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A Note on the Story




Hello my wonderful reader!




This story is about an arrogant if kinda hapless college guy who gets himself caught in a time loop only to submit to a group of sadistic sorority college girls who love to humiliate cocky men. It's fun, silly, and (I think) very, very sexy.







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






Prologue: No Street Smarts

Cindy Smarts

Cindy’s parents had been furious when she moved home.

She didn’t care.

If becoming the quickest doctoral graduate in the history of her university at twenty-one had taught her anything, it was that she was smarter than them, smarter than her professors, and smarter than anyone foolish enough to disagree with her.

Except, that is, when it came to love.

When it came to love, Cindy was useless. Hopeless. The dumbest twenty-one-year-old in the continental United States.

Yes, she knew she was pretty. Vaguely. Boys stared at her sometimes, and a couple of girls too, their eyes lingering on her blonde hair, her soft mouth, the curve of her hips when she walked past in cut-off shorts and too-big T-shirts. She had noticed the glances. She was not blind.

But pretty wasn’t hot.

And hot wasn’t love.

And when it came to Colt Greene, Cindy had been an idiot for a very long time.

Her old best friend. Her first crush. The twenty-one year old man who had grown into broad shoulders, lazy smiles, and the kind of careless confidence that made her skin prickle every time she imagined his hands on her.

The boy she never had the guts to tell how she really felt.

But that was going to change today.

No matter how many times today had to happen for that to be true.


Chapter 1: Home For The Summer

Colt Greene

The year was 1993, and Colt Greene woke up with a stiff neck, a warm summer boner pressing awkwardly against the seam of his jeans, and Joan Baez singing softly through the crackling bus radio.

Outside the window, sunlight flashed through the trees in lazy gold streaks. The air inside the bus smelled faintly of gasoline, warm vinyl, and old coffee. Colt blinked blearily, one arm still looped through the strap of his duffel bag, his body heavy with that strange disoriented feeling that came from sleeping badly in public.

At the front of the bus, the driver suddenly sneezed so violently his baseball cap nearly flew off.

“Crap-nuggets!”

The bus hissed loudly as it pulled into the station.

Colt dragged a hand down his face and groaned quietly to himself. His boner throbbed against his jeans in that annoying half-hard way morning erections always seemed to linger after waking up somewhere uncomfortable. He shifted in the seat, trying to ease the pressure discreetly.

Not that anyone was looking.

The old woman across the aisle had been asleep for three states.

He grabbed his bag and stepped off the bus into the heavy warmth of late afternoon.

Home.

The town looked exactly the same as it always had. The same sleepy streets. The same faded storefronts. The same humid summer haze hanging above the sidewalks. Somebody was mowing a lawn nearby and the scent of fresh-cut grass drifted through the air. A group of teens biked past with Super Soakers hanging from their handlebars.

Colt smiled despite himself.

After years away at college, coming home should probably have felt more emotional than this, but mostly he just felt tired, sweaty, and weirdly relieved to be somewhere familiar.

He had come back a day earlier than expected, mostly because he had gotten bored. Bored of campus. Bored of pretending he cared about business lectures and networking mixers and frat parties where everyone acted like becoming middle management at twenty-three was somehow sexy.

He wanted a break.

Maybe a long one.

As he walked home, his duffel bouncing against his thigh, he tried not to think too hard about the deferment forms sitting folded in the front pocket of his bag.

The Greene house was empty when he let himself in.

A note from his mother sat on the kitchen counter reminding him to water the plants and not “live like a raccoon.” Colt snorted softly at that and dumped his bag near the stairs.

Quiet settled over the house.

His parents were away for the week on some anniversary trip through New England. Most of his friends were gone too. Summer jobs. Vacations. Girlfriends.

Which left him alone in a big suburban house with absolutely nothing to do.

“Awesome,” he muttered.

He kicked off his shoes and wandered into the living room, scratching absently at his stomach beneath his T-shirt before dropping onto the couch. The radio crackled quietly from the kitchen.

“...thunderstorms expected later this evening across the county area...”

Colt barely listened. He reached over and pressed the blinking button on the answering machine instead.

His mother’s voice came first.

Then his father’s.

Then another voice.

“Hey, Colt, it’s me. Cindy.”

Colt paused immediately.

There was a tiny burst of static before she continued.

“I got in a few days early so if you hear this... um... call me. Or come visit me at the new business, it’s pretty sweet. Well, I think it’s sweet. You’ll probably make fun of it.” A nervous little laugh. “Anyway. Bye.”

The message clicked off.

Colt leaned back slowly against the couch cushions.

Cindy Smarts.

His old best friend.

They had grown up together. Shared birthdays. Shared summers. Shared comic books and game cartridges and endless afternoons sprawled across basement carpets arguing over which Ninja Turtle was coolest.

Then college had happened.

Life had happened.

And suddenly years had gone by.

He pictured her automatically exactly as he remembered her at eighteen: oversized sweaters, messy blonde hair, thick glasses slipping down her nose while she ranted about science fiction movies or beat him mercilessly at Mario Kart.

Cute in a nerdy way.

Still, hearing her voice again stirred something warm and strangely nostalgic in his chest.

“New business?” he murmured. “What the hell are you up to now, Cindy?”

For a moment he considered calling her immediately.

Instead, restlessness got the better of him.

He changed shirts, splashed cold water on his face, and headed back outside.

The heat had softened slightly as evening crept closer. The sidewalks still radiated warmth from the sun. Colt shoved his hands into his pockets and wandered aimlessly through town, passing the old movie theater, the park, the convenience store where he and Cindy used to buy candy with scavenged quarters.

As he turned down Brumhilda Street, movement caught his eye.

Three girls were playing volleyball in the grass outside one of the rental houses.

College girls, each of them in their early twenties and their absolute prime.

Tall legs. Tiny shorts. Bouncing ponytails. Bronzed skin gleaming with sweat in the sunlight.

Colt slowed automatically.

One girl with long braids leapt for the ball, her sports bra riding up enough to flash toned stomach. Another, petite and pink-haired, laughed as she dove dramatically through the grass. The third blonde girl adjusted her pigtails while grinning at something the others said.

Colt smirked.

“Well,” he called lazily, “this neighborhood got way hotter while I was away.”

All three turned to look at him.

The braided girl raised an eyebrow.

The blonde wrinkled her nose.

Pink Hair looked him up and down and burst out laughing.

“Oh my God,” she snorted. “If you’d opened with literally anything normal, you probably could’ve joined.”

“Seriously,” the blonde added. “Ew.”

Colt pressed a hand dramatically to his chest. “You wound me.”

“Good,” Braids said, catching the volleyball against one hip. “Keep walking, you naughty horny boy.”

Colt laughed under his breath and kept moving, shaking his head.

Strike one.

A few blocks later he found himself outside a renovated storefront he barely recognized.

SMARTS INTERNET CAFÉ

Below the sign, painted neatly on the glass:

COFFEE • COMPUTERS • CONNECTION

“No way.”

