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Teaser

We settled at a small table tucked in the corner,. The velvet seats wereplush beneath us and  the room was painted in candlelight as Anya kicked off her heels with a sigh and stretched her legs beneath the table, her foot brushing against my leg, slow and deliberate. She looked at me, her expression unreadable except for the smallest tug at the corner of her mouth.

I smiled right back.

And then Anya’s bare foot slid higher.

It found my thigh, tracing slow patterns up my leg like she was searching for something precious to her. When she found the outline of the cage beneath my jeans, already tight and dripping, she let out a little hum of satisfaction and pressed her foot just a bit harder, her toes curling gently over the trapped shape of my cock.

“You know,” Anya whispered, leaning forward to give me a fine view of her swollen tits, “The waitress probably gets fucked every night in this place. She’s perfect, isn’t she? Gorgeous. Confident. The kind of woman who could ruin you with one look. I bet she gets eaten out by married couples on their knees. And you?” She grinned. “You’d be lucky if she even looked at your little cage.”

I swallowed. My face was burning.

This was not what you expected when you signed up for a first date.

But I’m getting ahead of myself.


Chapter 1: Locked up by my Femdom Daddy

There’s something about Paris at night that makes even the most ordinary night feel extraordinary. Maybe it’s the hush of the city, the way every window seems to glow with secrets and sex, or maybe it’s just the simple fact that my heart’s been racing ever since I left the Metro and started walking down Rue Oberkampf with my phone screen lighting up my flushed face the way. The dating app had given me an address and a time.

8:30, Café Mirage.

Plus, a single blurry photo of a 21-year-old Irish girl with red lipstick and a book in her hands. “Anya,” her profile had said. “Looking for a man who knows his place.”

It was stupid, probably. I almost canceled three times. I was supposed to be in Paris to study Medicine, not to once again humiliate myself.

I think blind dates are supposed to be spontaneous, but all I could think about was my voice cracking, or running out of things to say, or saying the wrong thing and watching her face harden with disappointment. But somehow, my legs kept carrying me closer. I rehearsed dumb jokes in my head and wiped my palms on my jeans.

When I stepped into the café, I saw her instantly.

Anya.

It was hard not to stare. Her little white blouse strained to contain the soft swell of her full breasts, the fabric so tight the buttons looked ready to pop, hinting at curves I longed to roam. When she shifted in her seat, I caught a glint of silver through the cotton, a small barbell piercing that drew my gaze and wouldn’t let go. I stared lingering by the door like a weirdo, staring at this impossible goddess I hadn’t dared imagine.

When she leaned forward to signal the waiter, body rose off the seat just enough to reveal the perfect curve of her ass, round and athletic and utterly spankable.

Beneath the table, she toyed with the strap of her heel, slipping it off and curling her toes, her arch impossibly elegant. Each time her foot moved, I saw flashes of perfect pink polish, her pedicure so meticulous and glossy. She caught me looking, and her lips curled with something sly.

With a dainty, manicured finger, she beckoned me over.

“You must be my date?” she said, her Irish accent barely noticeable, her eyes sharp and bright. “You’re prettier than your picture. That’s good.”

Blushing, I nodded, almost too quickly, and reached for her hand, but she only smiled and gestured for me to sit. Her perfume smelled of juniper and roses. I wanted to taste it on her neck.

We started talking, or rather, she talked and I nodded, stumbling through my words like a tourist without a map. She asked what brought me to Paris, and I tried to make it sound more romantic than a year-long study abroad program and a lonely apartment. She told me about her last year at the Sorbonne, how tired she was of term papers and lecherous professors. Her laughter was quick, full-throated, but her gaze was even quicker, flicking over me like she was cataloging varied and immense weaknesses. I couldn’t help staring. Every time I looked at her chest, she smirked and I felt my face blush crimson.

Halfway through our third cup of coffee, she leaned closer. I caught the scent of her perfume, something spicy and floral that made my knees a little weaker.

“You know what I hate?” she said, a little too loud for the quiet café. “I hate pretending.”

