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Chapter One: The Bennet Femdom Legacy

It is a truth universally acknowledged that a single woman in possession of a good fortune must be in want of a good boy toy.

This truth was held so deeply — so ferociously — within the minds of the Bennet Sorority girls that any decent-looking young man entering the neighbourhood was instantly considered their rightful property.

Mistress Bennet lounged by the hearth, a crystal glass of brandy in one hand and her favorite pussy-licker between her thighs. Lady, a final year medical student with the lips of an angel, was naked and kneeling on the carpet, and she sucked on her Mistress’s clit with the single-minded fervor of a girl trained for nothing else. Which, for the past four years, had been exactly the case.

“Good girl,” Mistress Bennet purred, moaning as pleasure bloomed in her core. Her fingers tangled in Lady’s pigtails, then yanked them hard, tilting her head back until her tongue flattened just right against her slit.

“My god, I’m going to miss this place,” she murmured, hips grinding, body thrumming with power and satisfaction.

Lady gave a muffled moan but never stopped licking. It had taken strict training — paddles, pleasure denial, hours of edging and re-education — to break the girl in. Mistress Bennet’s stomach twisted with pride as the beginnings of an orgasm curled hot through her.

In the mirror screwed into the ceiling, she watched her reflection writhe with lust.

A black lace bralette hugged her perky breasts, the sheer fabric teasing the dark circles of her nipples beneath. Her skin — sun-kissed gold and smooth as silk — gleamed with a sheen of sweat from exertion and arousal. Her stomach was taut and toned from years of dance, a subtle ridge of muscle disappearing beneath the bralette’s scalloped hem.

Her long dancer’s legs sprawled wide across the plush chair, toes pointed like she was still on stage, one foot resting elegantly on the ottoman, the other dug into the thick carpet. Every line of her body was poetry written in muscle and mischief.

Her black hair, which was thick, glossy, and wild,  fell over her shoulders like a raven’s wing, strands sticking lightly to her flushed collarbone. Her lips were slick crimson, just parted with a soft moan, and her matching nails curled into Lady’s scalp, pulling her down firmly into her sex.

The Milan Ballet was calling next September. But before she left at summer’s end, she needed to secure the future of her sorority — her legacy. The house she had built was a sanctuary for the sexiest, kindest, most deliciously deviant girls on campus. She could not abandon it to mediocrity.

Lady’s tongue traced slow circles, keeping her edge sharp. Mistress Bennet grinned.

“I know what I must do,” she said aloud, voice thick with both lust and purpose. “A challenge. Each of my girls must claim a partner — boy, girl, sissy, or stallion — and utterly dominate them by the end of summer. She who breaks theirs best, and breaks the best, becomes the next Mistress Bennett.”

She took another slow sip of brandy. “Let’s see who really deserves my throne.”

“Missy,” she snapped, turning toward the corner of the room.

Her favorite sissy rose obediently, tottering forward on white patent heels that matched delightfully with her lacy pink panties and the checkered schoolgirl skirt that barely hid them. Once, long ago, Missy had been a world-renowned NASCAR driver. Now she was just another locked-up, soft-willed, panty-sniffing chastity whore. And she had never been happier.

“Yes, Mistress,” Missy squeaked, falsetto light and sugary. She curtsied with perfect form, cock caged tight beneath her ruffles.

“Swap with Lady,” Mistress Bennet commanded. “I want to watch Slave-Number-Seven fuck her ass while I cum again.”

The obedience came easily to her harem by now.

Lady slid off, lips glistening, and bent over the chaise with practiced grace, her plump ass hoisted in the air. Missy crawled between Mistress Bennet’s thighs, eager and trembling. From the shadows, Slave-Number-Seven emerged — all muscle, sweat, and raw cock — and took his position behind Lady without hesitation.

One thrust, and he was inside her.

Mistress Bennet tilted her head back and moaned, feeling Missy’s tongue trace desperate circles. This was her empire — wet and willing, cruel and decadent.

She was, after all, a woman of lively mind and merciless taste.

Her slaves, on the other hand, were useless for conversation — beautifully sculpted, obedient, but completely broken.

That said, they loved the other girls of the house, worshipped them in secret, and if they saw their dommes-in-training take slaves of their own, well then they could go with their Mistress to Milan without fearing for their precious goddesses’ futures.

“Mmmf….keep going, slut,” she growled, breath hitching as Missy’s pierced tongue fluttered in rhythmic, desperate circles.

Mistress Bennet’s thighs flexed and trembled, dancer’s legs taut with restraint, her whole body a tension wire strung between control and release. The collar around Missy’s throat clinked faintly as she adjusted position, her caged cock throbbing inside its prison, desperate for a release it may never get again. The only sounds in the room were wet, obscene slurps and the sharp inhale of a woman teetering on ecstasy.

Mistress Bennet surveyed it all all: Missy kneeling like a perfect sissy whore, her lipstick smeared and heels trembling... and behind her, across the room, Slave #7 pounding into Lady’s ass with brutal, merciless rhythm. Lady moaned wantonly, face buried in the couch cushions, while his sculpted frame moved with raw animal strength.

The whole room was hers. Everything belonged to her.

And as her pleasure mounted, so did her pride — not in the mouth on her pussy, not just in the cocks she owned, but in the vision she saw coming to life: her girls finding their own partners, turning lovers into pets, playthings into property. A whole house of dominance, power, and perfect control.

Her legacy.

“Just like that,” she moaned, her back arching off the chair, hair cascading down her shoulders like a crown. “Oh god. Don’t you dare stop—”

She came with a savage cry, body jerking forward as the orgasm seized her like a storm. Her head snapped back, mouth open in a raw, primal scream of pleasure, thighs clamping around Missy’s head as her nails raked through the sissy’s hair.

“YES!”

It tore through her — white-hot, dizzying, all-consuming. Her muscles quivered. Her heart pounded. Her vision blurred.

When it finally passed, she sank back into the chair like a goddess spent at the altar of her own power.

And Missy kept licking, because no one told her to stop.


Chapter Two: The Watchtower

At Rosings University, it was tradition for international exchange students to arrive weeks before the fall semester. Their chance to get the lay of the land, learn the rules, and hopefully charm their way into one of the elite societies that controlled campus life.

But for the Bennet Sorority, this tradition was something else entirely.

It was open season.

From their high turret, a velvet-walled observatory on the top floor of the oldest house on Sorority Row, the girls began their summer ritual: watching the move-ins. Their legs were crossed, their notebooks sat open, and their heels were off. Half the girls were topless.

All of them were wet.

Mistress Bennet’s decree still echoed through the halls like gospel:

“Each of you will claim a submissive by summer’s end. Break them, train them, and make them yours. The best Domme becomes the next Housemistress. The rest of you? Kneel to her.”

Though there was a vagueness to the challenge, each had taken the command seriously.

Elizabeth leaned forward, her dark curls falling across her face, lips red, eyes sharper than any scalpel. She had the smallest breasts in the sorority, but her nipples were a beautiful dark pink that boys and girls salivated to taste. She was pale and had yet to decide on a favourite way to dominate her charges and frequently took a kitchen sink approach. Raised in Oxfordshire, she was the most cerebral of them — elegant, cruel, and confident in her ability to make men beg with just a look. Today in the warm confines of the watchtower, she wore a sheer black miniskirt and nothing else.

“Number four has potential,” Elizabeth murmured, watching a broad-shouldered boy struggle with his suitcase. “Good arms but sloppy posture. He’ll cry if he’s edged more than twice.”

“Awh, that’s cute. Can he be mine?” said Jane, lounging beside her. Blonde, glowing, and unbothered, Jane was the softest-spoken of the sisters and the most naturally devastating. A Texas girl with an accent that lilted like a pure mountain stream, Jane, looked like she belonged in a bridal magazine — her pets thanked her for ruining them. Everybody loved Jane. “I want a pretty one this year. Someone who blushes.”

