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“Something’s going to have to change – we can’t live like this!”

“Well, why not?” Kate responded to her husband with a demure smile as she leisurely took another bite of her sandwich while he paced back and forth frustratingly in their kitchen.

“Why not?!” Andrew protested to his wife defiantly. “You locked a chastity belt around my cock, Kate!!!”

“Ok, two things…” she pointed out as she dabbed a napkin to her lips. “Number One - *I* didn’t lock it on you, Veronica did. And Number Two – don’t use the word cock to describe yourself because you clearly don’t know the difference between a real one and that thing you have…”

Andrew stopped dead in his tracks and looked back at her shocked, but couldn’t find the words to respond next.

“Besides, it doesn’t have to be all bad!” she countered before he had a chance to recover from her quite vivid bitch slap. “This whole thing could actually be kind of fun – if you’ll just learn to accept it…”

He continued to stare back at her hurt and confused as he shook his head and asked, “How in the world am I supposed to enjoy my wife sleeping with another man?!”

Kate just chuckled as she finished the last bite on her plate and pushed it away from her before standing up and walking over to the fridge. As she retrieved the pitcher of iced tea and refilled her glass on the island between them, she offered nonchalantly, “I don’t know yet, but I’m sure we can figure out something!”

After she slid the pitcher back into its place in the refrigerator, Kate walked over to her husband and without warning, gave him a series of pats on his groin that she knew would drive the spikes that had yet to be retracted from the previous weekend painfully into his limp dick. As he winced under her hand without saying a word, she leaned in closer to him and whispered, “Don’t think that I didn’t notice that hard-on of yours when you were down on your hands and knees, kissing my shoes before I went out with my lover Saturday night … this new role may end up suiting you more than you’re ready to admit.”

As she walked away, she called over her shoulder, “Now be a dear and take care of my dishes for me – I think I’m going to enjoy some time out in the sun…”

Hanging his head as the newfound pain made his short walk to the table where she had ate quite the chore, Andrew obediently took his wife’s plate and fork over to the sink where he began to rise them off before depositing them into the dishwasher when he looked up to hear her add on while standing in the doorway leading out to the patio…

“You know, you’re right, honey – something is going to have to change around here.”

“And the thing is, I’m not going to be subtle about it anymore…”

* * * * * * * * * *

Andrew spent the next several hours in heavy contemplation as his adulterous wife lounged about just outside on their patio. After having rinsed the few random dishes lying around and turning on the dishwasher, he thought long and hard about this unconscionable scenario that she had forced upon him, and a million questions flooded his head that earlier he had been too overwhelmed with anger and confusion to even consider…

Why was she doing this to him?

What had driven her to find passion in the arms of another?

Was it something that he had done to drive her away?

What if he wasn’t capable of making his own wife happy anymore???

He tried to put his nervous frustrations to good use while Kate enjoyed her alone time by tidying up the rest of the kitchen, then proceeding on to the living and family rooms until he had made an impact in nearly every room in the house, addressing everything from the messy bed to the laundry to even cleaning up his wife’s vanity where she had humiliated him by dressing up for another man in front of him only a few days prior.

Wandering into the couple’s closet, his eyes immediately fell to the decadent, short leather dress that she had worn out on that same fateful night, initially reaching out to feel the cool leather beneath his fingertips that had seemingly felt just out of his reach when he was helping her get dressed earlier, yet instinctively he jerked his hand back as if she were watching from just over his shoulder, scolding him, “No – that’s not for you…” as his eyes dropped to the floor and his gaze was instead directed to her shiny, platform heels that had been left nearby instead…

After doing all that he could around the house shy of firing up the vacuum cleaner and risk disturbing his lounging wife, Andrew decided to make more of an effort to get back in his love’s good graces, and after doing a quick bit of research online, he carefully and methodically gathered up the leather dress back into its original garment bag along with the special lingerie that she had worn as well with the intent of dropping them all off at the local dry cleaners while he made a trip to the local market in search of some fresh meats and vegetables for dinner. Finding that with a little extra, they could expedite their work so that he could have the leatherwear back in her closet that same night, he proudly took to task planning a special menu that he knew his wife would love to help keep his mind off of all of the other immoral thoughts that had been bombarding his head.

When Kate finally came back into the house as the sun was setting, she couldn’t help but notice all of the work that her husband had accomplished that afternoon as she found him busily chopping away in the kitchen with a myriad of wonderfully smells wafting forth...

“Mmmmm – what’s for dinner?” she asked with a smile as she approached to further examine her husband’s handiwork.

“Spiced tilapia with fresh corn and peppers, paired with a crisp White Bordeaux,” he announced without looking up as he focused on dicing the peppers in front of him.

“Well it smells wonderful!” she commented, then asking, “About how long until everything is ready?”

“Maybe half an hour at best?” Andrew replied, finally looking up to catch his wife’s approving gaze.

“Ok – I think I might draw a quick bath…” she told him as she turned away and made her way up the stairs to their bedroom without looking back, though unable to shake off the smug grin that grew on her face once she had disappeared from his field of vision. Her sentiment was only bolstered as she walked in to find their bed made and the bedroom generally tidied up as well, but it wasn’t until she stepped into the walk-in closet and flipped on the light to find the garment bag now returned around her breathtaking gift dress with the dry cleaner’s tag dated that day hanging from the zipper that she stopped and said aloud to herself in amusement, “Well isn’t that interesting…”

Taking then to the bathroom and turning the water on high, Kate tossed one of her strawberry-scented bath bombs into the rapidly rising water and a few minutes later sunk in herself up to her neck, the hot water unleashing a tirade of emotions as she found herself pondering a world where her husband actually accepted this newfound desire that she had uncovered in taking on a boyfriend on top of her commitment to him.

Closing her eyes as she turned on the jets to feel the water bubble and swirl around her in a most luxurious fashion, her mind drifted to the visual that she had come to savor of her husband kneeling before her as she dressed in sexy lingerie for her lover, an act that she was anxious to repeat and a thought that never failed to make her wet for reasons that she was still coming to terms with understanding herself…

Towering over him in her sky high heels that seemed all the more domineering because he had picked them out for her, she saw herself growing taller as he seemed to shrink beneath her – a testament to the powerful dynamic that was strangely developing between them as she began to enjoy the elements of control that her lover Marcus had hinted for her to use to enhance their own relationship.

