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Foreword

Hi there! 


If this is the first book of mine you’ve picked up, thank you for giving my work a shot. 


If you’re a longtime reader, thank you for sticking with me, you don’t know how much it means to me. 


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


 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

“I can't believe you'd actually sign up for 1NITE!”

I tried to block out my roommate’s voice and continued getting ready for my date. After seven years of dating my ex, Melissa, since freshman year of college, we’d broken up over which couch to buy.

Honestly I wasn’t overly broken up about it. The breakup left me hungry for something new and exciting. I'd moved halfway across the country to Red Hook, New York, and in a moment of horny desperation, I'd paid the fifty-dollar sign-up fee and created my profile for that new viral dating app ‘1Nite!’.

"You're going to regret this, Brooks," sighed my new and obnoxious roommate Tamara as she leaned back on the couch. Her tight white tank top clung to her full breasts and her tiny pink shorts rode high on her smooth toned thighs that she spread wide. Pink headphones covered her ears over her messy dark hair bun as she gripped the game controller with both hands.

I would have taken a shot at her long ago except even though Tamara was technically bi she had been on a girls only diet for the past few years.

"What if she's unattractive or a guy or a serial killer or like, geriatric?" Tamara chuckled.

“The app has an algorithm that guarantees we'll be attracted to each other, also we’re both twenty-eight so she isn’t going to be geriatric,” I said combing my hair. “I literally explained this earlier.”

“And what about if they're weird?” she pressed.

I rolled my eyes. “Then I'm in trouble because I did three hours' worth of personality tests when I signed up. That's the whole point of the app. You sign up for sex and the app brings you and some other horny, desperate person together. The only catch is we're not allowed to trade information or meet without the app. It even dictates how many times you can meet based on your chemistry rating.”

“So it's a one-night-stand app,” she said, seeming to finally get it.

“That’s the general idea, I suppose,” I sighed.

Though annoyed at Tamara, I felt my cock twitch at the thought of sleeping with someone other than Melissa. I needed to feel a new body pressed close against my own. I needed hands that explored me with fresh hunger. I needed lips that kissed in a way I’d never experienced before.

In short, I needed an adventure.

“Good luck, I guess!” she called.

“Thanks,” I replied, then I pulled on my jacket and stepped out the door into the Red Hook night.

The cool air brushed against my neck and arms. It sent a shiver down my spine. My heart pounded hard in my chest as I walked the distance to the apartment building. The streetlights glowed softly on the pavement. My shoes scuffed the ground with each step. My body felt charged with energy.

I couldn't wait to feel this new exciting woman’s hands on me.

I couldn't wait to touch her in return.

I reached the small apartment building and climbed the stairs. My palms felt damp.

“Get it together,” I murmured to myself.

I wiped them on my jeans before I knocked on the door.

And the door opened.

There stood the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, holding a black whip in one hand and a red ball gag in the other and wearing a wicked smile. She had eyes the color of cut sapphires, fair skin that looked soft and smooth, full red lips, and shoulder length blonde hair that fell into a bob parted down the middle as she wore a blue cropped corset top with delicate straps over her bare shoulders. The tight blue fabric clung to her torso and pushed her full breasts upward while her nipples pressed against the thin material. The cropped top left her smooth toned stomach completely bare. Tight blue jeans squeezed her wide hips and thick thighs and she wore blue hightops on her feet.

Her blue eyes locked onto mine. They traveled slowly down my body. Heat flooded my skin everywhere her gaze passed. My nipples tightened under my shirt and my cock throbbed hard against my pants. Suddenly I found my mouth had gone dry.

I wanted to pull her close and feel her breasts in the palms of my hands, hear her moan for me as I pinned her against-

“There’s the pretty slut I ordered,” she said with a trill of delight. “Now are you going to kneel, or do I need to start barking orders already?”


Chapter 2

My eyes went wide in shock even as my cock hardened fast inside my jeans. The thick bulge pushed tight against the front of my pants and sent embarrassment rushing straight to my face. Christ, how could I be this obvious.

She noticed right away. Her sapphire eyes dropped straight to the obvious tent between my legs. She bit her full red lip and stepped slowly to the side to make room for me to enter. The movement made her cropped blue corset top shift across her full breasts.

"I see the algorithm did its work," she said with a little giggle. The sound came out sweeter than I expected. "Now are you going to come inside or are you a scared little bitch?"

To my own surprise I smirked. "Can't I be both?"

Her sapphire eyes gleamed with delight.

"Oh I have always wanted to break a brat. Come on in, pretty boy!" she said.

I stepped past her into the apartment.

The door clicked shut behind me and the soft sound made me jump a little.

“Sorry,” I said guiltily. “I guess I’m a little nervous.”

She grinned and put her lips to my ear, filling me with goosebumps as she sensually whispered, “You should be.”

I gulped at that, and while trying to regain my composure I looked around the place.

Her apartment was cute. A half loft with wide windows covered in light chiffon curtains. Warm oak floors stretched across the space, solid and smooth. Wooden furnishings filled the space and gave everything a cozy clean feel. The air carried her light feminine scent that wrapped around me and made my cock twitch again.

She walked ahead of me. Her tight blue jeans hugged her wide hips and thick thighs with every step. The blue hightops on her feet made quiet sounds on the floor. The cropped blue corset top with its delicate straps clung to her torso and hoisted her perfect breasts. A strip of her smooth fair skin showed bare between the bottom of the top and her jeans. Her feet kicked out, utterly at ease.

"Okay, that’s that over with, we can exchange names now," she said once the door was closed and we stood completely alone. “I’m Persephone, and yes I know that sounds fake, but I swear it’s actually my name. You?”

“Brooks,” I answered. “Also my real name.”

Persephone hopped up and sat her juicy ass right on the edge of the kitchen island. The counter held her weight as her thick thighs spread a little. The tight jeans stretched snug over her legs. Her blue hightops dangled and swung slowly from her feet.

