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What To Expect

Hello to all my wonderful readers,




First of all if this is your first entry into the series, that's completely fine! I think I do a pretty good job at recapping the previous events in broad strokes so you shouldn't have to worry about getting lost!




This story has Femdom, Chastity, Bondage, Impact Play, Teasing, Humiliation, and Domestic BDSM, but is also a lot more loving than my previous entries as our two main characters learn to open up and trust one another again.




I hope you like it!

 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke



Chapter 1: Domestic Bliss

Elizabeth Dahlia-White found her life almost immediately improved by last night’s conversation with her husband.

It began at eight-thirty on a soft sunlit morning when the decadent scent of fresh buttermilk pancakes, warm maple syrup, and crisp bacon drifted through the house.

With a smile, Elizabeth stirred beneath the crisp white sheets of their king-sized bed, her naked body stretching with luxurious satisfaction. The previous evening’s reckoning still lingered in her muscles, leaving her with a deep, pleasant awareness of power newly claimed.

She couldn’t quite get over how easily and eagerly Fred had agreed to her terms.

A full month of her complete control inside these walls. No more polite pretence, quiet disappointment or touching behind her back. Their marriage, which had been rocky for what felt like years, was reduced to a simpler arrangement, all centered around her rules, her pleasure, and of course her husband reduced to her obedient, collared, caged submissive whenever he stepped through the front door.

Elizabeth smiled to herself as the bedroom door eased open.

Fred entered carrying a heavy wooden tray, moving with that same careful deference he had shown since the moment he knelt and accepted the collar last night. He wore simple navy pyjama trousers and a soft grey t-shirt that did nothing to hide the red leather band snug around his throat. The gold letters spelling SLUT caught the morning light every time he swallowed. Below the waistband, she knew the steel chastity cage was locked in place, heavy and inescapable, just as she had left it.

“Good morning dear,” she whispered with a little stretch.

He set the tray on the nightstand and offered a small, hopeful smile. “Good morning, dear. I brought your pancakes with the good maple syrup and fresh strawberries, just like you asked.”

Elizabeth peeled her eyes fully open and patted the mattress beside her hip. “You can leave that here, honey. Is there coffee?”

“Yes dear, it’s just—”

“Oh, poor baby,” she sighed, her voice warm but edged with amusement as she sat up against the pillows. The sheet slipped down to her waist, baring her breasts to the cool air. Her nipples peaked instantly, not from cold but from the simple thrill of watching her powerful husband hesitate. “You made a mistake. You forgot to address me properly, didn’t you?”

Fred froze.

The blush started at the collar and climbed steadily into his cheeks, turning his handsome face a delicious shade of pink. He was so much larger than her (he always had been). The man was all broad shoulders and strong arms, the kind of man who filled doorways and boardrooms — yet right now he looked endearingly bashful, shifting his weight from one bare foot to the other.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said quietly. “I just thought… because you called me honey, it wouldn’t be a problem.”

Elizabeth laughed, delighted. She reached for the plate, settling it across her lap, and speared a glossy strawberry with her fork.

The juice burst sweet and tart on her tongue as she chewed slowly, never breaking eye contact. “Oh sweetheart. I can call you whatever I want. After all, it was you who went looking for a dominatrix on your business trip. It was you who came home and agreed to do whatever I asked unless you used your safeword. It was you who decided to be the submissive little maid to me for the next month. Not the other way around. Isn’t that right?”

He gulped.

The sound was audible in the quiet room.

Elizabeth watched the front of his pyjama trousers twitch as his caged cock tried, and failed miserably, to swell. The knowledge that he was already reacting to her voice, to her words, sent a warm pulse of arousal straight between her own thighs.

“You’re right, Mistress,” he whispered.

She smiled and blew him a kiss. “Well, obviously I’m right. And even if I wasn’t, I’d expect you to pretend I was. Remember, for this month, things are different. You belong to me in this house. You call me Mistress. You obey. You accept whatever I decide to do with you. And right now…”

She drizzled a generous ribbon of warm maple syrup over the remaining strawberries on her plate, letting a little of the sticky golden liquid drip deliberately onto the edge of the tray and down onto the front of his trousers. “I want you closer.”

Fred stepped forward without hesitation.

Elizabeth set the plate aside, tugged the waistband of his pyjamas down just far enough to expose the steel cage, and leaned in.

“After all,” she whispered. “Who doesn’t like a bit of morning head?”

The metal was cool against her lips. She licked slowly, deliberately, dragging her tongue along the bars and collecting the sweet syrup where it had pooled. The faint metallic tang mixed with the maple and the warmer, muskier scent of his denied arousal.

Fred’s breath caught hard. His thighs tensed. The cage jerked visibly as his cock strained inside its prison, leaking a single clear bead that she chased with the tip of her tongue. He was so frustrated. He was tortured. And he found himself loving it.

“Mmm,” she hummed against the steel, licking her lips clean. “Delicious. Now for your punishment.”

She sat back, grinning up at him with open wickedness.

Fred frowned. Just a small crease between his brows, a flicker of confusion or perhaps the old instinct to question. The slap landed as she open-palmed across his left cheek. Not brutal, but stinging enough to make his head turn and his eyes widen. The sound cracked through the sunlit room like a punctuation mark.

“Sorry, Mistress. Of course,” he gasped at once, the blush flaring darker.

“I’d like you to go shower now and shave your entire body, below the eyebrows.” Elizabeth’s smile softened into something almost tender. She reached up and stroked the heated skin of his cheek with her thumb. “You want to know why first? Because I did it our entire marriage. I shaved my legs every other day. I kept my underarms smooth. I waxed and lotioned and maintained every inch of this body so it would be pretty and soft for you whenever you wanted to use my body to make yourself feel good. I never complained. So now it’s your turn. Every single spec of hair from your body, Slut. Chest. Stomach. Legs. Arms. That pretty cock and those full balls of yours — all of it gone. I want you silky smooth for my hands. For my mouth. For whatever else I decide to do with you this month.”

She lay back against the pillows, picked up her fork again, and finished the last few bites of pancake with slow, satisfied bites. The syrup clung to her lips. She licked it away, savouring the sweetness while Fred stood there, at her mercy as he was caged, collared, cheek still pink from her hand, pyjamas rumpled around his thighs, and utterly hers to play with.

This was going to be a very interesting week indeed.


Chapter 2: Honey, I’m home!

Elizabeth Dahlia-White kicked off her heels the moment she stepped through the front door, the sharp click of the stilettos against the hardwood giving way to the soft pad of her stockinged feet.

The pencil skirt clung to her hips and ass, the black fabric stretched tight. Her sheer black pantyhose whispered against each other with every step, the nylon cool and smooth against her freshly shaved legs. The cream silk blouse was unbuttoned just enough at the collar to breathe, but still professional, tucked neatly into the high waist of the skirt. She looked every inch the competent, mild-mannered accountant she presented to the world.

The house was quiet except for the low hum of the refrigerator. She dropped her leather tote by the console table and padded into the kitchen, already feeling the weight of the day settle in her shoulders. Work had been endless spreadsheets and client calls.

Now this.

The red light on the answering machine blinked insistently. Elizabeth pressed play while she opened the fridge and pulled out a cold can of soda.

“Elizabeth, it’s Linda,” the cheerful voice chirped through the speaker. “Just a quick reminder that you promised a hundred cupcakes for the charity bakesale tomorrow. I know you’re super busy with work, but you’re such a lifesaver. I’ll swing by at eight to pick you up for bookclub, okay? We’re discussing that new thriller everyone’s raving about. Can’t wait to see you and here all about your business trip! Bye, love ya!”

Elizabeth sighed, rubbing the back of her neck.

A hundred goddamned cupcakes.

She had promised weeks ago, back when life had still felt predictable. She could do it. She always did. But tonight she was tired, her feet ached from the heels, and the thought of measuring flour and creaming butter for hours made her want to crawl into bed instead.

Still, she went about it. She pulled the big mixing bowls from the lower cabinet, lined up the bags of sugar and flour on the counter, and checked that she had enough eggs and butter. The motions were automatic, comforting in their familiarity.

But then she remembered her husband had committed to doing as she asked for the entire month. Surely that didn’t just mean orgasms and backrubs? Elizabeth smiled. The idea of delegating the bulk of the work to her newly submissive husband brought the first real smile to her face in hours.