Her mind then flipped once again to a new visual inspired by that very afternoon’s latest developments as she envisioned her husband obediently doing chores around the house while she lay in their married bed upstairs with her lover. The thoughts grew naughtier as Kate pictured herself kneeling in front of the man with his thick cock in her mouth while her husband donned a classic maid’s apron and even a pair of black high heels as he dusted the house while his chastity belt remained forever locked underneath.

As Kate finally found herself being vigorously fucked while her husband looked on, tied to the bedposts with both his wrists and ankles spread and a shiny, red ballgag trapped in his mouth, that was when the woman finally gasped out loud as her caresses beneath the water eventually pushed her over the edge. After taking a few much needed moments to catch her breath, the happily satisfied woman eventually lifted herself back out of the tub and relaxingly toweled off before pulling a silky robe over her otherwise naked body and slipping into a pair of matching low-heeled sandals, then returned downstairs to the kitchen where she found her husband waiting for her at the table with two plates on the table and a chilled glass of wine nearby to accompany each…

“Well doesn’t this look fabulous!” she gushed as she slid into the seat opposite him, eager to dig in after a long day of doing little to nothing. The two exchanged pleasant small talk as they ate, with Kate offering up many an impressed compliment about all the work that he had done to make their home more presentable throughout the day. When the conversation eventually turned to the real subject on both of their minds, Kate simply proposed, “Let’s talk about it after dinner…” which she was surprised to see that he accepted without an ounce of resistance.

Once their plates had finally been emptied and she had thanked him kindly again for a great meal, Kate then suggested that he should clear the dishes and bring a fresh glass of wine up to the bedroom so that they could continue their discussion in a more comfortable setting. She next turned to leave him once more with his thoughts, grinning as she felt his eyes lock onto her silky legs that slipped out from beneath the robe with each step and wondering just how tantalizing that made him feel inside of that shiny, new prison of his. 

Appearing at the doorway to their bedroom about ten minutes later, Andrew entered to find his wife reclined on the chaise lounger that sat in the corner of their room, facing the window. She smiled as he handed her the single glass of wine that he had brought with him at her request, then spoke up, “Why don’t you take off your clothes and have a seat over here…”

A moment later, she added, “I still haven’t had a good chance to see it yet.”

Her husband quickly stripped down his clothes and piled them at the edge of the bed, admittedly feeling even more naked wearing the belt than he ever did without it, and after surveying the scene and taking note of his wife’s graceful appearance, he eventually sat down by her feet at the end of the chaise.

“Does it hurt?” Kate asked unabashedly as she took a small sip from her glass, her eyes staring curiously at the steel device between his legs.

Andrew looked up, somewhat taken off guard by her question, though after a minute of processing soon responded, “No, well … it depends. Right now it’s ok, but the spikes can get to be a little much at times…”

“At times like what???” his wife inquired, though the smirk that she almost perfectly held back still hinted that she already knew the answer.

“Ummmmm…” he stuttered. “When I start getting aroused, they start to dig in…”

“But I thought that you couldn’t get hard inside of that thing…” Kate countered as if they were having a conversation about anything other than her husband’s chastised member at that very moment.

“I can’t … not fully,” Andrew confirmed, adding, “…but if I start on my way, they hurt.”

She could tell by the look on his face that he didn’t know how to describe the sensation any better, despite having already experienced it many times in just the last few days.

“Interesting…” Kate purred as she took another sip from her wine.

“So tell me,” she then asked with a curious tone to her voice, “what exactly has been arousing you the last couple of days since you’ve been wearing that???”

Andrew thought for a moment as he looked down at his locked crotch, then his eyes dropped back to her feet before he admitted, “Mostly you.”

“Me?!” she repeated rather surprised. She considered his response herself for a moment before she just had to press, “Why … me … after all that I’ve done to you recently???”

Her husband’s eyes wandered the room a while longer as she watched him ponder his response before finally looking right back at her and telling her, “I don’t know … you’ve just been … sexier lately.”

Kate considered the response, then prompted, “Go on…” as she crossed her ankles in front of him.

“I mean – there’s just something about you that’s … different,” he continued. “You’ve had this new aura about you, and you never used to dress like this in the past…”

Kate smiled warmly as she looked down at him kneeling by her feet, then countered with an even more difficult question…

“Does it bother you that I’m sleeping with another man?”

“Yes,” he replied almost instantly, to which Kate equally countered back, “Why?”

Andrew attempted to give the question some serious thought, but all the same appeared a little flabbergasted as he replied, “Because that’s supposed to be my job, and because I thought that we were happy together.”

“We are happy together,” she told him with a comforting tone in her voice.

“But then why are you sleeping around?!” he argued, though he was quick to calm himself as he looked up at his wife and noted the lack of threatening appearance in her own stature as she simply listened and occasionally sipped from her glass, her toes seeming to sparkle in the moonlight coming in from the window.

“Don’t you love me anymore?” he eventually came to sheepishly as his eyes dropped back to the floor.

“Of course I still love you,” Kate comforted her husband without hesitation. “If I didn’t love you, I’d have just left you, and clearly I’m still here…”

“So then why … him? Why all of this???” he asked, hinting down to the chastity belt.

With that Kate admittedly smirked as she thought of Marcus and glanced down at the device that she’d insisted he wear, reporting harshly, “Because it’s fun!”

“We’ve been together for fifteen years now, and when this opportunity arose, I just thought that it might be fun to experiment a little. I’m not the same pretty young thing that I was when you met me, and it’s been nice to remember what it’s like to feel sexy all over again…”

“…even you just admitted to that.”

Andrew’s eyes continued to stay fixed on the floor in front of him as his wife continued.

“It’s not about love, even though I love being with him … and even if I were to say that in a way I kind of love him, it’s not in the same way that I love my partner who I’ve been with for the last decade and a half! You’re the one who I married and you’re the one who I call my husband, and nothing has happened in the last few months to change that.”

Silence filled the room until eventually Andrew mumbled out the single word, “…but…”

“But … what do you want me to say?!” Kate said with a laugh. “Yes, I enjoy fucking him! He’s bigger than you, he’s got so much more stamina than you, he’s more passionate than you. There’s no question that when it comes to fucking, you just can’t even compete…”

“But that doesn’t mean that’s the only way that you can please me,” she suggested hopefully as she noted the somber look on the man’s face.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” Andrew asked weakly as his eyes remained glued to the floor.

