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What To expect?

Hi there! 


This book is the fourth in the series but not particularly plot-dense so feel free to dive right in. Inside you'll find some chastity, female worship, two bi dommes, SPH, light feminization for one of the evenings, and some FFM cucking. I hope you enjoy it, I had a lot of fun writing it!


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



Prologue: The Rules of the Month

I used to be a regular guy until I met Persephone.

I had fantasies but they were just that, fantasies. I never expected any of them to become reality.

But then I met this woman, this goddess, and I learned she wasn’t looking for a boyfriend so much as she was looking for a stress ball in the form of a man in his mid-twenties.

And to my surprise, it was exactly what I needed.

So, I let her lock me in chastity. She assigned me a safeword, and we made a deal to go on four seriously femdom dates before parting ways for good.

But now she’s out of town for a month, and she’s given my sadistic (and goddamn beautiful) roommate Tamara the key to ‘chastity-sit’ me until Persephone gets back for our final date.

And, fool that I am, I agreed.

So don’t feel sorry for me. Though it’s impossible to believe, I asked for it.

Several times, if I’m being honest…


Chapter 1: Goddess Tamara Takes the Key

Bathed in the glow of the soft dawn light, I had to admit that there was a certain contrast to the way my roommate and I were dressed.

Across from me, Tamara was grinning like the cat that ate the canary. She wore an oversized grey hoodie that kept slipping off one shoulder and black leggings so tight they moulded to every contour of her perfect body. Even dressed like she’d just rolled out of bed, she was lethal. The soft curve of her perfect breasts pushed against the soft cotton and when she leaned forward to grab her coffee, the hem rode up just enough to flash a strip of smooth stomach and that soft little navel I’d gotten stupidly obsessed with.

I, on the other hand, sat at the kitchen table in nothing but a pair of Persephone’s tiny blue lace panties, with a chastity cage pressing tight and heavy between my thighs.

Needless to say, it had been a crazy couple of weeks.

Luxuriating in her newfound power, Tamara took a slow sip, eyes sparkling with wicked delight, then set the mug down.

“So let me get this straight,” she said, voice sweet and mocking at the same time. “You have to do whatever I say for the entire month until your little dommy girlfriend gets back from her business trip?”

I nodded, cheeks already burning. “That’s the gist of it. I agreed to follow Persephone’s rules. So if she said it…”

Tamara rolled her eyes dramatically. “So you’re saying you don’t want me to make you my bitch for the month?”

The word bitch hit me like a slap. My cock surged inside the cage instantly, metal biting into sensitive flesh and I winced as a sharp pulse of pain-pleasure coursed through me that made me suck in a breath. A fresh bead of precum leaked from the tip and soaked into the lace of Persephone’s panties.

I blushed harder. “If you’re into it…”

Tamara smacked the table with both palms, the sharp crack making me jump. “I fucking knew it!” she crowed, laughing. “I knew you were simping for me, you little perv. Be honest—how many times did you jerk off to me before all this?”

“Tamara…” I started, mortified.

“Ah-ah-ah.” She held up one finger, nails painted glossy black. “It’s Goddess Tamara for the next month. Say it.”

I swallowed. “Goddess Tamara.”

“Good boy.” She grinned wider, clearly loving the power. “Now answer the question or use your safeword and we can leave it here. Your choice.”

My heart hammered. The safeword was still “beetroot.” I could say it right now and probably go back to normal roommate life. But my caged cock was already throbbing, and the look in her eyes was turning me on more than I wanted to admit.

I wanted this to continue.

No matter how embarrassed I got…

“I used to sometimes,” I admitted quietly. “I guess.”

“Before Persephone locked up your manhood and gave me the key?” she chimed, rapping her fingernails on the table in a smug little rhythm.

She was loving this.

“Yeah,” I confirmed, voice hoarse. “Before that.”

Tamara leaned forward, hoodie slipping further off her shoulder, revealing the smooth swell of one breast and the edge of a pink bra strap. “And what was I doing in these filthy little fantasies of yours? Was I your slut? On my knees, licking your balls while I deep-throated that pathetic little dick you used to own?”

I bit my lip hard. The cage tightened again. “Sometimes… but other times you’d… you’d make me wear your panties while you spanked my ass. Then you’d…”

Tamara’s smile turned slow and dangerous. She sat back, crossed her arms under her chest, and the hoodie pulled tight across her full tits. “Oh, sweetheart. Tell me everything. Don’t you dare leave out a single nasty detail.”

The words poured out of me before I could stop them. Shame and arousal twisted together so tightly I could barely breathe.

“I used to imagine you catching me staring at you in the living room,” I said, staring at the table because I couldn’t meet her eyes. “You’d be in those tiny pink shorts and that sheer crop top you wore last week. You’d notice me getting hard and just… laugh. Then you’d make me strip right there and put on a pair of your used panties.”

Tamara’s breath hitched, but she didn’t interrupt. She was drinking this in.

“You’d bend me over the arm of the couch,” I continued, voice shaking, “and spank me until my ass was bright red. Every time I tried to cover myself you’d slap my hands away and tell me good boys take their punishment with a smile. Then you’d make me kneel and… and eat you out while I was still wearing the thong. You’d grind on my face and call me your pathetic little pantyboy. And the whole time I’d be leaking into the lace….”

By the time I finished, my face was on fire. The cage was a constant, aching pressure. I could feel a steady drip of precum soaking the front of the panties.

Tamara was quiet for a second. Then she let out a low, delighted moan.

“Holy shit,” she breathed. “You really are a disgusting little perv. And now look at you—sitting in my kitchen wearing your girlfriend’s panties, caged up, confessing all your nasty roommate fantasies while you leak like a broken faucet.”

She stood up slowly. Even in the baggy hoodie and leggings she moved like she owned the room. She walked around the table and stopped right in front of me. I stayed seated, looking up at her, the cage tenting the lace obscenely.