She grinned to herself, popped the tab on the ice cold soda can, and wandered back into the living room. The television was switched onto some lush period drama playing with muted volume. Women in elaborate gowns and men in cravats moved across candlelit rooms. Elizabeth sank onto the couch, tucking her legs beneath her, and took a long, fizzy sip. The sugar and caffeine hit her bloodstream like a small mercy.

She could relax for twenty minutes and then get herself a long shower and figure out what she wanted to do with Fred that evening.

The front door opened at ten past six.

Fred stepped inside, briefcase in one hand, suit jacket draped over the other. He looked exhausted from his own long day, but God, he looked good. The charcoal suit was tailored perfectly to his broad shoulders and narrow waist, the white dress shirt crisp even after hours of meetings. His square jaw was shadowed with stubble, his dark hair slightly mussed from running a hand through it. He filled the doorway like he always had, powerful and commanding in the outside world.

But here, in their house, the dynamic had shifted.

Elizabeth’s tired body woke up all at once.

A slow, wicked heat curled low in her belly as she watched him set the briefcase down and toe off his polished shoes. She took another sip of soda, eyes roaming over him with open appreciation. Those shoulders. That jaw. The way the suit trousers hugged his powerful thighs.

He really was stunning.

And he was hers to command.

She set the can down on the coffee table with a deliberate click.

“Fred,” she said, voice low and velvet-smooth. “Be a good boy for your Mistress and kneel.”

He froze for half a second, then his posture changed.

The powerful executive melted into her submissive husband. He crossed the room without a word, sank to his knees on the rug in front of the couch, and looked up at her with those pretty green eyes already softening into obedience.

The red leather collar was still in its usual drawer by the good coasters.

Elizabeth reached for it, the supple leather warm from the house’s ambient heat.

She stood and stepped in front of him, the tight pencil skirt riding up slightly on her thighs. The pantyhose whispered as she moved. She fastened the collar around his neck with practiced fingers, buckling it snugly so the gold letters SLUT rested perfectly in the hollow of his throat. The click of the buckle sent a thrill straight between her legs.

“You must always wear this inside the house,” she reminded him, tracing one manicured nail along the edge of the leather. “No exceptions. It stays on until I say otherwise. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he answered, voice already rougher.

Elizabeth smiled, the power rushing through her like warm honey.

She was still in her work clothes, still the respectable accountant who had just listened to a voicemail about cupcakes and bookclub, but here she was, collaring her husband like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her panties were already damp beneath the pantyhose.

“Good boy,” she purred.

She sat back down on the couch, crossed her legs, and picked up her soda again. The period drama continued on the television behind her, some lord and lady exchanging heated glances in a moonlit garden. Elizabeth barely glanced at it. Her attention was entirely on the man kneeling before her.

“Strip for me,” she said, taking a slow sip. “Slowly. I want a good show.”

Fred obeyed without hesitation.

He shrugged out of the suit jacket first, folding it neatly and setting it aside on the arm of a chair. The movement made his broad shoulders flex beneath the dress shirt.

Elizabeth watched the fabric pull tight across his chest, remembering how those same shoulders had looked naked and obedient just that morning after his full-body shave. She had made him silky smooth for her, and the memory made her thighs press together.

He loosened his tie next, the silk sliding free with a soft whisper.

Each button of the shirt came undone with deliberate care, revealing the smooth, toned chest beneath. No hair anywhere, just warm skin and the faint lines of muscle she had claimed for herself. The shirt slipped off his arms and joined the jacket.

Elizabeth’s mouth went a little dry at the sight of his bare torso, the red collar stark against his skin.

“Keep going,” she murmured, half-watching the television where a woman in a corset was being dramatically seduced.

The contrast amused her. On screen, a man was taking control.

In her living room, her husband was stripping because she had told him to.

Fred unbuckled his belt, the metallic clink loud in the quiet room. He slid the leather free, then unbuttoned and unzipped the suit trousers.

They dropped to the floor in a soft puddle of wool. He stepped out of them carefully, standing now in just black boxer briefs and black dress socks.

The outline of the chastity cage was already visible, pressing against the fabric.

Elizabeth took another sip of soda, letting the bubbles fizz on her tongue.

“Everything,” she said. “I want to see my property.”

He hooked his thumbs into the waistband of the briefs and pushed them down. His cock, locked securely in the steel cage, sprang free. The device gleamed under the lamplight, the bars tight around his trapped length.

Even soft, the sight of it made Elizabeth’s clit throb.

She loved how small and controlled it looked, how completely she owned that part of him. The cage swayed slightly as he finished removing his socks and stood fully naked before her, collared, smooth, and waiting.

She let her eyes roam slowly over him while the period drama played on. A duke was now pressing the heroine against a bookshelf.

Elizabeth barely registered it. Her focus was on the way Fred’s chest rose and fell a little faster under her gaze, the way his caged cock twitched helplessly.

“Tell me about work,” she said casually, swirling the soda in the can. “Any attractive women there?”

Fred hesitated. His cheeks flushed pink above the collar.

Elizabeth arched an eyebrow. “Hurry up, Slut. You’ll be in more trouble if you feign innocence. I’ve always known you have a wandering eye…”

He swallowed.

“There’s Greta,” he admitted. “The new German CEO. She’s… very attractive. Tall, blonde, very strict. And there’s an intern named Cindy. She’s twenty, I think. A very pretty redhead. Always in short skirts and heels and desperate to please.”

Elizabeth’s grin widened. She set the soda down and leaned forward, elbows on her knees. The movement made her pencil skirt ride higher, the pantyhose stretching over her thighs. “Oh? And what do you think about when you see them, hmm? Be honest.”

Fred’s blush deepened. His caged cock gave a visible twitch.

“I… I think about Greta,” he said quietly. “She has this accent. And she’s so confident. I imagine her calling me into her office after hours. She’d make me bend over her desk…”

Elizabeth reached out and traced one finger along the cool steel bars of the cage. The metal was warm from his body heat. She pressed lightly, feeling the trapped flesh shift beneath.

“Go on,” she coaxed, voice sweet and dangerous. “Tell Mistress your little fantasy.”

He shivered. “She’d… she’d spank me. Right there in her office. With Cindy watching. The intern would stand in the corner, wide-eyed, while Greta pulled down my trousers and used her hand on me. Or maybe her belt. She’d make me count. And Cindy would see everything. How hard I get. How I’d leak just from being punished in front of her.”

Elizabeth’s fingers moved more deliberately now, stroking along the length of the cage, pressing against the head where it strained against the bars.

Precum had already begun to bead at the slit, glistening. She smeared it slowly with her thumb, spreading the slickness over the exposed tip.

Fred’s breath hitched.

His hips jerked forward involuntarily.

“Would you like that?” Elizabeth asked, her voice low and teasing. She kept stroking the cage, light and relentless, watching every tiny reaction. “Being bent over your boss’s desk while that pretty twenty-year-old intern watches you get spanked like a naughty boy? Would you drip all over her carpet while Greta turns your ass red?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, voice cracking.

More precum welled up, thick and clear, dripping slowly down the steel.

Elizabeth kept teasing, circling the head with two fingers, pressing just enough to make him tremble.

His thighs tensed. The cage clicked softly against itself with every helpless twitch.

She loved this.

Loved how easily she could reduce him to this leaking, desperate state with nothing but words and the lightest touch on his cage. The power was intoxicating. Her own panties were soaked now, the crotch of her pantyhose clinging wetly to her folds. She could feel her clit pulsing in time with his shallow breaths.

“Tell me more,” she ordered, not stopping her fingers. “What would Greta say while she spanks you? What would Cindy do?”

Fred’s voice was ragged. “Greta would say I’ve been sloppy with my reports. That I need to learn discipline. She’d make me apologize to Cindy for being such a pathetic, horny executive. Cindy would just… watch. Maybe giggle a little. Maybe get turned on. Greta would make me thank her after every stroke. And I’d… I’d thank her, Mistress. I’d thank her while I leak on the floor.”

Elizabeth hummed approvingly.

She kept teasing until a steady string of precum hung from the tip of the cage, glistening in the lamplight.

Only then did she stop.

She wiped her slick fingers slowly across his smooth chest, leaving shiny streaks over his pectorals and down toward his stomach. Marking him with his own desperate need.

“There,” she said softly, sitting back and picking up her soda again. “That’s better.”

Fred knelt there panting, cock still twitching inside the cage, chest marked with his own precum, the red SLUT collar bright around his throat. He looked wrecked and beautiful and completely hers.

Elizabeth took a long sip, the bubbles sharp on her tongue, and glanced at the television. The period drama had moved on to some dramatic ballroom scene. She barely cared.