“Well, for starters, want to know one thing that I’ve learned about you just recently?” she asked in an attempt to turn the conversation up.

“What’s that?”

“I’ve learned that I really like the look of you at my feet,” she told her husband with an earnest sincerity.

“Like right now, and even that night,” she expanded on her comment, “it makes me feel … powerful, and sexy … to have a man at my feet to serve me.”

“And you look good there – like that’s where you belong, and it kind of turns me on…”

It was with her latest comment that Andrew’s eyes rose back to his wife’s feet, which were still crossed only inches away from his face and smelled sweetly of strawberries from her recent bath.

Sensing the up tick with a small smile, Kate uncrossed her feet and bent her knee to prop one up on the edge of the lounger in front of him, coyly asking, “You’ve been noticing my feet a lot more lately, haven’t you?”

“It’s ok…” she quickly added. “I know that you’ve always had a thing for shoes – it’s ironic that I never wore those black ones that you wanted me to get until last weekend…”

She watched as she knew his mind flashed to her stocking-clad feet wrapped up in the sky high stiletto platforms, grinning herself at the thought of standing over him with such power, such authority, and then to command him to kiss them as if they were the only conduit to her that he deserved in that very moment in time.

“Is thinking about me in those shoes one of the things that turns you on?” Kate purred seductively as she wiggled her toes in front of her husband. “I know it turned me on … watching you worship them before I went out to have my fun…”

Andrew bit his lip and squirmed uncomfortably, but couldn’t deny his wife’s words and after 15 years, he knew that the look on his face was something that she could read like a book. He felt immensely attracted to her in that moment, and yet as he gazed up her long legs that were extended luxuriously out in front of him, his eyes fell short of the shimmering, silky red robe that just barely covered her most intimate parts … somehow once again as if he wasn’t allowed.

“Why don’t you get some lotion and you can rub my feet while we talk…” Kate suggested as she curiously examined his emotions from her perch. He simply nodded and stood up without a word to walk into the bathroom and retrieve a similarly scented bottle of the strawberry lotion that he knew she enjoyed in conjunction with the bath scents that she had used earlier, while Kate couldn’t help but smile at the loving display of obedience that was unfolding right there in front of her, despite all that she had done to him in recent months.

As Andrew took his place once again at the end of his wife’s chaise, he unwittingly looked up at her seemingly for her approval before he reached up and gently lifted the first of the two slip-on sandals from her feet that had apparently pedicured quite recently, though it was at that moment with a warm smile on Kate’s face that he first took witness to a very special and very new piece of jewelry that he’d never noticed before…

Catching just enough moonlight from out the window to cast the tiniest of sparkles into his eyes, Andrew was drawn to the expensive-looking gold anklet that hung around her right ankle… the chain itself looking quite beautiful, yet the focal point – at least in his eyes – quite clearly was the discrete-looking charm in the shape of a small key that dangled freely within inches of his fingers as he removed the woman’s shoe.

“You like my new anklet?” Kate asked him with a reserved smirk as his eyes remained locked on the gold chain. “Marcus bought it for me a couple of weeks ago, but told me that I couldn’t wear it until its accessory was ready. To answer the question that I’m sure is looming in your head – yes, that’s the key to your chastity belt.”

She wiggled her toes playfully as his stare continued until she finally had to jilt him back into the present as she snapped her fingers, “Come on – lotion?”

Andrew set his wife’s shoe to the side and squeezed a small amount of the scented lotion into his hand before reaching out and caressing it into the sole of Kate’s foot.

“Mmmmm – that feels good…” she quietly moaned, chuckling under her breath, “…see – you’re still good for something…”

He did his best to focus on his wife’s feet, taking a much more slow and sensual focus than usual as he keyed into her reactions and paid particular attention to the stiffest of areas, though it was no secret that his eyes continued to wander back to the anklet that dangled freely from his wife’s ankle – just inches above where his fingers stopped their work – until finally he heard her ask him with a somewhat sarcastic tone.

“Does it just drive you crazy to see your key right there and not be able to do anything about it???”

The chastised man froze for a second, then resumed his efforts with his eyes now fixated solely on the woman’s toes as he meekly replied back, “You don’t seem to be very interested in my cock right now anyways…”

Kate laughed, then took a slow drink of her wine before replying.

“Again - dick, not cock, honey … but that’s not entirely true. I’m very interested in your dick right where it is right now – I just don’t have any sexual desire for it at the moment!”

She smiled as she looked down her legs at him, fishing for his response as she read the embarrassed expression on his face with an unexpected hint of glee. He focused on her foot, working the smooth cream in between her brightly-painted toes before muttering another response – “I guess it doesn’t matter if I’m locked up or not then…”

Albeit the circumstances were a bit different than usual, the brunette had experienced her husband’s poor me attitude far too many times and in this case had no intention of letting it dampen her mood.

“So are you agreeing that it should be locked up if I have no desire to make use of it???” she quipped with a certain chime to her voice that she knew ground him to the core with just the intended effect. Glancing up at his wife’s face for the briefest moment without a word before removing her other shoe and continuing his focus at her feet, Kate summarized their conversation with a playful giggle as she spoke to no one in particular, “You know, it pleases me to see you coming around on the idea so quickly. That’s going to make this a lot easier…”

The exercise went on for a few minutes longer in silence as Kate enjoying simply watching her husband focus on her feet while Andrew fought internally with all that was taking place around him, still uncomfortable with the thought of his wife with another man, yet strangely centered on the task before him, and admittedly even the slightest bit aroused inside of his steel chastity belt through the limited interaction that he had been allowed at his wife’s feet.

“I was really pleased with everything that you did around the house today, by the way…” she spoke randomly in a concerted effort to break the silence between them.

Andrew replied with a simple, “Thank you…” as he looked up at his wife with a small smile, inside grateful that she had noticed his effort as he rubbed his thumbs deep into her soles.

“So tell me,” she continued, “what made you do it?”

“What do you mean?” he asked in what felt like his first not nervous reply simply from a state of confusion.

“Why did you choose to spend your day doing the things that you did?” Kate clarified astutely. “Surely with everything that’s happened lately, you would have every right to just be pissed off at me and lay around watching TV all day … especially when I spent all day working on my tan!”

“I’m just curious – what made you choose to spend your day off doing chores instead???”