Tamara reached down and casually flicked the front of the cage through the panties with one finger. The light tap sent a jolt through me.

“From now on,” she said, voice dropping into something lower and more commanding, “you address me as Goddess Tamara or Mistress. You stay naked in this apartment unless I tell you otherwise. And when I’m home, you’re on your knees unless I say you can stand. Understood?”

“Yes, Goddess Tamara,” I whispered.

She smiled, pleased. Then she grabbed the hem of her hoodie and pulled it up slowly, revealing the soft plane of her stomach, the cute little navel I’d fantasized about, and the underside of her full breasts still covered by the pink bra. She held the hoodie there, letting me stare.

“Good,” she purred. “Because I’ve been thinking about this ever since Persephone handed me that key last night. I’m going to have so much fun with you, little bitch.”

She let the hoodie drop and stepped even closer, so close her leggings brushed my bare knees.

“Aren’t you excited?” she beamed.

I managed a weak nod as she went to the bathroom to brush her teeth.

I sat there at the kitchen table, naked except for the blue lace panties and the steel cage, face burning, cock throbbing uselessly, and already leaking steadily into the delicate fabric.

A full month.

With Goddess Tamara in charge.

I was so fucked.


Chapter 2: A Routine

Two weeks had passed since that first morning at the kitchen table, and Tamara had me trained like a well-broken pet.

I no longer walked inside the apartment unless she gave explicit permission. I crawled everywhere on my hands and knees, ass up, cage swinging heavily between my thighs. The blue lace panties Persephone had given me were long gone—Tamara had thrown them out on day three and replaced them with a rotating selection of her own used thongs and boy shorts. Today I was wearing a tiny white cotton pair with little pink bows on the sides. They barely contained the cage, and the front was already soaked through with precum before I even woke up.

My alarm went off at 6:45 a.m. sharp.

Girls just wanna have fun…

Cyndi Lauper’s voice blasted from my phone on the nightstand. I groaned, rolling onto my back. The sheets beneath me were damp. A long, shiny trail of precum had leaked from the tip of the cage overnight and pooled against my thigh. My balls ached with a deep, constant throb that never really went away anymore.

I barely had time to process it before the second alarm triggered.

The vibrating buttplug buried deep in my ass suddenly roared to life.

“Fuuuuck—” I gasped, hips jerking off the bed. The plug was set to a hard, syncopated buzz that pulsed right against my prostate in cruel little waves. Not enough to make me cum. Just enough to drive me insane. My caged cock twitched violently inside the steel, trying and failing to get hard for the thousandth time that week. Fresh precum bubbled out and ran down over my balls.

The vibration lasted exactly sixty seconds—long enough to make my eyes roll back and my thighs shake—then cut off abruptly, leaving me panting and even more desperate than before.

I reached for the laminated picture on my bedside table with trembling fingers.

Tamara had made it herself. A glossy 8x10 photo of her in a tiny white bikini, taken on some beach trip last summer. But she’d blurred out everything except four specific parts: her soft navel, the smooth curve of one armpit, her delicate hands with those glossy black nails, and her pretty pedicured feet. The rest of her body was a hazy, teasing blur that made my brain fill in the rest.

I held the picture above my face like I did every single morning.

Fifty strokes. Fifty repetitions.

I wrapped my fingers around the cage and started stroking the metal bars slowly, deliberately, the way she had trained me. Each stroke made the steel dig into my swollen flesh.

“Tamara owns my cock,” I whispered to the photo, staring at her navel first.

Stroke.

“Tamara owns my cock.”

Stroke.

“Tamara owns my cock.”

I moved my gaze to her armpit next, then her hands, then those perfect feet, cycling through them while I repeated the mantra. By the time I reached stroke twenty my voice was shaking. By thirty I was leaking steadily onto my stomach. By forty my balls were drawn up tight and painful, the constant denial making every sensation razor-sharp.

“Tamara owns my cock… Tamara owns my cock… Tamara owns my cock…”

Fifty.

I let go of the cage with a broken little whimper. My hand was slick. The picture was fogged from my heavy breathing. I was so fucking horny I could barely think straight.

Time for the next part of the routine.

I slid off the bed and dropped to my hands and knees. The buttplug shifted inside me with the movement, sending another cruel little spark through my prostate. I crawled out of my room, down the short hallway, and pushed open Tamara’s bedroom door with my forehead like the well-trained bitch I’d become.

She was still asleep, lying on her back in the middle of the bed, one arm thrown above her head. She wore an oversized black t-shirt that had ridden up, exposing her soft stomach and that addictive little navel. A pair of tiny pink panties barely covered her pussy.

I crawled between her spread legs, careful not to wake her too soon. My heart pounded as I hooked two fingers into the crotch of her panties and gently pulled them to the side.

Her pussy was already glistening. She must have been having good dreams.

I leaned in and ran my tongue slowly up her slit, tasting her. Sweet. Slightly tangy. Addictive. I licked again, softer this time, dragging the flat of my tongue from her entrance all the way up to her clit and back down.

Tamara stirred with a sleepy little moan.

I kept licking—gentle, worshipful strokes—until her thighs twitched and her hand found the back of my head.

“There’s my bitch,” she murmured, voice thick with sleep and amusement.

Before I could react she grabbed my hair, flipped us in one smooth motion, and straddled my face. Her wet pussy pressed down hard against my mouth as she started grinding.

“Fuck yes,” she breathed, reaching down to rub her clit in fast little circles while she rode my tongue. “Get that tongue in there, slut. Earn your breakfast.”

I moaned into her, the vibration making her gasp. She ground harder, smearing her juices all over my face, using me exactly how she wanted. The scent of her arousal filled my nose. The taste coated my tongue. My caged cock throbbed helplessly beneath her, dripping onto the sheets.