“Go shower,” she said, voice calm and commanding. “Make sure you’re still perfectly smooth everywhere. Then get started on cupcakes. I want all one hundred done and perfect tonight. You can work in just your collar and an apron. I’ll check on you later.”

Fred swallowed hard. “Yes, Mistress.”

He rose on slightly unsteady legs, gathered his clothes, and headed toward the bathroom. Elizabeth watched the smooth, firm lines of his ass as he walked away, the cage swaying between his thighs. A fresh wave of wet heat pulsed between her legs.

She leaned back against the couch cushions, legs still crossed, and smiled to herself. The bakesale cupcakes would get made. Bookclub would happen without effort. Linda would pick her up at eight and they would gossip about the thriller and complain about work and husbands. But when she came home tonight, her collared, caged, perfectly smooth husband would be waiting.

And she could do whatever she wanted with him.

Elizabeth took another sip of soda, the ice-cold can sweating in her hand, and let the period drama play on in the background while the sound of the shower started down the hall.


Chapter 3: A Job Well Done

Elizabeth sat on the kitchen island, legs crossed at the ankles, beaming at the rows of perfect cupcakes that now covered every available surface. The island was crowded with cooling racks and platters, each one holding neat lines of golden-brown cakes topped with generous swirls of frosting. The late evening light from the pendant lamps overhead made the frosting glisten like fresh snow.

“Since when are you a good baker?” she asked, voice full of incredulous delight.

They looked fucking fantastic.

Each cupcake was uniformly domed, the vanilla sponge a pale, even gold without a single crack or sunken center. The buttercream frosting had been piped into elegant rosettes and peaks using a star tip, some finished with a light dusting of edible glitter that caught the light, others scattered with tiny rainbow sprinkles or delicate chocolate shavings.

A few had been given a subtle marbled effect, chocolate and vanilla swirled together beneath the icing.

Oh, and they smelled incredible — warm vanilla, rich butter, and just a hint of almond extract. Professional. Almost too pretty to eat. One hundred flawless little cakes ready for the school bakesale.

Fred stood a few feet away, shifting his weight. He wore nothing but the steel chastity cage and a simple white apron tied snugly around his waist. The apron covered his front modestly, the fabric brushing the tops of his smooth thighs, but left his back and firm ass completely bare. The red leather SLUT collar sat bright around his throat, the gold letters catching the light every time he swallowed.

He looked domestic and utterly owned at the same time.

He blushed at her compliment. The color rose from beneath the collar and spread across his cheeks, down his neck, and across the smooth expanse of his chest. It was the cutest thing she had ever seen. Her alpha husband, the man who commanded meetings and filled boardrooms, was not a man who would normally be caught dead blushing.

But here he was, naked except for cage and apron, pink-cheeked and shy under her praise.

He smiled, a small, pleased thing.

“I watched a few TikToks,” he admitted. “For tips on piping and getting the domes even. Do they taste good enough for the bakesale?”

Elizabeth reached for the nearest cupcake, peeling back the paper liner with deliberate care.

She took a bite.

The sponge was incredibly light and moist, the vanilla flavor pure and fragrant without being overpowering. The buttercream was silky, not too sweet, with just the right amount of salt to balance it. She closed her eyes for a second, savoring the perfect texture and flavor, then opened them to find Fred watching her with open hope.

She bit her lip and nodded slowly, letting the praise linger in the air between them.

“These are actually incredible,” she said, licking a bit of frosting from her thumb. “Fluffy, balanced, beautifully decorated. You did a really good job, Slut.”

The blush deepened.

Fred ducked his head, but she could see the way the praise affected him — the slight hitch in his breathing, the way his caged cock twitched beneath the apron.

Elizabeth set the half-eaten cupcake down and slid off the island. Her stockinged feet touched the cool tile. She crossed the short distance to him, reached up, and hooked two fingers through the front of the red collar. She pulled him down until their faces were inches apart, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his skin and smell the faint clean scent of his recent shower mixed with the lingering sweetness of vanilla and buttercream.

“You deserve a reward, I think,” she murmured, her voice dropping into that low, velvet register that always made him shiver. Her other hand rested lightly on his chest, feeling the rapid beat of his heart beneath smooth skin. She could feel the heat of him through the thin apron fabric, the outline of the cage pressing forward against her thigh.

She leaned in until her lips brushed the shell of his ear, the collar still held firmly in her grip.

“Wanna go upstairs?”


Chapter 4: A Reward?

Elizabeth felt pretty proud of herself as she made this handsome, powerful, muscular man spread-eagle on their bed.

She had taken her time with the restraints, enjoying every second of it.

Soft black ropes — the ones she had bought on impulse months ago and never used — now secured Fred’s wrists far apart to the headboard posts, stretching his arms wide in a perfect Y.

His ankles were bound tightly together with another length of rope and fastened to the footboard, forcing his powerful legs straight and close.

The position left him completely open and vulnerable, his smooth, hairless body displayed like an offering.

The steel chastity cage sat snug between his thighs, already shifting as his cock tried to harden at the sight of her standing over him still half-dressed from work.

She climbed onto the bed and straddled his hips for a moment, just to feel the heat of him beneath her. Then she leaned down, tracing her sharp fingernails slowly up the taut, defined plane of his stomach. The muscles jumped under her touch.

“Were you really hard today at work?” she asked softly.

Fred grinned up at her, that crooked, boyish smile that always made her stomach flip even after all these years. “As hard as I could be, Mistress. I couldn’t stop thinking about you.”

His eyes devoured her perfect tits where they strained against the tight cream blouse she still wore from the office. The top two buttons had already come undone during their earlier teasing on the couch, giving him a generous view of cleavage and the edge of her lace bra.

Elizabeth smiled and sat back on her heels between his spread thighs. “But you haven’t just been thinking about me, have you?”

She reached for the zipper of her pencil skirt and slid it down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet bedroom. She shimmied the tight black fabric down her hips, revealing the sheer black pantyhose that clung to her smooth, silky legs. The tiny purple panties beneath were already dark at the crotch with her arousal.

She rolled the pantyhose down carefully, taking her time, letting him watch every inch of skin appear. When she was finished she turned slightly, giving him a perfect view of her round, firm bubble butt in the tiny purple panties that hugged the swollen mound of her pussy.

Fred’s caged cock twitched hard inside the steel. The sight of her so phenomenally turned on, just like him, was as frustrating as it was beautiful. A bead of precum welled at the tip of the cage and slowly dripped onto his stomach.

Elizabeth noticed. She climbed back over him, straddling his hips so the damp heat of her pussy pressed directly against the cool bars of the cage. She could feel him throb uselessly beneath her.

She began undoing the buttons of her blouse one by one, slow and deliberate.

“You’ve been thinking about your boss and that intern as well, haven’t you?”

Fred swallowed. His eyes were glued to her fingers as they worked the buttons. “Yes, Mistress. I’m sorry.”

She reached between her legs without warning and squeezed his balls firmly through the cage. Not enough to truly injure, but hard enough to make him yelp and buck against the ropes.

“Never forget again who owns your cock,” she said calmly. “Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress! Sorry, Mistress!” he gasped, eyes watering.

“Okay dokey,” she giggled, releasing him and giving the trapped flesh a fond little pat.

She finished unbuttoning the blouse and slid it off her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts were full and perfect in the simple black lace bra.

Fred stared like he was starving.

She reached behind her back, unhooked the bra, and let it drop. His mouth actually fell open. A thin line of drool escaped the corner of his lips and slid down his chin. It was gross. It was also so fucking hot to be wanted to this extent. He looked half-mad with lust, completely undone by the simple act of her getting topless.

Elizabeth felt herself cream her panties even more at the raw hunger in his eyes.

She reached across to the bedside locker and picked up the small silver key that dangled from a ribbon. She held it up between two fingers so he could see it clearly.

“Do you want to be unlocked?”

“Yes please, Mistress,” he gasped immediately, hips lifting as much as the ropes allowed. “Please.”

Elizabeth smiled and slid her damp purple panties to the side, exposing her slick, swollen pussy. She moved up his body until her knees bracketed his head, then lowered herself until her wet folds hovered just above his mouth.

“Make your wife cum,” she ordered softly.

Fred didn’t hesitate.

His tongue came out immediately, licking delicately along the sides of her pussy, long slow strokes that avoided her clit at first and drove her crazy.

He lapped at her like he was savoring every drop, working tantalizingly closer and closer to the sensitive bundle of nerves.

