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About this book

Hello,




I wrote this book as a celebration of dominant wives and their submissive husband, so often femdom is all framed around male pleasure to the point where the women are incredibly one-dimensional. Here, you'll find a complicated and joyous woman who revels in teasing, training, and bossing her husband around through BDSM and chastity and many other fun kinks. I hope you like it!

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



Chapter 1: She’s in Charge

Elizabeth Dahlia-White liked her house.

She liked the white trim and the wide front porch, she liked the big yard and the willow tree that stooped at the far end of the lawn with its green branches trailing like curtains over the little stone bench beneath it, and she liked the two-car garage, the kitchen island, and the little vacuum robot she occasionally called Vacumo.

But most of all, Elizabeth liked that the walls were very thick, and that their nearest neighbours lived quite far away.

Privacy was important for the reckoning to come.

It was funny, really, how innocent the house looked from the outside. It was the kind of good house with a good married couple. A house where thank-you notes were written promptly, where the recycling was rinsed, where Fred grilled steaks on Sundays and Elizabeth brought out salads in big ceramic bowls while wearing sundresses that made her look pretty in a safe, suburban sort of way.

It was the kind of house where nobody would imagine a woman sitting in the lounge with a secret burning under her cardigan and a tiny key hidden in the drawer beside the good coasters.

That pleased her enormously.

For now, Elizabeth, dressed in her usual baggy cardigan and glasses, reclined on the chaise lounge, sipped her iced tea, and waited for the door to open and her husband to return.

She had chosen the cardigan carefully. It was soft, beige, shapeless, and almost aggressively harmless.

It made her look like the Elizabeth he thought he knew, the one who asked if he wanted chicken or salmon for dinner, the one who folded his shirts properly, the one who laughed gently when he called her sweetheart and kissed the top of her head.

The glasses helped too. They had always made her look studious and mild, her hair pinned back in a loose, sensible clip.

Underneath, however, she was dressed for war and the thought of her husband’s reaction to what was about to happen made her smile. She sat just like that, smiling and waiting for him to see what his actions had wrought.

She did not need to wait long.

The front door opened with its familiar little groan, followed by the heavy, confident thump of Fred’s shoes in the hall.

“Honey, I’m home!”

There was her husband, Fred White, pillar of his company and local area, broad-shouldered, handsome, successful, and exactly as unsuspecting as she had hoped. He looked tired from his business trip, but no less attractive for it. Grey was just touching his temples in a way that made his green eyes all the more startlingly pretty, and with his square jaw, strong neck, and powerful chest beneath his travel-creased shirt, people were often comparing him to various movie stars, a comment that always made Elizabeth feel proud to have earned such a man.

Earned, she thought, and almost laughed.

What a funny word.

As though husbands were trophies.

As though men like Fred were prizes a woman won by being sweet enough, pretty enough, patient enough, forgiving enough.

But as he was about to learn, things were changing.

“Sit down, sweetheart,” Elizabeth said lightly, gesturing to the plain oak chair across from her. “We need to talk.”

Fred White flushed at once.

It was subtle, just a flicker of colour at his cheekbones, but Elizabeth caught it. She caught everything now. The slight hitch in his breath. The way his hand tightened around the handle of his suitcase. The way his eyes moved over her cardigan, her glasses, the iced tea, the ordinary room, searching for danger and finding none.

“Sure thing,” he said carefully. “Let me just grab a shower and I’ll…”

“You’ll wash the scent of your dominatrix from your neck?” Elizabeth snapped.

The words cracked through the lounge like a slap.

Fred froze.

Elizabeth felt something low and bright flare inside her as his eyes went wide.

“The one you told to contact me?” she continued, setting her iced tea down with a precise little click. “Oh yes, Fred, I know every single thing you’ve done on your little ‘work trip,’ and if you don’t want to spend the next month sleeping on the couch and buying me tennis bracelets, you’ll sit down and shut up.”

Fred gaped.

In all their years of marriage, his meek little wife had never raised her voice at him, or at anyone, now that he thought of it. Elizabeth did not snap.

Elizabeth did not accuse.

Elizabeth did not sit there in her cardigan with calm murder in her eyes and talk about dominatrices as though discussing dry cleaning.

It put a spike of fear into him.

But also, and he was keenly aware of this suddenly, it aroused him just as much as it scared him.

So, feeling as though he’d been caught with his hand in the cookie jar, Fred White resigned himself, and decided to do as she said, and he sat down.

The chair creaked beneath his muscular weight. His suitcase remained abandoned beside the door. His hands settled awkwardly on his thighs, and for the first time in their marriage, Fred looked like a man awaiting judgment.

Elizabeth adored the sight.

“Honey,” he began, trying to keep his voice level.

“You can speak when I’m done,” Elizabeth said, standing up.

Fred stifled a gasp.

His dowdy wife slipped the baggy cardigan off her shoulders, letting it fall in a soft beige heap on the chaise behind her, and revealed a tight red corset that hugged her waist, lifted her breasts, and framed the soft, toned curves of her body with wicked precision. Beneath it she wore a red lace thong, cut high over smooth hips and delicate enough to make his mouth go dry. Her body was familiar and shocking at once, toned from years of running but soft in all the right places, her thighs smooth, her stomach gently curved, her breasts held high and proud by the corset’s strict red structure.

She looked nothing like his mild little wife.

Or worse, she looked exactly like her.

Only uncovered.

Only awakened.

Only furious.

Her smile was like a firebrand.

Barefoot, she padded across the floor. Her toenails were painted a dark glossy red, a detail so small and intimate that Fred’s eyes locked onto it before he could stop himself. Elizabeth saw him looking and smiled wider.

Then she sat on his lap.

She was so much smaller than him. Slighter. Softer. Her bare feet barely brushed the floor when she settled astride him. His hands twitched as though he wanted to hold her waist, but he remembered himself and kept them where they were.

Good, Elizabeth thought.

He was learning already.

Despite the difference in size, she was in complete control of the situation. He was utterly at her mercy, and they both knew it.

“Sweetie,” she whispered into his ear, enjoying the scarlet colour of his cheeks as she pressed her body against his, the hard line of his arousal stiff beneath her. “You said you wanted to be dominated at home. Is that true?”

Fred swallowed.

He did not trust himself to speak.

Yes.

Yes, desperately yes.

For three days in Chicago, that wanting had followed him everywhere. It had sat under his skin during meetings, burned in him on the flight home, throbbed in every humiliating memory of the masked Mistress who had seen straight through him and made him feel more helpless, more honest, more alive than he had felt in years. He had imagined telling Elizabeth some softened version of it. He had imagined asking if maybe, someday, they could try something different.

He had not imagined this.

Elizabeth pressed her hips down a fraction.

Fred’s breath broke.

“Mmmhmm,” he nodded, then, after a shrewd look from her, managed to gasp out, “Yes.”

Elizabeth trailed one long manicured fingernail up the centre of his chest, over the buttons of his shirt, slow enough to make him shiver.