Across from them, Lydia had her boots up on the table, skirt hitched above her hips, thong pushed aside so she could absentmindedly toy with her hairy pussy while she rated newcomers. Though Lydia was the only freshman, of all the Bennet’s she managed to be the horniest, brattiest, and loudest — the first to collar a boy and leave him weeping on his knees in public. Or bend him over and rail him in private. Her parents were Korean billionaires, and Lydia was not shy about using the money. Her strapon collection was legendary.

“He’s cute,” Lydia grinned, pointing her crop toward the window. “But the gentleman moving into house nine has a better ass. I want to peg him until he sobs into his roommate’s pillow.”

Kitty giggled from the corner, where she was filing her glittery nails with terrifying focus. The wild card. She had a reputation for turning the most stable men into the prettiest chaste sissies within a week. “We should have them all over for drinks. Give them a proper welcome? I haven’t locked up a cock in days!”

And Mary—quiet, unreadable Mary—sat near the bookshelves, dressed like a Victorian librarian with a corset laced tight beneath her blouse and a little gold punishment journal resting on her knee. A genius orphan from India, she had that unplaceable accent that sounded like caramel being poured over ice cream. She was the disciplinarian of the house, and she was already writing notes. “Number three shows signs of Catholic repression,” she said softly. “I'd like to test his guilt response.”

A hush fell over the room.

A glossy vintage car — clearly expensive, clearly not rented — pulled up in front of the house next door. The driver stepped out and opened the back door.

A tall, honey-haired man emerged in a three-piece suit like he’d just walked off the moors and into an erotic novella. Polished leather shoes. Monogrammed cufflinks. Cheekbones like a Greek sculpture. There was a gentle ease in his movement — the kind of grace that didn’t need to demand attention because it assumed it already had it.

He turned to tip the driver handsomely, then glanced up at the row of houses like he was measuring them for a proper hunting estate.

“Oh,” Elizabeth said, unable to stop herself from sliding her fingers up her taut abdomen and tweaking her nipple piercing.

Jane sat up with flushed cheeks. Lydia stopped touching herself.

He was beautiful. He was refined. And impossibly unreadable. His smile was soft, sincere, but there was no telling what lay beneath it. He didn’t look like he’d kneel. He didn’t look like he’d run. He looked like a man who simply existed to be wanted.

“That,” Elizabeth whispered, “is not a freshman.”

“That,” said Mary, adjusting her glasses, “is Mr. Bingley.”

“Old money,” Kitty breathed. “British right, Elizabeth? Something titled.”

“Ask Mary, she’s the one who went to all the boarding schools,” Elizabeth said, turning.

“Aristocratic family,” Mary nodded, biting her plump, brown, kissable lip. “Transferred here for his master’s. History and languages. Donates to every art department he touches. Rumor is he bought the whole west wing of the museum. For fun.”

“And no sub rumors?” Lydia pouted. “Please tell me he’s at least repressed.”

“He’s been seen with women,” Mary said. “But never the same one twice. No kink trail. No complaints either.”

“So... what? Vanilla?” Kitty wrinkled her nose. “Not even pegging?”

“Let's not jump to assumptions,” Elizabeth said. “Mark him as: Unknown.”

Outside, Bingley paused in front of the garden gate. He looked up — and directly at their tower window. He gave the faintest, warmest smile. Not flirtatious but not nervous either.

And then he turned away and walked into the house like he didn’t even know five dripping-wet dommes had just paused mid-stimulation because of him.

No one spoke.

Then Mistress Bennet’s voice poured through the intercom, low and knowing.

“Girls,” she purred. “I trust you’ve seen him.”

They all smiled.

And the challenge was accepted.


Chapter Three: Dressing to Destroy

In the Bennet Sorority House, preparation was generally artform, but tonight, it was war.

The rooftop party was a sacred Rosings University tradition. A summer social disguised as a casual welcome event — in truth, it was a sexually charged battlefield of dominance, seduction, and silent rivalries. And with Mistress Bennet’s challenge declared, every moment mattered. The girls weren’t just dressing to impress. They were dressing to win.

Elizabeth stood in front of the full-length mirror in her private suite, slowly cinching herself into a black satin waist trainer. Her eyes never left her own reflection — sharp, amused, assessing. Her sheer top framed her long, slender frame, and the material left just enough visibility that if you really stared, you’d see her dark pink nipples. Hopefully, she’d catch someone staring. That would make them easy prey.

The slit in her skirt hinted at regal but strong swimmer’s legs that could lock a sub’s head in place until dawn. And had.

She put on her earrings last, two little silver keys. A warning and a promise.

"Let’s see what kind of men show up tonight," she murmured. "And which ones are worth breaking…"

Jane lay back on her bed, legs up, lazily shaving a neat heart into her pubic mound in slow, sensual strokes while soft classical music played. Her pale blue silk slip clung to her glowing skin, and her golden hair curled over her shoulders like something out of a fairy tale.

Her she had forgone any lingerie beyond a simple crystal butt-plug, allowing the tiny silk dress to drape over her voluptuous breasts and beautifully fat ass in all their glory.

She whispered, “I want someone tender tonight. Someone with a good heart...a great cock, and hopefully soon…a very tight cage.”

Lydia was chaos incarnate. Her room looked like a boutique sex dungeon. Rows of chastity cages in all shapes and sizes, dildos both tiny and impossibly large. A wardrobe of latex and secrets. A sex swing that she and Kitty had spent an afternoon installing and testing out. And though the other girls called her crass for naming her bedroom the way she had, Kitty loved her little fuckpad.

She pulled on a red mesh mini-dress so sheer that it would have given her parents a heart attack back in Korea. She slipped a massive purple strap-on dildo into her handbag with a grin.

“Do you think I can make someone cum and cry in the same hour?” she yelled down the hallway.

“Too easy bitch,” Kitty, her best friend for life, called back. “If you can do it in thirty, though I’ll eat you out myself.”

Lydia cackled. “You got yourself a deal!”

Mary was calm and composed in her antique-lit study, buttoning a high-collared blouse with precise elegance. Beneath it, a steel-boned corset pressed her spine into perfect posture.

Her pencil skirt was modest, she could have worn it back in her tiny indian village if she wanted to. But that was the only modest thing about her.

She went over the checklist in her ledger:

	Cane-OILED 
	Spiked Chastity cage and key- SHINED 
	Behavioral contract-PRINTED WITH COPIES 
	Cattle prod- FULLY CHARGED 


Mary sighed longingly. “I do hope I can find someone to last the night without blubbering.”

Kitty danced through her room to bubblegum pop, wearing thigh-high socks, a pastel-pink bralette, and glittery lip gloss. Her skirt was pleated, tiny, and barely covered her little pink panties. She wore bows in her hair and had packed her purse with lollipops, pipecleaners and clothespins.

“If I do find a pretty boy to turn into a sissy, should go brat or full psycho tonight?” she asked her mirror, then stuck her tongue out.

“Both,” she answered herself, and giggled.

By the time the sun dipped low, the house smelled like perfume and promise. Heels clicked on the hardwood floors. Lipstick was blotted, and compliments were exchanged. Condoms were counted, and toys were packed. Promises were made.

The Mistress of the house presided over it all. A goddess in a white latex skirt that stopped just an inch too short. When she judged the moment right she snapped her finger.

“Okay ladies,” she said, opening the door to the waiting limo. “Let’s make this campus our bitch.”

That evening, on the rooftop, under strings of golden lights, the Bennet girls ascended with the kind of grace only they could manage. Other women glared or whispered or drooled.

The Bennet Girls were not like the others.

They were queens.

And everybody knew it.


Chapter Four: A Party

With cold refreshments in hand, the Bennet girls stood in wait.