Elizabeth moaned and braced her hands on the headboard, grinding down against his face as fresh wetness flooded her.

“Fuck,” she breathed.

Her husband was good at this.

Really good.

But she was running out of patience.

She reached down with one hand and traced her fingertip through the bars of the cock cage, circling the swollen head of his trapped cock. Fred moaned loudly into her pussy, the vibration shooting straight through her.

“Make me cum and I might just unlock you, slut—oh fuck!”

His tongue finally found her clit and electricity exploded through her body. He sucked and licked with perfect pressure, flicking and circling exactly the way she liked. Elizabeth’s thighs started to shake. She ground harder against his mouth, chasing the building orgasm.

“I’m gonna cum, I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, reaching down blindly and gripping the cock cage tightly in her fist. She held it like a handle as she rode his face, smearing her wetness across his lips and chin.

He was so good at this.

“Ah!” she whimpered as the orgasm crashed over her harder than she believed she had ever come before.

She squirted in pulsing waves, soaking his chest and neck, her whole body convulsing as pleasure ripped through her. She kept grinding through it, drawing out every last spasm until she was shaking and oversensitive.

Elizabeth collapsed forward onto him, gasping and sweating, her thighs still trembling on either side of his head.

But god, Fred’s tongue didn’t stop. He trailed it lower, licking along her perineum and then circling her tight little asshole with slow, reverent strokes.

She giggled breathlessly, then moaned as the new sensation sent fresh sparks through her. She leaned into it, pushing back against his tongue, enjoying both the filthy intimacy and the sheer power of having him rim her without needing to have asked.

The waves of pleasure from her orgasm continued to roll through her while he worshipped her ass with the same eager devotion he had given her pussy.

Eventually she sat up, turned around, and leaned down to kiss him deeply.

She could taste herself on his tongue and she didn’t care.

She kissed him harder, sucking on his lower lip before pulling back just enough to look into his eyes.

“That was wonderful,” she whispered, stroking his cheek. “I think you deserve a treat.”

She reached for the key again. With a flick of her wrist and the turn of the small lock, the chastity cage clicked open. Fred’s cock sprang free, rock-hard and flushed dark, already leaking steadily onto his stomach. He grinned up at her, eyes bright with desperate hope.

Then the doorbell rang.

“Oh shit,” Elizabeth gasped, giggling even as she quickly snapped the cage closed again and locked it. She reached up and undid the ropes around his wrists with practiced tugs. “That’s Linda here to bring me to bookclub. Sorry, looks like no cumming tonight.”

She winced apologetically as she climbed off the bed and shimmied into a light summer dress she had left draped over the chair earlier. The soft floral fabric clung to her curves in all the right places, the hem falling mid-thigh. She looked fresh and pretty and completely put-together in seconds.

She leaned down and kissed him deeply one more time, slow and loving.

“But you really did make me cum so good, baby,” she murmured against his lips. “Tell you what — clean up downstairs, put together that IKEA thing we ordered last month, and then do whatever you like for the rest of the evening. But don’t try to cum. You’re not allowed.”

She kissed him again, softer this time.

“Did you enjoy making your wife moan like a whore?”

Fred’s grin was wide and genuine, even with the cage locked back on and his denied cock still throbbing between his legs.

“I did, Mistress. Very much. I love you.”

Elizabeth paused. She really looked at him — at the collar around his throat, the ropes still around his ankles, the mess she had made of his chest and neck, the open, adoring expression on his face. Something warm and tender bloomed in her chest alongside the lingering lust.

“I love you too,” she said quietly, and meant it with every part of herself.

She straightened up, smoothed her dress, and gave him one last bright smile.

“Wish me luck! I didn’t read a damn page of this book!”

Then she turned and hurried downstairs to answer the door, leaving her collared, caged, freshly rimmed husband tied to their bed with nothing but domestic tasks and denied desire to keep him company for the rest of the evening.


Chapter 5: The Intern

Elizabeth watched Fred carry the tables and help set up the bakesale. He carried two at a time, one under each arm, his broad shoulders flexing under the simple black t-shirt he had chosen. The muscles in his back shifted with every step, and the way his jeans hugged his powerful thighs made her mouth go dry.

God, but it made her want to pin him down and ride his cock until he filled her with his cum. The thought sent a warm pulse straight between her legs.

And judging by the way Linda was looking at him (with her lip bit and her eyes glassy) she was not the only one.

Elizabeth filed that away. She would have to tell him about that later to fluster him.

All the men in the neighbourhood had a thing for Linda. She was in her mid twenties but her husband was totally loaded, old, and rarely around, so she was always running around in tight workout clothes or doing yoga in the park. She and Elizabeth had swiftly become best friends. Linda was the kind of woman who made everything feel lighter. She laughed easily, flirted without meaning harm, and had a body that turned heads wherever she went.

And she was a total nerd for improving the community, just like Elizabeth herself.

How could they not get along?

“He’s very capable,” Linda said breathily, catching Elizabeth’s eye and blushing a little.

Elizabeth smiled. “Oh, you have no idea.”

They giggled together, the sound light and conspiratorial on the warm evening air. The bakesale was already coming together on the wide grassy area beside the community hall. Colourful tablecloths fluttered in the breeze. Handmade signs advertised cupcakes, brownies, and pies. Couples wandered while the smell of baked goods mixed with fresh-cut grass.

Fred approached them, smiling that easy, handsome smile that still made Elizabeth’s stomach flip after all these years.

He looked over at his wife and Linda.

He reveled in the sight of her. Elizabeth looked great. She had chosen a short corduroy red skirt that brushed just past her mid thigh, paired with simple sandals that showed off her pedicured dainty feet and long silky legs. A white tank top hugged her breasts beneath a loose linen shirt she had left open, the fabric parting just enough to reveal the light sheen of sweat in her cleavage. A ribbon kept her hair out of her face, and most terrifyingly of all (to Fred at least) she wore a delicate silver necklace with his chastity key hanging right between her breasts where anyone could see it if they looked closely.

He had to admit, Linda stole a bit of his attention too.

She was young and bubbly and was all tits and ass and positive energy in her tiny white summer dress that kept threatening to show her panties every time the wind picked up. The dress was almost indecently short, the thin material clinging to her curves and fluttering dangerously with every gust. Fred’s cock throbbed in its cage at the sight of the both of them together.

His mind ran wild with the possibilities of what could happen if the three of them were ever alone.

“What are you two laughing at?” he asked, wiping his hands on his jeans.

“You,” Elizabeth said truthfully.

They both giggled more.

Fred went scarlet, the colour rising up his neck and into his cheeks in that way she loved. It was so rare to see her powerful husband flustered in public.

“Come on, lover boy,” Linda said, taking both their arms with easy familiarity. “Let’s go try the other cupcakes and get a leg up over the competition.”

“It’s a charity bake sale,” Elizabeth reminded her.

“And I will kill to win,” Linda said seriously before breaking into a grin. “Or at least seriously maim.”

As they walked, they passed Margery, a curmudgeon in her seventies with a shock of white hair and the biggest fake boobs Elizabeth had ever known anyone to own.

The older woman frowned at the laughing trio like they had personally offended her with their joy.

“Your tables don’t match to others,” Margery announced.

“Does it really matter? It’s a charity bake sale,” Elizabeth said, wondering why she had to keep reminding people of that. That woman was such a hag.

Margery sighed and grunted before moving on to bother another table. Elizabeth exchanged a look with Linda and they both had to bite back laughter.

The sale began and it got busy quickly.

The atmosphere was cute and lively. Couples wandered between the tables. Laughter floated on the breeze.

Fred stood between Elizabeth and Linda, helping sell their batch while the three of them laughed and joked with customers. Elizabeth kept finding excuses to touch him. Her fingers brushed the back of his neck when she leaned past him to grab a box. She rested her hand on his chest while she told a customer about the vanilla buttercream. Once, when no one was looking, she gave his ass a quick squeeze and felt him tense in arousal.

Every touch was deliberate. Every brush of her fingers reminded him who he belonged to, even here in public with the key to his cage hanging openly around her neck.

Eventually Elizabeth leaned over and whispered in his ear, “I’m really glad you came. This is fun.”

“Really fun,” he said, smiling at her. “I’m glad you invited me.”

They made out right there behind their table. It started soft, just a gentle press of lips, but quickly deepened. Elizabeth’s hand slid up to cup his jaw. Fred’s arm wrapped around her waist, pulling her closer. For a moment the busy bakesale faded away. There was only the taste of him, the warmth of his body, and the sweet ache of wanting more.