“You understand that means a big change around here, don’t you?” she whispered. “Not a little bedroom game when you feel like being naughty. Not some secret hotel fantasy you take out of a drawer when your wife isn’t around. Here. In this house. With me.”

Fred’s eyes lifted to hers.

There was fear there.

Hope too.

A kind of naked, aching relief that made Elizabeth’s heart twist before her hunger smoothed it back into something stricter.

“I propose,” she said, her nail drifting higher until it rested lightly at the base of his throat, “that we do one week with me completely in control and you as my adoring submissive husband. You will still go to work, still answer emails, still be useful and respectable where the world can see you. But in this house, from the moment you step through that door, you belong to me.”

Fred’s lips parted.

Elizabeth leaned closer.

“We’ll make your safeword Bullshit Conference,” she continued. “Appropriate, don’t you think? You can use it to stop everything, no punishment, no argument, no sulking from me. You can opt out whenever you want. But unless you do, you will call me Mistress exclusively from now on, obey my rules, accept my decisions, and do whatever I say. Agreed?”

Fred stared at her, breathing hard.

The house was very quiet.

Somewhere in the kitchen, Vacumo bumped softly against a chair leg and redirected itself with a cheerful little whirr.

“Agreed,” he breathed.

Elizabeth’s eyes narrowed.

Fred flushed darker.

“Agreed, Mistress.”

There it was.

The word in their house.

Not in a hotel. Not through an app. Not whispered to a stranger behind a blindfold.

Here.

Between the oak chair and the chaise lounge. Between the life they had built and the life she was about to take apart and rebuild in her own image.

Elizabeth smiled at her husband then and pressed her lips against his, tasting mint and want on him as her tongue slipped along his own. He kissed her back too eagerly, almost desperately, and she let him for a moment, let him feel the warmth of her mouth, the pressure of her body, the promise of mercy.

Then she ground her hips against him and moaned at his reaction.

Fred’s hands clenched around the edge of the chair.

Good boy.

She pulled back just enough to look at him.

His cheeks were red. His eyes were glassy. His broad chest rose and fell beneath her hand like he had run all the way home from the airport.

“Good boy,” she beamed, kissing him again and touching his hair with sudden, almost tender possessiveness. “We’re going to have so much fun.”


Chapter 2: Locked Up Tight

Elizabeth went back to the chaise lounge as though she had not just changed the entire shape of their marriage with a few calm sentences and a red corset.

That was the thing Fred noticed first.

Not the corset, though God help him, he noticed the corset. Not the glossy red of her toenails against the polished floorboards, or the smug little tilt of her chin, or the way her thighs shifted beneath the tiny red lace thong when she sat down. No, what struck him most was how composed she looked. How natural. How terrifyingly comfortable.

She did not look like a woman pretending to be someone else.

She looked like a woman who had finally stopped pretending not to be herself.

Elizabeth settled back against the cushions, one arm draped along the back of the chaise, her bare legs parted just enough to make Fred’s mouth dry. Her fingertips slid lazily over her stomach, then lower, tracing the soft mound of her pussy through the tiny red thong. She did not hurry. She did not blush. She watched him watching her, and her smile deepened when his throat moved around a helpless swallow.

“Strip for me,” she said. “Put on a show.”

Fred stayed very still.

Elizabeth arched one eyebrow.

“Do we have a problem already?”

“No, Mistress,” he said quickly. “I’ll be good!”

The words came easier this time, but not easily enough to save him from the hot, humiliating flush that climbed from his chest to his face.

Mistress. In their living room.

With the afternoon sunlight falling through the windows and his suitcase still standing by the hall like evidence of a life he had not quite returned to.

Elizabeth’s fingertips circled her pussy through the red lace.

“Then entertain me.”

Fred reached for the buttons of his shirt.

He had undressed in front of Elizabeth hundreds of times over the years, but this was different. Normally undressing was practical. A shirt removed before bed. Trousers stepped out of before a shower. A tie loosened after work while she asked if he wanted dinner warmed. This was not that. This was performance. Exposure. Obedience.

He started slowly because he knew that was what she wanted, and because some desperate, submissive part of him wanted to please her even before she had finished giving the order. His fingers worked down his shirt one button at a time. The fabric parted gradually, revealing the hard line of his chest, the dark hair there, the firm stomach below.

Elizabeth hummed approvingly.

“Not bad,” she said, as if she were judging a purchase she might or might not keep. “Turn a little.”

Fred obeyed.

She touched herself more deliberately as he turned for her, her fingers dragging up and down over the dampening lace. The sight nearly broke his concentration. His cock, already thickening against his trousers, gave a hard pulse.

Elizabeth saw that too.

Of course she did.

“Excited, sweetheart?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he admitted.

“Because your wife is watching you undress like the slut you are?”

He hesitated.

Elizabeth’s eyes sharpened.

“Yes, because Liz-” Fred corrected himself before she could speak. “Because my Mistress is watching me undress.”

Elizabeth felt a surge of pleasure run through her throbbing pussy as he said that. She grinned and whispered, “That’s better.”

He pulled the shirt from his shoulders and let it fall to the floor.

Elizabeth’s gaze moved over him with open possession. She did not look embarrassed by wanting him.

She did not look like a wife politely admiring her husband.

She looked greedy. Appraising. Like his chest, arms, stomach, thighs, and cock were all things she had decided belonged in her inventory.

The thought made him harder.

“Keep going,” she said. “Do as you’re told.”

His belt came next, sliding free with a soft leather whisper. The sound seemed indecently loud in the quiet room.

He set it aside, then unbuttoned his trousers. His hands were not as steady now. He pushed the trousers down over his hips, stepped out of them, and stood before her in his underwear, his erection straining so blatantly against the fabric that there was no possible dignity left in pretending otherwise.

Elizabeth laughed softly.

“Look at you,” she said. “I’ve barely started.”

Fred lowered his eyes.

“No,” she said. “Look at me while you do it.”

His gaze flew back to hers.

“Good. Now take those off too.”

The final piece of clothing was somehow the hardest. He hooked his thumbs beneath the waistband of his underwear and pushed them down, feeling the cool air hit his aching cock as it sprang free.

He heard Elizabeth’s breath catch, just barely, and the sound gave him a foolish burst of pride that lasted only until her smile turned wicked.

“There he is,” she murmured. “My handsome husband. My naughty little secret. My cocky, respectable, pillar-of-the-community man, standing naked in my lounge because I told him to. Fuck it gets me off, seeing you act like such a cute little bitch.”

His cock throbbed under her stare.

She slipped two fingers against the red lace and rubbed in a slow circle.

“You do have a nice body,” she said, almost grudgingly. “Toned. Well cared for. Broad where I like you broad. Strong enough to make people think you’re in charge.”

Her eyes moved back to his face.

“But we know better now, don’t we?”

Fred’s voice was rough. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” Elizabeth nodded toward the side table beside the chaise. “Open the drawer by the couch. You’ll find a chastity cage in there. Put it on.”

Fred stared at her.