"Is this your first time using the app?" she asked.

I nodded. "Yeah I wasn’t sure what to expect but"

"Stop talking now. There is a good boy," she said firmly. Her voice sent a warm rush straight down my spine.

"Here is what the app does not tell you. It has optimized fucking."

I felt my face burn hot.

"What?"

"People think it is just for matching hotness or cat or dog people or height or whatever. Which it does. But mostly it is about finding people who are ten out of ten creme de la creme sex partners. When you sign up you are not just guaranteed a nice time. It is fucking transcendent. In all the ways that matter we are compatible. And seeing as you are at my apartment that means you must be a really submissive bitch with a pretty face and a juicy ass."

She grinned wide and licked her full red lips slowly while she stared at me. Her eyes moved over my chest and down to my hard cock again. It made me feel small.

I was surprised I liked it.

"So the question is," she continued as she leaned forward a little. The delicate straps of her corset top pulled against her bare shoulders. "Are you going to take off your shirt and tell me your safe word or are you going home?"

My cock throbbed hard against my zipper. My mouth felt dry and my palms turned damp. Heat pulsed through my entire body.

I opened my mouth, not knowing just how much the answer would change my life.


Chapter 3

"Beetroot," I whispered as my fingers went for my buttons. My heart hammered so loud I could feel it in my ears.

As I slowly stripped she watched every move. "Seeing as I like a muffled moan rather than a cry of pain you can always tap out as well. Get it?"

"I get it," I said smiling embarrassed as she sat fully clothed on the kitchen island and I threw my shirt on the floor.

"Ew, fold it. Do not be a slob," she said strictly.

I hurried and folded it and left it on the coffee table. My bare chest felt the cool apartment air brush across my skin and tighten my nipples.

"And now your pants," she said tapping her manicured blue fingernails on the counter. The sharp little clicks filled the quiet space.

I blushed but did as she said. The command sent a fresh wave of illicit arousal straight through me. I had never done anything like this before.

I breathed the words out in a shaky rush.”Aren’t you going to…”

"Shhh," she whispered. "Just do as I say for now. Say yes Madam if you understand. That’s all you can say for the moment. Understand?"

"Yes Madam," I said red now.

"Good boy. Now take off your underwear."

With shaking hands I answered, "Yes Madam."

I reached for the waistband and slowly pulled them down. The cotton dragged over my hips and thighs. My cock sprang free and bobbed in the open air as the fabric pooled around my ankles. I stepped out of them and stood completely naked in front of her.

I did not get the reaction I was hoping for.

Persephone's sapphire eyes lit up bright. She drew a deep breath and her full breasts rose high against the tight blue cropped corset top. She looked powerful and playful and completely in control.

"Oh baby!" she said her face bright. Her full red lips curved into a delighted smile. "You never mentioned it was so small..."

I stood there frozen completely naked with my small cock twitching under her amused stare. My hands twitched at my sides but I kept them still remembering her rules. The cool air of the apartment kissed my bare skin everywhere and made me feel even more exposed. My balls drew up tight and my erection refused to soften no matter how much shame burned through me.

Persephone tilted her head and kept looking right at it. Her sapphire eyes sparkled with fresh interest. She licked her full red lips slowly and let out a soft amused laugh.

"Do not get me wrong," she continued her tone light and almost affectionate. "It is still going to be fun. But I was not expecting something so tiny and cute. You really should have warned a girl."


Chapter 4

"Awh," she whispered as my hands instinctively went to cover my rapidly hardening cock. "He’s shy. Unfortunately that will not do. Hands behind your head right now."

I bit my lip hard. It was a difficult thing to do exposing myself so completely to this clothed beautiful and ever so sweetly cruel woman sitting fully clothed just a few feet away from me.

My fingers shook as I laced them together at the back of my head. The position pushed my chest forward and left my small hard cock jutting out shamelessly in the open air. Cool apartment air brushed over my bare skin and made every inch of me feel even more vulnerable.

"Wow," she breathed her sapphire eyes sparkling with wicked delight. "How can it be so hard yet so small?"

She slid off the kitchen island with graceful ease and sank slowly to her knees right in front of me. Her shoulder length blonde bob swayed softly as she looked up at my cock from her new position. Her full red lips curved into a teasing smile and her manicured blue nails rested lightly on her own thighs.

"It is not" I began.

"Shh," she cut me off sharply and glared up at me. "Only yes madam or no madam. Anything else is useless to me right now. Do you understand?"

My face burned hotter.

"Yes madam," I whimpered completely under her spell.

"Good boy." She smiled sweetly and tilted her head studying my cock up close. "Tell me are you having fun?"

"Yes madam," I answered my voice shaky and thin.

My cock juddered visibly beneath her intense gaze.

"Hehehe that much is obvious," she said with a delighted little clap. The sharp sound made my cock jump again in the most humiliating way. "I bet you want me to wrap my warm wet mouth around your little cock and let you cum all over my pretty face, don’t you?"

Blushing furiously I nodded fast. "Yes madam!"

She grinned wickedly. Without any warning she reached out and slapped my balls firmly with her open palm. The sharp sting exploded through my groin and made my knees buckle slightly.

"Ow!" I gasped.

"Ow is not a permitted word," she said smiling up at me her eyes bright with sadistic pleasure. "Turn around. Let me see that ass. I’m a real butt woman"

Blushing deeply I turned around as ordered. My heart pounded wildly in my chest and fresh sweat prickled along my spine.

"Place your feet shoulder width apart for me," she demanded her voice low and commanding. "I want to see those cheeks bounce."

I gulped and spread my legs wider. The position left me totally exposed from behind. I could feel her eyes tracing over my ass and the way my balls hung heavy and vulnerable between my thighs.