Linda stood a few feet away, watching them.

She bit her lip hard. A flush crept up her neck and across her chest. She felt herself grow wet, the tiny yellow thong she had chosen that morning now completely soaked. The fabric was so thin and breezy that every shift of her thighs made her acutely aware of how aroused she was.

She looked away quickly, pretending to rearrange the cupcakes, but her eyes kept drifting back to the way Fred’s hand rested possessively on Elizabeth’s lower back.

Eventually, once Elizabeth was breathless and Fred was throbbing with frustration in his chastity cage, Fred and Elizabeth let go of each other, both a little red and hungry for more.

But charity was charity, and they went back to selling cupcakes with Linda, the three of them laughing and joking as the crowds got busier.

Elizabeth kept touching and teasing him whenever she could (at his neck, his chest, once even a quick brush of her fingers along the front of his jeans when Linda was distracted by a customer). Fred’s cock stayed half-hard in its cage the entire time, a constant low throb that made every movement feel charged.

After a while Fred excused himself to go to the bathroom.

Elizabeth watched him walk away, admiring the view.

A moment later a 21-year-old redhead appeared at their table. She wore a micro crop top that showed off toned abs and a delicate navel piercing, paired with tiny denim shorts that hugged her hips. Rose gold hoop earrings caught the light, and a small nose ring glinted when she smiled. Her body was rocking, all sorority girl energy and smooth skin.

She gasped after she took a bite of one of the cupcakes. “These are so good! I’m staying with my aunt Margery and she said you made the best stuff!”

Elizabeth scoffed before she could stop herself. “No way she said that.”

The girl snorted. “No, she said you were a scoundrel and a cheat. But coming from that old bag it’s a compliment. I’m Cindy.”

They shook hands. Cindy had a firm grip and bright, curious eyes.

Elizabeth decided she liked her right there and then.

“Is Fred White still here by any chance?” she asked, one too innocently. “We work together and I wanted to say hi. I’m still new and I want to make a good impression.” She leaned in with a conspiratorial smile. “Plus he’s so fucking hot, you know?”

Linda’s eyes went wide.

Elizabeth suppressed a laugh, then decided to play it cool.

Inside, her mind was already spinning delicious scenarios. Cindy. The same intern from Fred’s fantasy. The one he had admitted to imagining bent over a desk while Greta spanked him. And here she was, standing at their cupcake table, openly calling Elizabeth’s husband hot.

“I’ll send him your way later,” Elizabeth grinned. “I’m sure you have a lot to talk about.”

“Thanks so much, I love your skirt by the way, you look amazing!” Cindy beamed, bought two cupcakes, and wandered off into the crowd.

Linda turned to Elizabeth the second the girl was out of earshot.

“Oh my God,” Linda whispered, fanning herself. “Did you see the way she looked at him? And that body? She’s like a little sex kitten.”

Elizabeth just smiled, her fingers absently touching the chastity key where it rested between her breasts. “Belive it or not, I noticed.”

She was already planning exactly how she would bring this up to Fred later. How she would describe Cindy’s crop top and the way she had called him hot. How she would make him tell her again about that fantasy while she kept him locked and desperate. The thought made her thighs press together under the short red skirt.

The bakesale continued around them.

Customers came and went. Laughter and chatter filled the air. Linda kept stealing glances at Elizabeth’s necklace but didn’t ask. Elizabeth let her look. Let her wonder. The secret power of it all (the cage, the key, the things she could make Fred do) made everything feel sharper and more alive.

When Fred returned from the bathroom, Elizabeth caught his eye and gave him a slow, knowing smile. She didn’t say anything about Cindy yet.

She wanted to let the anticipation build. Instead she stepped close, brushed her fingers along the back of his neck again, and whispered just loud enough for him to hear, “Having fun, lover boy?”

Fred swallowed. His eyes flicked to the key resting against her skin. “Yes, Mistress,” he murmured so quietly only she could hear.

Elizabeth’s smile widened. She turned back to the table, sold another box of cupcakes to a smiling lesbian couple, and let her hand rest possessively on the small of Fred’s back while Linda chatted with the next customer.

The evening was warm, the air smelled like sugar and grass, and her husband was collared in every way that mattered (even if only she could see the invisible leash).

She was going to have so much fun with him when they got home.


Chapter 6: A Pit Stop

Linda had to run off early to give her husband one of the crypto passwords from his safe. She hugged Elizabeth quickly, whispered something about the old bastard being impossible to reach on the phone, and then she was gone in a cloud of perfume and fluttering white dress.

Elizabeth did not press for details.

Linda had once joked (half seriously) that the guy might actually be an arms dealer, and Elizabeth was not one hundred percent certain she had been kidding. Either way, it was none of her business. She waved her friend off and turned back to the half-packed car.

Fred was already loading the last of the empty trays and folding tablecloths into the trunk. The bakesale had been a success.

Most of their cupcakes were gone, the charity had made good money, and the evening air was cooling pleasantly.

Elizabeth helped him finish packing, her short red corduroy skirt riding up slightly every time she bent over. She caught Fred watching and gave him a small, knowing smile. The chastity key still rested between her flushed breasts on its silver chain, catching the last of the sunlight.

They were just closing the trunk when Cindy appeared.

The twenty-one-year-old intern came hurrying across the grass, still in her micro crop top and tiny denim shorts. Her toned stomach flashed with every step, the navel piercing glinting. She looked flushed and anxious, rose gold hoops swinging as she approached.

“I’m so sorry, I just learned you’re Mister White’s wife,” she blurted the second she reached them. “I’m really, really sorry. That was so damn inappropriate and I’m so embarrassed! Especially because you’re so hot as well and I was flirting with like both of you and I didn’t mean to make things weird and I’m just so sorry.”

Elizabeth grinned.

She stepped forward and pulled the babbling girl into a warm hug, holding her for a long moment. Cindy smelled like vanilla body spray and sunshine.

“Cindy, it’s okay,” Elizabeth said gently, rubbing her back. “Don’t sweat it, okay? Seriously. Let’s get coffee this Saturday. It’ll be fun.”

Cindy pulled back, looking enormously relieved. Her eyes were bright. “Really? You’re not mad?”

“Not even a little bit,” Elizabeth assured her.

Cindy turned to Fred, still blushing. “Sorry again, Mister White.”

She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek, soft and quick. Then she gave them both a shy wave and walked away toward the parking area.

Elizabeth and Fred stood side by side, watching her go. The tiny denim shorts hugged her firm little ass perfectly.

The way her hips swayed with each step was hypnotic.

Neither of them spoke for several long seconds.

Then they both realized what they were doing and turned to look at each other at the exact same moment. Matching blushes rose on their faces.

Fred cleared his throat. Elizabeth bit her lip to keep from laughing.

“I need you,” she said quietly.

They got into the car without another word.

The drive started normal enough.

Fred pulled out of the community lot and headed toward home.

But the tension between them was thick and electric. Elizabeth kept glancing at him, at the way his hands gripped the wheel, at the obvious bulge trapped in his trousers. Her own body was humming.

The image of Cindy kissing his cheek, the way the girl’s ass had looked in those shorts, the memory of her calling Fred hot (all of it) had lit a fire low in Elizabeth’s belly.

“Pull over,” she said after only a few minutes.

Fred did not ask questions. He took the next turn onto a quiet side road that led into a stretch of private woods. The car bumped along a narrow track until they reached a small clearing screened by trees. He killed the engine. The sudden silence was loud.

Elizabeth was out of the car first. Fred followed. She grabbed his hand and pulled him deeper into the trees until they found a thick old oak with a wide trunk. The second they were hidden from the road she spun and he shoved her against the tree, starving for her even in his locked state.

Fred’s hands were on her immediately. He kissed her hard, mouth hot and desperate. One hand slid up under her loose linen shirt to cup her breast through the thin tank top.

The other gripped her hip, fingers digging in.

Elizabeth moaned into his mouth and kissed him back with equal hunger, her tongue sliding against his. She could feel how worked up he was. His caged cock pressed insistently against her through his trousers.

Her hand dropped between them. She rubbed him through the fabric, feeling the hard steel of the cage and the way his trapped cock strained against it.

Precum had already soaked a small patch on the front of his pants. She smiled against his lips.

“Try and fuck me,” she growled. “Pretend I’m that horny little slut Cindy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Fred groaned.