The command landed in his stomach and sank lower.

Here.

At home.

Not in a hotel room. Not while blindfolded and pretending this was all happening far away from his real life. Here in the house where he made coffee in the mornings and watered the plants on Sundays.

“Fred,” she said softly.

He moved.

Inside the drawer, nestled beside a coaster, a remote control, and a packet of tissues, was a small steel chastity cage. The sheer domestic absurdity of it made his head spin. It looked alien and perfectly at home all at once, as if Elizabeth had simply decided that marital hardware belonged beside the television remote now.

He picked it up.

The metal was cool in his hand.

“Go on, put away your annoying dick,” Elizabeth said. “Let’s see if you remember how to stick it in.”

He tried.

That was the worst part. He tried obediently, with genuine effort, but his cock was far too hard.

It jutted out thick and flushed, pulsing with every glance he stole at Elizabeth’s spread thighs and the movement of her fingers over that tiny red thong. He fumbled with the ring, tried to guide himself down, tried to will the swelling away, but the more ashamed and desperate he became, the harder he got.

Elizabeth watched for a while in silence.

Then she smiled.

“Stop being hard.”

Fred let out a strangled breath. “Mistress…”

“I said, stop being hard,” she repeated, calm and strict, as if she had ordered him to stop tapping his foot under the dinner table.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said, his voice cracking with humiliation. “I can’t.”

Elizabeth sighed in theatrical disappointment.

She reached for her iced tea and drank the remnants slowly, letting the ice clink against the glass.

Fred stood there naked, hard, and useless, holding the cage in one hand like a man who had failed at the simplest possible task.

When she finished, she held out the empty highball glass.

“Come over here now.”

He obeyed at once.

Elizabeth accepted the cage from him and set it neatly on the side table. Then she looked at his erection, looked at the glass, and her smile brightened with inspiration.

She smiled, discovering more and more just how much she liked being mean to men as she giggled, “This’ll be funny.”

Fred barely had time to understand what she meant before she reached down, wrapped her hand around his cock, and guided it into the glass.

The humiliation was instant and overwhelming.

His cock filled the highball obscenely, pressed in among the ice cubes, the cold shocking enough to make his entire body jerk. Elizabeth burst into delighted laughter. Not cruel exactly, though there was certainly cruelty in it. More like she was genuinely charmed by the ridiculousness of him, by the sight of this powerful, respectable man standing naked while his wife chilled his erection in an iced tea glass.

“Oh my God,” she giggled. “Look at that.”

“Mistress,” Fred groaned.

“No, no, stay there. I’m enjoying this.”

The cold worked quickly. Far too quickly. His cock began to shrink under the shock of the ice, losing its proud, aching stiffness in stages. Thick and straining became less thick. Less straining.

Then softening.

Then smaller.

Elizabeth’s eyes widened with fascinated delight as he diminished inside the glass.

“Well,” she said, trying and failing to keep the laughter out of her voice. “You’ve always been more of a grower than a shower, haven’t you?”

Fred closed his eyes.

“Eyes on me.”

He opened them.

Elizabeth leaned forward, elbows on her knees, still holding the glass around him as though presenting scientific evidence.

“I’ve often thought it, you know,” she said brightly. “Never said it before, because I was a very sweet wife. But I did think it. Hard, it’s almost an impressive cock.”

“But limp?” She tilted her head, studying him with exaggerated seriousness. “Limp, it’s so small. Like, embarrassingly small. Pretty pathetic, if you ask me.”

Fred’s small limp cock gave a treacherous twitch.

Elizabeth blinked, then burst into laughter again.

“Oh, you liked that.”

“No, Mistress,” he lied.

“Liar,” she said, knowing well. If he actually cared he’d use his safeword, and maybe he wouldn’t be twitching.

At the humiliation Fred White’s cock tried to swell again, pushing weakly against the cold glass and slick ice.

Elizabeth moved faster than he expected, pulling him free, seizing the cage, and fitting the ring before his body could betray him any further.

He sucked in a breath as she guided his softening cock down into the steel prison, her fingers quick and practical and shockingly skilled.

“Not so fast,” she murmured. “I know how you work now.”

By the time the lock clicked shut, he was already hard again, or trying to be. His cock pushed furiously against the bars, trapped before it could rise, pulsing with ridiculous need inside the cage. Fred looked down at himself, caged in his own living room, while Elizabeth sat back with a triumphant little smile.

“There,” she said. “Much better. Now I can control when you get hard, fun huh?”

Fred’s chest rose and fell.

He felt insane. Humiliated. Aroused beyond reason. Owned in a way that seemed to press into every corner of the room.

Elizabeth stood and walked to a small parcel on the coffee table.

“I got you something,” she said.

That tone frightened him more than her snapping had.

She opened the parcel with care, drawing out a red leather collar. It was beautiful, almost elegant, with polished gold hardware and four golden letters fixed across the front.

SLUT.

Fred stared.

His cock strained against the cage so hard the metal bit.

Elizabeth’s face softened, not into mercy, but into delight.

“I hope you like it.”

He swallowed. “Very much so, Liz.”

The slap came so fast he barely saw her hand move.

Her palm cracked against his balls.

Fred howled, doubling slightly as bright pain burst through him.

Elizabeth’s expression did not change.

“Mistress,” he gasped, panting. “Sorry, Mistress.”

She tapped one finger against his cheek, almost affectionately.

“Don’t let it happen again.”

“No, Mistress.”

“Now kneel so I can put this on you.”

He sank to his knees on the lounge floor, naked except for the steel cage. His cock pulsed uselessly inside it, ridiculous and desperate, while Elizabeth stood over him in her red corset and thong, collar dangling from one hand like a wedding vow rewritten in leather.

She stepped closer.

Fred bowed his head without being told.

That pleased her. He could tell because her fingers stroked lightly through his hair before she fastened the collar around his neck. The leather settled against his skin, snug but not painful. The buckle clicked. The little gold letters rested at his throat, heavy with meaning.

SLUT.

Elizabeth adjusted it carefully, turning his chin this way and that, admiring the effect.

“Oh,” she whispered. “That suits you.”

Fred’s face burned.

“Thank you, Mistress.”

She cupped his jaw with one hand.

“This is not a toy you wear when you feel like indulging yourself,” she said. “This is a rule. From now on, you’ll wear this collar at all times inside the house. You can come to me to remove it if there’s a practical reason. A video call. A delivery. An emergency. But if I find out you removed it yourself because you were embarrassed, sulking, or trying to feel like the man in charge again, you’ll be punished.”

Fred’s breath trembled.

“That’s one of our rules. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered.

“Say it properly.”

“I understand, Mistress. I will wear my collar inside the house unless you give me permission to remove it.”

Elizabeth smiled.

“Good boy.”

The praise hit him almost as hard as the slap had.

She reached down and cupped his balls fondly, the touch warm and possessive after the sting of punishment. Fred made a small, helpless sound before he could stop himself.

Elizabeth looked down at him with satisfaction.