"Ten spanks for all your little infractions seems like a good place to start doesn't it?" she asked in that sweet teasing tone.

I bit the inside of my cheek hard. My cock had never been harder in my life. The head throbbed and leaked steadily.

"Yes madam," I managed to say.

"Good boy."

"One," she called out.

Her hand sailed through the air and landed with a loud sharp smack right on my right ass cheek. The impact sent a hot sting blooming across my skin. I felt the flesh jiggle and turn red instantly. The burn settled deep and made my cock twitch hard.

"Nine more," she giggled clearly enjoying herself. "Oh your ass looks so pretty like this already all pink and ready for me. Let me fill you in on something Brooks. I have a very stressful job. Very stressful."

Smack!

Her palm connected with my left cheek even harder. The fresh sting made me moan low in my throat.

"All day long I work in a law office surrounded by men who cannot stop staring at my tits and making me get them coffee like I’m nothing but their little secretary. It pisses me off so much."

Smack! Smack! Two quick blows landed right where the first ones had already warmed my skin. The pain flared hotter now and mixed with a dark throb of pleasure that shot straight to my cock. My ass felt alive and sensitive. Every nerve ending sang with the heat.

"And while I cannot get them back," she continued her voice growing breathier with excitement as she spanked me again. "I can take it out on you or any other subby boy who walks through my door. So tell me Brooks, do you like being my personal little stress ball?"

Smack! Smack! Smack! The blows came faster. Each one made my ass burn brighter and sent jolts of sharp pain and strange aching pleasure through my whole body. My knees trembled. My cock leaked more pre cum that dripped down my shaft and made the cool air feel even colder on the wet skin. The mix of humiliation and the stinging heat had me dizzy. I loved how much it hurt. I loved how much she enjoyed hurting me. My balls ached from the earlier slap yet they drew up tight with need.

"Yes madam," I groaned loudly my voice breaking. "I like it. A lot, I think."

"Good boy," she praised her tone dripping with satisfaction. "And may I say that you’re taking your punishment so well for me. Look at how red your cute little ass is getting. It is almost matching the color of your face earlier when I pointed out how tiny your cock is."

She kept spanking me steadily counting each one out loud while she told me more about her frustrations at work. Her hand never lost its rhythm. Every smack echoed through the quiet apartment and mixed with my helpless moans and her soft delighted laughter. Before too long my ass felt like it was on fire.

Yet my cock stayed rock hard and throbbed painfully with every hit. The pain only made me leak more. The masochistic thrill twisted deep inside me. I wanted her to keep going. I needed the burn. I needed her to use me exactly like this.

"Six," she said cheerfully and delivered a particularly hard smack right across both cheeks. "Seven."

The force made my whole body jolt forward. My ass cheeks bounced just like she had wanted and the sight must have pleased her because she let out a low satisfied hum.

"Eight. Nine." Her nails scraped lightly over the sore skin between spanks sending electric shivers through me. "You are such a perfect little stress toy Brooks. So eager to bend over and let a powerful woman take out all her frustrations on this soft ass. Ten!"

The final spank landed with everything she had.

The loud crack filled the room and the sting exploded across my already glowing skin. I moaned loud and long my cock jerking wildly in the air without any touch at all. My ass burned so hot it felt like it had its own heartbeat. The pain throbbed deep into my muscles yet it only made my arousal sharper. I stood there breathing hard legs still spread hands locked behind my head completely at her mercy.

Persephone stayed on her knees behind me for a long moment. Her warm breath ghosted over my punished skin and made the heat feel even more intense. She ran her soft palms gently over my sore cheeks admiring her work. The light touch after the hard spanks felt electric. My cock wept steadily now. A thin string of pre cum dangled from the tip and stretched toward the floor.

"Mmm look at that," she murmured her voice thick with satisfaction. "All red and warm just for me. I think my little stress ball enjoyed his punishment didn't he?"

I could not answer yet but my body told her everything. My cock twitched visibly and my sore ass pushed back toward her hands without me meaning to. The sadistic pleasure in her tone and the way she kept touching my burning skin kept the masochistic horniness roaring through me. I had never felt so used and so wanted at the same time.

She gave my left cheek one last firm squeeze that made me hiss through my teeth then stood up slowly behind me. Her blue hightops made soft sounds on the oak floor as she circled around to face me again. Her cropped corset top had shifted slightly from all the movement and her full breasts rose and fell with her quick excited breaths. The tight blue jeans hugged every curve of her hips and thighs like they were painted on. She looked powerful and flushed and completely in control.

I stood there naked and marked waiting for whatever she decided to do with me next. My ass throbbed in time with my heartbeat. My cock ached with desperate need. And the sweet cruel smile on her full red lips promised that this was only the beginning.


Chapter 5

"So here's the thing Brooks," she said checking the funky cola clock on the wall. Her sapphire eyes flicked up to the bright red hands then back to me. "I accidentally double booked myself for tonight and I've got a friend I'm meeting for dinner in an hour. Normally we'd have some more fun but I don't have the time to teach you everything I want to do to you."

She stepped closer. The scent of her skin wrapped around me again light and sweet and impossible to ignore. Before I could even process her words she grabbed my shoulders with both hands and spun me around. With surprising strength she pushed my chest firmly against the cool wall. Her manicured blue fingernails dug into my biceps hard enough to send sharp little sparks of pain straight down my arms.

The rough texture of the wall pressed against my sensitive nipples and the still burning skin of my ass cheeks was hit with her jeaned leg. I felt every inch of my naked body exposed and trapped between the hard surface and her warm presence right behind me.

"I want you to look where I tell you to look while you play with yourself," she whispered hotly against my ear. Her breath brushed the side of my neck and made the fine hairs there stand up. "I'm also going to record it and watch it later. It'll be deleted in thirty days and it won't be distributed but for that amount of time I want you to know I've got power over you. Do you agree?"