He thought for a moment, then stopped and looked up at his wife from the floor and gently told her, “To make you happy…”

Kate paused as she watched her husband go back to work before prompting him, “Elaborate…”

Andrew stopped the long foot massage again, put his hands in his lap, and looked up at Kate once more as he tried to explain, “I thought that maybe all of this was because you were mad at me about something, so I wanted to do something to try and make it better…”

“Oh, dear…” she comforted him as she took another small sip from her glass, “you didn’t do anything to make me mad, but you did please me with your efforts around the house today – that made me very happy.”

“…I see that you even had my new dress and lingerie dry cleaned…”

He bit his lip as he stared downward, then replied meekly with a shrug, “It needed to get done. They were dirty, and I figured that you’d want to wear them again at some point…”

Kate smiled.

“You did, did you???”

With that, the two were interrupted as Kate’s phone began to ring from its place beside her on the chaise. Unsure of what else to do besides simply resume what he had been doing earlier, Andrew took his wife’s by now quite tender feet in his hands once more as she began to talk, though it didn’t take long for him to piece together who was on the other end of the phone…

“Hey, baby – it’s so good to hear from you. I figured you must be pretty swamped on your business trip because you hadn’t called yet!”

“Things are good ... in fact, we were actually talking about that right now while he treats me to a nice, little foot rub…”

“Of course he’s still wearing it! Hardly any complaints at all. He even did all sorts of stuff for me around the house without a single complaint, including getting my new outfit from last weekend all cleaned up for me…”

“Yup!”

“Mmmmmm – that does sound nice … kind of makes me wish that I was there to share it with you…”

“Teeheehee! Actually, I’ve got an idea! Hold on for a minute…”

Holding the phone down to her chest, Kate finally looked back at her husband who was still sitting at her feet quite anxiously.

“Andrew…”

“Do you want me to go and give you two some privacy?” he asked in a mopey tone.

“Nope!” she chimed back without missing a beat. “I want you to go to the closet and bring back those shoes of mine that you like. You missed out on the chance to help me put them on last time – let’s see if you can avoid making the same again…”

Andrew looked back at his wife confused after just listening to her randomly flirting with the subject of her affair, but for some reason knew better than to question it as he lifted himself up to his feet and disappeared into the closet, only to return a few seconds later carrying the same strappy, black platform heels that he had retrieved for his wife a few days prior, though he still wasn’t quite sure of her intent this go around on account of what he did overhear about her lover being out of town on business at the moment.

Pointing him with a single finger to return to his place at her feet, Kate chimed with a proud grin on her face as she held her phone off to the side to address him, “Now Andrew, you impressed me so much this afternoon by taking the initiative to get my dress cleaned, I’m going to let you enjoy cleaning my heels for the next few minutes while I chat with my friend here on the phone!”

“Do be sure to pay extra attention to the soles and the heels, as I was on my feet in them a lot that night … at least until, well, you know…”

Andrew blushed as he dropped his focus back to his wife’s feet before taking a seat once again at the end of the chaise, this time feeling a little further from her than earlier as he began to fit the strappy stilettos around her beautiful feet while she returned to her conversation as if he couldn’t even hear her.

“Sorry about that – just had to give a little direction to get things underway here. So tell me … how much have you missed me?”

Her husband’s eyes fixated on the shiny, gold key hanging from her ankle, now more symbolic than ever as he seemed to be willingly participating in her little charade as he carefully buckled the numerous straps around her feet, admittedly feeling himself growing a bit aroused underneath his belt despite all of the undertones that this new fantasy world that had sprouted up around him seemed to suggest in a myriad of not-so-subtle ways.

“That sounds nice…” he heard Kate purr into the phone while he did his best to remain focused on her shoes as he continued to fit the second high heel to her other foot, his mind transported away as his fetish was overwhelmed by the divine scent of leather melding with her new strawberry-scented aura just before his face.

“Oh god, what I wouldn’t do for your touch right now…” she moaned as she adjusted her position on the couch, spreading her legs ever so slightly as he watched her free hand out of the corner of his eye wander up underneath her robe to toy with her nipples.

It didn’t seem right to watch, even if she was his own married wife, and so closing his eyes, Andrew followed the woman’s orders to the tee as he leaned in and began to run his tongue up and down the soles of the platform heels in his most submissive display yet, all the while Kate’s side of the dialog between her and her lover seemed to grow more and more risqué as she touched herself intimately and without remorse…

“I’d love to feel you between my lips, straddling my head as I get you ready…”

“Inside me deep, nice and slow to get my juices flowing…”

“I can almost taste you as you suddenly start ramming into me harder and harder!”

Kate grinned as she looked down her legs to see Andrew so obediently at work on her shoes before she flipped her robe open and began touching herself much aggressively at her boyfriend’s instructions, first pulling at her nipples that by then were quite erect and then finally bringing her hand south to massage her clit as the man’s erotic narration from over the phone began to push her to climax.

“Oh, fuck me, Sir – I’m yours!” Andrew heard his wife cry out as he did his best to keep his lips wrapped around the stiletto heel of her right shoe while she flailed about with passion on the chaise in their master bedroom. Though his penis began to ache against the sharp spines that cradled it inside the belt, he cuckolded man managed to keep his eyes welded tightly shut as he tasted the leather spike on his tongue and between his lips until he finally witnessed in the flesh his wife being brought to orgasm by the work of another right in front of him…

“Oh … that was wonderful…” she moaned warmly after the initial scream had subsided and the pulsating within her body was beginning to dissipate. The two made pillow talk for a few minutes longer as the married woman drifted back to Earth until it was finally time to say their goodbyes, all the while her husband continued worshipping her heels without interruption, much to his wife’s pleasure.

“That was fun – so when are you going to be back so that we can do it in person next time???”

“Grrrrr … that sounds like so long!”

“Teeheehee!” she giggled like a schoolgirl, crossing her legs and forcing her husband to change his position once again. “I just want your cock inside of me … my pussy craves you!!!”

After another minute of playful banter, Kate finally hung up the phone and returned her attention at last to subservient man suckling at her feet. Thoroughly enjoying the sight as she looked down at her stiletto-clad feet and admired Andrew giving his all to the soles of the very shoes that she had flaunted in his face a few days prior, she amusingly activated the camera on her phone and quickly took several shots of him in all of his glory – nude with his chastity belt clearly in frame, reverently with his scandalous wife’s sexy shoes at his lips…

Before finally giving him permission to cease and help her get ready for bed, she just couldn’t help herself in sending a couple of her prime shots back to Marcus as he was ready to retire himself in his hotel room on the other side of the country.