The old stationery shop had transformed completely. Inside, soft lamplight glowed warmly across mismatched couches and computer terminals. Music played quietly overhead. Customers sat sipping coffee while staring at bulky monitors.

It looked... kind of cool, actually.

The bell chimed as Colt stepped inside.

The first thing he noticed was the smell. Coffee, cinnamon, warm electronics.

The second thing he noticed was the goth girl behind the counter.

Jesus.

She was gorgeous in an intimidating kind of way. Pale skin. Heavy eyeliner. Black lipstick. A tiny silver hoop through one eyebrow. Her dark velvet top hugged a very impressive chest, and a black choker circled her throat above the delicate hollow of her collarbone.

She looked up at him with bored dark eyes.

“What can I get you?”

Colt leaned casually against the counter.

“What’s good here?”

“The coffee.”

“What if I’m more interested in the barista?”

Silence.

Behind him, someone coughed awkwardly.

The goth girl stared at him like he was gum stuck to her shoe.

“You want cream or not?”

Colt winced internally.

“...Sure.”

“Congratulations,” she deadpanned. “You’re the least smooth man I’ve spoken to all week.”

“That feels statistically unlikely.”

“I work near a bus station. Trust me.”

Despite himself, Colt laughed.

Okay. She was mean. Kind of hot.

He grabbed his coffee and headed toward the computer section, deciding he had probably embarrassed himself enough for one day.

After fumbling around online for almost half an hour, he finally sent the email requesting a year deferment from college. Just seeing the message leave the screen made his stomach twist with anxiety and relief all at once.

Maybe it was stupid.

Maybe it was exactly what he needed.

As he stood from the chair, he heard laughter drifting from downstairs.

A familiar laugh.

Warm. Bright. Cindy.

Curious, Colt wandered toward the stairwell marked STAFF ONLY and headed down.

The basement space was cooler, humming softly with electronics and machinery. Shelves lined the walls stacked with wires, monitors, circuit boards, and strange half-built devices that looked vaguely illegal.

At the far end of the room sat Cindy.

Colt stopped walking.

She was facing away from him, curled sideways in a chair in front of a glowing computer screen. Her long blonde hair spilled loose down her back in soft messy waves. She wore only a pair of pale cotton panties and an oversized white T-shirt that had ridden dangerously high across her thighs.

Smooth bare legs.

Pretty blue-painted toes resting against the edge of the desk.

One hand moved rapidly across the keyboard while the other moved in slow rhythmic circles beneath the tiny panties between her supple thighs.

Colt’s mouth went dry.

That was not the Cindy he remembered.

Or maybe it was.

Maybe she had always looked like this and he had just been too stupid at nineteen to notice.

He coughed softly.

Cindy nearly launched herself out of the chair.

“Oh my God!”

She spun around crimson-faced, clutching at the hem of her shirt.

“Colt!”

“Hi.”

“What are you doing down here?!”

Colt blushed himself now, it had been an accident. “I heard your voice.”

“You can’t just sneak into my office!”

“You literally used to climb through my bedroom window.”

She was so red with embarrassment she was glowing as she burst, “That was different!”

She scrambled for a plaid overshirt hanging nearby and quickly tied it around her waist, though the movement only drew Colt’s attention to the soft curve of her ass.

“Oh my God,” she squealed and went to run off. “How do you always manage to come over at the worst possible time!?”

“I’m a master at annoying nerds,” Colt grinned.

For a moment they simply stared at each other, and something strange flickered quietly between them. Not awkward exactly. Just... different. He couldn’t really put his finger on it.

Then Cindy abruptly turned back toward the computer and typed something quickly. Colt couldn’t resist staring at her thighs as she bent forward.

“I’m gonna go put on actual clothes,” she muttered. “Do not touch anything.”

“No promises.”

“Colt.”

“What?”

“I mean it.”

She hurried upstairs.

The second she disappeared, Colt looked at the computer.

Naturally.

The screen displayed a flashing title in bright pixel letters.

TIME LOOP

Below it:

WHICH CHICK DO YOU WANT TO BANG?

CHARACTER A

CHARACTER B

CHARACTER C

Colt barked out a laugh.

“Oh my God.”

He clicked START GAME.

The screen flickered white.

Then nothing happened.

“Huh.”

Beside the keyboard sat a small cassette hooked up to the PC labelled:

TIME LOOP TEST BUILD

Without really thinking about it, Colt picked it up just as Cindy’s footsteps returned overhead and slipped it casually into his pocket.

A minute later Cindy reappeared dressed in denim shorts and a green top, though Colt could still vividly remember the sound of her muffled moans just moments earlier.

“You ready?” she asked.

“Sure, Doctor Smarts.”

She groaned. “Don’t call me that.”

“Quickest doctoral graduate ever at twenty-one?” Colt grinned. “I’m absolutely calling you that.”

Cindy rolled her eyes, but she looked pleased anyway.

They grabbed sodas and headed out for a walk together as thunderclouds slowly gathered overhead.

“Oh,” he said suddenly. “I was gonna tease you about this.”

He pulled out the game cassette.

TIME LOOP TEST BUILD.

The second Cindy saw it, her entire face changed.

The color drained from her cheeks.

“Colt,” she said quietly. “Where did you get that?”

“Your desk.” He smirked a little. “What’s the deal with this game?”

She stared at the cassette in his hand.

Then at him.

And incredibly, impossibly, she started blushing.

Not embarrassed.

Panicked.

“You... you played it?” she asked.

“I clicked start.” Colt shrugged. “Nothing happened. Honestly I was expecting something way nerdier. Though the whole ‘which chick do you want to bang’ thing was pretty funny.”

“Colt,” she said again, sharper this time. “Give it back.”

He blinked.

“What?”

“Please.”

Something in her voice made his smile falter slightly.

Before he could answer, the sky exploded white.

Thunder cracked so violently it shook the ground beneath their feet.

Cindy’s eyes widened in horror.

“NO—”

Lightning struck Colt directly in the chest.

Pain ripped through him, bright and unbearable, every nerve in his body firing at once. The cassette burned ice-cold in his hand. He vaguely heard Cindy screaming his name somewhere far away as the world dissolved into white static and roaring thunder.

Then everything went black.


Chapter 2: Here we go again…

The year was 1993, and Colt Greene woke up with a stiff neck, a warm summer boner pressing awkwardly against the seam of his jeans, and Joan Baez singing softly through the crackling bus radio.

Outside the window, sunlight flashed through the trees in lazy gold streaks.

At the front of the bus, the driver sneezed so violently his baseball cap nearly flew off.

“Crap-nuggets!”

Colt’s eyes snapped open.

For a second, he didn’t move.

The bus hissed loudly as it pulled into the station at the edge of town. The same station. The same cracked pavement. The same faded vending machine near the wall. The same old woman asleep across the aisle with her handbag clutched in both hands.

Colt sat there, frozen.