At the word agree the tip of her manicured finger reached out and ever so lightly brushed the sensitive head of my throbbing cock.

The touch was barely there yet it sent electricity shooting through my entire groin.

A thick bead of precum immediately welled up and trailed slowly down my shaft leaving a shiny wet line behind. She snapped her hand back before I could even thrust toward it.

"Yes madam," I groaned desperately, my voice rough and broken with need.

With a little laugh she spun me around again.

"Good boy," she beamed, her full red lips curving into the sweetest cruelest smile I'd ever seen.


Chapter 6

"So I hate to break it to you baby but you have not come close to earning a view of my naked body yet," she said pouting in a way that only made me throb more. Her full red lips pushed out in that perfect fake sympathy and her sapphire eyes sparkled with pure mischief. "But this app basically guarantees an orgasm and I am a woman of my word so..."

She slipped the blue hightops from her feet one by one. The soft sound of the shoes hitting the oak floor sent a fresh shiver down my spine. Her dainty feet emerged slowly. The first sock was a soft pink that hugged her arch and toes perfectly. She peeled it off with deliberate care and tossed it straight to me. The fabric landed warm against my bare chest. It still carried the heat of her skin and a faint sweet scent that made my mouth water.

"Wrap that around your clit," she ordered her voice light and teasing.

"Yes madam," I said and quickly did as she said.

My fingers shook as I wrapped the soft pink sock around my aching cock. The material felt so different. It was warm and slightly damp from her foot and it slid smooth and snug over my shaft. Every tiny fiber brushed against my sensitive skin and made me leak even more precum into the fabric. The sock turned darker where the wetness soaked in.

"You’re such a good leaky boy," she said brightly and removed her other shoe and sock.

She had soft dainty feet with a matching electric blue pedicure. The polish gleamed under the apartment lights and her toes flexed slowly as she stretched them out. Her soles looked incredibly smooth and pale against the warm oak floor.

"Stare at your mistress's feet while you touch your dirty cock through her old sock. Would you like that?" she whispered.

The thrill I was steadily associating with those words rippled through me like an earthquake.

"Yes madam," I breathed, my voice already hoarse.

"Good boy," she whispered again and the praise hit me deep in the gut. My cock jumped hard inside the pink sock and the fabric rubbed deliciously against the head with every twitch.

She pulled a vibrator from a small drawer nearby. It was a simple pink one smooth and sleek with a gentle curve. She held it up so I could see it then set it on the counter for now. My eyes stayed locked on her bare feet just like she demanded. I could not look away even if I wanted to. Her toes curled and spread teasingly. The electric blue polish caught the light every time she moved. The arch of her foot looked so soft and perfect.

“I bet you want to drop to your knees and press your face against my perfect feet but you’ll stay exactly where you are, understand?” she said.

“Yes madam,” I croaked, half-feral with lust.

She picked up the second pink sock and wrapped it carefully around the red ball gag she had been holding earlier. The fabric bunched softly over the rubber ball and I could already imagine how it would taste. Her scent would be right there on my tongue. The thought made my balls draw up tight and my hand sped up without meaning to.

"Around me you are never to cum without the taste of me in your mouth," she whispered her voice low and intimate as she stepped closer. “If I have you for long enough you won’t even be able to cum without a sock in your mouth.”

She fixed the gag around my head with gentle but firm hands. The sock-wrapped ball pushed between my lips and I opened wide to accept it. The pink fabric filled my mouth completely. It tasted faintly salty and warm from her feet and the sweetness of her skin. My tongue pressed against it and the flavor flooded me. I moaned around the gag and the sound came out muffled and desperate.

The gag stretched my jaw just enough to make my cheeks ache in the best way. Drool already started to gather at the corners of my mouth. I kept stroking through her sock the wet fabric sliding faster now as my precum soaked it completely. My eyes never left her feet. Her toes wiggled again and the electric blue nails flashed. The sight combined with the taste of her sock in my mouth made my head spin. Humiliation burned hot in my chest but it only made my cock harder. I felt so small and used and completely owned by this fully clothed woman who still had not shown me an inch of her bare skin.

She stepped back just far enough that I could still see every detail of her dainty feet. She looked so powerful and put together while I stood there naked gagged and jerking my small cock into her used sock.

"Keep staring," she murmured her tone sweet and cruel all at once. "Do not look up at my face. Do not look at my tits or my jeans. Just my feet. That is all you have earned so far. My pretty little feet and my dirty socks. How does that make you feel Brooks?"

I could not answer with the gag in my mouth but my muffled moan and the way my hand sped up told her everything. The sock felt soaked now. It clung to my shaft and made every stroke slick and warm. The fabric dragged over the head of my cock and sent sparks of pleasure shooting through me. My sore ass still burned from the earlier spanking and every clench reminded me how completely she had played with me already.

She flexed her toes again slowly spreading them wide then curling them tight. The electric blue polish looked so bright and perfect against her pale skin.

"Mmm look at you," she cooed. "Humping my sock like a desperate little bitch. Your tiny cock is making such a mess of it. I can see the wet spot growing bigger every second. Does it feel good having my foot scent wrapped around you while you edge for me?"

I nodded frantically around the gag. Drool slipped past the corners of my mouth and ran down my chin. The taste of her sock filled every breath I took. It was salty and sweet and so unmistakably hers. My hand kept moving in steady strokes.

I squeezed the base every time I got too close just like she had taught me earlier. The denial made my balls ache heavy and full. The masochistic thrill twisted deeper inside me. I loved how she controlled every single sensation. I loved that she had me gagged with her sock and staring at her feet while she stayed completely dressed and in charge.

She let out a soft delighted laugh. "Good boy. You are leaking so much. I bet you wish you could taste my actual pussy instead of just my sock but you haven't earned that yet. Maybe next time. If you are very very good. For now this is all you get. My feet and my socks and my voice telling you exactly how to touch yourself."