The rooftop party had become a stage, Lydia had taken over the playlist immediately, and Kitty was crossing and uncrossing her legs just to see the new boys blush. Jane squeezed Elizabeth’s hand for moral support. As beautiful as she was, their precious Jane could be shy at times. Elizabeth thought it made her all the sexier.

As Rosings University’s elite gathered to drink and dance and watch, the Bennet girls started to attack their Mistress with questions. But no amount of teasing, coaxing, or dirty speculation could pry a satisfying answer from Mistress Bennet about the mysterious Bingley.

She’d paid a visit — that much they knew. But what had she seen? What had she felt?

“Tall,” Mistress Bennet said, wrapping an arm possessively around Jane’s wide, breedable hips. “Wealthy. Well-mannered. Aristocratic family. More money than sin.. Offered me his coat when I shivered which I thought was very sweet, Jane. Good bone structure.” She sipped from a tall clinking glass. “Deliciously unreadable.”

“Ugh!” Lydia groaned, sprawled on the floor with her feet in the air. “Did he give painslut, sissy, or ass-whore? Chastity bitch maybe?”

“I said unreadable,” Mistress replied. “He may very well have no interest in any of our games.”

“Don’t say that I’ll cry!” Kitty cried, sucking on a lolipop. “The quiet ones always make the girliest screams.”

“I’m not interested in breaking a mystery,” Mary said calmly. “I want a project. Someone full of guilt and shame. I’d like to see how many paddles he can take before he stops begging for more.”

Jane only smiled, serene as ever, her golden hair catching the light. “I want him to fall in love.”

“Well,” Elizabeth murmured, flipping her cup absentmindedly on the edge of the table, “We’ll get our chance. He’s coming up the stairs. Right now.”

Mr. Bingley arrived like a perfectly wrapped present: tall, polished, with sun-kissed skin, tousled strawberry-blonde hair, and an effortless grace that made the other girls swoon as he passed. He wore a blue velvet jacket and tight trousers that hinted at a well-kept body beneath. His smile was disarming. His eyes were far too kind.

He looked like the kind of man who trusted people.

Delicious.

“He’s beautiful,” Jane whispered, lips parting.

Elizabeth nodded. “Old money. Confident. But not fake. I wonder what his breaking point is.”

He came with a small entourage — just a few elegant women and a tall, brooding friend who immediately drew whispers. That one wore all black, said almost nothing, and had the kind of cold aristocratic face that made subs and dommes alike want to slap it.

“That’s Darcy,” Mary noted.

“I believe you, but I cannot fathom how you may be correct in your assessment,” Mistress Bennett gasped. “Darcy, the tech guy? The Duke of Love.”

“The inventor LEATHER&LOVE, the world's first mainstream BDSM dating app?” Elizabeth said. “Didn’t he just sell it for three hundred million?”

“Darcy’s actually a Duke as well. He dated a princess in Europe last year,” Mary said with a coy grin. “And I’ve heard rumours about his cock, apparently its a sight to behold. I’d love to bruise it.”

“I want to peg him off the balcony,” Lydia whispered through a little moan.

Kitty frowned. “His shoulders might be a little big to make a perfect sissy, but I’ve underestimated my talents before.”

“Stop getting distracted,” Elizabeth said. “Watch Bingley. He’s the prize.”

And Bingley? He mingled. He smiled. He danced.

He asked Jane for a dance first, and twice more before the night was over. They glided across the rooftop like Regency ghosts, like flirtation given physical form. He never ogled. Never groped. Just held her like she was a treasure. When he bowed to thank her, Jane was practically glowing.

“Very mannerly,” Jane said to him. “Good boy.”

He blushed a deep crimson, and Elizabeth knew her favourite Jane had him.

Kitty and Lydia took to the dance floor next, grinding on partners, teasing bystanders, collecting compliments and phone numbers. Mary lingered in the shadows, making eye contact with a trembling theology major and mouthing the word confess.

And Elizabeth? She watched.

Watched Bingley charm the room. Watched Darcy skulk near the bar like he’d rather be whipped than seen here.

At one point, Elizabeth found herself sitting alone for two songs — rare, for her. And just near enough to overhear their wealthy new classmates:

“Come on, Darcy,” Bingley said, laughing. “Dance with someone. Take her home. Have a tumble in the hay. You’re brooding like a thunderstorm over here.”

“I’m not here to do tricks,” Darcy replied coldly. “Unless I know her and her family, I’m not going to waste my time.”

Bingley looked scandalized. “There are several gorgeous women here tonight. You’ve been stared at for two hours.”

Darcy shrugged. “They can look, they are only human after all, but if you ask me, you’re dancing with the only real beauty in the place.”

“You’re such a prick,” Bingley laughed. “They’re all so bloody lovely. How about Jane’s sorority sister Elizabeth, on the other side of the bar? Tiny pert breasts, long legs, and lips that deserve a reason to smile. What about her?”

“I already scoped her out. She’s not too bad,” Darcy said, sneaking a glance at her. “I don’t buy drinks for ‘not too bad’.”

Bingley groaned and went off to dance with Jane again. Her cheeks were lovely and flush and her nipples stood hard against the delicate silk slip.

Darcy threw a second glance.

Elizabeth was waiting. She raised her eyebrow, met his gaze full-on, and smiled like a shark.

He looked away first. She had that at least.

Later, in the afterglow of the party, the girls gathered in their tower suite, wine glasses in hand, recounting every glance and whispered insult. Moans echoed faintly up the stairwell. Someone was hooked up to the fucking machine on the billiards table. A collar jingled in the hall.

“He said you were ‘not too bad’?” Kitty gasped.

Elizabeth smirked. “Poor man. He thinks he’s untouchable. I’ll have him begging to clean my shoes before midterms.”

Lydia laughed so hard she nearly spilled her drink.

And Jane?

Jane just sat there, twirling the corner of a linen napkin, eyes soft. “I think Bingley liked me.”

“Oh, honey,” Elizabeth said, brushing back Jane’s hair. “He wants you to wrap him in a bow and fuck him till he cums.”

“Through a cage,” Kitty added. “A cute pink one, maybe?”

“The rest of you girls need to find a new way to win the challenge,” said Mistress Bennet from the doorway. She smiled, wicked and knowing. “I suspect Bingley will be Jane’s bitch by the end of the week.”


Chapter Five: Girl Talk

Later that night, after chardonnay was drunk and the house quieted, Jane and Elizabeth curled up in Jane’s oversized bed, both of them wearing very little as they bathed in the post-party glow.

Jane, radiant and soft, her golden hair brushed out and flowing over her shoulders, lay on her side with her knees tucked up and her lips parted in a private little smile. She wore a white pair of panties with the word ‘mommy’ emblazoned across the front.

Elizabeth was stretched beside her in black lace lingerie, long legs bare, with a glass of scotch perched on her stomach.

They spoke in whispers. Not from fear of being overheard — but from the weight of the moment.

“He is just what a man should be,” Jane murmured at last, dreamily. “Good-humoured, generous, and so… so open. I never saw anyone so comfortable in their skin.”

Elizabeth smirked, swirling her scotch. “Not to mention that jawline. And those shoulders. Honestly, it’s indecent for someone that soft to be built like a cavalry officer.”

Jane giggled, biting her lower lip. “I was so flattered he asked me to dance again.”

“You shouldn’t be. I expected it. He couldn’t have looked away from you if he’d tried. You were glowing, Jane. Honestly, it’s a miracle the poor man didn’t just fall to his knees right there and beg to eat your pussy.”

Jane flushed and buried her face in the pillow for a second before whispering, “I don’t want him on his knees. Not at first.”

Elizabeth arched an eyebrow.

“I want him happy,” Jane said softly, with that unique serenity only she could deliver. “Obedient, yes. But… sweet. I want him to sit at my feet, head in my lap, and just… breathe. I want to pet his hair and tell him he’s doing so well. I want to make him beg for affection, not punishment.”