I blinked, startled. “Pretending?”

Anya rolled her eyes, but there was a smile at the corner of her lips. “I know men want girls who giggle and say yes to everything. Girls who act shy, or coy, or sweet. I don’t want to be sweet.” She tilted her head, studying me with those mischievous emerald eyes. “All night, when you weren’t staring, you’ve been attentive. Shy. Coy. Sweet.” She grinned wider. “You’re different, aren’t you?”

I tried to say something clever and failed pathetically.

“I—I don’t know, maybe?”

She smirked, as if that was the answer she wanted. “I think you’d like being told what to do.”

The heat in my cheeks gave me away. I glanced down, too embarrassed to look her in the eye.

“That’s cute, you’re pretty when you blush,” she murmured. “Let’s make a deal. This is my last night in Paris. For one night, just this one, you let me be completely in charge. No pretending, no giggling, no acting like I’m the good little girlfriend. I’ll tell you what to do. All you have to do is say yes. And then do exactly what I say.”

My mouth went dry. I looked around, certain everyone in the café could hear us. But the thought of saying no was out of the question. To let go of the need to be in control and just be told what to do for once. It was intoxicating.

“Okay,” I said, almost whispering, suddenly aware that my cock was throbbing in my jeans.

Anya grinned, clearly not the least bit surprised, and slid her hand into her purse. She pulled out a small velvet pouch, like something you’d use for jewelry. When she tipped it out onto the table, my heart hammered in my ears.

I knew vaguely what it was. A chastity cage. Clear plastic, stainless steel lock. No mistaking what it was.

My eyes widened. “You—you want me to wear that?”

“Only if you were serious about our deal.” Anya shrugged, as if it were the most natural thing in the world. “Go put it on for me. There’s a bathroom in the back.”

She held the cage out, dangling it between two dainty, delicate fingers.

God help my submissive, horny mind.

I snatched it without a second thought.

My heart thundered as I stood, the velvet pouch clutched tight, and made my way to the narrow bathroom at the back of the café.

Inside the bathroom, I locked the door behind me and stood for a moment, staring at myself in the mirror. My reflection looked dazed, flushed, and already undone. I unzipped my fly, pulled my cock free (it was hard as a rock and throbbing with arousal) and I tried to breathe. It took effort to calm down enough to fit inside the cool plastic shell, but somehow I managed it, encasing my cock in chastity. It clicked into place with a soft, final sound. Then with the small silver key, I locked it shut.

I turned the key in my palm. It was so small. So humiliatingly small to be the key to my manhood. Then I pulled up my jeans, stepped back into the golden light of the café and walked to her table.

Anya didn’t say anything. She just held out her hand.

Wordlessly, I dropped the key into her palm.

She closed her fingers around it, smiling like a girl who’d just won a game she was always meant to win.

“Good boy,” she purred, slipping the key into her purse.

That sent a strange prickle of arousal through me. “Thank you, Anya.”

Anya shook her head with a coy smile, her voice low and sure as she crossed her arms, hoisting up her magnificent breasts.

“Call me Daddy.”


Chapter 2: Teased and Exposed by Daddy

We walked side by side along the Seine, the soft rush of the water lapping against the stone embankment, the lamps casting golden halos on the slick pavement, the night air biting faintly at our cheeks and wrapping around us in a breathless chill. 




Paris felt suspended in glass, still and trembling and holy. Anya's arm was linked through mine, her body close, warm, commanding—every curve brushing against me just enough to make it difficult to think clearly. Her coat was tight at the waist, flared at the hips, and her thighs swished with every step, her heels catching rhythmically against the stones like a metronome ticking closer and closer to something I couldn't wait for much longer.

Listen, obviously, I knew this was crazy. But after a year of studying medicine, French, and anatomy, I just wanted to turn off my brain off. To have someone else make my decisions for me for once! To relax and totally give into this beautiful woman’s whims. Besides, it was only for one night. How crazy could it get?

She was talking about going back to Ireland after her degree finished. About getting a boring office job, maybe HR or marketing, she wasn’t sure. But her voice was dreamy, half-focused.