The bark was rough through her shirt but she barely felt it. He lifted her short red corduroy skirt with one hand and unbuttoned his trousers with the other. His cock sprang free of the fabric but remained locked in its steel prison.

He stepped in close, lined himself up, and thrust.

For Fred it was the weirdest, most frustratingly erotic sensation of his life. He pushed his caged cock against the beautiful wet folds of his wife’s perfect pussy.

The smooth steel bars slid along her slick lips. The head of his trapped cock bumped uselessly against her clit with every thrust.

He could feel how soaked she was, how hot and ready, but there was no way in. The cage kept him completely denied while still letting him feel every inch of her.

“Call me Cindy,” Elizabeth groaned, grinding back against him. “Apologise for your locked cock.”

“Cindy,” Fred breathed against her neck. “I wanna fuck you so bad.”

And he really did. His cock was dripping precum steadily now, smearing against her pussy with every desperate thrust. The cage clicked softly with the motion.

Elizabeth moaned louder, playing it up. “Why aren’t you then? Why can’t you fuck me? What’s on your cock?”

“A chastity cage,” he groaned. “My wife locked me in it so I’d have to do whatever she said.”

“What a fucking bitch,” Elizabeth purred.

She sounded genuinely amused.

Then she pushed him back, turned him around so his back was to the tree, and dropped to her knees for a moment only to rise again and grab his wrist. “Make me cum with your fingers, Mister White. I need to be a good intern, don’t I? Please finger fuck my twenty-one-year-old cunt.”

Fred did not hesitate.

He slid two fingers between her legs, found her soaked pussy, and pushed inside. Elizabeth gasped and braced one hand on his chest.

She was dripping. Her inner walls clenched around his fingers immediately. He curled them forward, found that perfect spot, and started fucking her with steady, firm strokes while his thumb circled her clit.

Elizabeth moaned in a high, breathy falsetto, playing the part of the eager intern to perfection. “Oh god, Mister White, your fingers feel so good. I’ve been thinking about you all day. I saw you carrying those tables and I got so wet. I’m such a bad intern, aren’t I? Getting all horny for my boss’s husband…”

Fred’s cock throbbed painfully in its cage.

He could feel how close she was already. Her hips rocked against his hand. Her free hand gripped his shoulder hard. She kept the roleplay going even as her voice started to break.

“Please make me cum, Mister White. I need it so bad. I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll do whatever you want. Just don’t stop fingering my tight little cunt…”

Elizabeth came with a sharp cry.

Her whole body went tight. Hot liquid gushed around Fred’s fingers as she squirted hard, soaking his hand and the front of his trousers. She kept grinding through it, riding his fingers while wave after wave rolled through her.

The orgasm was intense and messy and exactly what she had needed. When it finally ebbed she slumped against him, breathing hard, her forehead pressed to his shoulder.

Fred held her up with his free arm, fingers still buried inside her, gently stroking through the aftershocks.

His caged cock was still rock hard and leaking, pressed against her thigh.

They stayed like that for a long moment, hearts pounding. Then Elizabeth lifted her head. She looked at him with dark, satisfied eyes, cupped his face in both hands, and kissed him deeply. It was slower this time. Sweeter. Full of everything they felt for each other.

“I love you, Mister White,” she whispered against his lips, still half in character but mostly just herself.

Fred kissed her back, tasting her, breathing her in. “I love you, Mistress.”

They kissed again, slower still, hands gentle now instead of frantic. The woods were quiet around them. The car waited a short distance away. Somewhere back at the bakesale site the last of the tables were probably being packed up, but none of that mattered right now.

Elizabeth eventually pulled back just enough to look at him. Her skirt was still rucked up around her hips. His trousers were open and damp. They were both flushed and smiling like robbers who had just gotten away with something.

“Home?” she asked softly.

“Home,” he agreed.

They straightened their clothes as best they could. Elizabeth wiped her hand on the inside of her linen shirt and gave him a wicked little grin. Fred tucked himself away (cage and all) and buttoned up.

They walked back to the car hand in hand, the key around her neck swinging gently between them.

Neither of them spoke much on the short drive home. They did not need to. The air between them was warm and full of promise. Elizabeth kept her hand on his thigh the whole way, occasionally giving a light squeeze that made his caged cock twitch.

When they pulled into their driveway she leaned over and kissed his cheek, right where Cindy had kissed him earlier.

“Saturday coffee is going to be very interesting,” she murmured.

Fred groaned softly and rested his forehead against the steering wheel for a second. Elizabeth laughed, bright and delighted, and got out of the car.


Chapter 7: On the Stairs

Friday arrived quicker than expected. The long weekend stretched ahead of them like a promise, and Elizabeth had decided the house needed proper 4th of July decorations before the neighbourhood parties began.

She and Fred spent the morning hauling boxes down from the attic. He worked shirtless at her request, the red leather SLUT collar snug around his throat, the gold letters bright against his smooth skin.

Every time he lifted a heavy box his muscles flexed, and Elizabeth found herself pausing on the stairs just to watch.

She had dressed for the occasion too (a tiny purple corset that lifted and framed her breasts perfectly, paired with a short purple tennis skirt that barely covered her ass).

Fred kept staring at her boobs whenever he thought she was not looking. The way the corset pushed them up and together made it impossible for him to focus. She loved it.

They moved in a steady rhythm, carrying boxes up and down the stairs. Elizabeth gave orders the whole time.

“Careful with that one,” she would say, or “Put the bunting in the living room first.”

Fred obeyed without complaint, the collar a constant reminder of who was in charge inside these walls. The chastity key still hung between her breasts on its silver chain, swinging gently with every step she took.

Halfway through the morning she sent him downstairs for water.

“Go get me a cold glass,” she said, wiping a light sheen of sweat from her collarbone. “And bring one for yourself too.”

When Fred returned a few minutes later, carrying two glasses, Elizabeth was no longer where he had left her. She had climbed to the very top of the stairs and settled there, legs spread wide, the short purple tennis skirt rucked up around her hips.

She wore nothing underneath.

Her smooth, glistening pussy was on full display, already wet and flushed from the heat of the morning and the sight of her husband working shirtless and collared.

She looked down at him and smiled.

“Make me cum with your mouth and fingers, Slut.”

Fred started walking toward the stairs, eyes fixed on her exposed cunt.

Elizabeth held up one hand.

“No. Crawl up the steps. Be a good slut.”

He froze for half a second, then dropped to his hands and knees without a word.

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed.

The sight of him crawling up the stairs toward her made Elizabeth even wetter.

His broad shoulders shifted with every movement. The collar sat proud around his neck. His jeans hugged his ass and thighs as he climbed, slow and obedient. She could see the outline of the cage pressing against the front of his pants.

By the time he reached the top step and knelt between her spread thighs, her pussy was dripping onto the wooden stair.

She reached down and stroked his hair, then gripped it firmly.

“You have ten minutes,” she said. “Make me cum.”

Fred did not waste time.

He leaned in and dragged his tongue along her slick folds in one long, slow lick. Elizabeth moaned and leaned back on her elbows, watching him work. He knew exactly how she liked it.

His tongue circled her clit with perfect pressure before dipping lower to push inside her. At the same time he slid two fingers into her soaked pussy and curled them forward, stroking that sensitive spot inside her while his mouth sucked and licked.

Elizabeth’s head fell back.

The combination of his tongue and fingers was devastating.

She could feel the orgasm building fast, her thighs starting to tremble around his head. Fred worked with focused determination, moaning softly against her cunt every time she clenched around his fingers.

The wet sounds of his mouth and hand filled the stairwell.

“Fuck, just like that,” she gasped. “Don’t stop. Good slut. Such a good fucking slut for Mistress.”

He redoubled his efforts, tongue flicking faster over her clit while his fingers thrust deeper. Elizabeth’s back arched. Her free hand gripped the banister.

She could feel it coming, that tight coil of pleasure winding tighter and tighter until it snapped.

She came with a loud, broken scream, squirting hard across his face and down his chest. Her whole body shook as the orgasm ripped through her.

Fred kept licking and fingering her through it, drawing out every pulse until she was gasping and oversensitive. Only when she pushed his head away did he stop, his face shiny with her release.

Elizabeth sat there for a long moment, catching her breath, legs still spread.

Then she leaned forward, cupped his wet face in both hands, and kissed him deeply. She could taste herself on his tongue. The kiss was slow and filthy and full of affection.

When they finally broke apart she smiled at him. “Good boy. Now let’s go get the last box.”