Elizabeth’s smirk melted into something warmer.

“I want to hold his cock in my hand,” Jane whispered, voice thickening, “And not let him cum until he’s completely pliant. Not just a toy or a slave, but something else.”

Elizabeth exhaled slowly, heat rising in her core. She turned her head to look at her sister. “You really are a gentle domme, aren’t you?”

“I think so,” Jane said, her voice distant, dreamy. “I want him to fall in love with pleasing me. I want to ruin his sense of self—with kindness.”

Elizabeth reached over, sliding her fingers along Jane’s bare thigh. Her skin was so soft.

“You’re going to be so dangerous once you realize how powerful that is.”

They fell into silence again, the air between them pulsing with arousal.

Then Jane shifted slightly. Her hand slipped beneath her white cotton panties.

Elizabeth watched, mouth parting slightly.

Jane let out a laugh, soft and breathy. “I don’t want to own him. I want him to offer himself to me. Willingly. Like he can’t imagine doing anything else.”

She turned toward Elizabeth, their knees brushing above the sheets. Her voice dropped into a reverent hush.

“I want to lay him across my lap and pet his hair. Make him shiver just from my voice. I want to take away his orgasms, his pride, his choices… gently. I want him to love me for it.”

“God, Jane,” she murmured, her breath catching. “You’re so soft about it. So cruel.”

Jane’s cheeks flushed pink, but her hand moved beneath her panties, fingers stroking between her folds with delicate purpose. She gasped lightly, eyes fluttering closed for just a moment.

“I want him to ache for me,” she whispered. “To sit at my feet while I read. To ask permission just to kiss my toes. To cry a little the first time I let him cum.”

Elizabeth groaned quietly. “You're going to destroy him.”

“Softly,” Jane breathed, voice growing shaky. “And with a lot of hugs.”

For a moment, only the sounds of rustling sheets, wet fingers, and soft breathing filled the room.

Elizabeth turned toward her fully now, her knee brushing between Jane’s legs, slow and deliberate. “Show me what you'd do to him.”

Jane hesitated—but only for a breath.

Then her fingers slid from beneath her own waistband and reached across the bed. She pressed her hand between Elizabeth’s thighs, cupping her heat gently through the silk, her touch reverent and slow.

Elizabeth inhaled sharply. “Jane…”

“You asked,” Jane whispered. “Now let me practice.”

Elizabeth’s hips lifted, her pussy lips parting with a quiet moan.

Jane leaned closer, her mouth brushing against Elizabeth’s ear. “You’d like that too, wouldn’t you? Someone kneeling between your legs... or over them.”

Elizabeth let out a low, involuntary laugh — and then, almost without meaning to, she whispered:

“Only if I get to spank Darcy first.”

“Oh, Lizzy,” she purred, stroking her sorority sister’s clit through the fabric, slow and teasing. “He got in your head?”

“I didn’t mean—”

“Yes, you did.” Jane's voice was silk-wrapped heat now. “You want to drag him across your lap. Cold, proud Mr. Darcy. You want to make him beg you to keep going.”

Elizabeth whimpered, biting her lip, clit twitching into Jane’s palm.

“I want to leave handprints on that perfect ass,” she growled.

And that was it. Jane pushed aside the silk, slid her fingers deep, and Elizabeth gasped — loud, wet, needy. Their mouths met halfway in a kiss that was more breath than pressure, lips barely touching, sighs shared like secrets.

Jane kept her rhythm slow, firm, devastating.

Elizabeth’s hand slid down Jane’s back, pulling her closer, her own fingers finding their way between Jane’s thighs again.

They came together — not in silence, but in soft cries and shared trembling. Sheets tangled. Legs entwined. The room filled with heat and reverence and the electricity of power spoken aloud.

They lay in the aftermath, slick and shining, heads pressed close.

Elizabeth was the first to speak.

“I really am going to spank that man.”

Jane laughed.

“I hope I get to watch.”


Chapter Six: A Footjob between courses

A few days after the rooftop party, an invitation arrived at the Bennett sorority House.

Brunch at Netherfield Fraternity House, hosted by Bingley. It was to be an informal affair — a pleasant midday meal, a show of neighbourly civility.

Jane led the way, a vision in powder blue.

Her cropped top clung to her breasts like a second skin, low cut enough to show the delicate outline of matching lace beneath — a powder-blue bra with satin straps that looked like ribbon against her massive breasts. Her belly was bare, taut, with a tiny sapphire belly-button ring winking in the sunlight like a secret.

Her skirt was short and flowing, fluttering with every step, and her sandals — strappy and silver — revealed perfectly pedicured toes, painted a soft, icy blue. She looked like a daydream dressed for corruption.

She smiled as though the entire world was made from clouds and birdsong. Completely smitten.

Elizabeth followed, dressed in unapologetic black.

A silk blouse unbuttoned low enough to hint at lace and leather beneath. A tight pencil skirt with a high slit that exposed the garters of her stockings when she walked. The suspenders were matte black, clipped to lace-topped thigh-highs with surgical precision.

She wore spiked heels that clicked like punctuation on stone, and her lipstick was as red as intention.

She didn’t smile. She’d save that for later.

Kitty came next, bouncing with wicked energy in something that wasn’t quite a uniform, but was unmistakably styled to suggest one.

A white fitted dress clung to her like sin, trimmed with cherry-red piping, the top unzipped just enough to show the red bra straining beneath. A little white hat sat pinned in her curls, and around her neck was a silver tag that simply read: Daddy.

Lydia strutted in blood red leather.

Her crop-top was more harness than shirt — a red leather X across her breasts, cinched at the sides, revealing toned abs and the edge of her sternum. Her skirt was tight, her heels were sharp, and her harness — worn boldly around her hips — was only missing its strap-on because their Mistress had insisted it was too forward.

Mary brought up the rear, composed and terrifying.

She wore a crisp white blouse buttoned to the throat, tucked into a tight, high-waisted skirt that looked like it had been stitched on. A leather belt circled her waist like authority. Her hair was in a severe twist, and she wore black leather gloves that she didn’t remove, even indoors.

Her glasses flashed, unreadable. Her mouth was unreadable. Her boots clicked softly, like a teacher about to scold a classroom into silence.

The Sorority Sisters of the Bennett House were ready for brunch.

And they were hungry.



The lunch was perfectly laid: marble charcuterie boards, delicate mimosas, sunlight pouring through floor-length windows. Bingley welcomed them with a boyish warmth that made Jane’s eyes sparkle.

They were seated in the dining room, it was a long table with tiny name cards on all the place settings. Elizabeth noticed, with private delight, that she’d been placed directly across from Mr. Darcy.

Jane, ever the picture of composure, accepted Bingley’s arm with a soft smile, all sweetness and grace. She glided into her chair beside him with perfect posture — ankles crossed, chin lifted, the kind of poised restraint that made men forget how to speak.

Jane dropped a napkin on her lap and then pressed her foot onto Bingley’s.

She slipped her sandal off with a flex of her toes, the polished arch of her bare foot sliding along his inner thigh until she reached the hard line of him beneath his slacks. Her touch was featherlight — a tease, nothing more — just the ghost of contact through expensive fabric.

Bingley stiffened, blinked, and reached automatically for his water. His breath hitched, but he said nothing.

Jane smiled into her glass as if nothing had happened.

Elizabeth, who missed nothing, glanced sideways and raised a brow. Jane gave her the faintest shrug — the kind only sorority sisters could interpret. A lady did not gloat. Not even while giving a footjob at brunch.

Beneath the tablecloth, Jane’s toes began to move.