No.

No, absolutely not.

His heart began to thump harder.

The driver glanced at him in the mirror. “End of the line, kid.”

Colt stared at him.

“What did you say?”

The driver frowned. “I said end of the line.”

“No, before that.”

The driver wiped his nose with the back of his wrist. “I sneezed.”

“And then?”

“What, you want a transcript?”

Colt looked down at his duffel bag slumped beside his knee. Same bag. Same position. Same stupid corner of the zipper half-open because he had overstuffed it before leaving campus.

His cock throbbed gently against his jeans.

His neck hurt in the exact same place.

Joan Baez sang from the radio like nothing in the world had gone wrong.

Colt stood up too fast and nearly tripped over his own bag.

“Whoa,” the driver said. “Easy.”

“Yeah,” Colt muttered, grabbing the duffel. “Sure. Easy.”

He stumbled off the bus into the afternoon heat.

The town looked exactly the same as it had yesterday.

Because it was yesterday.

No.

No, that was insane.

Colt stood on the sidewalk while the bus door folded shut behind him. The engine groaned. The bus pulled away from the curb, leaving him in a little cloud of exhaust and hot dust.

He turned slowly.

Same sunlight.

Same sleepy storefronts.

Same teens on bikes whipping past with Super Soakers hanging from their handlebars.

Same smell of fresh-cut grass and warm pavement.

Colt swallowed.

“Okay,” he said quietly. “Okay. That’s not possible.”

He looked down at his hands.

They were not burned. His chest was not split open. He was not dead, which felt like a detail worth appreciating, except his last clear memory was of lightning tearing through him while Cindy screamed his name.

Cindy.

The game.

The cassette.

His hand flew to his jacket pocket.

And there it was.

The cassette.

He groaned, this was not a thing.

Colt dragged both hands through his hair and laughed once, too loudly, too sharply.

A woman walking past with a grocery bag gave him a careful look and crossed the street.

“Great,” Colt muttered. “Very normal. You’re doing great.”

He started walking home.

At first he walked fast, then faster, then almost jogged, his duffel bouncing painfully against his thigh. He kept waiting for the town to blink, to change, to reveal the trick. Maybe he had fallen asleep on the bus and dreamed the whole thing. Maybe the lightning had been a dream. Maybe Cindy half naked in her basement office had been a dream, which honestly made a depressing amount of sense because his subconscious was exactly stupid enough to do that to him.

But the closer he got to his house, the worse he felt.

He knew what he was going to find before he opened the door.

His mother’s note would be on the kitchen counter.

The radio would be talking about thunderstorms.

The answering machine would be blinking.

Colt unlocked the front door and stepped inside.

The house was empty and warm.

His mother’s note sat on the kitchen counter.

Colt stared at it.

WATER THE PLANTS. DON’T LIVE LIKE A RACCOON.

His stomach dropped.

“Nope,” he said.

The radio crackled from the kitchen.

“...thunderstorms expected later this evening across the county area...”

Colt turned toward it slowly.

The cheerful weatherman continued in the same calm voice Colt remembered from yesterday, saying the same words with the same irritating confidence. Colt stood there listening, his mouth dry, his pulse crawling up into his throat.

Then the answering machine blinked red from the side table.

Colt didn’t want to press it.

He pressed it.

His mother’s voice came first.

Then his father’s.

Then static.

Then Cindy.

“Hey, Colt, it’s me. Cindy. I got in a few days early so if you hear this... um... call me. Or come visit me at the new business, it’s pretty sweet. Well, I think it’s sweet. You’ll probably make fun of it. Anyway. Bye.”

The message clicked off.

Silence filled the house.

Colt backed away from the machine.

For a few seconds, he could only hear his own breathing.

His skin prickled all over. He looked at the couch where he had sat yesterday. The stairs where he had dumped his bag. The kitchen where the radio droned on like the entire world was perfectly normal, like time had not folded in on itself, like he had not died in a flash of white light.

He laughed again.

This time it came out weaker.

“No,” he said. “No, no, no.”

He dropped his duffel by the stairs and paced into the living room, then back into the kitchen, then back to the living room. The house seemed too bright. Too sharp. Every little detail had become offensive in its sameness. The tilted picture frame on the wall. The dusty sunbeam across the carpet. The mug his father had left upside down beside the sink.

Everything was exactly where it had been.

Colt leaned both hands on the kitchen counter and bowed his head.

Think.

He needed to think.

But every time he tried, all he saw was Cindy’s face under the streetlamp, pale with panic as she stared at the cassette in his hand.

Give it back.

Please.

Then lightning.

Then nothing.

Then the bus.

His eyes lifted.

The game.

TIME LOOP.

Which chick do you want to bang?

He had clicked start. Nothing had happened. He had taken the cassette. Then lightning had struck him.

That sequence of events was so obvious and insane that his brain refused to hold it.

Colt pushed away from the counter and shook his head.

“No,” he said again, more firmly. “Nope. Not doing that.”

There had to be another explanation.

Déjà vu. That was it.

People had déjà vu all the time. They walked into rooms and thought they’d been there before. They heard somebody say something and got that weird electric feeling, like a memory of a memory. His was just unusually detailed.

Maybe he had dreamed the day on the bus before waking up. Maybe his brain had built the whole thing from familiar places and old anxieties and the sound of Cindy’s message playing through his sleepy head.

That made sense.

Sort of.

Enough.

He took a deep breath.

“Déjà vu,” he said, pointing at the empty kitchen like he was making an announcement to a committee. “That’s all. Extremely vivid, extremely annoying déjà vu.”

The word calmed him a little.

Not completely.

But enough for the panic to loosen its grip.

He went upstairs, splashed cold water on his face, and changed his shirt exactly as he had the day before, though now the action made his skin crawl. He looked at himself in the bathroom mirror.

Same face.

Same dark hair flattened from the bus seat.

Same stupidly healthy twenty-one-year-old body that did not look like it had been struck by lightning.

His boner had finally softened, which felt like the first sensible thing his body had done all day.

“Okay,” he told his reflection. “You’re going to prove it.”

Because if everything was the same, then he could predict things.

And if he could predict things, then maybe he was in a time loop.

But if one thing was different, even one tiny thing, then he was just tired and freaked out and maybe needed to stop sleeping on buses.

He headed back downstairs, grabbed his jacket, and stepped outside.


Chapter 3: The Neighbors

Colt stepped out into the thick, honeyed heat of late afternoon, the screen door slapping shut behind him like a punctuation mark on his own disbelief. The air smelled of cut grass and distant barbecue. His sneakers hit the sidewalk with a soft rhythm that matched the frantic beat of his heart.

This isn’t real. It can’t be real. But if it is…

He’d changed the script on purpose. No more awkward couch-sitting. No more fumbling through the same tired afternoon. If the universe was going to keep hitting rewind, he was going to hit play differently.