After a while, I noticed that she was watching me more than the street, smiling when I shivered or tripped slightly on the uneven cobblestones, and I couldn’t stop sneaking glances at her mouth, glossy and red in the misty streetlight.

“I had a French lover once,” Anya said casually, like she was telling me what she had for breakfast. “Cheyenne. She was the teacher and a nude model in this life drawing class I took. Gorgeous. Lean body, tits you could rest your coffee cup on, dyed pink hair down to her waist.”

I nodded dumbly, and she squeezed my arm conspiratorially, grinning.

“One night after class,” Anya continued, eyes flicking to me like she was testing how far I’d let her go, “we were supposed to be cleaning up. I helped her wipe down the easels. But then she took the cucumber out of the still life bowl—yes, there was one, yes, very symbolic—and Cheyenne bent me over the modeling dais and fucked me with it until I moaned her name like a little bitch.”

My mouth opened and closed. The frost in the air suddenly felt scorching. I felt like someone had set fire to my neck. My cock throbbed in its new prison.

Anya turned, eyes alight. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

I blinked, felt the blood rush to my ears. “Oh—no. Never.”

She grinned, teeth white and wolfish in the lamplight. “So tonight will be your first time then, eh babes?” She winked. “I’m only messing. Maybe.” She leaned in closer, lips brushing against my earlobe, warm and wicked. “You’re pretty when you blush, though.”

I flushed so hard I had to look away, my eyes catching on the gleam of the water instead, willing my heart to slow down even as my cock twitched uselessly in its cage, pressing against my jeans like a useless little animal begging for attention.

We passed under a stone archway where the river curved and the road narrowed, the world falling into darkness and the city pressing in closer, giving us a level of privacy we never would have scrounged by daylight. Anya slowed to a stop where the path dipped slightly behind a thicket of ivy and winter-bitten hedges.

An oasis in the centre of Paris.

“Pull it out,” she said.

I blinked. “What?”

She didn’t answer with words. She just smiled, tilted her chin up, and undid the top two buttons of her coat with a flick of her wrist. Then she peeled open her blouse, casually, without shame, revealing the high swell of her bare breasts, perfect and creamy and soft, the night air stiffening her nipples until they stood out tight and pink, and on the left breast, that scintillating gleaming silver barbell-piercing, nestled snugly through the raspberry pink bud. My breath caught. She was standing there like a fairy from an ancient myth. She was certainly bewitching enough.

“Show me,” she said again, eyes dropping to my belt.

Definitely bewitching enough.

Hands shaking, cock humiliated and aching, I reached under my coat and unzipped. The cold air hit me like a slap, and then I pulled out my caged cock, small and straining pathetically inside the transparent plastic shell, the lock gleaming, already fogged with the heat of my body. I couldn't look at her. I just stared at her tits, mesmerized, completely undone by the way the piercing glinted with every subtle movement, the gentle bounce and sway of her chest as she shifted her weight from one leg to the other.

Anya laughed, warm and delighted.

“So cute and tiny,” she murmured, lilting voice rich with affection and mockery all at once. “Have you ever been locked before?”

I shook my head, heat and shame and giddy excitement mixing in my chest like champagne.

“Like I said,” she said softly, reaching up to cup her exposed breasts again before slowly, teasingly, tucking them back inside her blouse, “it suits you.”

Then Anya tilted her head toward a darkened building across the street, mostly unmarked save for a single red light above the doorway. “That’s a Parisian kink club,” she said, as casually as someone pointing out a bakery. “I’ve always been too nervous to go alone. Wanna try?”

I swallowed, heart hammering. “Okay.”

“Yay,” she whispered with a wicked grin, stepping closer. Her hand curled around my cage, her thumb smearing across the tip—and when she pulled it away, there was a glisten of precum, ridiculously humiliating and shiny in the moonlight. She raised her hand to her lips and ran the tip of her tongue slowly across her finger, tasting me like a free sample.