She curled them, pressed more firmly, then began a slow, rhythmic stroke—from base to tip, with the ball of her foot tracing gentle pressure, then lifting, then pressing again. Her heel nudged him through his slacks in steady, patient pulses. Like she was guiding him somewhere, slowly. Willingly.

Bingley’s lips parted.

Elizabeth tilted her head, one finger lazily circling the rim of her wineglass. Her eyes drifted toward Darcy, who was seated directly across, scowling with practiced boredom.

“So,” she said, voice idle and precise, “do you still find me only not too bad, Mr. Darcy? Or have I ascended to mildly worthwhile?”

Darcy blinked once. “It’s dangerous to judge too quickly.”

“And yet,” she murmured, “you seem so very skilled at it.”

His jaw flexed. “Some of us prefer to reserve judgment. We give no more attention than is earned.”

Elizabeth smiled, slow and sure. “Oh, I earn everything I take. But I don’t waste time on men who can’t take the heat.”

Darcy said nothing. But his eyes hadn’t left her mouth.

Under the table, Bingley was struggling — hips twitching subtly with every stroke. Jane’s foot now moved with a deliberate cruelty: long, slow drags of her sole, the arch of her toes flexing against the head of his cock, then retreating, then returning.

“You’re very quiet, Mr. Bingley,” Elizabeth said lightly, swirling her wine. “Is lunch not to your liking?”

Bingley exhaled sharply. “No, I mean—yes. I mean—very good. Excellent.”

Jane leaned in so Bingley could see right down her heaving bosom. Her voice was a breath, a promise, a spell.

“You’re being such a good boy for me,” she whispered, throwing her voice so only her pet could hear. “Don’t fight it. Just breathe. Show me how happy I make you.”

He did. Beautifully. And when he came — silently, helplessly, full — his shoulders shuddered just enough to make Elizabeth’s smile sharpen.

When the meal ended and the guests rose, Jane touched Bingley’s wrist and drew him close.

Her voice was sweet, maternal, devastating.

“You make such good cummies, darling. Are you going to invite me to something else soon?”

He swallowed. Nodded. Dazed.

She lifted his chin with two fingers and murmured, “Use your words.”

“Yes, Miss Jane.”

She smiled like the sun rising over a battlefield. “Good boy.”

She glanced around and pulled off her blue racy panties and dropped them in his cumstained lap. “Wear these when you come over, baby. Make Mommy proud.”



Outside, Elizabeth strolled barefoot on the manicured paths alone, only to find herself—inevitably—intercepted.

“Miss Bennet,” Darcy said. He wasn’t smiling.

She turned slowly, arms crossed, eyes amused. “Mr. Darcy. Have you come to offer me another insult, or just to glower meaningfully?”

He stepped closer. “You enjoy performance.”

“I enjoy many things.”

“You enjoy making men squirm.”

She leaned in slightly. “Only the ones worth unravelling.”

His mouth twitched again. “You think I’d squirm for you?”

“I think you’d hate how much you’d want to.”

A pause. Then, almost too quietly:

“I’d rather pin you to the wall until you beg.”

Elizabeth didn’t blink. “I don’t beg.”

Darcy tilted his head. “Not even a little?”

Her smile was slow and dangerous. “Only to see how fast you’d crack once I started teasing you back.”

They stood there in the hedge-lined silence, the distance between them hot and humming.

“I don’t kneel,” he said finally.

Elizabeth stepped past him, brushing her shoulder against his as she passed.

“Not yet.”


Chapter Seven: Banking on Submission

Mistress Bennet rarely rose before ten. It wasn’t that she was lazy — far from it — but that luxury demanded ritual. She bathed in rose oil, wrapped herself in silk, and allowed her girls to bring her espresso on a tray, always prepared just the way she liked it: strong, dark, with a cinnamon stick to stir.

This morning, however, she was already dressed—or rather, undressed—for battle. She sat at the long polished dining table in a black lace robe, loosely belted at the waist, legs stretched out, one bare foot resting on the back of her kneeling sissy, Missy. Her nails, painted deep garnet, tapped the screen of her tablet with increasing displeasure.

Red numbers glared up at her. Dwindling trust fund. Leather maintenance. Strap-on subscription. Even the Capri fuckathon was in danger.

Across the table, Elizabeth sipped black coffee, watching her like a wolf.

“Bad news?” she asked, dropping a crumb of croissant on her stocking thigh.

Slave-number-seven came over and licked it off for her and then went back to fucking Lady in the corner for their entertainment.

Mistress Bennet didn’t look up from the tablet. “The estate’s finances are not... robust.”

Kitty, halfway through a mimosa, perked up. “How not-robust are we talking? Cut-back-on-collars, or skip-the-next-orgy?”

Mistress Bennet gave a slow smile. “We’ll never skip an orgy. But we may need to start thinking... long-term.”

“Sugar daddies?” Lydia said, already bored, spinning a riding crop between her fingers.

“No,” Mistress replied, eyes flashing. “Something better. We need benefactors. Patrons. Property. Men who don’t just spend the night — they sign checks.”

“And hand over power of attorney,” Mary added, ever literal, flipping a leather-bound ledger open in front of her.

“Precisely,” Mistress said. “We need boys, not just with good asses, but with good assets. Thinks sports cars. Think railroads. Think ski lodges.”

Jane, always shy during breakfast, glanced down at her phone. Her cheeks flushed a lovely pale pink. “Bingley… has a ski lodge,” she said softly. “He invited me up for the weekend. Just us.”

The table stilled.

Mistress Bennet smiled like a polar bear scenting blood in the snow. “Then you’d best get a fresh pedicure and a new set of anal beads. Bring the good lube. And if you insist on letting him cum, make it hurt.”

Later that day it was noted that the Meryton Regiment had returned for the winter session — a contingent of young officers in training, stationed on Rosings University’s west quad. They strutted in crisp uniforms, boots shined, shoulders squared, full of testosterone and bad decisions.

They were meant to be the future of defense.

They didn’t know they were walking straight into conquest.

Mistress Bennet sipped her coffee and watched them from the tower window.

“Well that’s two of my girls busy for the week,” she said simply.

That afternoon, Lydia and Kitty descended on the officer’s mess like lions in silk.




Chapter Eight: Lydia Pegs Her Officer

She picked a lieutenant — barely twenty, cocky, tall, trying too hard to look like a man of war.

He followed her up to her room like a good little lamb, grinning all the way.

That grin died the moment she locked the door.

Lydia unbuckled her belt, snapped the straps of her red leather harness around her hips, and let the silicone cock spring forward — glossy, thick, and curved with a humiliating realistic cock-head.

The officer blinked. “Wait, are we—?”

She shoved him against the wall, one palm flat on his chest. “Yes,” she said. “We are.”

Then she kissed him, rough, open-mouthed, biting his bottom lip hard enough to leave a mark.

When she pulled away, he was gasping.

She grabbed the front of his shirt, tore it open in one practiced yank, and pushed him to his knees.

“You’re going to lube my cock with your tongue,” she said, voice low and cruel, “and then I’m going to fuck the arrogance out of you.”

He hesitated.

She reached for her riding crop and brought it down across his shoulder — sharp, clean, enough to make him yelp.

“Knees. Now.”

He obeyed, hands trembling, mouth opening. She smeared the head of the dildo across his lips, then pressed it in. Slow. Inexorable.

“You gag,” she said, “and I’ll make you lick it clean after.”

He didn’t gag.

When she pulled him up and turned him around, he was already leaking — cheeks flushed, cock twitching.

She bent him over the velvet bench at the foot of her bed, grabbed the lube from the drawer, and slicked the strap-on with quick, practiced fingers.

Then she pressed the tip to his hole and leaned over his back to whisper, “Beg.”

“Please,” he rasped. “Please fuck me.”

She pushed inside.

The first inch made him gasp. The second made him groan. By the third, he was whimpering.