He turned down Brumhilda Street exactly as he had before—same cracked pavement, same lazy shadows stretching long across the lawns—but this time his shoulders were squared, his stride deliberate. He knew what was coming. The volleyball net. The three college girls glistening in the sun. Last loop they’d laughed him off like he was a bad pickup line in human form. This time he was going to try something new.

The rhythmic thwack of the ball reached him first, followed by bright, carefree laughter. There they were, exactly where memory said they’d be: three absolute smoke shows in tiny shorts and sports bras, skin shining with sweat, ponytails and braids whipping as they dove and leapt.

The tall one with the long braids and deep bronze skin—Cheyenne, he’d later learn—moved like a panther, all long legs and powerful thighs, her sports bra barely containing a pair of truly spectacular tits that bounced with every jump.

The short Asian girl with the bubblegum-pink hair—Lola—had a wicked little grin and an ass that defied physics in those cutoff shorts, tiny perky tits barely a handful but that perfect peach of a rear end making up for it in spades.

And the blonde with the pigtails—Blossom—was all sunshine and mischief, her perky C-cups straining against a white sports bra as she adjusted her grip on the ball.

Colt’s cock gave a very interested twitch in his jeans.

Okay. New play.

He slowed, hands in his pockets, and called out with an easy, cocky smile that felt stolen from someone cooler than he usually was.

“Hey—need a fourth?”

All three girls turned. For a split second he braced for the same “ew, horny boy” energy from last loop. Instead, Cheyenne’s full lips curved into a slow, appreciative smirk. Lola’s eyes raked down his body and back up, pink hair bouncing as she giggled. Blossom bit her lower lip and tilted her head, pigtails swinging.

“Sure,” Cheyenne said, voice low and smooth like velvet over gravel. “Why not? You any good?”

“Guess we’ll find out.”

They let him in without hesitation. The game turned playful fast—shoulders brushing, accidental (on purpose) grazes of hands against sweat-slick skin, the girls trash-talking him in the sweetest, most teasing way. Every time Cheyenne spiked the ball her massive tits jiggled hypnotically. Lola’s bubble butt flexed every time she dove for a save, those tiny shorts riding up to flash the lower curves of her perfect ass cheeks. Blossom kept “accidentally” bumping into him, her soft breasts pressing against his arm as she laughed.

By the time the sun dipped lower and sweat was running down Colt’s spine, the air between them had shifted into something thick and electric.

“Game over,” Cheyenne declared, tossing the ball onto the grass. “You’re not half bad, new guy.”

“Colt,” he supplied, wiping his forehead with the hem of his shirt—deliberately flashing a strip of toned stomach. “Colt Greene.”

“Cheyenne,” the tall goddess said, stepping closer. Her sports bra was damp, dark nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. “This is Lola—” she nodded at the pink-haired minx “—and Blossom.” The blonde waved, cheeks flushed pink from more than just the heat.

They invited him inside like it was the most natural thing in the world. The rental house was cool and dim after the sun, smelling like vanilla candles and girl-sweat. Cheyenne grabbed the cordless phone off the wall while Lola flopped onto the couch, legs spread just enough to be distracting, and Blossom grabbed sodas from the fridge.

“Everyone fancy pizza?” Cheyenne asked, already dialing. “Pepperoni okay?”

“Whatever you want,” Colt said, sinking into an armchair. His heart was hammering. This was nothing like last time.

Cheyenne hung up the phone, turned, and leaned against the counter with a slow, predatory smile that made Colt’s mouth go dry. The other two girls exchanged a glance, then grinned in perfect sync.

“So here’s the thing, dude,” Cheyenne said, voice dropping into something darker, sultrier. “You’ve been staring at us all game. Like, really staring. Tits, asses, the whole menu.” She cocked a hip, arms crossing under those huge, glorious breasts. “Time to repay the favour.”

Colt blinked. His brain short-circuited.

“…What?”

Lola slid off the couch like liquid sin, sauntering over until she was standing right in front of him, pink hair framing her wicked little face. She planted her hands on her hips, bubble butt cocked to one side, and repeated it slower, sweeter, like she was talking to a particularly slow puppy.

“Strip for us, be a good boy.”

The words landed like a slap and a kiss at the same time.

Colt’s cock surged hard against his zipper so fast it almost hurt.

Lola’s smile turned sharp. “If you do a good job… we might have some fun with you.”

The room went very quiet except for the hum of the ceiling fan and the sudden, thunderous beat of Colt’s pulse in his ears. Cheyenne and Blossom were watching him like cats who’d just cornered a very interesting mouse—hungry, amused, and completely in control.

Colt swallowed. His hands hovered at the hem of his shirt. Every rational part of his brain screamed this is insane, this is a dream, you’re going to wake up on the bus again any second.

But the part of him that had spent two years at college pretending he wasn’t bored out of his mind, the part that had clicked START GAME on a mysterious cassette just to see what would happen… that part was already reaching for the bottom of his T-shirt.

He looked up at the three gorgeous, smirking sorority girls who now owned the room, owned the moment, owned him.

And for the first time since the lightning, Colt Greene smiled like a man who had absolutely nothing left to lose.

“…You’re serious?”

Cheyenne’s laugh was low and filthy.

“Dead serious, pretty boy. Clothes. Off. Now.”

The game had changed.

And Colt was more than ready to play.


Chapter 4: A Giggle

Colt’s fingers trembled as he gripped the hem of his T-shirt. The three girls watched him like he was already theirs—Cheyenne leaning against the counter with that lazy, dangerous smile, Lola perched on the arm of the couch with her bubble butt on full display, Blossom biting her lip in open amusement, pigtails swinging.

He pulled the shirt over his head. Cool air kissed his chest. Their eyes followed every inch of exposed skin.

“Keep going,” Cheyenne purred.

Jeans next. Belt. Zipper. The denim slid down his thighs and pooled at his ankles. He stepped out, heart hammering so hard he could feel it in his throat. Socks. Then, finally, the boxers.

He hooked his thumbs in the waistband, hesitated for one burning second, then shoved them down.

His cock sprang free—already half-hard from the sheer insanity of the situation, standing up at a proud but modest five and a half inches, flushed dark at the tip, a single pearl of precum glistening.

The room erupted in giggles.

“Oh my God,” Lola snorted, pink hair bouncing as she clapped a hand over her mouth. “It’s so… cute!”

Cheyenne tilted her head, studying him with open delight. “Aww, look at that little white cock. It’s adorable. No adorable isn’t the word, what’s the word I’m looking for Blossom?”

Blossom leaned forward, elbows on her knees, eyes sparkling. “Pathetic? Sexy? I can’t decide. It’s giving… desperate subby vibes for sure.”

“Definitely pathetic,” Lola decided, grinning wickedly. “I mean, I won’t suck anything under seven inches. That’s a hard rule. Sorry, pretty boy.”

Blossom shrugged, still giggling. “I won’t even entertain it. But…” She gave him a mock-sympathetic look. “I have given handjobs to smaller dicks before. So there’s that.”