Before I could say anything, Anya kissed me, sudden and deep and hungry, her perfect mouth opening over mine, her tongue sliding in like it owned me, wet and insistent. I tasted myself on her—sharp and salty and shameful—and my knees nearly buckled from the shock of it. She kissed like she was marking territory, like she already knew how this night would end, and I kissed her back with everything I had, dizzy and grateful and utterly helpless. I was in heaven.

Eventually Anya pulled back with a satisfied smack of her lips and whispered, “What kind of little bitch eats his own cum in front of a girl on a first date?”

I didn’t have an answer. My cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage.

She laced her fingers through mine, tugging me toward the dark doorway. “Come on, babes,” she said with a laugh, wrapping my hand in hers as if we were lovers, not predator and prey. “Let’s go inside. I’m fucking freezing.”

And I followed, caged and dripping and grinning like an idiot, with the taste of my own surrender still lingering on my tongue.


Chapter 3: Humiliated and Teased at a Paris Kink Club

The club was like a dream, all low-lit tables and carpeted, rich with the smell of wax and flame and well-oiled leather, the hum of quiet laughter and slapping skin echoing through dark wood walls. The air was close and heady, and Anya squeezed my hand, leading me to paradise. We’d barely stepped into the lobby when she appeared.

Marie.

At least, according to her nametag.

A vision in satin and lace, with almond-shaped eyes that glinted like honeyed firelight. Marie had skin like bronze silk, and a mouth that curved naturally into a smile that I think could melt you or unmake you depending on her mood. Her maid uniform was as perfect as it was tantalizing, a thing from every man’s wildest fantasies. Her crisp apron was tied in a bow across the small of her back, ample cleavage framed just right. I heard her heels clicking softly against the polished floor as she approached with the kind of poise that made my mouth water.

“Bonsoir, vous avez vos cartes de membre?” she asked, her voice a song, her eyes flicking to me first, then to Anya.

Anya’s hand curled possessively around my arm. “We don’t,” she said with a shrug and a lazy grin. “First time. Just wanted to get a little taste.”

Marie’s gaze lingered for a moment on Anya’s beauty, then on my blushing face, and I swore, somehow, (and I know this is nuts) through the fabric of my jeans, she could sense the tiny, aching cage clamped around my cock. Her smile didn’t falter.

In fact, it grew much, much wider.

“It’s against the rules,” she murmured, then leaned in conspiratorially. “But... perhaps you can stay in the lobby. If you behave.”

Marie winked at Anya, and my stomach flipped.

We settled at a small table tucked in the corner, the velvet seat plush beneath us, the room was painted in candlelight as Anya kicked off her heels with a sigh and stretched her legs beneath the table, her foot brushing against my shin, slow and deliberate. She looked at me, her expression unreadable except for the smallest tug at the corner of her mouth.

I smiled right back.

And then her bare foot slid higher.

It found my thigh, tracing slow patterns up my leg like she was searching for something fragile to press down on, and when she found the outline of the cage beneath my jeans—already tight and dripping—she let out a little hum of satisfaction and pressed just a bit harder, her toes curling gently over the trapped shape of my cock.

“You know,” Anya whispered, leaning forward to give me a fine view of her swollen tits, “Marie probably gets fucked every night in this place. She’s perfect, isn’t she? Gorgeous. Confident. The kind of woman who could ruin you with one look. I bet she gets eaten out by married couples on their knees. And you?” She grinned. “You’d be lucky if she even looked at your little cage.”

I swallowed. My face was burning.

“And the other one,” she went on, nodding toward a tall redhead gliding past in a matching maid uniform—her legs long and pale beneath her frilly skirt, her mouth smeared with something that looked suspiciously like someone’s cum. “She wouldn’t even spit on you, sweet thing. Not with that pathetic little clit locked up like that.”

Her foot slid directly over my cock then, pressing, grinding slowly, just enough to make the plastic shell throb. It hurt, and it was perfect.

“I like how you twitch when I say things like that,” she murmured. “You’re so easy to break.”

She moved her chair right beside me, her hand sliding along my thigh. I couldn’t breathe.