“Baby, I want you to see what just happened…” she captioned the two photos of her husband at his most humble, with them ironically also being the first that he’d ever seen of her legally bound partner.

“He’s learning fast,” he commented back a few moments later.

“Yes, yes he is…” was her last text reply back before turning back to see her husband in a surprisingly different light that she wouldn’t have expected, but had a feeling she was rather going to enjoy.

* * * * * * * * * *

The next few days in the Jones household were much less tense between the couple as they began to more openly explore this new lifestyle that Kate had been turned on to. Although his days still very much took some getting used to as he continued to wear the steel chastity belt as prescribed 24x7, through a means of extra work around the house and nightly foot rubs when he returned home, Andrew was at least granted a hint of relief as his wife found the sympathy to retract the spikes inside of the belt … at least for the time being…

Conversations pushed forward as well during each of their nightly sessions, with Andrew focusing on her feet while they talked about what her new relationship meant in comparison to their own as he seemed to reluctantly drift into a place where he almost seemed that he might be able to be comfortable with the whole affair.

At the end of each night before he went to sleep and again the next morning before he left for work, Kate began a ritual of expecting him to kiss her feet prior to his departure – more affectionately at times and occasionally limited to only her big toe when she was feeling feisty. Although she hadn’t replayed another session where she watched her husband so passionately worshipping her shoes because there was a part of her that wished to reserve such a vivid display for more special occasions, she couldn’t deny that she grew a bit fonder of her husband’s time at her feet with every day that passed.

Another week had nearly gone by when Andrew found himself with most of his work caught up at the office when his phone vibrated with a text message from his wife…

“Need you to stop and pick up a package for me on your way home from work.”

“No problem,” he quickly replied. “What is it?”

“Not really sure, but the address is 647 Faraday Street. Any idea when you’re heading home???”

The two exchanged messages for a few more iterations before Andrew finally told her that he had to get back to work, although in reality he had actually planned on sneaking out early to surprise her. After first stopping off to pick up a bottle of wine for dinner and a nice bouquet of flowers for his dominating bride, he then punched the address that she had given him into his GPS and drove another 10 miles out of his way to pick up her mystery package, though when the device finally announced that he had reached his destination, looking up at the sign over the door left his imagination reeling, wondering what he could possibly be picking up for her in that particular part of town.

Hank’s House of Flesh – the sign read as he put his car into park and took a quick look around the parking lot to survey the area before getting out. Thankfully it was still only mid-afternoon and very much light out, so Andrew felt relatively safe as he got out of his car and made his way across the empty parking lot to the single, windowless door with a smaller version of the company’s logo tacked to the front…

Upon walking inside, he found himself in what appeared to be a typical adult toy store with rows upon rows of DVDs immediately inside and various other sections of magazines and bachelorette novelties off in the distance. His eyes darted confusingly around the empty store until a feminine voice from behind the counter beside him caught his attention, “Hey there! We normally don’t get many customers this time of day – is there something that I can help you with?”

Andrew turned to see that the origin of the voice was a small, blonde girl with her hair pulled back in a ponytail, flipping the pages of a magazine while she sat seemingly bored at the counter.

“Oh, ummmm,” he stumbled as he turned towards the counter, “I’m supposed to pick up a package for my wife … but I’m wondering if maybe she gave me the wrong address…” 

The blonde shrugged off his nervousness and asked him, “The wife, huh? What’s the name???”

“Jones? Katherine Jones.”

“Nope – you’re in the right place!” she chimed back without a glance at any of the paperwork or the computer nearby. “I spoke with your wife earlier to tell her that it was ready … Hank poured it yesterday and it should’ve had plenty of time to cure overnight…”

Andrew pondered deeply the various terms that the girl had thrown out while she temporarily disappeared into the back, returning a few moments later with a white cardboard box which she placed in front of him on the counter before stepping back around.

“It actually turned out really nice,” the girl said as she took her seat back on the stool behind the counter before spinning the box in her direction and flipping open the tabs to reveal its contents. “Plus as you’ll see, the model that we got was of a really good quality, so there were all sorts of veins and textures that came through in the final mold that we don’t normally see when somebody just tries to do it themselves…”

His bewildered look persisted as Andrew had not the faintest idea what the girl was talking about until finally she spun the box back around and revealed to him the package that he had been sent to pick up for his wife – a very large, very realistic dildo that seemed to take up the lion’s share of the box and made him instantly feel a bit smaller in his cage as he stood there wide-eyed as the girl continued her sales pitch.

“We mold them with a special thermal plastic that’s very realistic, both in touch and in weight – you’ll see when you pick it up…” she explained as she ushered Andrew to take the phallus from its display box in his own hands. He’d never actually held a dildo before, but she was definitely accurate in that the fake cock felt surprisingly like a real one … aside from his own which felt exceptionally cold and small at the moment.

Also much unlike his own, this cock seemed considerably larger, to the point where as he eyed its length the salesgirl eventually read his mind and reported proudly, “It’s a solid 8-1/2” long – just as you had requested!”

It took him another few moments of gawking at the dildo’s sheer size in comparison before he finally circled back to her comments and corrected her, “Oh, no - *I* didn’t request this…” with the realistic dildo still in his hands.

The girl looked at him confused, then turned over to the computer and punched a few buttons before turning back with an apologetic look on her face…

“Oh, I’m sorry – you’re not Mr. Powers. You’re Mr. Jones … the husband, aren’t you? My mistake – so sorry for the confusion!”

Andrew felt a lump in his throat as he carefully set the dildo back into its box and began to put the pieces together in his head as he quickly thanked the girl for her time and retreated back to his car, carrying the box awkwardly under one arm as his eyes scanned the parking lot once again to confirm that he was alone as he approached his vehicle.

Setting the box down in the passenger seat next to his flowers and wine, he sat there in contemplation for a moment before surprisingly he found himself reaching back to look inside of the box once more, taken aback by what he had a feeling the rubber phallus represented before eventually closing it up once again and driving home again in complete silence.

Walking in the door with both arms full as he carried his things from work, along with the flowers, the wine, and of course, the box, Andrew found himself greeted quite eagerly by Kate as she took the box from only from his hands and rushed into the kitchen to open it.

“Is that what I think it is???” he asked as he followed her in after kicking off his shoes by the door.