Colt’s face burned crimson. His cock twitched traitorously at the humiliation, bobbing in the open air while they laughed at it. He fought the urge to cover himself. The shame was molten, liquid heat pooling low in his belly and making him throb harder.

Cheyenne stepped closer, towering over him in her sports bra and tiny shorts. She reached out and gave the head of his cock a single, condescending little flick with one manicured finger. He jerked.

“You want to cum, don’t you?” she asked sweetly.

Colt swallowed. His voice came out hoarse. “Um… fuck yes.”

The three of them burst into fresh laughter.

Lola clapped her hands. “Aww, he’s honest! That’s adorable.”

“If you want to cum,” Cheyenne said, voice dropping into something silky and commanding, “you’re gonna have to do exactly what we say. No questions. No complaining. You understand? Otherwise you’er free to leave whenever you want.”

He nodded, throat tight with want. “Yeah. I—yes. Whatever you want.”

“Good boy,” Blossom cooed.

They decided his punishment with terrifying efficiency.

“You stared at our tits and asses the entire game,” Cheyenne said, circling him like a shark. “So you’re getting spanked. Hard. Until that cute little butt is bright red and you’re crying for us.”

Before he could process it, she sat on the edge of the couch, patted her thick, powerful thighs, and crooked a finger. “Over my lap. Now.”

Colt’s legs moved on autopilot. He draped himself across her lap, face burning as his cock was immediately trapped between her warm, muscular thighs. She squeezed them together deliberately, trapping his shaft in a tight, silky vice. The pressure was maddening—soft skin, the faint scent of her sweat and vanilla lotion, his cock pulsing helplessly against her.

“Count,” Cheyenne ordered, and brought her palm down with a sharp crack.

“Fuck— one!”

The sting exploded across his right cheek. Before he could recover she landed another on the left.

“Two!”

Lola and Blossom settled on either side, watching with gleeful cruelty.

“Look at him,” Lola giggled. “Little white boy getting his ass beat by three sorority girls. So pathetic.”

“Three,” he gasped as another blistering slap landed.

“You were drooling over our bodies like a perv,” Blossom added, voice light and teasing. “Now you’re gonna learn what happens to pervs.”

“Four—ah!”

Cheyenne’s hand was merciless—hard, rhythmic, each slap landing with perfect aim. His ass burned hotter with every strike, the pain blooming into something shameful and electric that made his trapped cock leak steadily onto her thigh. By ten his voice was cracking. By fifteen tears pricked his eyes.

“Fifteen—please—”

“Please what?” Cheyenne asked, pausing to rub the blazing heat of his ass with her palm. “Please stop? Or please let you cum like the desperate little bitch you are?”

He couldn’t answer. His cock was throbbing so hard it hurt, squeezed mercilessly between her thighs, the humiliation twisting into pure, aching need.

They flipped him onto his back on the carpet without ceremony. Lola straddled his chest backward, presenting her perfect little feet—smooth, pedicured toes painted hot pink, still slightly damp from the game. She wiggled them right in front of his face.

“Worship my feet like a good bitch,” she ordered sweetly.

Colt didn’t hesitate. He kissed the arch of her foot, licked between her toes, sucked each one into his mouth like he was starving for it. The taste of salt and girl-sweat flooded his tongue. His cock jerked uselessly in the air.

Blossom knelt between his spread legs and started slapping his balls—light at first, then sharper, playful little smacks that made him yelp around Lola’s toes. Every slap sent sparks of pain-pleasure racing up his spine. The girls giggled the entire time, delighted by every twitch and whimper.

“Please—” he managed between licks, voice wrecked. “Are you gonna show me your tits? Please, I—”

CRACK.

Cheyenne’s palm connected with his cheek in a stinging backhand that snapped his head to the side. The room went silent for half a second.

“Absolutely not,” she said, voice suddenly ice-cold and regal. “You don’t deserve that, bitch. You don’t get to see our tits. You don’t get to touch them. You don’t even get to think about them unless we say so. Understand?”

Colt’s cock leaked a fresh spurt onto his stomach. The slap had gone straight to his balls in the best and worst way.

“Yes,” he whispered, cheek burning. “Yes, ma’am.”

The phone on the wall rang, shrill and sudden.

Cheyenne answered it without moving from her spot, still pinning him down with one foot on his chest.

“Yeah? …Great, thanks.” She hung up and smirked down at him. “Pizza’s here in ten minutes. Looks like we’ve got time for one more game before it arrives.”

Lola wiggled her toes against his lips. Blossom gave his aching balls another light slap that made him moan.

Colt lay there—naked, red-assed, cock dripping, face stinging, completely at their mercy—and realized with a dizzy, shameful rush that he had never been this turned on in his entire life.

The timeloop could wait.

Right now, he was exactly where he belonged.


Chapter 5: Service

The pizza arrived ten minutes later in a greasy cardboard box that smelled like heaven. The three girls didn’t even bother setting the table. They just flopped onto the couch and the floor in a loose circle, legs tangled, still in their tiny volleyball shorts and sports bras, and dug in like they hadn’t eaten in days.

Colt sat naked on the carpet a few feet away, knees drawn up, cock still half-hard and leaking against his stomach. His ass throbbed with every tiny shift. The red handprints from Cheyenne’s spanking were turning into dark, stinging welts. He watched them eat—watched Cheyenne’s full lips close around a slice, watched Lola’s pink tongue dart out to catch a string of cheese, watched Blossom’s pigtails bounce as she laughed at something—and his stomach growled loud enough for all of them to hear.

He cleared his throat. “I, uh… wouldn’t mind a slice.”

Three pairs of eyes turned on him at once.

Cheyenne licked sauce from her thumb, slow and deliberate. “Aww, poor baby. You want pizza?”

Lola giggled, a slice dangling from her fingers. “Yeah, no. This is for us.”

Blossom tilted her head, syrupy-sweet. “But if you really need to put something in your body…”

Cheyenne’s grin turned wicked. She set her slice down, stood up, and sauntered into the kitchen. A moment later she returned holding a thick, slightly curved cucumber still glistening with condensation—and a small bottle of clear lube.

She tossed both at his feet.

“Fuck yourself with it,” she said simply. “Right now. On the floor. Show us how desperate you are.”

Colt’s face went nuclear. His cock jerked hard, slapping against his belly and leaving a wet streak.

“I—what?”

“You heard her,” Lola sing-songed, already recording him on a little disposable camera she’d pulled from somewhere. “If you want to stay, you can put that cucumber in that cute little ass. Now.”

Humiliation burned through him like wildfire, but his body betrayed him completely. He was harder than he’d ever been in his life—cock flushed dark, veins standing out, a steady drip of precum sliding down the shaft. With shaking hands he slicked the cucumber, positioned himself on all fours facing them, and pressed the blunt end against his hole.

The stretch burned. He groaned, forehead dropping to the carpet as he pushed the thick vegetable deeper, inch by humiliating inch. The girls watched with open delight.