It didn’t take long.

Tamara’s thighs started shaking. Her breathing went ragged.

“Oh fuck—oh fuck—I’m gonna—”

She came with a sharp cry, grinding down hard as she squirted all over my face. Hot, sweet fluid flooded my mouth and ran down my chin, soaking the pillow beneath me. I kept licking through it, swallowing everything she gave me like the desperate, trained pet I was.

When she finally rolled off me she was flushed and grinning, chest rising and falling.

She sat up, pushed her messy hair out of her face, and looked down at my cage.

“Damn,” she said, reaching out and gently cupping my aching balls. “These are getting so blue. When was the last time you earned permission to cum?”

I swallowed, still tasting her on my tongue. “Five days ago, Goddess Tamara. But… I couldn’t cum using the feather you gave me. So it’s been ten days today since I actually..you know.”

Tamara’s eyes lit up with cruel delight. She gave my balls a little squeeze that made me whimper.

“Aww, poor bitch,” she cooed, voice dripping with mock sympathy. “Ten whole days without cumming? And you couldn’t even get a ruined one with the feather? That’s adorable.”

She leaned down and kissed the tip of the cage through the wet panties, then looked up at me with that wicked little smile I’d come to both crave and fear.

“Tell you what,” she said brightly. “Let’s wait ten more days. Make it a nice even twenty. Then it’ll be really special. I’ve got something planned for you that’s going to blow your locked little mind.”

My stomach dropped. My cock surged uselessly in the cage.

“Twenty days?” I whispered.

Tamara laughed and patted my cheek. “Twenty days, baby. And every single one of them you’re going to thank me for owning this pathetic little thing.”

She stood up, stretched, and pulled her t-shirt off completely, revealing her full, heavy tits. My mouth watered on instinct.

“Now,” she said, hands on her hips, “today’s outfit for you is the red thong with the little bells on the sides. Put it on, then crawl to the kitchen and make me breakfast. Eggs, bacon, and coffee. And while you cook, we’ll keep that buttplug on medium. No touching the cage. If I see even one hand near it, I’ll add another week.”

She walked toward the bathroom, pausing at the door to look back at me still kneeling on her bed, face shiny with her squirt, cage visibly throbbing.

“Oh, and Brooks?” she added sweetly. “When you bring me my plate, I want you to thank me for extending your denial. On your knees. Loud enough for the neighbors to hear.”

Then she disappeared into the bathroom, leaving me there shaking, leaking, and more desperate than I’d ever been in my life.


Chapter 3: Sissy Night and a Surprise Guest

Sixteen days since I last came and I was completely losing my mind.

Three times a day Tamara had me on my knees, stroking my caged cock while staring at the laminated photo of her feet and armpits, chanting “Tamara owns my cock” like a broken mantra.

To be honest, I was half feral.

Constantly leaking.

My balls were swollen and aching, a deep blue-purple color that made her giggle every time she inspected them. The laundromat bill was insane—I was ruining three or four pairs of her panties a day from the nonstop precum.

Every part of me felt owned.

I was fucking desperate.

That Friday night I got home from work exhausted, the vibrating buttplug buzzing on low inside me (activated remotely the moment I was out of the office), the tiny pink thong she’d made me wear soaked through with my humiliating precum. The second I stepped through the door, Tamara’s voice rang out from the living room.

“Hey bitch! My bestie Melissa bailed on girls night, so you just volunteered. Go take a shower and make sure your legs are nice and smooth for me. Any hair left and I get the tweezers.”

My stomach flipped, but my caged cock gave a helpless throb anyway.

“Yes, Goddess Tamara,” I answered automatically, already stripping as I headed to the bathroom.

I shaved everything—legs, chest, underarms, around the cage—until my skin was baby-soft. When I came out wrapped in a towel, Tamara was waiting on the couch in tiny black shorts and a cropped white tank top that showed off her soft stomach and that addictive little navel.

She looked me up and down and smirked. “Turn around. Let me see that ass.”

I obeyed. She gave my smooth cheek a sharp slap.

“Damn,” she said, sounding pleased. “I’d have made a prettier girl than you do as a boy. Look at that cute little bubble butt. We’re going full sissy tonight, bitch. Go sit at the vanity.”

Twenty minutes later I barely recognized myself.

Tamara had dressed me in a pair of her tiny pink satin panties with delicate white lace trim and a matching babydoll nightie that barely reached the bottom of my ass. The front tented obscenely around the steel cage. She’d done my makeup too—soft pink eyeshadow, long fluttery false lashes, glossy bubblegum-pink lipstick, and even a touch of blush on my cheeks. My hair was brushed and pinned back with sparkly clips.

I looked like a desperate little doll.

“There we go,” Tamara purred, spinning me toward the mirror. “My pretty sissy roommate. Now come on. We’re watching The Notebook and doing pedicures.”

We settled on the couch, the movie playing softly in the background. Tamara painted her own toenails first—bright cherry red—while I knelt between her legs, kissing her smooth thighs and whispering how perfect she was. When she finished, she handed me the bottle of hot pink polish.

“Your turn, sissy. Toenails first, then fingernails. And if you do a good job…” She reached into her pocket and pulled out the small silver key to my cage. My heart stopped. “I might just let you cum tonight. But only if you don’t mess up the paint. One smudge and you go back in the cage for another ten days. Understand?”

“Yes, Goddess Tamara,” I whispered, voice trembling.

She unlocked me.

The second the cage came off, my cock sprang up painfully hard, throbbing and angry red from over two weeks of denial. It leaked steadily onto the carpet. Tamara giggled and gave the head a light flick that made me gasp.

“Poor thing. So desperate already. Now paint.”

I started with her left foot, brush shaking in my hand. Every time I made a careful stroke of polish, Tamara wrapped her soft, manicured hand around my aching cock and gave me one slow, teasing stroke.