Lydia grabbed his hips and began to move — slow at first, deep strokes, letting him feel every inch.

“You thought you’d top a Bennet girl?” she growled, snapping her hips forward.

He moaned into the mattress.

She spanked him. Once. Twice. The sound echoed.

“Say you’re my anal slut.”

“I’m yours,” he gasped. “Fuck—I’m your anal slut.”

She fucked him harder.

He clung to the bench, panting, the first step of the way to being completely broken.

She reached under him, wrapped her fist around his untouched cock, and didn’t move it.

“Good boys don’t cum without permission.”

He sobbed. “Yes, Miss Lydia.”


Chapter Nine: An Officer and A Sissy

Kitty preferred a gentler touch. At first.

Her boy was a swimmer — lean, cocky, golden. He’d come up expecting to be fawned over. Instead, she sat him in her pink velvet chair, cupped his chin, and said: “You have the face of a girl who wants to be spoiled.”

He blinked. “I’m—wait, what?”

She straddled his lap and pulled out her makeup kit. “You don’t want to be a man tonight. You want to be mine.”

He didn’t stop her when she slid eyeliner over his lashes.

Didn’t stop her when she painted his lips bright pink.

Didn’t stop her when she pulled a steel chastity cage from her drawer and said, “Let’s give you something to cry about.”

His cock twitched. She smiled.

“Oh, you’re going to love this part.”

She locked him up, snapped the flat micro cage into place, and kissed the head of it like a blessing.

Then she grabbed her wand.

She turned it on low, placed it at the base of the cage, and watched.

The vibration made him gasp — then moan — then buck. He squirmed, hips twitching uncontrollably.

His eyes rolled back.

Kitty kissed his painted lips and said, “Cry for me, baby.”

He did. Desperately. Tears spilling down his cheeks as the vibrations brought him to the edge again and again, cock pressing helplessly against unyielding steel. His mascara ran like a common whore’s.

“You’re so pretty like this,” Kitty murmured, stroking his cheek. “Locked up. Beautiful. Not a trace of manhood left.”

When he came, it was hands-free, through the cage, body spasming, face buried in her thigh, mewling like a girl.

Kitty licked his tears and smiled.

“You’re such a good little sissy bitch.”

Then she dipped her fingers into the cum leaking from his pathetic caged clit, and made him suck on them until he fell asleep.



Back downstairs, Mistress Bennet raised her glass as the sounds of muffled begging drifted down from both wings of the house.

Elizabeth passed her the bottle.

“To the regiment,” she said.

Mistress Bennet smiled. “To conquest.”


Chapter Ten: Good Boy at the Ski Lodge

The Bennet Sorority’s carport had every kind of vehicle — sleek convertibles, electric coupes, even a modified party van for group events. So it came as a surprise to Jane when, just before her departure for the lodge, Mistress Bennet handed her keys to a dented silver hatchback that wheezed when it idled.

“I thought I might take the Jag,” Jane said hesitantly, in her soft, polite way.

Mistress Bennet tilted her head. “No. This one’s... more appropriate.”

She said it with that smile, the one that made even Elizabeth tread carefully.

Jane, ever trusting, simply nodded and thanked her.

She had no idea the engine had been deliberately sabotaged. Just enough to overheat in the snow. Not enough to truly fail. Mistress Bennet didn’t want her hurt — she wanted her stranded.

Alone. Vulnerable. Wrapped in soft blue and in need of rescue.



The drive had been beautiful for the first hour.

Jane wore her powder-blue cropped turtleneck, tight white skirt, thigh-high cream socks that showed just an inch of soft kissable thigh, and cute boots. Every part of her was soft and radiant, a snow angel in lingerie.

When the car began to rattle and the heat cut out, she frowned. When steam began to hiss from under the hood, she pulled over and stepped out into the snow, thin tights no match for the cold, her breath forming quick clouds in the air.

She tried calling Bingley. He didn’t pick up.

Ten minutes later, headlights swept up the road.

Bingley’s SUV screeched to a halt. He bolted out, wide-eyed, coat flapping open.

“Jane? Are you—what happened? Are you alright?”

She smiled faintly. Her lips were pale. “It broke down. I’m fine.”

He wrapped his coat around her before she could protest, then lifted her easily into his arms.

“You’re freezing. Jesus. Why didn’t they send you in something decent?”

“I suppose they were short on options…” Her voice trailed off as he cradled her tighter.



He carried her inside like a knight with a fallen princess.

The lodge was glowing with firelight and warm pine air, the scent of cedar and leather thick around them. He kicked the door closed, boots crunching on the welcome mat, and swept her up the staircase like something sacred.

She lay limp in his arms, her breath warm against his neck. Still shivering, but with the faintest smile curling her plump, wet lips.

When he set her down on the bed — the massive, high-backed master bed, dressed in thick down and sheets the color of champagne — she sighed softly.

“You’re shaking,” he said again, terrified.

“I need heat,” she murmured. “And service.”

“I’ll get you tea—towels—”

She caught his wrist before he could rise.

“No,” Jane said, soft but absolute. “Stay. Here. With me.”

His breath caught. He nodded.

She stretched slowly on the bed, arms above her head, and whispered, “Take off my clothes. Carefully.”

He knelt beside the bed, hands trembling as he reached for her soaked crop top. He peeled it over her head, revealing her damp satin bra, the lace already clinging to her nipples. His mouth parted. He didn’t touch. That made her happy.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “You’re doing so well pet.”

He nodded again, helpless.

Her skirt slid down next. Then her tights. Her panties last — pale blue, delicate, soaked from snow and heat. He took them off like he was unwrapping a religious artifact.

“You have such nice hands,” she whispered, stretching her legs beneath the covers. “Strong. Careful. Obedient.”

He flushed. “Thank you, Jane.”

She smiled and patted the mattress. “Now strip for me.”

“What?”

Her eyes darkened, playful and dangerous. “Naked, Bingley. You don’t get to see me bare while you’re still dressed like someone with autonomy.”

His cock twitched visibly.

He stripped.

Shirt. Belt. Slacks. And her panties from brunch the other day, so tiny and feminine and adorable.

“Oh, you wore them,” Jane said. “You’re so well behaved.”

When he stood before her, flushed and completely exposed, she hummed in appreciation.

“Oh,” she said sweetly, “you’ve been hiding a very good cock from me.”

He swallowed.

“Strong shoulders, too. And those thighs.” She licked her lips slowly. “You were built to kneel for someone like me.”

He stepped closer. She shook her head.

“Uh uh. Not yet.” She lifted one foot from under the covers and held it out. “You want to please me? Start with my feet.”

He dropped to his knees like it was instinct.

She laid back as he kissed the ball of her foot, then her arch, then sucked gently on each of her perfect manicured toes. Her other leg rested across his bare shoulder, her voice low and tender.

“That’s it, darling. Worship me. You’ve been aching to.”

He moaned, nodding against her foot.

When he was done, she pulled back the covers.

Her body was flushed with warmth now, the pink of her nipples hard with desire, her thighs slick and ready.

“Now,” she said, parting her legs slowly, “you’re going to make me cum with that sweet mouth of yours. And if you’re very good, I might let you do it again tomorrow.”

He crawled forward, already panting.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, threading her fingers through his hair. “My beautiful, obedient boy. Make me moan.”

And he did.

Slowly, reverently, moaning between her thighs as she praised him in gentle, breathy sighs.

“You’re perfect,” she whispered, stroking his cheek as her hips rolled up into his tongue. “So sweet. So eager. Such a good boy.”

She came with a soft cry, hips trembling, her thighs closing around his ears.

And when she opened her eyes, he was still kneeling — hard, shaking, desperate.

She smiled.

“You’ll sleep as the little spoon all night. Just to remember your place.”

“Yes, Miss Jane.”

“Good boy.”