“I have no idea what it is – he didn’t tell me!” she confessed with a giggle as she set the box down on the counter and ogled it like a kid on Christmas morning, looking up in excitement at her husband as he placed the wine in the fridge before then ceremoniously flipped up the cardboard flap, with her jaw dropping as she saw the box’s contents herself for the very first time…

“No shit!” Kate exclaimed as she took the cock from its resting place and held it in marvel out in front of her, examining it in awe as her husband stood awkwardly off to the side. “It’s just like the real thing…” she spoke out loud as she held the dildo curiously in her hands, admiring the large vein that ran down the top and even the sizable balls that seemed to provide a sturdy base to hold the toy by.

Looking up and sensing her husband’s unease, Kate put the dildo back down and took the flowers from him, setting them in the sink as she told him, “These are pretty – thank you! Now drop your pants … I want to show you something…”

Andrew felt himself begin to sink back into the role that he had been growing more and more accustomed to over the past week as without question he unbuckled his belt and dropped both his trousers and his underwear right there in the middle of their kitchen while Kate bent down and plucked the key from her anklet as she stood barefoot in front of him. Then crouching down at his groin level, his wife proceeded to insert her key into the locking mechanism of the belt for the first time since he’d donned it and a few seconds later, he was looking at his dick once more … though by now it seemed like only a fraction of its former self after having been crammed inside of the steel contraption for nearly 10 days.

“Hands behind your back!” she commanded unexpectedly as she walked back over to her new gift and retrieved the phallus from the box that he had brought home for her. Caressing its length and girth with her fingers much more seductively this time, Kate slowly walked over to where her husband stood nervously and reported to him bluntly, “This … is what pleases me these days…” then pointing down to his own dick and swatting it gently with the back of her hand, added, “That … does not…”

Then taking the 8-1/2” artificial cock and holding it at his crotch where his own was quickly beginning to grow, she laughed as she compared the two in size side-by-side, jeering him with a sweet sarcasm in her voice, “Sorry, baby, but you just don’t stack up anymore…”

Andrew looked his dominant wife in the eye as his erection grew with every word, yet still paled in comparison to the replicate of Marcus’s cock that she held beside it.

“You know,” she continued to taunt him as she paced back and forth, toying with the impressive dildo in her hands, “it’s always seemed like there was something missing in the bedroom between us … but now that I can see the comparison with my very own eyes, the answer is pretty clear to see!”

Sliding over to her husband with her back to him as she pressed up against him – and his erect cock – while she reached back and looked at him over her shoulders, Kate purred provocatively into his ear, “I want a cock like Marcus’s, honey … I need a cock like Marcus’s…”

Andrew clenched his wrists behind his back in agony as the incredible woman’s as seemed to tease him perfectly through her skirt. Without knowing what he was saying, he simply replied, “I know…” as he looked down into the deep brown eyes that seemed to twist the knife deeper with every flutter.

“Mmmmmm…” she moaned as she pushed her body backwards into him even harder.

“So are you saying that it’s ok for me to be fulfilled by Marcus???”

“Is it ok for me to take his big, thick cock because yours is much too small???”

“And is it ok for me to keep you all locked up while my boyfriend expertly fucks me over and over again???”

Although he wanted anything just to touch her, Andrew whimpered as he tried to grind himself into his wife’s ass as she pulled away and then turned around to face him. Inching closer, he ached merely to touch her, and he thought for a brief moment that he might have his chance as she leaned forward as if to kiss him … but instead, just before their lips were to touch, Andrew found himself with an up close and personal view as just inches from his lips, his wife wantonly parted her own and invited the dildo inside … twirling her tongue over the head as she gave it a few practice strokes before thoroughly blowing his mind by suddenly taking the 8-1/2” cock in her mouth fully in her mouth up to the balls before removing it a moment later with a sexy wink and a sultry smile on her pouty lips that had never given Andrew’s penis nearly the same level of enthusiasm.

“I’m sure that you’d like to see more…” Kate told her husband coyly as she danced back over to the box and carefully stowed it away for later use, “but that’s a bit private, and you just haven’t earned that yet…”

Then scooping a free ice cube out of her nearby drink just as she’d been instructed, the woman wasted no time shocking Andrew’s dick back to its non-erect size and then frankly tucking it back inside of its chamber with little commentary other than the growing smirk on her face, though just before telling him to pull his pants up once again, Kate did click the spikes back into position #2 which elicited a sharp wince from their victim as she stood up before him.

“Now I want to be clear about those,” Kate told her husband as she patted him just gently enough on the outside of the belt to stir his dick into their range, “you haven’t done anything wrong, per se. In fact, I’ve been rather pleased with your performance these last couple of days and seeing your renewed focus on … me!”

She motioned over towards the flowers, then turned her attention back to him and continued to massage the front side of his chastity belt.

“But what you have to understand is that the spikes are really there for two purposes – the first purpose is for punishment, for when you misbehave or you do something that displeases me, and the second reason is for suffering … the suffering is really for whatever I want it to be. Right now the reason that I want you to suffer is because you’re incapable of pleasing me yourself … that’s why you’re in this belt, and why I’m going to go upstairs and fuck my boyfriend’s new dildo.”

“When I come back down, I’ll most likely disengage them and we can both share in the lovely dinner that you’re about to create for us,” she continued with a strong tone in her voice. “But in the meantime, while you’re down here chopping and frying, and I’m up there moaning and bucking against this perfect replica of my lover’s cock … I want that to sting a little bit, do you understand me?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Andrew spit out without a second thought, much to his wife’s delight, though she didn’t show any signs of it as she kept her eyes dead locked on her own.

“Good,” she simply replied curtly. “So get down on the floor and show me that you understand…”

Andrew instantly dropped to the floor and quickly brought his lips within an inch of his commanding wife’s foot, but was soon intercepted as she interjected one last note into her direction.

“Not the big one this time,” she chimed. “That doesn’t seem quite … appropriate.”

“No, this time I want you to kiss only my little toe … you know, little – just like your tiny, little dick…”

Andrew carefully shifted his lips to just barely touch the freshly painted, sparkling red nail on her little toe, and only held it in place for what felt like half a second before Kate stepped away and left him staring at the tile floor with his pants still wrapped around his ankles.