Stroke of polish.

Stroke of her hand.

Stroke of polish.

Stroke of her hand.

The movie played on, but I couldn’t focus on anything except the unbearable pleasure building in my denied cock and the desperate need to keep the lines perfect. My balls were drawn up so tight they hurt. I was right on the edge within minutes, breathing hard through my glossy pink lips.

“Don’t you dare cum yet,” Tamara warned sweetly, thumb circling the sensitive head. “Finish the toes first. Good girl.”

I whimpered but obeyed, painting each tiny toenail with trembling hands while she edged me mercilessly. By the time I moved to her fingernails I was a complete mess—lipstick slightly smeared, eyes glassy, cock pulsing and dripping in her grip.

“Please,” I begged, voice high and feminine from the makeup and sheer desperation. “Please, Goddess, I’m so close—”

“Shhh,” she cooed, stroking faster as I painted her pinky nail. “Just a little more. You’re doing so good for me, sissy. Look how pretty your nails are getting. Maybe I should keep you locked and dolled up like this all the time. My cute little locked sissy maid.”

I was right there. One more stroke and I was going to explode all over her hand—

The front door suddenly opened.

I jumped so violently the nail polish brush slipped and dragged a thick, messy pink streak across the back of Tamara’s hand.

“Shit—!” I gasped, yanking my hand back.

Tamara burst out laughing, looking down at the bright pink mess on her skin. “Oops. Looks like someone’s going back in the cage for a long time.”

She didn’t sound angry. She sounded thrilled.

I scrambled to shove my painfully hard, leaking cock back into the tiny pink satin panties, the head still poking out obscenely. My face burned under the heavy makeup. I turned toward the hallway just as the figure stepped into the living room light.

And my entire world stopped.

The last person in the world I expected to see had just entered the room.

Persephone stood there in a long black coat, sapphire eyes sparkling with wicked amusement, blonde bob perfectly styled. She looked even more stunning than I remembered. The small silver key to my cage still hung from the delicate chain between her perfect breasts.

She took in the scene slowly: me kneeling on the floor in pink satin panties and a babydoll nightie, face fully made up like a slutty doll, cock half-tucked and still rock hard, nail polish smeared across Tamara’s hand, The Notebook playing on the TV behind us.

A slow, dangerous smile spread across her perfect lips.

“Well, well,” Persephone said, voice like velvet and sin. “Looks like someone’s been having a lot of fun while I was away.”

Tamara grinned up at her from the couch, completely unbothered and glowing with mischief.

“Hey, boss lady. You’re early. Want a glass of juice? Your sissy here was just about to ruin her pretty pink nails… and probably cum all over my hand.”

Persephone’s eyes locked onto mine. She tilted her head, studying the desperate, humiliated, made-up version of me like I was her favorite new toy she’d been waiting to unwrap.

“Hello, stress ball,” she purred. “Miss me?”

I opened my mouth but no sound came out. My cock gave one violent throb inside the panties and a thick rope of precum leaked out, soaking the pink satin even more.

Persephone’s smile widened into something sharp and hungry.

“Oh,” she said softly, stepping closer. “This is going to be very fun.”


Chapter 4: The Guest

Persephone stepped fully into the living room, her sapphire eyes sparkling with dark amusement as she took in the ridiculous, humiliated state I was in — dolled up in pink satin panties and a babydoll nightie, face painted like a cheap sissy whore, cock still rock hard and leaking after sixteen days of denial.

“Hey babes,” she said smoothly, her voice warm and teasing.

Tamara grinned and stood up from the couch. The two women met in the middle of the living room like they’d been waiting for this moment.

They hugged first — Persephone’s hands sliding down to grab Tamara’s ass through her tiny black shorts — then their mouths met in a slow, deep, filthy kiss.

I watched, frozen on my knees, as their tongues slid together, soft moans filling the air. Persephone’s fingers tangled in Tamara’s hair while Tamara’s hands roamed up under Persephone’s coat, pushing it open to reveal the sheer black lace bra underneath. They kissed like they were starving for each other, wet and loud and completely shameless.

When they finally broke apart, both of them slightly flushed, Persephone turned her gaze to me. Her eyes dragged slowly down my body — the makeup, the nightie, the obscene bulge in the pink panties — and her smile turned wicked.

“This doesn’t count as our date,” she said, voice sweet and cruel at the same time. “I’m here to thank your roommate for taking such good care of you for me. Wanna watch?”

My throat went dry. My cock gave a violent throb inside the soaked panties.

“I do,” I whispered. “If I ever say no to that question, they’ve replaced me with robot.”

Persephone’s smile widened. “Good boy.”

They didn’t waste any time.

Tamara grabbed my arm and pulled me to my feet while Persephone led the way down the hallway to Tamara’s bedroom. The second we stepped inside, Persephone turned and pushed me onto the bed on my back. Tamara climbed up beside me, already reaching for the waistband of the pink panties.

My cock sprang up instantly, painfully hard, swollen, and angry red. It throbbed visibly in the air, a thick bead of precum already forming at the tip and rolling down the shaft. I moaned at the sudden sensation of cool air on my denied flesh.

Persephone made a soft, appreciative sound. “Look how desperate he is. Sixteen days is a long time for a little stress ball like him.”

Tamara reached into her nightstand and pulled out a massive, thick, realistic dildo — easily nine inches long and girthy, with a powerful vibrating base. My eyes widened.

“Ass up, sissy,” she ordered.

I rolled over onto my hands and knees without hesitation. Tamara pulled the pink panties down just enough to expose my hole, then pressed the thick head of the dildo against me. Even though I’d been wearing the buttplug for weeks, this thing was huge. She pushed slowly, steadily, until the fat head popped inside and the rest followed inch by inch.