“Look at him go,” Cheyenne murmured, taking another bite of pizza like this was the most normal thing in the world. “Such a good little slut for us.”

Lola scooted closer on her knees, still giggling. “Scooch forward, pretty boy. Closer to me.”

He obeyed, shuffling awkwardly with the cucumber buried halfway inside him. Lola wrapped her small, soft hand around his aching cock and started stroking—slow, teasing, barely enough pressure to do anything but drive him insane. Her thumb swirled over the leaking head on every upstroke.

Blossom grabbed a fresh slice of pizza and held it directly beneath his dripping cock, the warm cheese and sauce inches from his tip.

Cheyenne took over the cucumber. She knelt behind him, gripped the base, and started fucking him with it in slow, deliberate thrusts—angling it just right to drag across his prostate every time. The wet, filthy sound of it filled the room.

“Oh my God, he’s moaning,” Blossom laughed. “He loves it.”

Colt was gone. Lost in the overwhelming mix of shame and raw, animal need. Every thrust of the cucumber made his cock twitch and leak onto the pizza slice. Lola’s hand kept that torturously slow rhythm, twisting on the upstroke, squeezing just under the head.

“You want to cum?” Cheyenne asked sweetly, fucking him deeper.

“Yes—fuck—yes, please—”

Lola’s giggle was pure evil. “Five.”

Blossom held the pizza steady.

“Four.”

Cheyenne twisted the cucumber and pressed hard against his prostate.

“Three.”

Lola’s hand sped up just a fraction—still teasing, still not enough.

“Two.”

Colt’s entire body was shaking, thighs trembling, ass clenching around the thick cucumber.

“One.”

They all spoke together, voices bright and cruel:

“Cum for us, bitch.”

He exploded with a broken cry. Thick ropes of cum shot out in powerful pulses, splattering across the pizza slice in heavy white streaks. Some landed on Blossom’s fingers. Some dripped onto the carpet. He kept cumming—long, humiliating pulses—while Cheyenne kept fucking him through it and Lola milked every drop from his twitching cock.

When he finally collapsed forward, gasping, the girls were laughing so hard they could barely breathe.

Blossom lifted the ruined slice, cum glistening thickly across the cheese and pepperoni.

“Open wide, pretty boy,” she cooed.

Colt’s face burned hotter than the sun as he obeyed. She fed him the first bite—his own cum mixed with pizza sauce and cheese. The taste was salty, bitter, obscene. He chewed, swallowed, and they fed him another, and another, giggling the entire time while he licked their fingers clean.

Cheyenne pulled the cucumber out of his ass with a wet pop and tossed it aside. Lola gave his softening cock one last playful flick.

“Such a good little cum-eater,” she praised, patting his burning cheek. “Maybe next time we’ll let you have real pizza.”

Colt lay there on the floor—naked, ass gaping and sore, stomach full of his own cum, face flushed with the deepest shame he’d ever felt—and his cock gave one last weak, interested twitch.


Chapter 6: Time to Go

Colt lay on the living room floor in a blissful, sticky haze, chest heaving, thighs trembling. His ass still clenched around the phantom stretch of the cucumber. His stomach felt warm and full in the most depraved way possible. The three girls were giggling softly above him, but the energy had shifted—gone was the sharp cruelty. Now they were all soft hands and sweet voices.

Cheyenne wiped his mouth with a damp paper towel like he was something precious. Lola helped him sit up, pressing a cold soda into his hand. Blossom even ruffled his hair, pigtails swinging as she smiled down at him.

“You did so good for us,” Cheyenne murmured, pressing a surprisingly gentle kiss to his forehead. “Such a perfect little toy.”

Lola helped him to his feet, steadying him when his legs wobbled. “Seriously. That was hot as fuck.”

They didn’t even make him get fully dressed. Just handed him his boxers and jeans, watched with matching smirks as he pulled them on over his still-sensitive cock and red-striped ass. His shirt went on inside out. He didn’t care. He felt floaty. Owned. Happy.

At the front door, the three of them crowded around him like they were sending their favorite pet off to school.

“Come over again in a few days if you want,” Cheyenne said, leaning in the doorway in just her sports bra and tiny shorts, looking unfairly gorgeous. “We’ll be here until we leave for the road trip.”

Lola grinned, biting her lip. “Bring that cute little cock back. We might even let you cum inside something next time.”

Blossom giggled and gave his ass a light, possessive pat. “Promise you’ll come?”

Colt’s voice came out hoarse but sincere. “Yeah. I promise.”

They each gave him a quick kiss on the cheek—sweet, almost innocent after everything they’d just done to him—and sent him on his way with a chorus of “bye, pretty boy!”

The door clicked shut behind him.

Colt stepped out into the humid evening air, still dazed, still smiling like an idiot. The storm clouds had rolled in thick and dark while he’d been inside. Thunder rumbled low in the distance. He tilted his head back, watching the sky churn, feeling strangely content for the first time in years.

Maybe the loop isn’t so bad after all.

The thought had barely formed when the sky split open with a blinding white crack.

Lightning hit him square in the chest.

Pain. White noise. The taste of ozone and ozone and—

Joan Baez’s voice drifted through the crackling bus radio.

“…and the answer, my friend, is blowin’ in the wind…”

Colt’s eyes snapped open.

Same stiff neck. Same warm vinyl seat. Same duffel bag slumped beside his knee. Same old woman asleep across the aisle.

But something was wrong.

His cock—his cock was aching. Not the good kind of ache. A tight, constricting, foreign pressure wrapped around the entire length, like it was being squeezed in a vise. He shifted in his seat and felt it immediately: something hard, smooth, and unyielding encasing him from base to tip, with only a tiny slit at the front letting him breathe.

His heart slammed against his ribs.

He reached down discreetly, fingers brushing denim, and felt the unmistakable outline of plastic. Hard. Locked. Unforgiving.

The bus driver sneezed violently up front.

“Crap-nuggets!”

The bus hissed to a stop at the station.

Colt sat frozen, staring at nothing, the unfamiliar weight and pressure between his legs sending a fresh wave of confused, terrified arousal through his body.

The loop had reset.

But this time… something had come with him.

And his cock was locked tight.


Chapter 7: No Smart Enough

Cindy slapped the side of the PC so hard the monitor flickered.

“Come on,” she muttered. “Don’t do this to me.”

The machine hummed back at her, smug and useless.

Her damp blonde hair fell around her face as she leaned closer, one hand braced on the desk, the other flying across the keyboard. She had been trying to have a calm morning. A normal morning. A productive morning.

That had lasted roughly seven minutes.

Because the game was gone.

Not crashed. Not hidden. Not misplaced in some stupid directory.

Gone.

“No,” Cindy whispered. “No, no, no.”

She checked the drive, the backup folder, and the secret copy she kept under TAX RECEIPTS because nobody sane ever clicked on tax receipts voluntarily.

Nothing.

The executable was missing.