Chapter Eleven: A humiliated Domme

By the second day, the silence from the lodge was too much for Elizabeth.

No calls. No texts. Only a vague photo of Jane smiling in bed, bare shoulders above a mound of down, with a mug in hand and a dazed Bingley kneeling at her side.

“Fuck this,” Elizabeth muttered, pulling open her closet. “I’m going.”

“I thought Mistress said wait,” Mary offered from the doorway.

Elizabeth turned. “Mistress didn’t see her eyes. Jane’s not sick. She’s dosing that boy on affection until he forgets how to spell his name.”

“So why go?” Mary asked.

Elizabeth slid a velvet garment bag off the rack. “Because I want to watch.”

The storm had turned halfway up the mountain — whiteout snow, icy wind slicing sideways. Her coat was useless by the second mile. Her boots filled with slush. Her leather pants clung to her thighs like shrink wrap, and her turtleneck held water like a sponge.

When she banged on the heavy oak door, her hands were trembling. From cold. Not nerves.

The door opened.

Darcy stood there, tall, sharp-jawed, unsmiling.

Behind him, in the great hearth-lit room, Bingley and two tall, exquisitely dressed women stood mid-drink. Europeans, clearly. Obviously royalty. One was draped in silver satin and fur. The other was in black velvet and pearls.

Elizabeth stepped over the threshold and peeled her coat off, each movement squelching with wet weight. Her soaked pants came next, leaving her in sheer black stockings, lace-trimmed panties, and a high-cut bra beneath a soaked turtleneck that clung to her nipples. Her nipples had never been so hard, but she was freezing.

The royal bitches stared.

Then, slowly, one let out a laugh. “Oh, la pauvre. She’s half-frozen and dressed like a whore.”

The other raised an eyebrow. “Is this the help?”

Elizabeth’s eyes narrowed. She didn’t speak.

“I’ll—” Bingley stumbled forward, blushing furiously. “We don’t have much to lend, I’m afraid. Just... just Jane’s spare. It’s—well, she packed it as a joke, I think, but—”

He held it out with a supreme look of guilt.

It was a black velvet sluttybunny costume. Satin ears, white cuffs, fishnets, bowtie.

Elizabeth stared at it.

Darcy was silent, but watching her like she was fire with nowhere to go.

She took the outfit from Bingley without a word, her face unreadable.



She changed in the guest room, alone.

Each soaked garment peeled off slowly — her stockings suctioned to her skin, her panties cold and clinging. She toweled off as best she could with what little was available. Her skin flushed pink from the heat of the lodge, but her pride burned hotter.

The black velvet bodysuit hugged her torso like a second skin, cut high at the hips to show every inch of her long, powerful legs. The plunging neckline pushed her breasts up into an indecent swell, perfectly shaped, firm, and proud, rising from the tight embrace of the fabric like a dare. Her fishnet stockings clung to her thighs, disappearing into satin-trimmed garters at her hips, the elastic snapping softly as she moved.

The white satin cuffs around her wrists, the crisp collar and black bowtie at her throat, and those absurd velvet ears perched atop her dark, wet hair

The bunny suit was humiliating.

It was also... devastating.

She stared at herself in the mirror, cheeks hot with fury.

“Fuck it,” she whispered. “They want a show. Let them see who owns the stage.”



Before returning to the others, Elizabeth slipped into Jane’s suite. Her sister lay in bed, flushed, glossy-eyed, swaddled in silk. Bingley had turned the room into a sanctuary.

“Lizzy,” Jane breathed, smiling.

Elizabeth knelt at the edge of the bed, touched Jane’s cheek — warm, soft.

“You’re okay,” she said softly.

Jane’s eyes sparkled.

“More than okay,” she whispered. “He waits on me like a puppy. I haven’t lifted a finger since I got here.”

Elizabeth reached under the covers, fingers slipping along Jane’s thigh. The skin was hot, damp. She brushed the soft mound between her legs.

Jane gasped.

Her clit was engorged, practically throbbing.

Elizabeth grinned. “You’re healing well, I see.”

Jane giggled, cheeks pink. “Go show them what a real Bennet can do.”



When Elizabeth stepped back into the lounge, the duchesses looked up — and fell silent.

Bingley gave a warm smile.

The fire crackled.

And Darcy nearly choked on his drink.

She walked slowly, every step a click of her heels on the lodge floor, her hips swaying just enough to claim space. The bunny ears stood tall. The satin bow at her throat gleamed. It was terribly embarrassing, but she couldn’t let them know that.

“Oh, mon dieu,” one duchess whispered.

“Slutty little rabbit,” the other smirked. “She cleans up well.”

Elizabeth ignored them. She walked toward the hearth and stood near the fire, letting the heat curl around her thighs.

Darcy approached. Carefully.

He stopped in front of her. His mouth opened, closed. Opened again.

“You’re very composed for someone wearing ears,” he said finally, voice low.

“I’m not here for your approval.”

“Good,” he said. “Because I don’t offer it lightly.”

Elizabeth raised a brow. “Is that so?”

Then her heel caught — annoyingly — on the rug.

She stumbled half an inch.

Darcy dropped to one knee before she could stop him.

He reached for her foot, adjusted the strap on her heel, and tied the loose ribbon in a neat bow.

Then looked up at her. His hands were still on her ankle.

“You’re powerful,” he said softly.

“I know.”

“I admire that.”

“Don’t get used to being down there.”

He smiled.

“Oh,” he said, “I thought you’d like the sight of me kneeling for you.”

A rush of warmth between her legs as she was filled with arousal.

“It’s growing on me.”


Chapter Twelve: Mistress in the Tower

Mistress Bennet never left things to chance.

While Jane worked her soft magic in the snowbound lodge and Elizabeth turned humiliation into theatre, Mistress Bennet stood barefoot in her tower suite, a silk robe half-slipped from her shoulder, and surveyed the mountain through a long bronze telescope.

Outside, the snow blanketed everything in purity.

Inside, the house was a shrine to filth.

Mistress Bennet’s moan was low, thoughtful.

“She's wearing the bunny suit,” she murmured.

Behind her, Lady was on her knees with her mouth full of cock — Slave Number Seven’s ten inch cock, to be exact. He stood trembling before the hearth, muscles flexed, jaw clenched, holding as still as he could.

“Good girl,” Mistress said idly, not turning around. “Use the back of your throat.”

Lady obeyed. Her pigtails bounced with each bob, saliva gleaming on her lips while drool trickled down her chin.

At Lady’s feet, Missy lay prostrate, naked save for a pink lace collar, pussy-shaped chastity cage, and matching thigh-highs, tongue trailing reverently across Lady’s soles. She moaned softly with each lick, as though devotion alone could earn her forgiveness.

“Sloppy,” Mistress Bennet said, glancing back. “A woman’s feet are delicate. Worship like you mean it.”

A low whimper as Missy tried harder. Precum was dripping from her cage and down her thighs. That sissy had so much more to learn.

Luckily, Lydia was buried to the hilt in Missy’s ass.

She stood proud and flushed, hips rolling in a cruel, practiced rhythm, hands gripping Missy’s waist. The red leather strap-on glistened each time it disappeared into her.

“You were going to be the next big thing in racing. Instead you volunteer to be our sissy bitch for five years. When was the last time you came eh? Christmas last year?” Lydia growled, thrusting deeper, “God, I love your tight little hole! ”

Missy squealed — a pathetic, beautiful sound — as Lydia fucked her harder.

Behind them, Kitty reclined in a black wingback chair, her own sissy, who she had named Trixie, was straddling her lap, trembling on the thick glittery cock strapped between Kitty’s legs.

His makeup was perfect — Kitty saw to that personally — but his mascara was starting to run.

“I told you you wouldn’t be disappointed if you came back soldier,” Kitty said sweetly. “I’m going to ruin you for every other girlfriend you have. By the time I’m done with you, you won’t even be able to get hard without wearing a thong.”