I groaned loudly as it stretched me open, filling me completely. When it was fully seated, Tamara clicked the remote and the powerful vibrations roared to life right against my prostate.

“Fuuuuck—” I gasped, arms shaking.

Persephone laughed softly. “Perfect. Now on your back again.”

They tied me down.

Soft leather cuffs went around my wrists and were clipped to the headboard. Another set went around my ankles, spreading my legs wide and securing them to the footboard. I was completely helpless — arms stretched above my head, legs spread, the massive vibrating dildo buried deep in my ass, my hard cock standing straight up and leaking steadily onto my stomach.

Persephone and Tamara climbed onto the bed on either side of me, still fully dressed but clearly not planning to stay that way for long.

They looked at each other, then at me, and smiled.

“Watch closely, stress ball,” Persephone murmured. “This is what happens when good roommates take care of my toys.”

Then they started making out again — right on top of me.

Their mouths met hungrily above my chest. Persephone’s hand slid under Tamara’s tank top, cupping one of her full breasts while Tamara moaned into the kiss. I could feel the heat of their bodies, hear every wet sound of their tongues sliding together, every soft gasp and whimper. The massive dildo in my ass kept vibrating relentlessly, sending constant waves of pleasure straight to my prostate. My cock twitched and leaked with every pulse.

Tamara broke the kiss just long enough to pull her tank top off, revealing her full, heavy tits. Persephone immediately leaned down and took one dark nipple into her mouth, sucking hard while her hand slipped into Tamara’s tiny black shorts.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Tamara breathed, grinding down against Persephone’s fingers.

I watched, helpless and throbbing, as Persephone fingered my roommate right above me. The sight of them together — the sounds, the smells, the way their bodies moved — was driving me insane. My cock was so hard it hurt. Precum was pouring out of me in a steady stream, pooling on my stomach. The vibrations in my ass were relentless, pushing me closer and closer to the edge without ever letting me tip over.

Persephone glanced down at my desperate, leaking cock and smirked.

“Look at him,” she said to Tamara. “Sixteen days locked up and now he’s watching us like a good little cuck. Aren’t you grateful I let you borrow him?”

“So grateful,” Tamara moaned, riding Persephone’s fingers faster. “He’s been such a perfect little bitch for me.”

Persephone leaned down and kissed me — slow and deep — while her fingers kept working Tamara above us. When she pulled back, her lips were shiny and her eyes were dark with lust.

“You’re not allowed to cum yet,” she whispered against my mouth. “Not until we say so. Understand?”

“Yes, Madam,” I gasped, voice shaking.

The two women went back to kissing, touching, and grinding on each other while I lay there tied down, the huge dildo buzzing inside me, my cock aching and untouched, watching the most erotic thing I’d ever seen in my life.

And we were only just getting started.


Chapter 5: Ignored Completely

Persephone and Tamara didn’t even look at me.

They knelt on the bed like I wasn’t even there, still kissing deeply, tongues sliding wetly together. Persephone’s hand was still inside Tamara’s shorts, fingers moving slowly while Tamara moaned into her mouth. The massive vibrating dildo in my ass kept pulsing relentlessly against my prostate, making my untouched cock leak in thick, steady ropes onto my stomach.

Finally, Persephone broke the kiss and glanced down at me with a lazy, cruel smile.

“Oh right,” she said, like she’d just remembered I existed. “The little cuck is still here.”

Tamara giggled and finally looked at me too. “He’s making such a mess. Look at all that precum. Sixteen days locked up and now he’s just leaking like a broken faucet while we play.”

They both laughed.

Then they went right back to ignoring me.

Persephone stood up on the bed and slowly shrugged off her coat, letting it fall to the floor. Underneath she wore a sheer black lace bra that barely contained her full, heavy tits and a tiny black thong. She reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting her perfect breasts spill free. Her rosy nipples were already hard.

Tamara licked her lips. “Fuck, I missed those.”

Persephone smirked and cupped her own tits, squeezing them together. “You’re such a flirt.”

They started stripping each other slowly, deliberately, like they were putting on a show they didn’t care if I watched or not.

Tamara pulled Persephone’s thong down her long legs, then stood up so Persephone could peel her tiny black shorts and panties off. Soon both women were completely naked, their smooth, perfect bodies glowing under the bedroom lights. Persephone’s fair skin contrasted beautifully with Tamara’s warmer tone. Their tits pressed together as they kissed again — deep, wet, messy kisses full of tongue and spit.

“Mmm, I wish there was a big thick cock here right now,” Persephone moaned against Tamara’s mouth. “A real man with a huge dick to stretch us both out.”

“Fuck yes,” Tamara breathed, reaching down to rub Persephone’s smooth, glistening pussy. “But there’s only girls tonight. So we’ll just have to make each other cum instead.”

They dropped onto the bed right beside me — close enough that I could feel the heat radiating off their bodies, but far enough that they weren’t touching me. Persephone pushed Tamara onto her back and immediately took one of her full, heavy tits into her mouth, sucking hard on the dark nipple while her tongue flicked over it.

Tamara moaned loudly, arching her back. “Yes… suck them, baby.”

Persephone switched to the other breast, leaving shiny trails of spit on Tamara’s skin. She sucked and bit gently, making Tamara gasp and writhe. Then she moved lower, kissing down Tamara’s stomach until she reached her smooth, wet pussy.

But she didn’t lick it.

Instead, she turned around and straddled Tamara’s face in a perfect sixty-nine, lowering her own dripping pussy onto Tamara’s eager mouth while she dove between Tamara’s thighs.

The room filled with wet, filthy sounds — licking, sucking, moaning.

Tamara’s tongue went straight to work on Persephone’s pussy, but then she did something even dirtier. She grabbed Persephone’s ass cheeks, spread them wide, and buried her face between them, rimming her deeply. Persephone let out a sharp, broken moan.