The test build was missing.

The cassette was missing.

For three seconds, Cindy sat completely still.

Then she understood.

Someone had stolen it.

“Shit.”

She shot out of her chair, nearly tripping over a box of spare cables. Her time-loop experiment was brilliant, obviously, but it was also untested, unstable, and attached to several theoretical assumptions that would probably not survive contact with reality.

Which was fine when it was hers.

Less fine when some idiot had walked out with it.

She opened the security log.

Green text filled the screen.

UNAUTHORIZED REMOVAL DETECTED.

“Oh, you absolute moron,” Cindy breathed.

The protocol was active.

That meant the game had identified the thief and triggered a personal lock. Not on the cassette. That would have been too easy. No, Cindy had designed the system to protect itself by targeting the object of strongest self-regard in the thief’s psychological profile.

The thing they cared about most.

Their ego. Their vanity. Their wallet. Their car. Their stupid beloved sneakers.

Depending on who had taken it, that could be inconvenient.

Depending on how the temporal charge interacted with tonight’s storm, it could be much worse.

“Who took it?” Cindy demanded.

For one hot, humiliating second, she thought of Colt Greene.

Colt, coming home early. Colt, with his lazy smile and broad shoulders and effortless confidence. Colt, who was supposed to visit her today.

Colt, who was absolutely dumb enough to steal something from her basement.

“No,” Cindy said firmly. “He wouldn’t.”

Then she remembered every single thing Colt had done between eight and nineteen.

Her face went blank.

“Oh God. He would.”

She had to find him.

First, unfortunately, she had to open the café.

Cindy hurried upstairs and found Melissa sitting behind the counter, mascara streaked down her pale cheeks, black lipstick smudged, looking tragic and gorgeous in crushed velvet and fishnets.

“Oh,” Cindy said. “Not this again.”

Melissa looked up with wet, furious eyes. “He left me.”

“Jakey?”

“Who else?” Melissa wailed. “He said Bali was calling him.”

Cindy wasn’t overly perturbed. Jakey only ever order babychino’s while looking at her tits. She could do without him. But her employee was not a resilient woman.

Melissa pressed a hand to her forehead. “Where am I supposed to find another submissive femboy who does whatever I say?”

Cindy blinked. “I don’t know, is that something you really need?”

“Everyone needs a boyfriend like that! He waxed nicely. He cried prettily. He used to beg to eat my pussy like every day! Do you know how rare that is?”

Cindy was having a hand time not rolling her eyes. “I truly do not.”

Melissa sniffed. “Men are useless unless they’re kneeling.”

Cindy’s thoughts went, unwillingly, to Colt.

Colt kneeling would be so so nice and...

No.

No time.

“Can you open up?” Cindy asked. “I have to handle something downstairs.”

Melissa gasped. “My life is in ruins.”

“I know, but the espresso machine still needs seeing to.”

Melissa gave a dramatic sigh and stood. “Fine. But I’m being mean to customers today.”

“You’re mean every day,” Cindy said, though they both knew it was bullshit, unless the guy was an absolute creep, she was all sunshine.

Melissa glared. “Meaner.”

Cindy turned toward the stairs, then stopped.

“Oh, and if my friend Colt shows up, take care of him for me.”

Melissa blinked. “Colt?”

“Tall. Dark hair. Handsome with these hands you’d wish he would wrap around your throat and…um…he has pretty eyes, cool, thanks!.”

Melissa’s eyes sharpened. “Pretty?”

Cindy hesitated one second too long.

Melissa smiled.

“Oh,” she purred. “Pretty.”

“Just keep him here,” Cindy said quickly. “Don’t let him leave until I’ve talked to him.”

“You want me to take care of him?” Melissa beamed.

A sharp beep sounded from downstairs.

Cindy pointed at her. “Do not scare him off.”

Melissa placed a hand over her heart. “I would never scare a pretty boy unless he liked it.”

Cindy groaned and hurried back down.

The basement swallowed her in machine hum and green light. Somewhere in town, Colt Greene was probably walking around with her test build, unaware he had become the central variable in the most important experiment of Cindy’s life.

“Okay,” she whispered, leaning toward the monitor. “Let’s figure this out.”

Above her, Melissa opened the café door and began humming to herself, black-painted nails tapping the counter.

Cindy did not hear it.

She did not see Melissa glance toward the street with hungry new interest.

And she had absolutely no idea she had just handed Colt Greene to the loneliest, horniest, most recently dumped goth girl in town…

To be continued…




Teaser: Locked by the Countess by Lexie Locke

Jonathan Harker

You might think your boss is a monster, but I can guarantee you that mine is worse.

Penelope Hawkins was the kind of domineering, micromanaging control freak who rearranged other people’s lives for sport. Always with a smile and a calendar invite, and by the time you realise it’s happened, your week has been repurposed and your private life has been scheduled out of existence.

Take today, for example.

I had just told everyone in the real estate office I work at that my beautiful girlfriend Mina, and I were getting married next month. My team did the kind thing and organised a little celebration. Nothing crazy, just a carrot cake from the bakery down the street, some pilfered bunting from a storage cupboard on the fifth floor, and a bottle of alcohol-free prosecco.

It was nice.

But then the devil made her entrance.

Penelope Hawkins strode in a pair of Prada stilettos, her tiny skirt hugging her wide hips and leaving her long stocking-clad legs on display.

She walked up to the cake, looked at the bunting, at the gathered faces, and said, “Oh, Johnathan. Don’t tell me you’re getting married?”

I answered with as little detail as I could, hoping she’d leave quickly. “Yes, ma’am. Next month.”

She bit her lip and sighed dramatically. If nothing else Penelope Hawkins was dramatic.

“I’m afraid that’s not going to be possible, Jonny.”

The room emptied out fast after that, and then it was just me and Penelope Hawkins.

The boss from hell.

I laughed nervously, praying she was joking and said. “And why is that, ma’am?”

She put a finger to the frosting, dragged it across the top and tasted it with a moan. “Oh god, that tastes divine! Want some?”

She offered her frosting coated finger to me.

I blushed and tried to keep her on topic. “My wedding, maam?”

“Or lack there of?” she tittered, sucking her finger clean. “Yeah sorry Johnnathan. But I spoke to HR and told them we’ll have to rescind your vacation. There’s a work project I need your help on.”

“We’ve already —” I started. We’d booked the registrar, the venue, the invitations to family and friends. I had printed the RSVP on the work printer that very morning. The words tumbled out half-plea, half-argument.

Penelope’s smile gagged my arguments. “It will be a month, maybe two. That is actually up to you, but Lady Camilla Noctera is quite the character. A very interesting woman anxious to leave her estate in eastern Europe and secure a place in London. She prefers to meet the person handling the sale.”

“Lady Camilla Noctera?” I frowned, vaguely recognising the name.

“Old aristocracy, a countess, if you can believe it. She’s been hiding out in the mountains ever since she finished her doctorate in women’s studies, a really interesting and powerful woman. You’re just her type.”