Her words sank into me and made my cock throb painfully inside the pink fabric. I kept my eyes glued to her dainty feet. The way her arches curved and the soft pads of her toes pressed against the floor. The electric blue pedicure made them look almost hypnotic. I imagined what it would feel like to kiss them or lick between those toes but I stayed right where I was pressed to the wall and obedient.

She picked up the pink vibrator again and turned it on low. The quiet buzz filled the air but she did not touch it to herself yet. She just held it near her thigh letting me hear the promise of what she might do later. My strokes grew a little faster without permission. The sock was completely drenched now and the wet sounds mixed with my muffled moans and her soft laughter.

"Slow down," she warned gently. "We don’t have a wealth of time but I want this to last as long as possible. Edge yourself for me Brooks. Show me how badly you need to cum while you stare at my pretty feet and suck on my sock. That is all you are right now. My little sock puppet. My stressed out toy who gets to cum only because the app says so."

The humiliation crashed over me in waves but it only made me harder. My thighs trembled. My sore ass clenched and the lingering sting flared hot again. Precum poured out of me and the sock felt heavy and soaked. Every stroke sent me closer to the edge and then I would squeeze the base hard to pull myself back. The denial hurt so good. The gag kept my mouth full of her taste. Her feet stayed right there in my line of sight teasing me with every little flex and curl.

She smiled down at me her sapphire eyes bright with satisfaction. "You are doing so well baby. Look at how red your face is. Look at how your little cock is straining inside my sock. I cannot wait to watch the video of this later and remember how perfectly you obeyed."

My whole body hummed with need. The power she held over me felt electric. It sank into every nerve and made me ache in the sweetest most humiliating way. I kept stroking through her sock staring at her electric blue toes and sucking on the gag wrapped in her other sock. The anticipation built higher and higher. My cock throbbed and leaked and my mind spun with how completely she owned this moment.

"Now let's begin, properly now," she chirped.


Chapter 7

"Stroke slowly," she said starting off.

The low buzz of the vibrator hummed softly from somewhere near her lap and the sound alone made my already aching cock twitch hard inside the soaked pink sock. She picked up the vibrator and brought it towards the gap between her supple thighs.

"No, don’t look at my hands. Look at my feet, at my toes. That is all you get for now," she added her voice smooth and commanding.

Fuck I thought as I squeezed my throbbing cock through the sock. The soft damp fabric clung tight to my shaft and the wet heat of it dragged deliciously over my sensitive skin with every slow tug.

"Now stroke that clitty nice and slow like the submissive good slut I know you can be," she said, her voice hitching slightly with her own growing pleasure. "You are not allowed to watch but I can tell you that I’m currently teasing my pussy through my jeans right now. I bet you wish I would take them off me so you could see my long smooth legs, don't you?"

"Yes madam," I groaned around the gag the words coming out muffled and desperate.

"Alas," she said with a clear thrill in her voice. The vibrator buzz grew a little louder for a moment then settled back down. "Okay now you can close your eyes raise your head and look at my belly button. Go on."

Her voice grew higher and breathier as she spoke. "Stroke faster for me. Are you not so lucky to watch my belly button you little beta?"

"Yes madam," I groaned again my hand speeding up obediently inside the drenched sock.

The wet fabric made filthy slick sounds with every frantic stroke and the sound echoed obscenely in the quiet apartment. I kept my eyes fixed exactly where she told me.

Her smooth fair stomach filled my vision. The wide strip of soft pale skin between the bottom of her cropped blue corset top and the low waist of her tight blue jeans looked incredibly warm and inviting. Her belly button was a perfect little dip right in the center and it moved gently with each quick breath she took. I did not dare let my gaze wander higher or lower. My eyes stayed locked on that soft tempting belly button like it was the only thing in the world.

"This vibrator feels so good through my jeans and panties," she murmured her tone thick with satisfaction. "I am so fucking close. Look at my lips now bitch but just my lips. Jerk your little clit as fast as you like now. I am going to give you ten seconds to cum."

The shift in permission hit me like lightning.

My hand flew faster along my shaft the soaked pink sock sliding slick and hot over my painfully hard cock.

Her full red lips curved into a wickedly amused smile right in my line of sight. Those plump glossy lips parted slightly as she breathed faster and the sight made my cock jump wildly inside the sock.

"Ten," she counted out loud her voice dripping with teasing cruelty. "Nine. Come on baby stroke that pathetic little clitty faster for me. I want to see it twitch and leak while you stare at my pretty mouth."

I jerked my hand even quicker the wet squelching sounds growing louder and more humiliating. My thighs trembled hard and fresh sweat slid down my bare back mixing with the precum that kept dripping onto the oak floor. Those soft full lips looked so kissable and so cruel at the same time and knowing I could not touch them only made the ache worse.

"Eight," she continued her breath catching sweetly. "Seven. Look how red your face is getting Brooks. You are such a desperate little beta jerking into my dirty sock while I play with myself fully dressed. Does that make your tiny cock feel even smaller?"

"Yes madam," I tried to moan around the gag but it came out as a wet garbled sound that only made her laugh softly.

"Six. Faster baby. I can see your little balls drawing up so tight. Are you really going to cum from just my sock and my voice and a ten second countdown? How pathetic and perfect."


Chapter 8

She kept teasing me with that wicked countdown her voice dripping with filthy delight.

“Look at you Brooks all desperate and leaky in my dirty pink sock. Your little clitty is making such a pathetic mess already."

I stroked faster through the soaked fabric my hand slick and frantic. The gag stuffed with her other sock kept my mouth full and my moans came out wet and broken.

“You’re so fucking obedient," she moaned softly the vibrator buzzing steadily between her thick thighs. "Five."