“What are you doing?” I whimpered, giddy and excited.

And then the wall shifted.

A section of mirrored paneling slid silently open, revealing a hidden doorway and the room beyond—bathed in red light, plush with deep rugs and moans echoing faintly from inside. A woman in a tight black latex dress was bent over a padded bench, her ass bare and shining with oil, her mouth open in a perfect O of pleasure as she was fucked from behind. A line of men stood behind her, hard and ready, each waiting his turn with their hard cocks glistening and throbbing. She was beautiful, radiant, and holy in her chosen surrender.

And she was staring right at us.

She made eye contact with me like she knew me—like she could see everything I was hiding and everything I wanted—and when she winked as the door closed, I turned instinctively toward Anya.

Who was already watching me with a slow, possessive smile.

Her hand slid down my lap and found the cage. She squeezed it like it was her property. She wasn’t wrong.

“Do you want me to fuck you?” she asked softly, eyes never leaving mine.

My breath caught, my voice barely more than a tremble. “Yes, Daddy.”

Anya leaned in then, so close I could smell the lipstick on her lips and the sweetness of her perfume and the warmth of her skin under her coat. Holding my head she kissed the corner of my mouth, delicate and slow and utterly and completely in control.

Then she whispered it—low, dark, hot against my cheek:

“Then lets get the fuck out of here.”


Chapter 4: Fucked by Daddy like a Good Slut

Holding Anya’s soft, stern hand, we ran laughing through the streets of Paris, the cold night air curling into our coats, our breath rising in clouds, our shoes clattering on ancient stones as we dashed between flickering lamplight and the shadows of sleeping buildings. 

I had never felt so alive.

The city shimmered around us like it was holding its breath, as if the whole of it had paused just for us, for this moment, for this delirious little sprint into something we both desperately wanted.

“You’re going to get fucked by Daddy tonight,” she whispered with a wicked grin, her voice curling in my ear like smoke.

“Prove it,” I said, my pulse thundering, unable to stop the grin from spreading across my face.

We burst into her apartment building in a clatter of giggles, climbed the narrow spiral stairs two at a time, tripping over each other’s excitement, and slammed through the door of her flat with barely a second to breathe. It smelled like sandalwood and jus and her perfume. Anya was on me the moment that door closed closed, her hands in my hair, fingers tugging at my coat, her full plump natural lips pressing hungrily to mine.

“You’re so pretty,” she whispered against my cheek, and the gentleness of it, the tenderness tangled in the hunger, it made my knees weak. She kissed me again, long and deep and domineering, and I melted into her.

My cock throbbed uselessly in its cage, aching, needy, and harder than I’d ever felt and with nowhere to go.

“Thank you, Daddy,” I whispered, breathless.

She groaned—honest and immediate. “Ugh. I love it when you call me that,” she said, grinding her hips against mine, her hand curling possessively around the back of my neck. “Say it again, slut”

“Thank you, Daddy,” I said again, higher this time, like a needy little bimbo, and I didn’t care how ridiculous I sounded. I meant it with every inch of my trembling, caged body.

“Strip for Daddy,” she commanded, already stepping back and peeling her top over her head, and I obeyed without question.

My hands fumbled as I undressed, but my eyes never left her, not for a second.

She was breathtaking.

Her full breasts bounced free, perfect and round, her left nipple glinting with a silver barbell piercing that made me want to suck and worship her until I forgot my own name. Her skin was pale and smooth and glowed in the warm air, the curves of her body soft and dangerous, her stomach flat, her hips wide, her pussy slick and glistening between her supple thighs. Her ass was high and round and peach-shaped, tight enough to bounce a coin off and soft enough to make me whimper just from looking. Her long blonde hair spilled over her delicate shoulders in waves, and her wide, doe-like eyes locked onto mine with playful command.

“You’re so sexy, Daddy,” I breathed.

“You’re so sexy, Bitch” Anya murmured, licking her lips as she looked me over—my caged cock, my flushed chest, my helpless face. “So sexy when you’re all obedient and desperate, all locked up in your little chastity cage for Daddy.”