She reached between his legs and gave the locked cage a playful flick.

The sissy Trixie gasped.

“I want three essays by morning from you, Trixie,” Mary called out from across the room, her voice a velvet whip. “One on why you’ll never cum again without permission, one on proper tongue positions for rimming, and one on why tiny clits like yours should never be unnlocked. Understood?”

He nodded desperately, shifting on Kitty’s cock.

Kitty smiled. “Thanks, Mary!”

But Mary was unsentimental. “Keep bouncing on that strap, sissy!”

And he did — with little gasps, caged and ruined, every motion grinding deeper into his prostate.

“Don’t slow,” Mary warned Slave-Number-Seven coolly, her favourite willow switch in her hand. “You know what happens when you falter.”

Of course, he faltered.

The cane cracked across his thigh.

“Faster.”

Another crack.

“Keep your hips moving or I’ll start counting.”

Slave Seven groaned, fighting to fuck Lady’s throat and hold himself upright while the cane painted his skin in stripes.

Mistress Bennet watched it all like a composer before an orchestra. She finally turned from the telescope, her robe slipping down, breasts bare, one hand teasing her own slick clit.

“Perfect,” she said, softly. “All my little girls doing such good work.”

She stepped toward the bed, where another girl waited — unnamed, collared, quiet — legs spread, toy buzzing against her clit, eyes full of heat.

Mistress climbed over her like a lioness.

But even as she began to ride her slave’s tongue, she was plotting.

“Some excellent new prospects are arriving next week, Lydia, gorgeous men you could really sink that strap into,” Mistress breathed, shuddering against the girl’s mouth. “Kitty, I have an excellent surprise for you en route as well.”

She grabbed the nameless girl's hair and ground her pussy up and down the delighted slave’s face. “And Elizabeth…”

She moaned. Louder this time.

“Elizabeth will break Darcy. Piece by delicious piece.”

She came with a hiss, thighs clenching tight around the girl’s face, back arched in silhouette against the window.

Outside, the snow stopped falling.

But inside, the orgasms did stop all night.


Then why not try these other titles by Lexie Locke?

From Best Friend to Keyholder-Day 4: Chastity, Obedience, and Maid Training

	Moxie had a lot of maids.

There were the pink ones, each fluttering about in frilly dresses that showed their thonged ass-cheeks as they teetered about in towering platform heels. 

	There were the latex ones—sealed in gleaming black or bubblegum-tight gleaming suits, their faces masked, their mouths parted for use, and between their legs, only wet slits or locked cocks on glossy display.

	 And then there were the proper French Maids. These goddesses were buttoned up in crisp uniforms that hugged their curves and gave them a professional bitch vibe that made my hearth quicken. Their expressions were sharp, and whenever they glanced my way, I felt as though they were looking straight through me. These last three days had changed me. Even the idea of their discipline made my little cage throb.

And then… there was me.

I was naked, save for a blush-pink ribbon tied around my balls and the humiliating pressure of a microcage flattening whatever manhood I used to have. The air bristled against my sensitive skin, and I could feel every pair of eyes devouring my humiliation. 

“Um,” I ventured, shifting awkwardly. “I feel a little exposed.”

Moxie’s eyes lit up. 

“I was hoping you’d say that,” she purred, squeezing my wrist in her warm, soft hand. 

“Let’s make you a proper, obedient chastity maid.”


Sissy Maid of Honor by Lexie Locke

“Eeee! I knew you’d say yes!” Julia beamed. “Okay, first things first—I need to see what I’m working with. Strip.”

My jaw dropped. “Wait... what?”

She blushed faintly at her own boldness, then straightened with mock-serious authority. “Come on! If we’re going to do this properly, I need to see my doll.”

I hesitated.

“Don’t make me take them off for you, Missy,” Julia said, crossing her arms and tapping her foot. “Chop chop.”

That name hit me like a shot of tequila at 4am. 

Missy.

With trembling hands, I peeled off my boxers and stepped out of them.

Julia’s eyes swept over me and she let out a low whistle.

“Well, damn,” she said, circling me like a sculptor studying a blank statue. “You’ve got such a pretty little figure. So lithe, so slim... Barely any body hair. Hardly any muscle. This is going to be easy.”

I flushed. Her words were compliments, but they made me feel small. Soft. Like, I just a doll.

Then her gaze dropped to my groin.

“Oh my god,” she giggled, biting her lip. “Is... that it?”

I tried to speak but Julia was laughing so hard.

“You really are one of the girls!”





Books By This Author

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.


From Best Friend to Keyholder Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club : (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation


It’s only Day 2 of chastity, and I’m already restless, frustrated, and totally under her control. My former best friend, Hannah, has embraced her dominant side—and I’ve surrendered to it completely.

When she brings me to The Dirty Minds Club, a sun-soaked private resort for the delightfully deviant, I discover what public obedience really means. Wearing her panties, carrying her toy, and kneeling at her side, I’m introduced to a new world where submission is expected—and punishment is pleasure.

Hannah’s confidence grows with every command, every teasing touch. By the end of the day, she’s orchestrating a display that pushes every boundary I didn’t know I had… and loving every second of it.

If you enjoy femdom, male chastity, playful humiliation, and the delicious tension between friends-turned-keyholders, you’ll love Day 2: Chastity Games at The Dirty Minds Club.

From Best Friend to Keyholder is an ongoing erotic series filled with teasing, training, and the slow, exquisite surrender to a woman who knows exactly how to take control. Each book builds on the last—but each day brings a climax of its own.

Chastity Model Photoshoot: From Best Friend to Keyholder: Day 3 (Male Chastity, Femdom, Tease and Denial, Keyholder, Exhibitionism, Humiliation and Role-Reversal) ... Friend to Keyholder-7 Days of Cha

Chastity Model Photoshoot
(From Best Friend to Keyholder – Day 3)
When a shy young man is caught with his best friend Hannah’s lingerie, she decides it’s time he put his submissive urges to better uses...as the new chastity model for The Dirty Minds Club, the city's most exclusive and decadent venue for dominant women.
Locked up tight and teased to the brink, he’s stripped, styled, and photographed by a ruthless dominatrix and her entourage of gorgeous assistants; each one determined to test his limits and see just how far a blushing housepet will go for approval. From vibrating delights to designer cages, there’s no shortage of toys — or creative ways to showcase them.
Under the strict eye of Fredrika, a seductive Nordic photographer with a mean streak, and Dina, a “nurse” with a clinical obsession for frustration, the photoshoot spirals into an unforgettable spectacle of training, control, and shameless submission. And with his best friend cheering them on, he’s learning the hard way what it means to serve, obey, and stay locked — no matter how badly he aches.
Chastity Model Photoshoot is part of the From Best Friend to Keyholder series — a steamy, serialized journey through feminization, teasing, obedience, and surrender. Perfect for readers who crave playful power exchange, aesthetic kink, and wickedly creative chastity torment.



About The Author

Lexie Locke
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Lexie Locke is a bold new voice in erotic fiction, specializing in stories where powerful women take the lead and never let go. With a focus on themes like female-led relationships, chastity, and submissive transformation, her work blends literary elegance with sensual intensity. Her stories are known for their emotional depth, provocative scenarios, and just the right touch of wicked fun.

She is the author of several bestselling series, including From Best Friend to Keyholder, a slow-burning exploration of erotic power exchange; Pride and Prejudice and Punishment, a daring reimagining of the classic novel with a dominant twist; 7 Nights of Sissy, a week-long journey into playful surrender; and the Sissy University universe, where discipline, desire, and transformation go hand in hand.

Lexie lives in California with her two cats and an ever-growing wine collection. She once spent a summer traveling through Canada—an experience that gave her plenty of "research material" and inspiration for her most tantalizing stories.
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