“Oh fuck—Tamara—yes, just like that—”

I watched, cock throbbing painfully, as Tamara’s tongue circled and pushed into Persephone’s tight little hole while her fingers rubbed Persephone’s clit at the same time. Persephone’s full tits swung heavily as she rocked her hips, grinding her pussy and ass against Tamara’s face.

The vibrating dildo in my ass was driving me insane. I was right on the edge, leaking nonstop, but I wasn’t allowed to touch myself. I could only watch.

After a few minutes, Persephone pulled away, breathing hard. “Feet,” she panted. “I want your pretty feet in my mouth.”

They shifted positions again. Persephone lay on her back while Tamara straddled her chest backwards, presenting her soft, pedicured feet. Persephone immediately took Tamara’s toes into her mouth, sucking and licking them greedily, moaning around them like they were the best thing she’d ever tasted.

Tamara did the same — grabbing Persephone’s dainty feet and sucking on her toes, tongue sliding between them, leaving them shiny with spit.

“Fuck, your feet taste so good,” Tamara moaned.

“Yours too,” Persephone gasped. “I could suck these all night.”

They stayed like that for a while — two beautiful naked women sucking and worshipping each other’s feet while I lay tied up beside them, desperate and ignored.

Eventually they moved into the final position.

They faced each other, legs scissored together, wet pussies pressed tight. Their slick folds slid against each other as they started grinding — slow at first, then faster, harder. The wet sounds of their pussies rubbing together filled the room. Their tits bounced with every movement. They leaned in and kissed messily, tongues out, spit dripping down their chins.

Persephone glanced over at me, eyes half-lidded with pleasure.

“Look at him,” she moaned, grinding harder against Tamara. “Our little cuck with his tiny useless cock and a dildo in his ass. He’s been locked for sixteen days and he still hasn’t earned the right to cum.”

Tamara laughed breathlessly, reaching down to rub her clit while they scissored. “Pathetic. Look how much he’s leaking. He’s never going to get to fuck either of us with that sad little thing.”

They kept going — faster now, hips rolling, pussies sliding wetly together. Their moans grew louder. I could see everything: their swollen, glistening lips rubbing, their clits grinding, juices coating their thighs.

“I’m close,” Tamara gasped.

“Me too,” Persephone moaned. “Cum with me, baby. Let’s show the little bitch what real orgasms look like.”

They scissored harder, faster, tits bouncing, bodies shaking — until they both cried out at the same time. Their pussies pulsed and squirted against each other as they came hard, grinding through the orgasm, moaning and gasping while I watched helplessly, my own denied cock throbbing and leaking uselessly.

When they finally slowed down, both of them flushed and glowing, Persephone looked over at me with a wicked little smile.


Chapter 6: A Reward For the Sub?

The two women lay tangled together on the bed, breathing hard, their bodies glistening with sweat and each other’s cum. Persephone’s full tits rose and fell as she caught her breath, one leg still draped over Tamara’s. My cock was still rock hard and leaking, the massive vibrating dildo still buzzing deep in my ass, keeping me right on the edge of madness.

Tamara finally lifted her head and looked over at me with a wicked little grin.

“Should we let the sissy bitch cum?” she asked Persephone, like she was deciding whether to give a dog a treat.

Persephone let out a soft, satisfied sigh and stretched like a cat. She glanced down at my desperate, throbbing cock and shrugged.

“That’s your decision, doll. I gotta get back to the office soon. The Carter thing is still a nightmare.”

Tamara pouted dramatically, rolling onto her side so her full tits pressed together. “Oh, stay and watch. It’s a fun idea. Please? Just for a little while longer.”

Persephone turned her head and looked at her, one eyebrow raised. A slow, dangerous smile spread across her perfect lips.

“What’s the idea?”

Tamara beamed, clearly excited. She sat up, pushing her messy hair out of her face, and looked down at me with pure sadistic glee.

“Watch, cuck bitch,” she said sweetly, reaching over to give my aching cock a single, slow stroke that made me whimper. “Tell me — would you like to have a ruined orgasm from an ass job… or a full orgasm, but you cum straight into your own mouth using my hand?”

She paused, letting the two options hang in the air like poison.

Persephone’s eyes lit up with dark amusement. She propped herself up on one elbow, clearly interested now.

“Those are both evil,” she murmured, licking her lips. “I like it.”

Tamara giggled and gave my cock another teasing stroke, spreading my precum all over the head.

“So what’s it gonna be, sissy?” she asked, voice dripping with mock sweetness. “Ruined ass job… or a full cumshot right down your own throat? Choose carefully. You only get one chance.”

Check out chapter 7 for the full orgasm option or chapter 8 if you choose assjob!


Chapter 7: Option 1 Full

I didn’t even hesitate.

“…The full orgasm,” I whispered, voice shaking. “… into my own mouth.”

Tamara’s eyes lit up like Christmas. Persephone let out a low, delighted laugh.

“Oh, you filthy little thing,” Tamara cooed. “I was hoping you’d pick that one.”

They untied my wrists and ankles, but only long enough to reposition me. Tamara grabbed my legs and folded me in half — bending me until my knees were pressed to my chest and my cock was pointing straight down at my own face. Persephone helped secure me again, tying my wrists to my ankles so I was completely trapped in this humiliating, exposed position. My own hard cock hovered just inches above my mouth, already leaking a long string of precum that dripped onto my lips.

“There we go,” Tamara said sweetly, climbing onto the bed beside me. “Now you can’t miss.”

She reached into the drawer and pulled out a shiny black latex glove. The sound of her pulling it on — that tight, squeaky snap — made my cock twitch violently.

Persephone settled at the head of the bed, watching with dark amusement. “This is going to be so much fun.”

Tamara wrapped her gloved hand around my cock and gave it one long, slow stroke from base to head. The latex felt cool and tight, gliding perfectly over my denied flesh.