Finally she let me look at her tits. "Go on baby," she whispered her voice thick with arousal. "Move your eyes and stare at my tits. They are still tucked nice and tight in my pretty corset but I know how badly you need them."

My gaze shot up and the sight hit me like a punch. Her full heavy breasts strained against the tight blue fabric of the cropped corset top. The delicate straps dug softly into her smooth fair shoulders while the material pushed her cleavage high and full. Her hard nipples pressed clearly against the thin fabric two perfect little peaks that made my mouth water around the gag. The corset hugged her ribs and lifted those gorgeous tits so perfectly that I could see them rise and fall with every quick breath she took.

"Imagine pressing your face right into my tits you little slut," she teased her full red lips curving into a cruel smile. "I bet you would hump my thick thighs like a desperate whore while you buried your nose between them. You would grind that tiny cock against my jeans and beg me to let you cum all over my pretty blue corset would not you?"

"Yes madam," I groaned around the gag the words muffled and pathetic.

She laughed softly and rocked her hips against the vibrator. "Look how hard your little clitty is getting just from staring at my tits in this corset. You are such a pathetic tit obsessed slut Brooks. My perfect little stress ball who cannot even earn a look at my bare titties yet. You’re actually incredibly pathetic."

"Now cum for me," she commanded suddenly her voice husky and demanding. "Cum for me you little sock humping slut. I am going to count you down to zero and you are going to explode right into my pretty pink sock while I cum in my tight jeans."

She started the countdown her sapphire eyes locked on my desperate face.

“You’re so close already aren't you? Four. Such a quick-cumming little cum slut for me. Three. I am getting so close too baby. I am going to soak my panties and jeans while you ruin my sock."

Her breathing grew faster and her hips rocked harder against the vibrator. Her full breasts jiggled softly in the tight corset with every movement and the sight pushed me right to the edge.

"Two," she moaned loudly her voice breaking with pleasure. "One. Cum for me Brooks. Cum right now you dirty little sock slut. Fill it up like the good submissive slut you were made to be!"

The command hit me hard. My cock pulsed violently inside the drenched pink sock and thick ropes of cum shot out of me soaking the fabric completely.

“Yes Madam,” I moaned loud and broken around the gag my whole body shaking as the orgasm crashed through me in hot powerful waves. My sore ass throbbed in time with every spurt and my knees nearly buckled from the intensity.

At the same moment she cried out sharply.

Her sapphire eyes fluttered and her full red lips parted in a perfect O of pleasure. The vibrator buzzed frantically against her jeans as she came hard right there on the kitchen. Her thick thighs trembled and her full breasts heaved inside the blue corset while she rode the waves of her orgasm. A soft wet spot darkened the front of her tight blue jeans but she did not stop grinding against the toy until every last shudder had rolled through her.

We both came together, her completely dressed and me naked and gagged and spilling helplessly into her used pink sock. The humiliation and pleasure mixed so perfectly that my head spun. When it finally faded she looked down at me with that sweetly cruel smile her chest still rising and falling fast.

"Good boy," she whispered breathlessly. "Look at the mess you made for me. My sock is completely ruined and my jeans are soaked because of you. Plus I can’t wait to watch this video later and remember how perfectly my little slut obeyed."

My body still tingled with aftershocks as I stood there spent and owned staring at her beautiful tits still snug in that blue corset. The power she held over me felt deeper than ever and I already ached for the next time the app would let me come back to her.


Epilogue

She reached up with gentle fingers and unbuckled the ball gag. The sock-wrapped ball slipped from my mouth with a wet pop and left my jaw aching in the sweetest way. Drool glistened on my chin as she leaned in close. Her full red lips brushed my cheek in a soft kiss that sent a shiver racing down my spine. The warm scent of her rosemary and lemon perfume filled my nostrils and wrapped around me like a teasing promise. It clung to my skin and made my spent cock twitch weakly inside the ruined pink sock.

"Thanks for that Brooks," she murmured softly against my ear, her breath hot and sweet. "I really needed that."

Before I could answer the phone on the counter buzzed loudly. Persephone picked it up and her sapphire eyes widened in surprise as she read the screen.

"Holy shit this hasn't happened before," she said breathlessly, her voice bright with genuine shock. She held the phone out so I could see the glowing notification. "The app says we've got three more dates before we part ways for good. What do you think? Wanna be my personal little stress toy for a little bit longer?"

Heat flooded my face and neck. I stood there completely naked, my cock still half hard and dripping inside her soaked sock. My sore ass burned from every spank she had given me and my balls ached with the memory of her teasing. I blushed furiously but the thought of more nights like this made fresh arousal stir low in my gut.

"Yeah that'd be cool," I managed, my voice hoarse and shy. "I had fun."

She beamed at me, her full red lips curving into that wickedly sweet smile that made my knees weak. "Me too baby. We'll agree you'll come back on Friday. But first, to keep you honest, I'm going to lock you into a chastity cage."

She reached into a small drawer and pulled out a sleek metal cage. Her manicured blue nails clicked against it as she held it up for me to see. Her sapphire eyes sparkled with fresh mischief while she knelt down in front of my naked body.

"Oh my god it's too big," she giggled wickedly, her voice dripping with humiliating delight. "That's never happened before. Your tiny little clitty is so small the cage is actually too big for it. Don't worry though, it's only for a few days." She smiled up at me teasingly, her eyes full of cruel amusement. "I'm going to wear the key right around my neck until then."

She slipped the cage over my spent cock with careful fingers. The cool metal felt shockingly intimate against my sensitive skin. She clicked the lock shut and the tiny sound echoed in the quiet apartment. A thin silver chain appeared in her hand and she fastened the key to it then draped the necklace around her neck. The key nestled perfectly between her full breasts still snug in the blue corset. She gave it a little pat and the sight made my caged cock try to harden again only to press uselessly against the metal.