“I’m going to go upstairs for a while and try out my new present!” she called out to him in a demeanor polar opposite to that which had just transpired. “Thanks again for picking it up for me, sweetie – I’ll be down for dinner in about an hour…”

Kate had already run up the stairs and closed the bedroom door behind her by the time that her husband had come back to his senses and lifted himself back off the floor, though she took extra care not to hold back on her enthusiasm as she gave the ultra-realistic dildo the workout that could only be met by the real thing, this time riding a brand new high as she also imagined those tiny spikes inside of her husband’s chastity belt digging into his dick with every moan of excitement and entertaining the idea for the very first time that he was, in fact, somehow suffering for her.

* * * * * * * * * *

“Can you come upstairs when you have a minute?” Kate called down to her husband as she finished straightening her hair in front of the mirror. “I’ve got something that I want to tell you before I head out…”

Andrew already knew of his wife’s plans for the evening because after making nightly use of her new gift, she was exceptionally giddy about Marcus’s return home from his business trip and had been very much looking forward to sharing a drink with him … along with all of the rest that they both knew came with it.

Stepping into the bedroom a few minutes later to find her once again preparing herself for a night out, he noted that this evening’s attire was considerably more casual than their last adventure, with her iconic, tight leather dress replaced by a simple, flowing sundress in a myriad of bright colors and paired with a moderate, high heeled wedge that she’d already slipped onto her feet.

“Hey, dear,” she greeted him with a warm smile of a much different tone after all of the progress that the two had made together during the past week. “If you can just take off your clothes and leave them in the hamper, I’ll be ready in just a minute…”

The request was getting to be common place around their house, in that Andrew no longer hesitated as he did as he was told and removed his clothing while he waited, leaving nothing behind except for the shiny, steel belt between his legs that he didn’t have the ability to take off anyways.

A short while later, Kate emerged from the bathroom and was delighted to see her husband standing near the bed waiting for her, nude save for his chastity belt just like she had requested and also holding his hands behind his back – a position that she most definitely didn’t request, yet she enjoyed the perspective and thought that it fit what was about to take place just the same.

“So…” she began as she rummaged through her purse momentarily before turning her attention back to Andrew, “…what I wanted to tell you is that I’ve been immensely happy with how you’ve improved over the last couple of weeks. I know that you’ve been locked inside that belt for something like two weeks now, and I’m sure that it must be frustrating to not cum for such an extended period of time…”

“…especially when I’ve been doing quite the opposite!”

Andrew blushed and looked down at the floor as his wife hinted at the true-to-life-sized dildo that was seemingly on display nearby on her nightstand.

She paced around to face him as she jingled the key to his belt between her fingers, slowly tracing her free hand around his bound crotch while she continued…

“I’ve been doing a lot of research online lately about all of this, and some people say that it’s not good for a man to go too long without an orgasm. They listed a number of ways that a woman in my position can deal with this sort of thing, and so I’ve decided to show you a bit of mercy this evening before I go out and show you the type of orgasm that I’m going to permit you to have while you’re otherwise locked up in that belt for me. How does that sound???”

Andrew looked back up to meet her eyes with a glimmer of enthusiasm as he professed, “That sounds wonderful, ma’am!”

Kate smiled as he called her ma’am so submissively once again.

“Well I’m glad that you’re glad!” she confirmed, further explaining, “…but if we’re going to do this, we’re going to do it my way…”

He simply nodded in reply, as if anything else at that point was even an option.

Kate stepped back over to the vanity and retrieved a couple of items that had been hidden behind her purse, collecting them both with a sly grin on her face as she returned to her husband’s side, albeit this time from behind as she whispered softly into his ear…

“A few rules for how our little game shall be played here,” she began as she first took the satin pillowcase that she had folded into the shape of a blindfold and cinched it softly, but firmly around his head.

“No sight…”

She then surprised him as she took his wrists and ratcheted a very real pair of handcuffs around them, now held even more securely behind his back.

“No touch…”

She finally came back around to his front and knelt down to release the belt that was around his waist, carefully loosening the mechanism so as to not pinch anything as his tiny dick popped free and already began to grow before her own eyes once again as she temporarily set his chastity belt in its entirety off to the side.

“And no cumming without permission…”

“What that means,” she elaborated with a sly grin that she was clearly enjoying, despite her one and only audience being completely blind to her performance, “is that when you think you’re ready to cum, you’re to ask me if you’re allowed to cum first.”

“You’ll say, ‘Miss Jones, may I cum?’”

“And it’s as simple as that – if I say yes, you’re free to follow through with all of what has been pent up for nearly two weeks now, but when I say no … don’t you dare…”

“Do you understand the rules of our little game here, Andrew???” Kate asked condescendingly as she swelled with all of the power that she had somehow gained from this man who she had once considered to be her loving equal.

“Yes, ma’am – I understand,” he immediately replied without hesitation as he spread his legs while his dick stood already at half mast.

“Now let’s see how long you last…” Kate then giggled as she nonchalantly reached down and took a firm hold of her husband’s member, in awe of his every reaction as she wondered what was going through his head at that very moment amidst the sea of dominant changes that were all taking place around him so fast. The night before, he had spent several hours at her request reorganizing and cleaning her entire shoe collection, and a about a week prior he had sucked on her heels while she flirted – and eventually came to the sounds of her lover’s voice – over the phone.

He seemed to be slipping further and further beneath her feet with every effort, and even as she slowly massaged his dick with her hand right then and there, she felt a new role developing above him as she considered the hands that would be touching her a matter of hours from then!

“How does that feel, my little cuckold?” she asked him caustically, noticing a brief chill as she caught herself referring to him by the actual word for the very first time.

Andrew first just moaned as he stood there before her, blind and incapacitated with his dick his only connection to the outside world, until finally grunting, “It feels good…”

“It feels good, what?!” she challenged, stopping her gentle strokes and instead taking his penis between her nails in a manner that very sharply reminded him of the chastity spikes that taunted him on a regular basis.

“Oh, ummmm – I’m sorry, ma’am … Miss Jones … I’m not sure what I’m supposed to call you…” he admitted as he winced from the pain of his wife’s fingernails.

Kate relaxed her grip and replied, “You can call me either … for now…” before slowly resuming her stroking once again and then eventually adding in the narration that she was quickly growing more fond of incorporating into her sessions spent with him…

“I’ll bet it feels good to be touched, even just for a brief moment, doesn’t it? I know that *I* can’t wait to be touched by a real man later on tonight!”