“Sixteen days,” she murmured, stroking me again. “Sixteen days of being locked up like a good little bitch… and now you’re about to cum straight into your own mouth. How pathetic is that?”

She started jerking me faster, the latex making wet, filthy sounds with every stroke. Her other hand reached down and gave my swollen balls a sharp slap.

Smack.

I gasped, my whole body jerking in the restraints.

“Count with me, sissy,” Tamara ordered. “Ten… nine…”

She stroked faster, twisting her wrist on every upstroke, her thumb rubbing over the sensitive head.

“Eight… seven… Look at you. Legs spread, cock aimed at your own face like a desperate little cumslut.”

Smack. Another hard slap to my balls. I moaned loudly.

“Six… five… Open your mouth, bitch. Get ready.”

I obeyed instantly, parting my glossy pink lips and sticking my tongue out. The head of my cock was now almost touching my tongue with every stroke.

“Four… three…” Tamara’s voice was getting breathy with excitement. “You’re really going to swallow your own load while we watch. Such a good little self-sucking whore.”

Smack. Another slap. My balls were burning, my cock throbbing violently in her latex grip.

“Two… one…”

She stroked me hard and fast, twisting and squeezing.

“Cum for us, sissy. Cum right into your own fucking mouth.”

My orgasm hit like a freight train.

I cried out as thick, powerful ropes of cum erupted from my cock — the first one shooting straight into my open mouth, hot and salty on my tongue. The second landed across my lips and cheek. Tamara kept stroking through every pulse, milking me while I helplessly filled my own mouth, some of it spilling down my chin.

“Swallow it,” she ordered sharply. “Every drop, bitch.”

I swallowed, tasting myself, humiliated beyond words as another spurt landed on my tongue. Persephone watched the entire thing with a satisfied smile, gently stroking my hair while Tamara drained the last drops from my cock.

When it was finally over, I lay there panting, face covered in my own cum, mouth still full of the taste.

Tamara peeled off the latex glove and wiped her hand on my chest.

“Good girl,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss my cum-smeared lips. “You took that so well.”

Persephone chuckled softly from the head of the bed.

“Welcome back to the land of the cumming, stress ball,” she said. “But don’t get used to it. That was a one-time treat.”

Tamara grinned and gave my softening cock a playful flick.

“Next time,” she said sweetly, “it’s going to be much longer.”


Chapter 8: Option 2 Ruined

“…The ruined orgasm,” I whispered, not hesitating. “From an ass job.”

Tamara’s face lit up with pure evil delight. Persephone raised an eyebrow, clearly impressed.

“Oh, you really are a pathetic little slut,” Tamara purred. “Good choice. This is going to be so much more humiliating.”

They untied me from the bed and moved me to the heavy wooden chair in the corner of the room. Tamara pushed me down into it and quickly tied my waist tightly to the back of the chair with soft rope, pinning my hips in place. My arms were left free, but my lower body was completely immobilized — I could squeeze and grope, but I couldn’t thrust at all.

“Perfect,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now you can touch… but you can’t fuck. Just like the desperate little cuck you are.”

She turned around and bent over slightly, presenting her perfect, round ass to me.

“Go on then,” she ordered. “Oil it up. Make it nice and shiny for your cock.”

My hands shook as I grabbed the bottle of coconut oil from the nightstand. I poured a generous amount into my palms and began rubbing it all over Tamara’s ass. Her skin was soft and warm. I spread the oil slowly, thoroughly, coating every inch of her cheeks until they glistened under the light. I even slid my fingers between them, oiling her tight little hole while she moaned softly.

Persephone watched from the bed with a smirk. “Look at him. So eager to prepare her ass for his own denial.”

When I was done, Tamara straightened up and backed toward me. She reached between her legs, grabbed my still-hard cock, and lined it up between her oiled cheeks. Then she slowly lowered herself down, trapping my cock in the warm, slippery valley of her ass.

The sensation was insane.

She started moving — slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, sliding her thick, oiled ass cheeks up and down my shaft. The head of my cock kept disappearing between her cheeks, then reappearing, shiny and leaking. Every time she ground down, her ass pressed against my balls.

I groaned and grabbed her hips, squeezing her oiled cheeks hard, spreading them, feeling how soft and perfect they were. But the rope around my waist kept me pinned to the chair — I couldn’t thrust. I could only sit there and take whatever she gave me.

Tamara looked over her shoulder at me with a wicked smile.

“Feel that, cuck? My ass is the closest you’re ever going to get to fucking something real. And you still don’t get to cum properly.”

She picked up the pace, working her ass up and down my cock in long, sensual strokes. The wet, filthy sounds of oiled skin sliding against skin filled the room. My cock was throbbing desperately between her cheeks, leaking constantly.

Persephone got off the bed and walked over, standing beside us.

“Look at him,” she said softly. “Sixteen days locked up and now he’s about to get a ruined orgasm from an ass job. How embarrassing.”

Tamara started the countdown.

“Ten…” she said, grinding down hard.

I squeezed her ass tighter, moaning.

“Nine… eight… You’re going to cum like a pathetic little bitch, aren’t you? All over my ass without even getting to thrust.”

“Seven… six…” She moved faster, her cheeks squeezing and sliding along my shaft.

My balls were drawing up tight. I was right on the edge.

“Five… four… Three…”

Tamara suddenly stopped moving completely.

My cock pulsed between her cheeks, right on the verge.

“Two… one…”

She pulled her ass away at the exact moment I started to cum.

My orgasm was ruined instantly.

Thick ropes of cum spurted weakly from my cock, landing pathetically on my own stomach and thighs instead of shooting with any real pleasure. The ruined orgasm left me shaking, frustrated, and humiliated as my cock twitched and dribbled the rest of my load with almost no satisfaction.