Her husband. Her handsome, broad-shouldered, successful husband, kneeling naked before her in their own lounge, caged and collared, staring up at her as if she had become the centre of the world.

Which, she supposed, she had.

“Now,” she said, stroking him with her thumb, “do you want to hear the other rules?”

Fred nodded so quickly the collar shifted against his throat.

Elizabeth’s grip tightened just enough to remind him.

Words, sweetheart.

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed. “Please tell me the rules.”


Chapter 3: Light Reading

Elizabeth grabbed her powerful, rich husband literally by the balls and dragged him upstairs.

Not hard enough to hurt him properly.

Not yet.

Just hard enough to make him gasp and follow.

That was the wonderful thing about having him like this, she was discovering. Fred was so much bigger than her. Broader, stronger, heavier, the kind of man who looked like he should be able to take control of any room he walked into. In the outside world, people stood straighter when he spoke. Men shook his hand with respect. Women smiled a little too brightly at him. Waiters assumed he was paying the bill.

And yet here he was, naked, caged, collared, and stumbling obediently behind his barefoot wife because she had his swollen balls held in one firm hand and had decided he was going upstairs.

“Careful,” she said lightly, not looking back as they reached the first step. “I’d hate for my handsome husband to trip. Then who would rub my feet?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he breathed.

The collar looked perfect on him.

Elizabeth kept glancing at it over her shoulder as they climbed. The red leather sat snug around his throat, the gold letters bright against his flushed skin.

SLUT.

It should have looked ridiculous.

It did look ridiculous.

That was part of why it thrilled her so much.

It transformed him. The man she had married was still there, of course, in the breadth of his shoulders and the familiar shape of his mouth, in the strong arms and square jaw and green eyes that had once made her feel lucky whenever he smiled across a dinner table. But the collar revealed something truer underneath. Something soft and hungry. Something he had hidden from her, and perhaps from himself, for years.

By the time she led him into their bedroom, Fred was breathing hard.

Not from exertion.

Elizabeth knew the difference now.

She released him with a final fond squeeze, and he gave a tiny, helpless sound that sent a bright little thrill through her belly. Then she crossed the room, climbed onto the bed, and bounced once on the mattress like a woman settling into luxury she had paid for and fully intended to enjoy.

“Kneel over there,” she said, pointing to the corner of the room near the foot of the bed.

Fred obeyed at once.

She loved that.

She loved it so much she had to bite the inside of her cheek to keep from smiling too broadly. There was a special pleasure in command when the command was answered without hesitation, when the world rearranged itself around a few words from her mouth. Fred sank to his knees on the lush carpet, his hands resting on his thighs, his cage jutting obscenely between them, steel bars barely containing the trapped, pulsing evidence of how badly he wanted this.

Elizabeth reclined against the pillows and let herself enjoy the picture.

Their bedroom looked the same as always. Pale walls. Crisp bedding. The framed watercolour she had bought at a charity auction. Fred’s watch on the dresser. Her lavender hand cream beside the lamp. The ordinary objects of their marriage had not changed, and yet everything felt newly charged, as if the room itself had been waiting for this version of them to arrive.

Elizabeth stretched one leg out over the side of the bed and flexed her pedicured toes into the thick carpet.

The polish was red, the same deep, glossy shade as her corset, and she watched Fred’s eyes drop to them before he could stop himself.

“Do you like my feet, Slut?”

His blush was immediate.

Elizabeth felt a warm, feminine satisfaction bloom inside her, slow and sweet.

“Very much, Mistress,” he said.

She lifted her foot and pointed her toes.

“In all our years of marriage, you never told me that.”

Fred looked ashamed, and worse, aroused by being ashamed.

“I never thought you’d be into it.”

Elizabeth tutted softly.

The sound made him flinch.

“Stop making assumptions about me, Slut.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“No wonder our marriage got dull. You had all these dirty little thoughts and decided, without consulting me, that I was too sweet or too proper or too boring to enjoy them.”

Fred swallowed.

Elizabeth’s voice remained calm, but there was real heat beneath it now, not anger exactly, but the aftertaste of years spent being underestimated in the most intimate room of her own house.

“You looked at me every day,” she continued, “your wife, your partner, the woman who shared your bed, and you never once thought to ask what I might want. You decided for both of us.”

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” he whispered.

Elizabeth studied him for a moment.

Then she softened, because the apology sounded real, and because she had no intention of ruining her own mood by turning a delicious revelation into a lecture.

“You can start making it up to me,” she said. “From now on, each evening, I’ll read for half an hour, and I’ll expect you to massage and worship my feet while I do it. You will not demand attention. You will not rush. You will not make it about your cage or your need or your pathetic little erections. You will make my feet feel wonderful. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he whimpered.

The sound went straight through her.

“Good boy.”

Elizabeth reached to her bedside table and picked up the spicy paperback she had chosen earlier that afternoon. She had not read much of it yet, but the cover promised castles, betrayal, and a knight with very inconvenient desires, which seemed promising enough. She settled back against the pillows, opened to the marked page, and extended one foot toward her kneeling husband.

“You can begin.”

Fred took her foot in both hands as if she had handed him something precious.

That, Elizabeth thought, was a good start.

His hands were warm around her, large and careful, the same hands that signed contracts, carried luggage, opened jars, fixed hinges, and held her waist on dance floors at weddings. Now they cradled her heel and arch with a reverence that made her feel absurdly adored. He pressed his thumbs into the sole of her foot, starting gently, testing the pressure.

“Harder,” she said, eyes already on the page.

He obeyed.

Elizabeth inhaled slowly as his thumbs worked deeper into the arch. A knot of tension she had not even noticed began to loosen. The sensation was not sexual at first, not exactly, but it was intimate and luxurious in a way that made her whole body go warm. His thumbs moved in firm circles, pressing up beneath the ball of her foot, then down toward her heel. He took his time. He learned the shape of her through touch.

Elizabeth turned a page.

In the book, the princess had slipped into a moonlit corridor to meet Sir Garran of the Black Tower, who was apparently both sworn to protect her and terrible at pretending he did not want her just as badly as she wanted him.

Elizabeth approved.

Fred bent lower and kissed her arch.

She let him.

His lips were soft, almost timid at first, brushing the tender skin as though asking permission without words. She wiggled her toes against his mouth, and he groaned so quietly she might have missed it if she had not been listening for him.

“Less noise,” she said, not looking up.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

She read another paragraph.

Sir Garran was now pressing the princess against the cold stone wall and informing her that her betrothed was unworthy of her. Elizabeth skimmed a florid description of his broad chest, scarred hands, and “great sword,” which was clearly not only about the weapon strapped to his hip.

She smiled.

Fred’s mouth moved to her toes.

He kissed each one in turn, slow and devoted, then pressed his lips to the glossy red nails. The sight tugged Elizabeth’s gaze away from the book despite herself. He looked beautiful down there, powerful shoulders bent, collar visible at his throat, his caged cock trapped and useless while his mouth devoted itself to the smallest, most delicate parts of her body.