“You know that I just can’t wait to feel myself in his strong arms once again…”

“And feel his tongue sensuously tango with mine…”

“And then feel him push my panties to the side when we finally slip off together and he plunges his cock inside of me because we just can’t hold it back anymore…”

“Miss Jones, may I cum?” Andrew croaked out, leading his wife to immediately release her grip on his dick as she pulled her hand back and told him, “No!” before taking notice of his shaking body and giggling at what he had become.

“Does that turn you on???” she taunted, whispering into his ear as she gave his penis a chance to cool down. “Does it turn you on that it turns your wife on, being so blatantly unfaithful to you???”

“You know, most men would leave a wife who insisted that her husband’s own dick wasn’t satisfying enough for her … but this is so much more fun, honey!”

With a coy grin that she almost wished he could witness with his own eyes, she took his dick in her hand once again as she continued…

“Does it help to visualize a bit more now that you’ve seen a replica of his actual cock … and you’re able to see with your very own eyes just how short you fall in comparison to him?”

Kate took her teetering husband off guard when she suddenly leaned in and sucked one of his nipples into her mouth, taking it between her teeth before biting down and causing him to shout out in pain, “Oh god!”

She laughed as she released her teeth and pulled back, the rhythm in her hand increasing nonetheless.

“Not god … goddess…” she corrected him in laughter.

“Goddess, may I cum?!” he groaned again, reluctantly resulting in yet another release as Kate this time took a step back and briefly pondered Goddess as her new title before resuming her taunting streak with even more vigor than ever.

“No! Why do you deserve to cum when you’re not even capable of making me cum?!”

“Maybe I should just lock you back up and be on my way … I certainly don’t want to keep Marcus waiting for this…”

She could tell by her husband’s breathing that he was nearly spent as she watched him shudder as she ran a single finger from the tip down to the base of his sorely erect penis that seemed to just be begging to be touched. Even the slightest grazing of her nails against the tender flesh made him pout beneath his blindfold, and she could tell that he was just shy of begging for the release that she had been denying him.

“Remember back when you used to be allowed to fuck me?” she jeered as she just barely touched the head of his cock with her fingertips.

“Back before I started sneaking off with Dr. Powers at work for a little fun after change of shift???”

“Well,” she grunted as she felt herself getting aroused by her own narration as well, “the truth of the matter is … when you used to fuck me back then … on our anniversary, or on your birthday, or on a random Saturday night??? I couldn’t even feel it!”

Kate grabbed a hold of Andrew’s dick and began to jerk him off aggressively.

“I didn’t even know what a real cock felt like until I felt Marcus’s pounding into my pussy!”

“I kind of wish that he was here right now, just so my cuckolded husband could hear the sounds that his wife makes when she’s getting fucked by a real man…”

“MISS JONES, MAY I PLEASE CUM?!?!?!” Andrew moaned frantically as he felt himself beginning to lose control as everything around him, from his wife’s touch to her taunts to even his bondage all finally got the best of him and he was ready to cum after a long and hard two weeks of being locked up tight in chastity.

“Yes, you may…” Kate said with a laugh in her voice as she suddenly released her grasp on her husband’s dick one last time and watched with great amusement as he thrust frantically at the air, desperately in search of the last ounce of stimulation that he needed until he finally heard his wife start to cackle after just the slightest drop of fluid seeped out of his abused penis. Andrew fought in vain against the handcuffs behind his back, but found no luck until he eventually just broke out in protest…

“I thought you said that I could cum!”

His wife’s laughter continued as she unknowingly took a couple of snapshots with her phone of her husband’s predicament before volleying back, “I did say that you could cum, so what are you waiting for?!”

He whimpered as he thrust at the air again, complaining, “But I need your help! Why did you stop?!”

Kate grinned, overwhelmed with joy that her plan had worked exactly as she had read about it online before finally explaining, “You’ve just experienced your first ruined orgasm, honey! That’s the type of orgasm that you’re permitted to have as long as *I* have you locked in chastity…”

“Kate, come on!” he continued to whine as she simply stood to the side and watched his erection slowly subside due to the lack of stimulation. “You promised…”

“You know, that whining is so sexy, but I think it’s about time that I got on my way!” she taunted her husband before giving him a few surprisingly effective swats on his bare ass that seemed to reduce his size small enough that she could slip it back inside of its cage with little effort. Though his whimpers turned to something a little more serious once the belt was finally back in place and Kate proceeded to re-engage the spikes, clicking them first to a familiar level, then two notches beyond in response to his pathetic display in just the past couple of minutes…

Standing back in front of him, with his eyes still blinded by the satin pillowcase tied around his head, Kate dug her fingernails into both of his nipples simultaneously as she pulled him close and told him, “I want you to know that part of those spikes is because I’m going out with my lover, and the other part is on account of the whining. Be a better play toy for me next time and it won’t hurt this bad again…”

She then released his nipples and instead took him by the ear as she forced him down on his knees and said, “Now tell your cuckoldress goodbye in the only way that you know how…”

Kate looked in the mirror to see herself glowing as Andrew slowly inched himself the rest of the way down to the floor with his wrists still cuffed behind him, then fished around for his wife’s feet until he was able to kiss the cork sandals goodbye with only the brief memory from earlier as to what they actually even looked like.

“I’m not sure what time I’ll be home … you understand,” she joked to herself, “but in the meantime, if you want to get out of those cuffs, I’m going to leave the keys downstairs somewhere for you to find. Call it a little … game that I read about online … there is all sorts of stuff like this out there once you know where to look!”

“Anyways, you should be able to get that blindfold off without too much effort. Then once you’ve found the keys, you’re free to do whatever you wish with the rest of your evening.”

Her purse in one hand and the handcuff keys in the other, she couldn’t help but nudge him a couple of times with her high heels as she walked past, dancing down the stairs with a level of confidence and sex appeal that she hadn’t felt in all her life, reaching the front door with a spring in her step before Andrew even had a chance to attempt to get back up on his knees again with the cuffs seriously starting to take their toll.

Taking a quick gander around the family room for an out of the way location to stow his keys, Kate played back the incredible exchange that had just occurred and applauded herself for lording her control over him to amazing, new heights. Giggling to herself as she took a surprising bit of pleasure in his suffering both through her game as well as the ongoing taunts of her naughty night yet to come, then in one final show of authority as she looked around and no one place in particular in the room jumped out at her, Kate merely dropped the handcuff keys into her own purse with a satisfied smirk before slinging it over her shoulder and calling out, “Happy hunting, dear!” before closing the door triumphantly behind her…
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