My knees trembled.

“Get on the table,” she said, and I climbed up without thinking, lying back on the smooth wooden surface like an offering, legs spread, panting.

She disappeared into her bedroom and returned just moments later wearing the strap-on. Athick, curved cock jutting from her hips, and behind it, the base slid inside her, lubed and glistening, already making her moan.

“Daddy’s gonna fuck you likethe whore you are,” Anya breathed, coming right up to me and pressing my legs up over my shoulders, pinning me open. I stifled a moan. I was so exposed, vulnerable, and so completely hers.

“Yes, please,” I whimpered, dizzy with need.

The moment the head of the strap pressed to my hole, I gasped, the pressure foreign and shocking and perfect. I had never been fucked in the ass before. But I suspected this would not be the last time.

Anya went slow at first, letting my hole stretch, the thick toy sliding in inch by inch until I was completely completely full, my body arching with sensation I’d never imagined. The stretch, the weight, the feeling of being taken, owned, claimed—it made me tremble from head to toe.

Anya held my hips tight and began to thrust.

And then the vibrations started.

A deep rumble that lit up every nerve, that sent pleasure shooting through my spine and lit up something inside me I didn’t know I had.

“You’re Daddy’s good little chastity bitch,” she groaned, fucking harder now. “And I’m gonna make you cum like the whore you are.”

“Ten,” she counted, every word timed with a thrust that made me see stars.

“It feels so good, Daddy” I gasped, mouth open, legs shaking.

“Nine,” she moaned, voice thick with arousal. “Your boy-pussy is so fucking tight. You were made for this.”

The toy pressed against my prostate again and again until my eyes began to roll.

“Eight. I love watching you squirm.”

I moaned, my cage dripping uncontrollably.

“Seven. You’re Daddy’s little anal slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I sobbed, the words bursting out of me.

“Six. Your locked clit is mine. All mine.”

“Five. Look how much you leak for me, you filthy little thing.”

“Four,” she growled, fucking me harder, her hips pounding into me as her own moans rose. “You love this. You love getting fucked by Daddy.”

“Three,” she gasped. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Two,”

I cried. “Please—please, Daddy—”

“One.”

We broke together.

My body seized up, and I cried out, my cage soaked with the pulsing, helpless leak of my first prostate orgasm, my cock twitching inside its silly little prison as I spasmed around her toy. Anya threw her head back and moaned, her own climax rolling through her, the double-ended dildo keeping her filled and throbbing as she rode me through the waves.

When it faded, when I blinked the stars from my eyes and tasted the sweat on my lip, she pulled out slowly, her hands still cradling my hips, grounding me.

Then she slid the strap from her body and tossed it aside, lying back on the table beside me, legs falling open.

“Now be a good bitch,” she said softly, her fingers parting her slick folds.

“And lick Daddy’s cunt.”

I dove between her legs without hesitation, tongue first, hungry and grateful and stupid with joy.

And in that moment—mouth pressed to her glorious slick pussy, heart still fluttering, cage wet and aching—I was exactly who I was meant to be.

Daddy’s perfect slut.


Want to see what happens to Anya four years later? Then try: From Work-Wife to Keyholder

“So,” Anya said, tracing a fingernail along the rim of her cup, “Why did you really break up?”

I hesitated. I hadn’t planned on telling her, but after the evening we’d had, it spilled out.

“Melissa, well, Melissa caught me touching myself.”

Anya blinked. “Wait, that’s it?”

I sighed. “She said it was basically cheating.”

Anya let out a disbelieving laugh. “Seriously? That’s crazy. Were you, like, doing it constantly or something?”

“No,” I mumbled, already red-faced. “It hardly matters, though. We’ll just do what we’ll always do. I’ll buy her flowers and apologise, she’ll move back in and we’ll do the same thing again in three months.”

“Easy solution,” Anya rolled her eyes. “Just don’t call her back, dummy!”

I sighed. “It’s not that easy. Melissa is so beautiful, and after a while alone, I start thinking about her body and her mouth and….Sorry, I shouldn’t be telling you this.”