“Tongue,” she said.

Fred’s eyes flicked upward.

Elizabeth tapped the cover of her book with one finger.

“Don’t make me repeat myself while I’m reading.”

He lowered his mouth and licked a long, warm stripe along her sole.

Elizabeth’s breath caught.

She kept her eyes on the page, stubbornly, but the words blurred for a second. The heat of his tongue moved from heel to arch to the sensitive skin beneath her toes, and a little pulse of pleasure answered between her thighs. She shifted against the pillows.

In the book, the princess was pretending outrage.

Elizabeth knew the feeling.

Fred licked again, slower this time, as if savoring the salt of her skin. Then he sucked lightly at her big toe, his tongue circling with such careful devotion that Elizabeth’s thighs pressed together before she could stop them.

She turned a page too hard.

“Good,” she said, because he deserved to know. “Keep doing that.”

Fred obeyed with more enthusiasm, and for several luxurious minutes Elizabeth let him worship her foot while she read about the princess being slowly undressed by the knight she definitely should not want. The book was ridiculous, but not badly written.

The knight was possessive and domineering in a way that made Elizabeth smile, though she was beginning to suspect the author had never met a truly interesting man, because the princess kept melting every time he gave an order.

How unimaginative.

Elizabeth preferred giving them.

She lowered her other foot into Fred’s lap.

“Switch to the other one now.”

He released the first foot only after one final kiss to the arch, then took the second with equal care. His fingers kneaded the sole, thumbs pressing into all the right places now that he had learned what made her sigh.

He was a quick study.

That pleased her too.

She liked the idea of training him, not only in the obvious ways, but in the small domestic rituals of service. Where to press. How to kiss. When to be silent. How to notice a woman’s pleasure without making her ask twice.

The princess in the book was now sprawled across a fur rug before a fire, the knight’s mouth between her thighs, his supposedly enormous cock hard against his stomach while he pleasured her first because apparently even fictional knights understood manners better than Fred used to.

Elizabeth made a thoughtful little sound.

Fred looked up instantly.

“Something wrong, Mistress?”

“No,” she said. “The knight in my book is simply demonstrating proper priorities.”

Elizabeth smiled and slipped one hand between her thighs.

She did not make a show of it at first. She simply rested her fingers over the tiny red thong, feeling the warmth of herself through the lace. Fred’s eyes dropped, helplessly, to the movement.

Elizabeth snapped her book shut halfway.

“Did I say you could stop?”

He jerked and returned his attention to her foot at once, licking the arch with renewed devotion.

“Better.”

She reopened the book with one hand and kept the other between her legs.

The lace was damp.

That delighted her.

She liked that her body responded so openly to being served. She liked that she could recline in her own bed with a paperback in one hand, her caged husband kneeling at her feet, and two fingers lazily circling her clit through her panties, all without needing to explain or justify a thing.

Fred kissed her heel.

Elizabeth rubbed a little harder.

The scene in the book grew more explicit. The princess was trembling. The knight was murmuring filthy vows against her thigh. His cock was described again, with almost comic emphasis, thick and heavy and demanding.

Elizabeth laughed softly under her breath, then glanced at Fred’s cage.

“Poor thing,” she murmured.

Fred’s tongue faltered.

“Not you,” she said. “The princess. She’s dealing with a very large knight.”

Fred made a strangled sound against her foot.

Elizabeth’s fingers slowed, teasing herself. She was enjoying the layered pleasure of it, the words on the page, the wet heat beneath her hand, the rhythmic pressure of Fred’s mouth and fingers, the knowledge that he could see just enough to suffer and not nearly enough to participate. He was present, useful, necessary, and denied.

Perfect.

“Lick between my toes,” she said, eyes on the page.

He did.

The sensation was obscene in its intimacy. Warm, wet, patient. Elizabeth’s hips rolled subtly against her own hand. She pressed two fingers more firmly over the lace, rubbing slow circles that made her breath deepen.

The princess was coming now, or close to it, depending on how long the author intended to drag things out.

Elizabeth respected a slow build, but she was beginning to lose patience herself.

Fred sucked her toes with quiet, desperate hunger.

Elizabeth’s own pleasure gathered low and steady, not sharp yet, not urgent, but rich and spreading, a luxurious heat unfurling through her belly and thighs. She let the book slip lower against her chest. Her eyes moved from the page to her husband.

He did not look up.

Good boy.

He had learned that quickly too.

She watched the top of his head, the flex of his shoulders, the collar at his throat, his big hands wrapped around her small foot while his caged cock pressed helplessly against the steel. His body belonged to need.

Hers belonged to pleasure.

The thought tipped her closer.

Elizabeth slid her fingers under the edge of the thong.

Her first direct touch made her gasp.

Fred went still for half a second.

“Continue,” she said, voice breathier now. “Don’t stop, pet.”

He continued.

She stroked herself slowly, feeling how wet she was, how swollen, how ready. Her fingers moved in slick circles over her clit while Fred worshipped her foot and the abandoned paperback rested open against her stomach. The knight and princess could do whatever they liked now. Elizabeth had her own scene.

She let her head fall back against the pillows.

“There,” she whispered, though she was not sure if she was instructing Fred or herself.

Fred’s tongue slid along her sole.

Her fingers moved faster.

A low, helpless sound escaped her, and she did not swallow it down. Not anymore. This was her bedroom. Her house. Her submissive husband. Her pleasure did not need to be quiet, tidy, or considerate. It could take up space. It could fill the room. It could make Fred tremble at her feet with no hope of relief.

The orgasm built slowly, then all at once.

Elizabeth’s thighs tightened. Her toes curled against Fred’s mouth. Her fingers circled faster beneath the red lace, slick and perfect, and the wave rose through her body with a force that made her back arch off the pillows.

“Oh,” she gasped. “Oh, fuck.”

Fred held her foot more tightly, as if anchoring himself to her.

Elizabeth came with a long, shuddering moan, her body pulsing beneath her hand, pleasure rolling through her in deep, silky contractions that seemed to empty all the tension from her bones. She kept rubbing through it, slower now, drawing out every aftershock while Fred kissed her toes with reverent little presses of his mouth.

When she finally stopped, she was flushed, loose, and smiling.

For a moment, she simply lay there, breathing hard, fingers still tucked beneath the damp red lace, her spicy paperback forgotten beside her hip.

Then she opened her eyes and looked down.

Fred was staring at her like a starving man at a banquet he had not been allowed to touch.

Elizabeth withdrew her fingers from her panties.

They glistened.

She held them up between them and smiled.

“Want a taste?”

Fred’s whole body seemed to shake.

“Yes, Mistress,” he begged, voice raw with desperation. “Please. Please let me taste you.”

Elizabeth considered him for a moment, enjoying the way his eyes fixed on her fingers, the way his caged cock jerked uselessly, the way the collar sat bright and honest around his throat.

Then she crooked one finger.

“Crawl here, Slut.”


Chapter 4: Put to Work

Elizabeth watched her husband crawl toward her, naked except for the steel cage and the red leather collar that marked him so beautifully.