“What am I supposed to tell Mina?” I asked.

“Tell her you’re going to earn a fat commission on the sale that’ll cover the downpayment on a house in the country,” Penelope said with a giggle and then took the plastic flute from my hand and finished my drink. “Tell her that if I get a good report from the countess you’re in line for a promotion. There’s a corner office available in February you know?”

“But…but,” I stammered.

“Johnathan, I’m your boss, not your relationship coach,” she said with a sigh. Then, at the doorway, she turned, gave me a look that suggested both threat and approval, and added, with that wicked little inflection she loved bandying about, “But if my fiancé did anything like that to me, he’d be in for the spanking of his life.”

Then she winked and left.

Leaving me to pick up the pieces of my life.

Penelope Hawkins

Life was good when you were Penelope Hawkins.

But even devils needed a soak now and then.

The door clicked shut behind me and I let the robe fall, silk puddling at my feet as I stepped carefully into the steaming bath.

The water rose up my thighs, hot enough to make me hiss, then settled as I lowered myself down, shoulders slipping beneath the heat until only my face remained above the surface. After a long day running the office, I needed this.

But there was always more work to do.

I reached for the phone on the stool beside the tub, keyed in the numbers that I knew by heart, and waited.

“Lady Noctera? It’s Penelope Hawkins.”

I smiled, letting my head rest back against the porcelain, letting her voice wash over me.

I nodded. “Yes, I trust the hour isn’t inconvenient. I thought I’d catch you before the evening settled too far along.”

A pause, and then I laughed softly, embarrassed already by her tone. “Of course, business first. Listen, I’m sending Jonathan Harker. Yes, the one I mentioned in my last note. Young, handsome in that beautiful innocent kind of way, but more importantly…he’s very very pliant. But he has solid shoulders and pretty lips, and he listens. You know how rare that is. He listens like a schoolboy desperate for approval.”

I shifted in the bath, water rippling around my chest. “You’ll find him obedient. Eager, really. He doesn’t think of himself that way, which makes it all the sweeter. The girls in the office tease, they whisper, they share little fantasies about him at the water cooler, but none of them have touched him, not really. He’s engaged to a girl named Mina. Fiercely loyal. Oh, yes, he speaks her name as though it’s carved into his the sky. It makes him frustrating to manage sometimes, but it also keeps him… pure, I suppose. His eyes wander, but his heart drags him back.”

Her voice slid through the receiver like velvet, low and probing. I sat up straighter in the bath before I even realized it, water lapping at my collarbone. “Yes, madam, I did test him. I pushed, I pressed, I withheld his leave. He folded, naturally. No resistance at all once the right words were spoken. He tries to pretend otherwise, but anyone who knows what to look for can see it.”

She said something that made me laugh again, a nervous flutter escaping before I could stop it. “No, I’ve never had him, if that’s what you mean. I might be shameless, but I do keep the line between work and play…well, most of the time.”

I let out a long breath as she pressed further. The water was beginning to cool, but my skin remained feverishly warm. “Yes… yes, I admit I’ve imagined it. When he leans over a desk to grab a pencil, or when he thanks me sweetly after I’ve been cruel. Of course I’ve thought about it. Any woman would. But Mina… Mina has her claws in him, and I didn’t think it wise to tangle with devotion like that.”

Another pause, another sly question. My cheeks burned though no one could see me. “Me? Oh, Lady Noctera, you’re wicked to ask. Yes, I can be obedient if commanded correctly. You know that. I follow orders when they’re given by the right person. You’ve proven that yourself once or twice.”

I sank lower, embarrassed, hiding half my face in the water. “No, not since you last visited London. There hasn’t been anyone else who could make me.”

The bathwater trembled as my thighs shifted restlessly. “Yes, madam. I still think about it, that night together we had in uni”

Her voice dropped lower, a final murmur of instructions that made my stomach twist in a strange mixture of dread and anticipation.

I forced my reply through tight lips. “Yes, I’ll make sure he arrives prepared. Yes, I’ll tell him it’s only business. And yes… yes, I’ll be in London when you return. I’ll come to you, if you’ll have me.”

Another beat, and then her farewell. I pressed the phone to my ear a moment longer, unwilling to let go of the warmth in her tone.

When at last I set it down, I was trembling, water cooling rapidly around me, my skin flushed from more than just the bath.

Jonathan Harker was on his way to her.

But it seemed, from the ease with which she had unraveled me in a single phone call, that I was, in my own way, in as much trouble as he was.
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Locked by the Countess: Castle Chastity: A Gothic Dark Femdom Romance of Chastity, Worship, and Forbidden Desire (Gothic Femdom Chastity Chronicles: An FLR Retelling of Dracula Book 1)

Jonathan Harker thought he had everything: an upcoming wedding to the gorgeous Mina, a promising career, and a steady life. But when his powerful female boss sends him to the mountains of Eastern Europe, he finds himself face to face with Lady Camilla Noctera, a woman whose beauty is as dangerous as it is breathtaking. Pale as marble, with lips the color of blood and eyes that strip him bare, the Countess is a vision of elegance and cruelty.

Mina, back in London, is no less striking: petite and porcelain-skinned, her hazel eyes see more than anyone guesses, her curves commanding attention even when she doesn’t mean to. Jonathan adores her, but in her absence, he cannot escape the spell of the Countess....or the shame of how easily he bends to her superior will.

Drawn into Camilla’s rituals of foot-kissing, teasing, and the cold confinement of a chastity cage, Jonathan’s days become a blur of devotion and denial. Every glance from her makes him ache, every humiliating order makes him ache with desire, until his own need betrays him. Embarrassment, arousal, and worship twist together as he realises he no longer knows if he longs for freedom… or to remain at her feet forever.

Locked by the Countess: Castle Chastity is a seductive reimagining of Dracula, perfect for fans of gothic romance, dark femdom, and the delicious ache of forbidden desire.

From Best Friend to Gentle Femdom: A Gentle Femdom Chastity Locktober Romance (Locktober : A Gentle Femdom Chastity Romance Series Book 1)

He thought their story was over.
Then the gorgeous and flighty Melonie Rose turned up on his doorstep in a ruined wedding dress, and now he's locked up and sharing a bed with her until the end of Locktober.

When Melonie Rose shows up on the night she’s supposed to be married, her old college roommate has no choice but to let her back into his life. What begins as one night of comfort quickly spirals into something deeper: searching for a new start together, and sharing a single bed in a small town.

But old feelings don’t stay buried for long. Every glance, every touch, every playful tease reminds him of what he’s always wanted and never dared to admit. And when Melonie discovers the tradition of Locktober, she decides to put a key between them—one that could unlock his passion and push him to admit how he's always felt about her.

A story of second chances, simmering tension, and a month-long dare that neither of them can forget, From Best Friend to Gentle Femdom is a friends-to-lovers romance brimming with warmth, laughter, and slow-burn heat.
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