They climbed the rest of the way to the attic together. The space was warm and dusty, filled with old holiday decorations and boxes they had not touched in years.

Fred pulled down the final box of bunting and flags while Elizabeth sorted through a crate of string lights. They worked in comfortable silence for a few minutes, the only sound the occasional creak of floorboards and the soft rustle of tissue paper.

Then a small rubber ball bounced across the floor and straight into one of the old floor vents. Fred reached for it without thinking, leaning over the vent to fish it out. His head and shoulders went in easily enough, but when he tried to pull back the vent’s metal frame caught on the width of his shoulders. He was stuck.

“Babe, can you turn the dial to open it further so I can get out?” he called, voice muffled.

“Mistress,” Elizabeth corrected automatically.

She stepped closer and slapped his ass hard through his jeans. The sound cracked through the attic.

Fred’s whole body jerked, eyes going wide as he realised he was truly, properly trapped. He could not pull back. He could not turn around. His upper body was wedged in the vent, ass and legs completely exposed on the attic floor.

Elizabeth smiled slowly.

“So you’re properly trapped, aren’t you?” she asked, her voice low and delighted. Her fingers reached for his belt buckle.

Fred’s breathing picked up.

He was totally at her mercy.

“Well,” she continued, unbuckling his belt with deliberate slowness, “I could turn the dial… or I could have some fun. Would you like that? Would you like to cum for Mistress?”

He gasped, the sound echoing strangely from inside the vent.

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed.

“Good.”

Elizabeth slid his belt free and let it drop to the floor.

She unbuttoned his jeans, tugged the zipper down, and worked both the jeans and his boxers down over his hips until they pooled around his knees.

His entire lower half was now served up to her on a silver platter.

Smooth skin, powerful thighs, and the steel chastity cage locked around his cock, already trying to swell at the sudden exposure and vulnerability.

She took the silver key from around her neck, leaned in, and unlocked the cage with a soft click. His cock sprang free, rock hard and flushed dark, already leaking.

Elizabeth wrapped her hand around it and gave one slow, teasing stroke.

“I wonder how long this will take,” she murmured, mostly to herself.

Fred made a broken sound from inside the vent. His legs trembled. Elizabeth smiled and stroked him again, slower this time, watching the way his caged-less cock twitched in her grip. She had all the time in the world. He was not going anywhere.

She reached between his legs with her other hand and cupped his balls, rolling them gently while she continued the lazy strokes. Precum beaded at the tip and she used it to slick her palm. Every few strokes she paused to run a fingernail lightly along the underside of his shaft, just enough to make him shudder.

“You look so pretty like this,” she said conversationally. “Ass up, cock out, completely stuck. I could keep you here all afternoon if I wanted. Edge you until you’re crying. Make you beg.”

Fred’s hips jerked forward into her hand despite himself. “Please, Mistress…”

“Please what?” She gave him a firmer stroke, twisting her wrist on the upstroke the way she knew drove him crazy.

“Please let me cum,” he groaned.

Elizabeth laughed softly. “We’ll see. I’m enjoying this far too much to rush.”

She kept stroking him, varying the speed and pressure, sometimes fast and tight, sometimes so slow it was almost torture. Every time his breathing grew ragged and his thighs started to tense she would slow down or stop completely, denying him the release he so desperately wanted. His cock throbbed in her hand, dripping steadily onto the attic floor.

Elizabeth was getting wet again just from the power of it. The sight of her strong, capable husband reduced to this (head stuck in a vent, pants around his knees, moaning for her) was intoxicating. She leaned down and pressed a kiss to one firm ass cheek, then bit it lightly.

“Such a good slut for me,” she whispered. “Even when you’re trapped you still behave so well.”

Fred whimpered. His cock jerked hard in her grip.

Elizabeth smiled against his skin and started stroking him again, faster now, building him up with purpose. She wanted to see how long it would really take. She wanted to hear him fall apart while he was completely helpless.

Outside, the summer sun climbed higher. Inside the attic, the only sounds were Fred’s ragged breathing, the wet slide of her hand on his cock, and Elizabeth’s soft, satisfied hums of approval.

She had no intention of letting him out of that vent until she was thoroughly entertained.


Chapter 8: Stuck in Many Ways…

Elizabeth took her time.

She knelt behind her trapped husband, admiring the view. His powerful thighs were spread just enough for her to work between them. His smooth, freshly shaved ass was presented perfectly, the tight little hole winking at her every time he breathed. His cock hung heavy and flushed between his legs, still rock-hard from the long, slow edging she had already put him through. The red leather collar sat snug around his neck even though his head and shoulders were wedged inside the old floor vent.

She leaned in and dragged the flat of her tongue slowly over his asshole.

Fred made a broken, shocked sound from inside the vent.

Elizabeth smiled against his skin and did it again, slower this time, circling the tight ring with the tip of her tongue before pressing gently.

At the same time she slipped her own hand between her legs, under the tiny purple tennis skirt, and began to rub her clit in lazy circles. She was already soaked again. The power of having him completely stuck and at her mercy was doing filthy things to her.

She licked and teased his hole for long minutes, alternating between broad, wet strokes and pointed little flicks that made his thighs tremble.

Every so often she would pull back, wrap her hand around his cock, and give him a few slow, firm strokes. Then she would stop stroking and deliver sharp, stinging spanks to his ass cheeks or light slaps to his full, sensitive balls.

Fred gasped and moaned with every new sensation. The contrast between the soft, wet worship of her tongue and the sudden sting of her palm kept him right on the edge.

“You love this, don’t you?” she murmured between licks. “Being my stuck little slut. Ass up. Cock out. Nowhere to go.”

“Yes, Mistress,” he groaned from inside the vent. He had no intention of using his safeword. He was in heaven.

Elizabeth licked her middle finger until it was shiny with spit, then pressed the pad gently against his hole.

She pushed inside slowly, working the finger in to the first knuckle while her other hand resumed stroking his cock.

“Fuck that feels so good Mistress,” Fred moaned loudly, the sound echoing strangely from the vent. The novel sensation clearly overwhelmed him.

His cock jerked hard in her grip and a thick bead of precum dripped onto the attic floor.

“That’s it,” she cooed, fucking him slowly with her finger while she stroked him in the same rhythm. “Take it for Mistress. Such a good whore for me.”

She kept the pace steady and teasing, never letting him get too close.

Every time his breathing grew ragged and his hips started to push back against her finger she would slow down or stop completely.

She added a second finger after a while, stretching him gently while her thumb rubbed slow circles over the head of his cock.

Fred was panting now, little desperate sounds escaping him with every breath.

Elizabeth pulled her fingers free, and went back to stroking him properly. She kept her other hand busy too, occasionally delivering sharp slaps to his balls or firm spanks to his ass that made the flesh jiggle and redden.

Each slap made his cock twitch in her hand.

“You’ve been such a whore all week,” she said conversationally, voice low and cruel in the best way. “Thinking about your boss spanking you in front of that pretty little intern. Crawling up the stairs for me like a desperate pet. Letting me ride your face until you were soaked. Getting stuck in a vent with your ass in the air for me to play with. Such a needy, locked-up little slut.”

Fred whimpered. His cock was leaking steadily now, the head shiny and dark.

Elizabeth started the countdown.

“Ten,” she said, stroking him faster. She gave his balls a light slap. “Nine. Remember how you stared at Cindy’s ass at the bakesale? Eight. How you almost came in your cage just from watching her walk away? Seven.”

She spanked him hard on the right cheek.

“Six. You wanted to fuck her so badly while I watched. Five. You wanted Greta to bend you over and spank you while that twenty-one-year-old girl saw what a pathetic, caged husband you really are.”

Fred was shaking. His cock throbbed violently in her fist.

“Four,” Elizabeth continued, twisting her wrist on every upstroke. “Three. You’re going to cum for me like the desperate whore you are. Two.”

She slapped his balls again, just hard enough to sting.

“One.”

Fred came with a raw, broken cry.

Thick ropes of cum shot from his cock in powerful pulses.

Elizabeth caught every drop in the palm of her hand, milking him through it until he was twitching and oversensitive. Only when the last weak spurt had landed did she stop stroking.

She brought her cum-filled palm to his sensitive, fluttering asshole and slowly spread the warm, sticky mess over him. She rubbed it in with two fingers, pushing some of his own cum inside his stretched hole while he moaned and trembled.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Fred gasped from inside the vent. “Thank you, thank you, thank you…”

He kept repeating it, voice hoarse and wrecked with gratitude.