"Now toddle off," she said standing up and brushing her hands together. "I'll see you at the end of what I'm sure is a very frustrating week. But Brooks?" She turned around slowly and gave me a perfect view of her juicy ass. The tight blue jeans stretched deliciously over her wide hips and thick thighs. The round cheeks looked so full and soft I wanted to drop to my knees and bury my face between them. She glanced back over her shoulder with that same sweetly cruel smile. "Last the entire time without touching that little clit and I promise I'll make it very much worth your while."

The words hung in the air heavy and full of filthy promise. My caged cock strained helplessly against the metal while my eyes stayed glued to her perfect ass. She gave it a little wiggle just to torment me then laughed softly as she walked toward the door.

I pulled my clothes on with shaky hands, my face still burning and my body buzzing with humiliated arousal. The cage felt snug and constant between my legs, an undeniable reminder of her control. The key bounced gently between her breasts as she opened the door and the rosemary lemon scent of her perfume followed me out into the night.

Three more dates. Three more nights of her teasing cruel hands and that wicked mouth. I could already feel the frustration building but the thought of what she would do to me when I came back made my caged cock throb with desperate need. I walked down the stairs with the taste of her sock still faint on my tongue and the image of her juicy ass burned into my mind.

And I knew that this was only the beginning.

To be continued….

Teaser: Gentle Femdom February by Lexie Locke (available now!)

If you looked up friend-zone in an encyclopedia, you’d probably find a picture of me.

Not that I’m bitter, because while my best friend just so happens to be the hottest girl in the world, she’s also really my best friend.

And today was not her day.

“Why am I so unlovable?” she said, tears streaming.

I sighed.

Sienna was curled against my side, long legs tucked beneath her like she was trying to disappear into the cushions. Her blonde hair which was usually a sleek, golden curtain now hung in damp, tangled strands across her flushed cheeks.

She was still in the oversized charcoal sweater she’d worn to her meeting with her cheating ex earlier that afternoon, the sleeves bunched at her wrists, one hand clutching the hem like it was the only thing keeping her from falling apart completely.

She was crying with the kind of exhausted sobs that come after the loud, wrenching ones have burned themselves out. Each hitch of her breath made her small, perky breasts rise and fall beneath the soft wool. But it was her lower half that always stole the air from my lungs when I let myself notice, those impossibly long legs, the generous flare of her hips, and that huge, juicy ass that turned heads on every subway platform and sidewalk in Manhattan. She hated when people reduced her to it, and God, I understood why now more than ever.

So I powered through.

I slid my arm around her shoulders, pulling her closer.

Sienna fell into me, it was like we were two puzzle pieces slotting into place.

“You’re not unlovable,” I said softly, pressing my lips to the crown of her head. Her hair smelled like her coconut shampoo. “You’re the least unlovable person I’ve ever met, Sien.”

She let out a watery laugh that broke halfway into another sob. “Five times, Alex. Five. He didn’t even have the decency to ghost me. He sent a fucking voice note. A voice note. While he was balls-deep in someone else.”

My stomach twisted. I’d never liked that prick Jared, too much adjusting of his man-bun, too many “I’m an empath” T-shirts, but hearing the details still made me want to put my fist through something.

Preferably his face.

“I’m sorry,” I murmured, rubbing slow circles between her shoulder blades. “He’s garbage. They all were.”

She lifted her head just enough to look at me.

Her eyes, storm-gray and usually so sharp with wit, were red-rimmed and glassy. “I keep thinking maybe it’s me. Maybe I’m too much. Too loud. Too ambitious. Too… everything.” Her voice cracked. “Maybe I’m just not the kind of girl men stay faithful to.”

I cupped her face with both hands, thumbs brushing away the fresh tears that slipped free.

“Hey. Look at me.”

She did, reluctantly.

“You are brilliant. You’re funny as hell. You design clothes that make people feel powerful just by wearing them. You remember every single ridiculous story I tell you about auditions, and you’re always there for me when I bomb so hard they don’t call me back. You tipped the bodega cat with half your lunch last week because he looked ‘emotionally constipated.’ You are—” I swallowed, searching for the right word and landing on the only one that ever felt big enough, “—you’re everything, Sienna. Anyone who cheats on you isn’t seeing you. They’re just too small to handle someone who actually shines.”

Her lips trembled. For a second I thought she might start crying harder, but instead she leaned forward and pressed her forehead to mine.

Our breaths mingled in the small space between us.

“I don’t know how to feel like I’m enough anymore,” she whispered. “My confidence is just… gone. Shattered. I can’t even look at myself in the mirror without hearing all the things they said…or didn’t say.”

I pulled back just enough to meet her eyes again. An idea had been simmering in the back of my mind for the last hour, ridiculous and reckless and maybe exactly what we both needed.

“What if we fixed that?” I asked quietly.

She blinked. “What?”

“What if, and stop me if this is as insane as I think it is,” I began before continuing quickly. “What if for the rest of February—you dated me.”

A startled laugh burst out of her. “Alex—”

“Hear me out.” I kept my hands on her soft teary cheeks, grounding her. “Not real-real. Not some big dramatic thing. Just… a fake relationship. Thirty days. You get to be in charge, completely. You call every shot. You decide when we go out, what we do, how far it goes. And at the end of the month, you break up with me. Clean break. No hard feelings. You walk away knowing you were the one who ended it. You were the one in control. You get your power back.”

She stared at me like I’d suggested we rob a bank.

Then slowly, very slowly, the corner of her mouth lifted.

“You’d really do that?” she asked. “Let me… boss you around for a whole month?”

I shrugged, trying to play it cool even though my heart was hammering against my ribs. “You’re my best friend. I trust you. And honestly? I think you’d be really good at it.”

She studied me for a long moment. The tears had stopped.

Something else was flickering behind her eyes now; curiosity, maybe?

A spark of the old Sienna fire.