The sight made her clit throb. Fred moved with careful, eager obedience, eyes fixed on her glistening fingers, his caged cock bobbing uselessly between his thighs with every shift of his weight.

When he reached the edge of the bed, he sat back on his heels like a well-trained pet and looked up at her, waiting.

She smiled and held her wet fingers out.

“Open.”

He parted his lips at once.

Elizabeth slid two fingers into his mouth, pressing them flat against his tongue so he could taste her properly.

The low, hungry sound he made vibrated straight through her hand.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “That’s what you’ve been missing all these years, isn’t it? The real taste of your wife.”

Fred sucked obediently, eyes fluttering.

When she slowly withdrew her fingers, a thin string of saliva connected them to his lower lip. She wiped it across his cheek with deliberate carelessness.

“Now listen carefully, Slut,” she said, voice low and velvet-rough. “After you worship my feet, it’s your job to lick me out like an obedient little sub. Understand? You start at my ankles and work your way up. Nice and slow. I like a proper build-up. You don’t rush. You don’t dive straight for my pussy like some greedy husband just looking for his hole. You earn it.”

Fred’s throat worked around a swallow. “Yes, Mistress.”

Elizabeth leaned back against the pillows, spreading her legs wider. She hooked her thumbs into the sides of her tiny red thong and slid it down her thighs, kicking it off the end of the bed.

The cool air kissed her bare, soaked folds.

She was already slick with arousal.

She sighed and said, “You may start.”

Fred bent forward reverentially.

His hands settled gently on her left ankle, thumbs stroking the delicate bone there before he lowered his mouth. The first kiss was soft, almost reverent.

Then another, higher. His tongue followed, warm and wet, tracing a slow line up the inside of her calf.

Elizabeth sighed and picked up her paperback again, though she didn’t open it. She simply held it against her stomach and watched him through half-lidded eyes.

He took his time. He really did.

Long, slow licks along the inside of her calf, then her knee, then the sensitive skin of her inner thigh. Every few inches he paused to kiss or suck gently, leaving faint pink marks that would fade in minutes. The higher he went, the more her thighs trembled.

When he reached the crease where thigh met hip, he paused, breathing hot against her skin.

Elizabeth’s fingers tightened on the book. “Keep going. Don’t you dare stop.”

He obeyed, switching to her other leg.

Ankle first. Slow, worshipful kisses. Tongue dragging in long, wet stripes up her calf, behind her knee, along the trembling muscle of her inner thigh. By the time he reached the top of her right thigh, Elizabeth’s pussy was dripping onto the sheets.

She could feel it.

Fred hovered there, so close she could feel every warm exhale against her slick folds. His nose brushed the outer lip and he inhaled deeply, a low groan escaping him.

Elizabeth reached down and fisted his hair, not hard enough to hurt, but enough to control.

“Ask permission,” she groaned. “Beg for the privilege.”

“Please, Mistress,” he whispered against her skin. “Please let me taste you properly.”

She held him there another few seconds, letting the anticipation coil tighter in both of them.

“Impress me,” she demanded.

Fred licked.

Not her clit. Not her entrance. He started at the very bottom of her pussy, flat tongue dragging slowly upward through her soaked folds in one long, filthy stripe. Elizabeth’s hips jerked.

He did it again.

And again.

Long, slow, thorough licks that covered every inch of her without quite touching the places she wanted most.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “That feels so fucking good baby.”

He was good at this.

Better than she remembered. Or maybe he had just been holding back all these years.

Either way, the slow, deliberate way he licked her was driving her insane in the best possible way. He circled her entrance with the tip of his tongue, teasing, then flattened it again and dragged upward, stopping just short of her clit every single time.

Elizabeth’s thighs started to shake.

“Inside,” she ordered, voice already rough. “Fuck me with your tongue.”

Fred pushed his tongue into her, fucking her with it in slow, shallow thrusts. His nose bumped her clit on every stroke and she moaned, hips rolling against his face. He licked deeper, hungrier, tasting every drop of her.

The wet, obscene sounds filled the bedroom.

She let him work for long, luxurious minutes, one hand still tangled in his hair, guiding him exactly where she wanted. When she felt herself getting close—too close—she tightened her grip and pulled his mouth away.

Fred looked up at her, face shiny, eyes glassy with need.

“Not yet,” she said sweetly. “I’m not done with you.”

She released his hair and patted the bed beside her.

“On your back. Now.”

Fred scrambled up onto the mattress, lying flat on his back, chest heaving. His caged cock lay trapped and leaking against his stomach, the steel glinting in the afternoon light.

Elizabeth swung one leg over him and straddled his chest for a moment, letting him feel the heat of her bare pussy against his skin.

Then she moved higher.

She settled over his face, knees on either side of his head, and lowered herself until her soaked folds brushed his lips.

“Open your mouth for Mistress.”

He did. He would have done anything she asked.

Elizabeth sank down fully, grinding her pussy against his tongue with a broken moan.

The second his tongue pushed inside her she started to ride him in earnest—slow, rolling grinds that dragged her clit across his nose with every movement.

“That’s it,” she gasped. “Just like that. Good Slut. Eat your Mistress’s pussy.”

Fred moaned into her, the vibration shooting straight through her core. She rode him harder, using his face exactly the way she wanted, one hand braced on the headboard, the other reaching back between his spread thighs.

She found his balls—swollen, heavy, and still faintly pink from earlier—and squeezed.

Fred’s entire body jerked beneath her.

The moan he let out was muffled and desperate, vibrating directly against her clit.

Elizabeth squeezed again, firmer this time, rolling them in her palm while she ground down harder on his tongue.

“Oh fuck—moan while you lick me,” she panted. “You don’t get to cum, but I do. Over and over if I want.”

She rode him faster, chasing her pleasure with shameless abandon. Every time his tongue flicked her clit just right she squeezed his balls a little harder.

Every time she squeezed, he moaned louder into her pussy, the sound wet and broken and perfect.

Her orgasm built fast this time—sharp and electric after the long, slow teasing earlier.

“I’m close,” she warned, voice cracking. “Don’t you fucking stop. Lick. Harder.”

Fred obeyed like his life depended on it. His tongue worked frantically, licking and sucking while Elizabeth ground her clit against his nose and squeezed his aching balls in a steady rhythm.

The climax hit her like a wave.

Elizabeth cried out, thighs clamping around his head as she came hard, flooding his mouth with a hot rush of slick.

She kept grinding through it, riding every pulse, squeezing his balls tighter as the pleasure crashed through her.

Fred moaned helplessly beneath her, the sound muffled and desperate, his caged cock twitching uselessly against his stomach.

She stayed seated on his face for long, trembling seconds afterward, gently rocking as the aftershocks rolled through her. When she finally lifted off, Fred’s face was shiny and dazed, lips swollen, eyes unfocused with pure submissive bliss.

Elizabeth looked down at him and smiled, slow and satisfied.

“Much better,” she said, voice husky. “You’re learning.”