Elizabeth smiled and kissed the back of his thigh, then the curve of his ass, tasting salt and skin.

“You’re welcome, my good slut,” she said softly.

She reached for the dial on the side of the vent, ready to loosen it and let him out. Her fingers had just brushed the metal when the doorbell rang downstairs.

Elizabeth froze.

A moment later a familiar voice floated up from the front porch, muffled but clear through the open windows.

“Mister and Missus White, this is Cindy. My aunt found out I was talking to you and she was furious. She kicked me out. Can I come in, please?”

Elizabeth’s eyebrows rose. A slow, wicked grin spread across her face. She leaned down and pressed another soft kiss to Fred’s thigh, right where a red handprint from her earlier spanks was blooming.

“Stay here, sweetie,” she murmured, voice full of dark amusement. “Your crush is downstairs. And it sounds like she might need a place to stay.”

She gave his cum-slick asshole one last gentle pat, then stood up, smoothed her tiny purple tennis skirt, and headed for the attic stairs. The key to his cage still rested between her breasts, but she left it there for now.

Fred remained exactly where she had put him: head and shoulders stuck in the vent, pants around his knees, ass exposed and glistening with his own release.

Elizabeth paused at the top of the stairs and glanced back at him one last time. The sight made her clit throb.

“Be good while I’m gone,” she said lightly. “And don’t you dare try to get out on your own. I’m not finished with you yet.”

Then she descended the stairs, already planning exactly how she was going to handle the pretty young intern standing on her doorstep.

The house suddenly felt much more interesting.

Fred stayed exactly where she had left him, breathing hard, body still trembling from the intense orgasm, and completely at the mercy of whatever his wife decided to do next…

To be continued.....

Excerpt of The Dominatrix Dating App by Lexie Locke (available now on amazon!)

“I can't believe you'd actually sign up for 1NITE!”

I tried to block out my roommate’s voice and continued getting ready for my date. After seven years of dating my ex, Melissa, since freshman year of college, we’d broken up over which couch to buy.

Honestly I wasn’t overly broken up about it. The breakup left me hungry for something new and exciting. I'd moved halfway across the country to Red Hook, New York, and in a moment of horny desperation, I'd paid the fifty-dollar sign-up fee and created my profile for that new viral dating app ‘1Nite!’.

"You're going to regret this, Brooks," sighed my new and obnoxious roommate Tamara as she leaned back on the couch. Her tight white tank top clung to her full breasts and her tiny pink shorts rode high on her smooth toned thighs that she spread wide. Pink headphones covered her ears over her messy dark hair bun as she gripped the game controller with both hands.

I would have taken a shot at her long ago except even though Tamara was technically bi she had been on a girls only diet for the past few years.

"What if she's unattractive or a guy or a serial killer or like, geriatric?" Tamara chuckled.

“The app has an algorithm that guarantees we'll be attracted to each other, also we’re both twenty-eight so she isn’t going to be geriatric,” I said combing my hair. “I literally explained this earlier.”

“And what about if they're weird?” she pressed.

I rolled my eyes. “Then I'm in trouble because I did three hours' worth of personality tests when I signed up. That's the whole point of the app. You sign up for sex and the app brings you and some other horny, desperate person together. The only catch is we're not allowed to trade information or meet without the app. It even dictates how many times you can meet based on your chemistry rating.”

“So it's a one-night-stand app,” she said, seeming to finally get it.

“That’s the general idea, I suppose,” I sighed.

Though annoyed at Tamara, I felt my cock twitch at the thought of sleeping with someone other than Melissa. I needed to feel a new body pressed close against my own. I needed hands that explored me with fresh hunger. I needed lips that kissed in a way I’d never experienced before.

In short, I needed an adventure.

“Good luck, I guess!” she called.

“Thanks,” I replied, then I pulled on my jacket and stepped out the door into the Red Hook night.

The cool air brushed against my neck and arms. It sent a shiver down my spine. My heart pounded hard in my chest as I walked the distance to the apartment building. The streetlights glowed softly on the pavement. My shoes scuffed the ground with each step. My body felt charged with energy.

I couldn't wait to feel this new exciting woman’s hands on me.

I couldn't wait to touch her in return.

I reached the small apartment building and climbed the stairs. My palms felt damp.

“Get it together,” I murmured to myself.

I wiped them on my jeans before I knocked on the door.

And the door opened.

There stood the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen, holding a black whip in one hand and a red ball gag in the other and wearing a wicked smile. She had eyes the color of cut sapphires, fair skin that looked soft and smooth, full red lips, and shoulder length blonde hair that fell into a bob parted down the middle as she wore a blue cropped corset top with delicate straps over her bare shoulders. The tight blue fabric clung to her torso and pushed her full breasts upward while her nipples pressed against the thin material. The cropped top left her smooth toned stomach completely bare. Tight blue jeans squeezed her wide hips and thick thighs and she wore blue hightops on her feet.

Her blue eyes locked onto mine. They traveled slowly down my body. Heat flooded my skin everywhere her gaze passed. My nipples tightened under my shirt and my cock throbbed hard against my pants. Suddenly I found my mouth had gone dry.

I wanted to pull her close and feel her breasts in the palms of my hands, hear her moan for me as I pinned her against-

“There’s the pretty slut I ordered,” she said with a trill of delight. “Now are you going to kneel, or do I need to start barking orders already?”

The Dominatrix Dating App by Lexie Locke is available now on amazon via the link on the next page!


Books By This Author

The Dominatrix Dating App: Book 1 The Femdom First Date

Would you sign up to an app that promised you your perfect bedroom match?
Well, what if you learned your perfect match was a little...demanding.

After a stale breakup, Brooks signs up for 1NITE! the viral app that guarantees one night of perfect chemistry with your ideal match. No names. No strings. Just raw desire.

Heart pounding, he knocks on the door.

But the stunning blonde who opens it isn’t here to play games. With one commanding look and a wicked smile, she makes it crystal clear: tonight, she’s in total control.

And Brooks is about to discover how much he likes surrendering to her.

Kneel For Your Femdom Girlfriend: A Sweet FFM Vanilla-to-BDSM Relationship FLR Romance

The invitation said “Suits and Sluts" and Brendan thought it was just a party gimmick.

He had no idea he’d be the entertainment.

When Brendan and his gorgeous loving girlfriend Valerie arrive at a decadent mountain mansion hosted by her dangerously confident friend Melissa Brentworth, the rules of the night are simple:

The women rule.
The men obey.

One announcement later and Brendan finds himself stripping, collared, and blushing under a room full of laughing, lingerie-clad women while Valerie watches with a wicked little smile.

But the real surprise isn’t the humiliation.

It’s Valerie.

Upstairs, inside Melissa’s private dungeon, the sweet girlfriend Brendan thought he knew begins to change. With a paddle in her hand and mischief in her eyes, Valerie discovers something thrilling:

She loves being in charge.

What begins as playful teasing quickly turns into bondage, punishment, and desperate denial as Brendan becomes her obedient submissive for the night.

Then Valerie locks him into a pink chastity cage.

And the game truly begins.

Because tonight…his femdom girlfriend makes the rules.

Kneel for Your Femdom Girlfriend is a steamy BDSM erotic romance featuring female domination, male submission, public humiliation, teasing and denial, bondage, spanking, chastity play, and a playful power exchange between lovers. Perfect for readers who love dominant women, submissive men, and decadent party fantasies where control changes hands.

From Adorable Girlfriend to Sadistic Keyholder: A Femdom Male Chastity Story of Teasing, Denial, and Total Submission (My Submissive Girlfriend Is a Chastity Femdom now?

It was either lose my sexy girlfriend Alexis or agree to be locked in chastity.
I hope I didn't make a mistake.......

When I disappointed Alexis for the last time, I knew things had to change.
Elegant, beautiful, and dangerously sure of herself, Alexis is no longer interested in apologies; she only wants obedience.

I willingly gave her control, surrendering completely to her sharp gaze, seductive commands, and relentless expectations.

Now locked in chastity, I've become the perfect boyfriend: attentive, obedient, and perpetually on the edge of desperate arousal. From private humiliations and teasing punishments to being displayed and thoroughly dominated, my devotion is tested daily.

But Alexis always demands more, and the story is just getting started.


Newsletter

Hi there! 


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


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


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


 If you want updates, surprises, and more insight into the world of Lexie Locke, then you can join my newsletter via this link! 

Also, if you like the story, please consider leaving a review; it makes a world of difference. 


Stay Spicy,


Lexie Locke
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