“You’re cute,” she said finally, voice still thick but steadier. “And you’re the best. You know that, right?”

I tousled my hair and gave a shaky laugh. “I try.”

She bit her lip. Then, in a move so sudden it stole my breath, she leaned in and kissed me.

It wasn’t hungry or desperate. It was soft. Careful. Her lips brushed mine once, twice, testing. I stayed still, letting her lead, letting her decide how much pressure, how much time. When she finally pulled back her pupils were blown wide and her cheeks were flushed a soft pink.

I was in awe.

“Okay,” she whispered against my mouth. “But if we do this… I’m one hundred percent in charge. No negotiations. You say yes to whatever I want. You follow my rules.” She paused, searching my face, her gray eyes steady and serious. “But you always have a safeword. It’s ‘Tunamelt.’ You say it, everything stops. No questions, no guilt, no pushing. We talk. We reset. I might be in charge, but I’m not going to hurt you, Alex. Not ever. You trust me completely. Deal?”

A shiver ran down my spine.

I’d never seen this exact look on her face before.

Commanding, resolute and completely certain.

A little dangerous in the best way.

“Deal,” I said, voice rougher than I meant it to be.

She smiled then, a slow, wicked, beautiful smile. “Good boy.”

The words landed like a spark on dry grass.

Sienna noticed, and her smile widened.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, tongue tracing the seam of my lips until I opened for her. When she pulled away she rested her forehead against mine again, breathing hard.

“I’m going to take such good care of you, Alex,” she murmured. “And you’re going to take such good care of me. No more boys who only care about getting their dicks wet. No more nights where I go to bed aching and ignored. Tomorrow I’m going to make a list of rules for you to follow and everything is going to change. This month… it’s about me. And you’re going to love every second of giving me what I deserve.”

I swallowed hard. “You bet your ass I will.”

She laughed softly, the sound vibrating against my chest. Then she tucked herself back into my side, head on my shoulder, one long leg thrown over mine like she was claiming territory.

I grinned into her hair. “Remember the night we tried to prank the RA by filling his room with balloons while he was at the library?”

She snorted. “And we got the wrong room.”

“And we spent three hours filling the parent’s guest accommodation with balloons!”

“And you popped one so loud the whole floor thought someone got shot.”

We both dissolved into quiet laughter, the kind that shakes your shoulders and makes your stomach hurt. She clung to me tighter, and I wrapped both arms around her, holding on like I could keep all the hurt from finding her again.

“I love you, you know,” I said, the words slipping out easy and true. “Not as my fake February girlfriend. As my person.”

She tilted her head up, eyes shining. “I love you too, dummy. Always have.”

She kissed the corner of my mouth, then my jaw, then settled back against me with a contented sigh.

“The kissing is weird though,” she smiled.

“Good weird,” I added.

“Great weird,” she agreed.

Outside, snow had started falling again with fat, lazy flakes drifting past the window.

Inside, the apartment felt warmer than it had in weeks.

February was going to be interesting.

To say the least.
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Gentle Femdom February : An FM Soft Domme Friends-to-Lovers Chastity Romance

What do you do when your best friend loses her confidence after a brutal breakup?
For Alex, it means handing his amazing roommate Sienna complete control.

In the glittering chaos of New York City, aspiring actor Alex has secretly loved his stunning best friend Sienna for years. Fun, blonde, and impossibly gorgeous, she's the confident fashion designer who's always been his rock.

But after her fifth cheating ex leaves her confidence in ruins, Sienna tearfully admits she feels unlovable and unworthy of real pleasure.

Desperate to help, Alex proposes a radical fix: a fake February relationship.

One month where she takes complete control, rebuilds her power, and dumps him on March first.
No strings, no danger and a chance to heal.

Sienna delightedly agrees...on one condition.

She's one hundred percent in charge.

And that means a small key and a long month of chastity...
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All I Want This New Year's is a Submissive Boyfriend: FM Romance of Femdom Keyholder Chastity, FLR Female Led Relationship, and Locked Surrender

This New Year, giving up control might be the best decision he’s ever made.

Sebastian didn’t expect his first date after a brutal breakup to change everything. Still bruised from a relationship that left him ashamed of his career, his size, and his passive nature, he agrees to meet Calliope on a cold New Year’s Eve in Brooklyn.

But Calliope is gorgeous, possessive, and completely enraptured by the things Sebastian was taught to hide. High-powered in her career and effortless in her dominance, she sees his kindness, his gentleness, and his need to please as strengths, not flaws.

What begins as an easy walk along the waterfront turns into an evening of undeniable chemistry, locked control, and a connection that feels both dangerous and deeply safe. As midnight approaches, Calliope offers Sebastian a choice that will define his January—and possibly far more.

For the entire month of January. She will be in control...
What would you say?

For fans of Chastity, Female Led Relationships, Gentle Femdom and Beautiful Dominant Goddesses.



From Work Wife to Keyholder: A Femdom Chastity Office Romance

What happens when the hottest woman in your office offers to lock you in chastity and take complete control?

After my ninth breakup with Melissa, I was trapped in the same cycle—lonely, frustrated, and dangerously close to crawling back to my toxic ex. Enter Anya, my confident, gorgeous, no-nonsense office work-wife. Her unexpected solution? Locking me in a chastity cage so only she can control me.

I thought it was a joke.

Turns out, Anya was very, very serious.

From Work-Wife to Keyholder launches a provocative journey of submission, humiliation, and addictive female-led dominance. Anya doesn't just take control of the key—she rewrites the rules of my life.

Experience an intimate, teasing, and sharply-written story of modern femdom, male chastity, and sensual power exchange and Female-Led-Relationships as one man learns what it truly means to surrender to the woman of his dreams.

Book One of the Locked at the Office trilogy.

Perfect for fans of femdom office romance and anyone who's ever fantasized about their attractive coworker becoming their dominant keyholder
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