She reached back and gave his trapped cock a single, light flick with her fingernail. He whimpered.

“Now stay right there,” she ordered, swinging off him. “I’m not finished with you yet.”


Chapter 5: A Ruined Reward

Elizabeth stayed straddling Fred’s chest for a long moment after her orgasm faded, breathing hard, thighs still trembling around him.

Her bare pussy pressed warm and wet against his skin. Below her, Fred lay wrecked and obedient, face shiny with her slick, lips parted, eyes glassy behind the blindfold of pure submission.

His caged cock twitched uselessly against his stomach, a thick bead of precum already sliding down the steel bars to pool in his navel.

She smiled down at him, slow and satisfied.

“Look at the mess you’ve made without even being touched,” she said softly, dragging one fingertip through the sticky trail on his stomach. “All that precum just from licking your Mistress’s pussy and having your balls squeezed. Pathetic little thing.”

Fred whimpered.

Elizabeth swung off him and sat back on her heels between his spread thighs, studying the cage with open amusement. His cock was straining so hard against the bars that the head was flushed dark and leaking steadily. Every tiny pulse sent another clear drop welling up and spilling over.

“Poor bitch,” she cooed, voice dripping with false sympathy. “Three days locked in Chicago, another few hours here, and you’re already making such a disgusting little puddle. And we haven’t even started the real denial yet.”

She reached for the tiny silver key and the metal clicked softly as she unlocked the cage. Fred’s breath hitched the second the ring came free.

Elizabeth removed the device with practiced care, setting it aside. His cock sprang up at once, rock-hard and angry-red, slapping against his stomach with a wet sound. It looked bigger than she remembered—thicker, veins standing out, the head shiny and swollen from days of denied need. Another fat bead of precum immediately welled at the slit and rolled slowly down the shaft.

She wrapped her fingers lightly around the base, not stroking, just holding him. Fred’s hips jerked upward helplessly.

“Shhh,” she murmured. “We’re not doing that yet.”

She let go and climbed higher on the bed, straddling his ribs this time so her breasts hung directly over his face. The red corset still framed them perfectly, pushing them high and full.

She reached behind her back, unhooked the clasps, and let the garment fall open.

Her breasts spilled free, nipples already tight and dark.

“Lick,” she ordered.

Fred lifted his head immediately, tongue eager and warm as he dragged it across her left nipple.

Elizabeth sighed and lowered herself further so he could take it properly into his mouth. He sucked greedily, tongue swirling, lips sealing around the peak while his caged-less cock twitched and leaked against her thigh.

She let him have both breasts in turn, guiding him with soft commands—“Slower… use your tongue more… good slut”—while her own hand drifted down between her legs again, idly circling her still-sensitive clit.

The contrast was delicious: her pleasure lazy and ongoing, his desperate and controlled.

When his sucking grew too frantic, she pulled back just enough to look down at him.

“Listen to me carefully, Slut,” she said. “I’m going to let you touch yourself. But you’re not going to cum like a normal man. You’re going to ruin it.”

Fred’s eyes flicked up to hers, wide and uncertain.

Elizabeth smiled, cruel and fond at once.

“A ruined orgasm,” she explained patiently, like she was teaching him something important, “is when you stop all stimulation the exact second before you cum. No final strokes. No pressure at the end. The cum just… dribbles out. Weak. Pathetic. No real pleasure. No endorphin rush. Just a sad little leak that leaves you even more frustrated than before. I think it’s the perfect way to cap off the night, don’t you?”

She reached down and gave his aching cock a single, slow stroke from root to tip, smearing precum everywhere.

“Whatever you want Mistress,” Fred groaned loudly.

“That’s what you’re getting tonight,” she continued. “One ruined little squirt. And then I’m locking you back up for the entire week. No touching. No relief. Just constant, aching need while you serve me. This is your last orgasm of any kind until I decide otherwise. Understand?”

Fred’s voice cracked. “I fully understand, Mistress. Just please let me cum.”

“Good boy.” She sat up straighter, breasts still bare and glistening from his mouth. “Now wrap your hand around that pathetic cock and stroke. Slowly. I want to watch you suffer.”

Fred obeyed instantly. His fist closed around his shaft and he began to pump, slow and shaky.

The wet sound of skin on skin filled the room almost immediately. Elizabeth watched with open delight, one hand lazily toying with her own nipple while the other rested possessively on his caged-less balls.

“Look at you,” she murmured. “So hard it hurts. Leaking like a broken faucet. And you know what’s coming. You know I’m going to make you ruin it like a good little denied husband.”

She let him stroke for a full minute, watching the way his thighs tensed, the way his breathing grew ragged, the way his eyes kept flicking between her bare breasts and her face like he was starving.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He sped up. His hips started to lift off the bed with every stroke.

Elizabeth leaned down until her lips brushed his ear.

“Ten,” she whispered.

Fred’s hand faltered for half a second before he caught himself.

“Nine,” she continued, voice low and mocking. “Eight… keep stroking, Slut. That’s all you get. Just this sad little handjob while your wife watches you humiliate yourself.”

“Seven… six… look at how much precum you’re making. Disgusting. My big strong husband, reduced to this.”

Fred whimpered, hand moving faster now, desperate.

“Five,” Elizabeth said, sitting up again so she could watch his face. “Four… three… this is your last chance to feel anything good for seven whole days. Make it count.”

His breathing was ragged. His cock was swollen and dark in his fist, the head shiny and angry. She could see the exact moment he started to tip over—balls drawing up, thighs locking, a broken sound catching in his throat.

“Two,” she said calmly.

Fred’s eyes flew wide with panic and need.

“One.”

Elizabeth’s voice dropped to a soft, final command.

“Stop.”

Fred’s hand froze instantly, fingers still wrapped around the base of his cock.

For one suspended second nothing happened.

Then his cock jerked hard in his grip and a weak, pathetic spurt of cum dribbled out—thick and slow, not shooting, just oozing in sad little pulses that landed mostly on his own stomach and her thigh.

No moan of pleasure.

Just a broken, frustrated whimper as the ruined orgasm dribbled out of him with almost no satisfaction at all.

Elizabeth watched it happen with bright, fascinated eyes.

“There it is,” she said softly. “My good slut’s last little squirt for the week. Look how sad it is. Barely even counts as an orgasm, does it?”

Fred lay there shaking, cock still twitching in his hand, the ruined load glistening on his skin. His eyes were glassy with humiliation and desperate, unfulfilled need.

Elizabeth leaned down and kissed him—slow, deep, and surprisingly tender. She tasted herself on his tongue and let the kiss linger until he stopped trembling quite so hard.

When she pulled back, she smiled against his lips.

“Now clean up your mess, Slut.”

She shifted higher on his body until her navel was directly above his mouth. She gathered the cum and moved it so the small puddle of his ruined cum sat there, warm and sticky against her skin.

Fred lifted his head without hesitation and began to lap at it—long, obedient strokes of his tongue, swallowing every drop like it was a privilege.