“Please, what’s a work-wife for?” Anya said. “I get it by the way, Melissa is a fox, biggest tits I’ve ever seen with a waist that small. But I don’t want you miserable, so we need to find a way to make sure you don’t go crawling back to her.”

“How?” I shrugged.

She giggled and suddenly wrapped a delicate arm around me. Then she gasped and began digging in her oversized handbag. “Oh my god. I actually have the perfect thing for you.”

She produced a small velvet box and set it on the table in front of me.

“I got this for my ex,” she said with a wicked grin. “I bought it as a way to train him to be a better boyfriend, but since he’s ancient history now… why don’t you try it?”

“What is it?” I asked cautiously, it was late, but her eyes were alive with mischief.

“It’s a chastity cage,” Anya said, biting her lip. “Think of it as a time-out box for your cock. So you can’t call Melissa the next time you get a boner.”

“I’m not that weak,” I protested, though not vehemently.

She wasn’t wrong.

“Sure you’re weak, you’re a man and all men are controlled by their pee pee, right?” Anya leaned in, her eyes gleaming. “This is how we fix that. If your cock can’t think for you, then maybe you’ll finally stop crawling back to that crazy dragon lady.”

“But… what if I meet someone I do like?”

“Easy,” Anya said, running her hand absent-mindedly through her blonde locks. “Just text me, and I'll unlock you. Simple.”

I don’t know if it was the late hour, the coffee jitters, or just the way she was looking at me, but I nodded.

“Okay. Let’s do it. Give it to me. I’ll put it on tonight.”

Then she did something I didn’t expect.

“Can I ask a favor?” she said quietly.

“Sure?”

Anya bit her lip again.

I noticed she was squeezing her thighs together.

“Can I… put it on for you?”
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Experience an intimate, teasing, and sharply-written story of modern femdom, male chastity, and sensual power exchange and Female-Led-Relationships as one man learns what it truly means to surrender to the woman of his dreams.

Book One of the Locked at the Office trilogy.

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

Pride and Prejudice + Punishment

Mistress Bennet built it with discipline and elegance, and now, as graduation approaches, she issues her sorority girls one final challenge: find the most eligible man on campus, make him your bitch, and become the new Matriarch.
Sweet, sensual Jane is drawn to the enigmatic Mr. Bingley, enticing him with gentle femdom love and clandestine footjobs at brunch. Bold, brilliant Elizabeth finds herself locked in a battle of wills with the proud and infuriating Mr. Darcy. Meanwhile, the younger Bennet sisters explore their own thrilling games of sadistic control, hardcore pegging, and rampant sissification.
Perfect for fans of assertive heroines, slow-burn tension, and modern power play.


From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 1: Caught and Locked! (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal)

I thought a week living with my best friend Hannah would be fun.
I didn’t think she’d lock me in chastity on the first night.
Hannah’s always had this glow — gorgeous, confident, untouchable — the kind of woman who could wreck you with a look and pretend nothing happened. I’ve wanted her for years, quietly, carefully. She’s my best friend. I couldn’t risk it.
But when I made one humiliating mistake, she didn’t just notice.
She took control.
Now I’m hers for the week — obedient, denied, aching, and under her rules. Every moment is a power play. Every glance is a test. And every word from her mouth makes me fall deeper under her spell.
She says it’s all just fun. But it isn't long before her neighbour Naoimi walks in on us and gives her the inspiration to take it even further.
Something’s changing between us — something dangerous, messy, and unbearably hot.
And the worst part?
I love it.



Sissy Maid of Honor: Trained to Serve the Bride (sissy, femdom, chastity, humiliation) (Seven Nights of Sissy Book 1)


I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.



cover.jpeg
E -
1""' - — : —
A Night of Chastity, Obedience,

& Surrender Abroad
LEXIE LOCKE






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrcHX.jpg
FEMDOM DADDY

-
A Night of Chastity, Obedience,

& Surrender Abroad
LEXIE LOCKE