Tamara turned around, looking down at the mess with a satisfied smile.

“Aww, poor thing,” she cooed. “Did that feel good? No? That’s the point, sissy.”

Persephone laughed softly and reached down to smear some of my cum across my lips with two fingers.

“Welcome back to denial, stress ball,” she said. “That was just a taste of what’s coming next.”

Tamara leaned in close, her oiled ass still glistening.

“Next time,” she whispered, “we might not even let you cum at all.”


Chapter 9: Until Next Time

Persephone stretched and stood up, already reaching for her clothes. “I really should get going. Early meeting tomorrow.”

She got dressed slowly while Tamara  stretched and brought me with her. My legs were shaky as I stood up.

“Come on,” Tamara said, giving my ass a playful slap. “Let’s walk her out properly.”

The three of us made our way to the front door. I was still completely naked, face flushed, cock soft and sticky between my legs, the dildo still buried inside me. Tamara kept a firm hand on the back of my neck as we reached the doorway.

Persephone turned to face us, looking effortlessly elegant even after everything we’d just done. She reached out and gently cupped my chin, tilting my face up to look at her.

“You did well tonight, stress ball,” she said softly. “Sixteen days is a long time. I’m proud of you.”

I swallowed hard. “Thank you, Madam.”

She smiled, then leaned down and gave me a slow, deep kiss — tasting like Tamara and sex. When she pulled back, she looked at Tamara.

“Take good care of him for me.”

“I will,” Tamara promised with a grin.

Persephone opened the door, then paused and looked back at me one last time. I dropped to my knees without being told, looking up at her from the floor like the well-trained pet I’d become.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

She reached down and stroked my hair once, then stepped out into the hallway.

“Until next time,” she said with a wink, and closed the door behind her.

The apartment suddenly felt very quiet.

Tamara locked the door, then turned to look down at me still kneeling on the floor. A soft, genuine smile crossed her face.

“I really like that girl,” she said. “You should hold onto her. She’s perfect for you.”

I nodded, still a little dazed. “Yeah… I know.”

Tamara reached down and finally untied my wrists. My arms dropped to my sides with a sigh of relief.

“Come on, bitch,” she said, her voice shifting back into that playful, dominant tone. “Let’s finish the movie. And don’t even think about touching that cock. I’m locking you up from tomorrow morning until Persephone takes you back. So don’t get any ideas….well, maybe there’s a few little treats in store, but that’s only if you’re very, very good…”

She grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the living room, still completely naked and glistening with oil and sex.

I followed her on shaky legs, my mind spinning from everything that had happened tonight.

As we settled back onto the couch and Tamara hit play on The Notebook, I couldn’t help but smile a little.

Even though I was denied, humiliated, and already aching again…

I wouldn’t have changed a single thing.

To be continued….

Teaser: The Femdom Dating Deal by Lexie Locke Available Now

If you looked up friend-zone on wikipedia, you’d probably find a picture of me at the top of the page.

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 grabbable flare of her breedable 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, with a godly level of effort, 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, Sienna.”

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. I mean we’re both in our twenties and this has happened every time to me and, like, never to you. I must be the problem! Maybe I’m too much. That I talk too much or complain to much or that I’m too ambitious. Too… everything.” Her voice cracked. “Maybe I’m just not the kind of girl men stay faithful to. Maybe I’m the kind of person who will get cheated on in every relationship for the rest of her life…”

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

“Hey. Look at me,” I whispered.

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 my shitty 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 gives a damn.”

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—”

“No, seriously, I want you to 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 friend a girl could ever ask for. 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 this new boundary. 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. 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, I’m serious about that. We reset. I might be in charge, but I’m not going to hurt you, Alex. Not ever. You trust me completely, and ideally don’t cheat on me. 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.

The Femdom Dating Deal is Available on Amazon via the link on the following page!
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The Femdom Dating Deal: From Best Friend To Dominatrix: A Gentle BDSM FLR Chastity Story

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

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

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

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

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

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

February was supposed to end with a clean breakup.

But are some deals too delicious to end?

Locked Across Europe An FLR Chastity Saga

When Mark agrees to let his stunning best friend Penny take complete control during their Italian backpacking adventure, he has no idea how far she’ll go...or what that key around her neck is for.

From the sun-soaked beaches of the Italian coast to their private bnb, Penny Hill transforms from playful travel companion into a confident, teasing dominatrix. One innocent sunscreen application turns into a flirty game on the sand which reveals her deepest desires. And by the time they reach their first night alone, Penny has Mark locked in a steel chastity cage—delighted to be completely at her mercy.

It isn't long until Mark realizes the vacation rules have changed forever.

Three weeks of total surrender to the girl he’s secretly loved for years… while her boyfriend is thousands of miles away.

Sultry, wicked, and deliciously addictive — this is the steamy start of Penny’s Italy.
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Hi there! 


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


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


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


 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


[image: ]

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Dedication


    		Contents


    		What To expect?


    		Prologue: The Rules of the Month


    		Chapter 1: Goddess Tamara Takes the Key


    		Chapter 2: A Routine


    		Chapter 3: Sissy Night and a Surprise Guest


    		Chapter 4: The Guest


    		Chapter 5: Ignored Completely


    		Chapter 6: A Reward For the Sub?


    		Chapter 7: Option 1 Full


    		Chapter 8: Option 2 Ruined


    		Chapter 9: Until Next Time


    		Books By This Author


    		Newsletter


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60






OEBPS/image_rsrcY4.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrcY2.jpg
THE DOMINATRIX
DATING APP

_)JJ‘N 4 LOANED TO: MY HOIFSADIS| \‘u, 00MMATE






OEBPS/image_rsrcY3.jpg
THE DOMINATRIX
DATING APP

‘_)JJ‘N 4 LOANED 1O MY RO S JJ\ IIG:ROOMMATE






