beneath the hallway light.

The skirt fitted closely around her slender waist and rounded hips before flaring slightly over her thighs.

She had paired it with sheer thigh-high stockings and polished ankle boots with a modest heel.

The outfit managed to look professional at first glance and deeply distracting at the second.

A canvas tote bag hung over one shoulder, heavy with notebooks and what appeared to be at least one medical textbook.

Her expression mixed professional excitement with the faintest trace of nerves.

Spencer remembered the first time he had seen her behind the café counter. Her creamy skin. Her bright hazel eyes.

The bold way she had leaned forward and asked him out before she had any idea he was involved in Cindy’s experiment.

Kokoro was built differently from Cindy.

Where Cindy was tall, lush, and imposing, Kokoro was petite and delicately curved.

Her breasts were smaller and higher, her waist slender, her hips softly rounded beneath the fitted skirt. She possessed an almost doll-like prettiness until she smiled, at which point something playful and mischievous sharpened her entire face.

Her eyes found Spencer.

Then dropped briefly to his bare thighs.

Then returned to his face.

“Hey, fancy musician,” she said.

Spencer smiled. “Hey, fancy scientist.”

“Research assistant,” Kokoro corrected, stepping inside when Cindy gestured. “For now.”

Cindy closed the door behind her.

Kokoro glanced around the loft with open curiosity.

Cindy folded her arms beneath her breasts.

“Okay, Spence, during the next week, Kokoro will be responsible for administering the existing protocol,” she explained. “She’ll monitor your schedule, diet, sleep, rehearsals, hygiene, cage condition, and physiological responses. Any corrections or rewards must remain within the limits already established in the contract.”

Kokoro nodded, listening intently.

Her eyes drifted toward Spencer again.

This time they lingered.

Cindy noticed.

A tiny muscle tightened in her jaw before her professional smile returned.

“Before I leave,” Cindy continued, “I’ll need to demonstrate every inspection and maintenance procedure.”

Kokoro’s cheeks coloured faintly, but she did not look away from Spencer.

“Every procedure?”

Cindy smiled, a gleeful smile. “Every relevant one.”

Spencer felt the pressure inside the cage deepen.

Cindy crossed the room and rested one hand on his shoulder. Her fingers curled with gentle possession against his skin.

Then she looked at Kokoro.

“Shall we begin?”

To be continued….

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sure thing, ma’am,” I joked.

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

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

“How do I look?”

I turned and dropped the fucking coffee.

“Jesus Christ,” I whispered.

For a second I just stared.

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

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

And then there were the heels.

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

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

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

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

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

She lifted an eyebrow.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I gulped.

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

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

Melissa friggin’ Brentworth...
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The Femdom Fiancée Challenge

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 Secret Mistress

The app promised Elizabeth her perfect submissive match.
It forgot to mention she was already married to him...

Elizabeth’s marriage has gone stale, and one lonely business trip is all it takes for her to do something reckless. She downloads the newest hook-app that promises to find your perfect one night stand partner, which after years of being the good obedient wife to her alpha husband, means a hot submissive stranger who Elizabeth can totally dominate in a night of harmless femdom fun.

But when her blindfolded match turns around, Elizabeth realizes the man on his knees is her own husband.

He has no idea she knows.

Now one anonymous night becomes something much hotter, stranger, and more dangerous: a chance to punish, tease, deny, and finally discover what her alpha husband sounds like when he begs....

And Elizabeth has a lot of ideas....



The Dominatrix Dating App: Book 1 The Femdom First Date: A Female-Led Relationship Story About a Submissive Man and His Dominant Blind Date

Would you sign up to an app that promised you your perfect bedroom match?
Well, what if you learned your perfect match was a little...demanding.

After a stale breakup, Brooks signs up for 1NITE! the viral app that guarantees one night of perfect chemistry with your ideal match. No names. No strings. Just raw desire.

Heart pounding, he knocks on the door.

But the stunning blonde who opens it isn’t here to play games. With one commanding look and a wicked smile, she makes it crystal clear: tonight, she’s in total control.

And Brooks is about to discover how much he likes surrendering to her.


Newsletter

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
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