Elizabeth stroked his hair while he worked, murmuring soft praise.

“Good boy… that’s it… clean your Mistress… such an obedient little husband…”

When he had licked every trace from her stomach, she sat back and looked down at him.

His cock was already starting to soften, spent and humiliated, lying against his thigh in a sticky mess.

Elizabeth reached for the chastity cage again.

Fred made a tiny, pathetically cute sound but didn’t move.

She fitted the ring back into place with efficient hands, guided his softening cock into the steel tube, and clicked the lock shut.

The final little metallic sound seemed very loud in the quiet bedroom.

“There,” she said, patting the cage fondly. “All locked up again. Nice and safe where it belongs.”

Fred stared up at her, chest still heaving, eyes full of helpless adoration and fresh, aching frustration.

Elizabeth leaned down and kissed his forehead, then the tip of his nose, then his lips again.

“You did so well,” she whispered. “I’m proud of you.”

She settled beside him on the bed. One of her bare legs draped possessively over his caged cock. Her fingers traced idle patterns on his chest.


Epilogue: The Promise of What’s to Come (or Not!)

Fred smiled — a real, happy, slightly dazed smile — and started get comfy on the mattress beside her.

Elizabeth stopped him with a hand on his chest.

“No, sweetie,” she said gently. “You’re to have a shower first. A proper one. Then you’re sleeping in the guest room tonight.”

Fred blinked, confused for half a second.

Elizabeth continued, perfectly calm, as though she were simply reading out the evening’s schedule.

“Your snoring has been bothering me lately. I think it’ll be better if we have separate rooms for a while. And before you go to bed, I need you to go downstairs, empty my laundry from the travel bag, and put it all in the washing machine. Sort the colours properly. Don’t just shove everything in together like you usually do.”

She paused, watching his face.

“Tomorrow morning you’ll be up at seven sharp to move everything into the dryer. At exactly eight-thirty you will bring me breakfast in bed — pancakes, with the good maple syrup and fresh strawberries. The kitchen must be spotless when you’re finished. No crumbs on the counter, no sticky spots on the hob. Understood?”

Fred stared at her.

For a moment he looked like he might laugh. Then the grin broke through anyway, wide and helplessly delighted.

“What am I, your maid?” he asked, clearly loving every second of it.

He caught himself a heartbeat later and added quickly, cheeks flushing, “Um… Mistress.”

Elizabeth’s smile turned slow and wicked.

She reached out and gave his bare ass a hard, stinging slap that made him jolt.

“Why yes, hubby,” she said sweetly. “That’s exactly what you are.”

Fred’s cock gave a weak, hopeless twitch inside its steel cage.

Elizabeth watched the reaction with open satisfaction, then stretched out across their massive bed like a queen claiming her territory. She spread her arms and legs wide, starfishing across the crisp sheets with a long, contented sigh. The red corset had been discarded earlier; now she wore nothing but her own skin and a look of deep, luxurious peace.

She looked at her husband — naked, collared, freshly caged, still tasting his own cum on his tongue — and felt a warm, possessive glow settle in her chest.

“Go on,” she said softly. “Shower. Laundry. Guest room. I’ll see you at eight-thirty with my pancakes.”

Fred hesitated only a second longer, then leaned down and kissed her forehead with surprising tenderness.

“Yes, Mistress,” he whispered.

He padded out of the room, still smiling.

Elizabeth listened to the sound of the shower starting down the hall. She heard the faint clatter of the washing machine lid closing downstairs a few minutes later. Then the guest room door clicked shut.

Only when the house was quiet again did she allow herself to fully relax.

She rolled onto her back, arms and legs still spread, and let out a soft, happy laugh that no one else would ever hear.

Her husband was locked in the guest room.

Her laundry was being washed.

Her pancakes would be brought to her in bed at precisely eight-thirty tomorrow morning by a collared, caged man who now understood exactly what he was.

And she had an entire week to do whatever she wanted with him.

Elizabeth closed her eyes, safe and warm and utterly content in the centre of their big bed. Within minutes she was fast asleep, a small, satisfied smile on her lips, already dreaming of everything she was going to do to her sweet, obedient husband before the week was over.

To be continued…

Teaser: How to Ruin Your Best Friend (With Chastity)

Rye

There are many things in this life that are unnecessarily hard.

Asking out the beautiful blonde in your chemistry class whose shirts seem to keep getting magically shorter and shorter as the semester goes on.

Far from easy.

Climbing mount everest without supplementary oxygen or Sherpa support in the dead of winter? Definitely a toughie.

Building a 1 for 1 replica of the great pyramid of giza with sugar in the middle of a sandstorm? Nobody’s idea of a fun sunday romp.

Yep, all of these things, I grant you, are pretty hard.

But being secretly and wretchedly in love with your best friend?

Well there’s nothing harder than that.

Especially when your best friend is Quinn Bishop.

Quinn

I remember the first time I met my bestie. He was so nervous and flustered, sweating as me and the other girls washed his car for the fundraiser. Based on his reaction, you’d swear he’d never seen a girl in a bikini before. When my sorority sister bet me a hundred dollars I couldn’t bring him home, I’d taken the deal without a second of hesitation. I’d never seen anyone blush so hard. He was sweet though, not like other guys. When I slid into the driver’s seat of his car and offered to realign his brakes, he was such a little cutie. Most guys wouldn’t even let me use the handbrake of their car, so I liked him right away.

And yeah, okay, for the first couple of months I was a little mean.

I was twenty years old, had just had my braces removed, and Mother Nature had finally done her work on my breasts. I was obsessed with my newfound power over boys. He was my first victim. I’d delight in watching him try not to stare as I fluttered about in my lowest cut tops, or watch him politely blush and look away whenever I slowly crossed my legs to reveal a glimpse of panties. My plan was to wait until he made his move, do what college students do, and then cut him loose.

But then the strangest thing happened.
He never made his move.

He’d smile at me with that earnest, slightly crooked grin of his, and then he’d ask me how my classes were going, or if I needed a ride back to my dorm, or if I’d eaten anything that day. He never touched me without asking, never flirted back, never let his eyes wander to my chest for longer than half a second before jerking his gaze away with the shame of a medieval monk catching sight of ankle. At first it pissed me off. What was wrong with him? Wasn’t I pretty enough? Wasn’t I tempting enough? Did I need to buy new perfume or lose five pounds or maybe start wearing that red lipstick everyone said made me look like a slut?

Then, gradually, my annoyance began to melt into something else.

Because one evening, when we were sitting on his dorm room floor eating cup noodles and playing Mario Kart, he asked me if I was happy. Not if I was dating anyone, or if I was going to the frat party that weekend, or if I’d finally finished my chem lab write-up. No, he looked me in the eyes, with such intense sincerity that it made my chest ache, and asked,
“Are you happy, Quinn?”

Nobody had ever asked me that before.
Not my parents, who only cared about my GPA and my weight.
Not my friends, who only cared about my availability for brunch and gossip.
Not the guys I dated, who only cared if I’d let them fuck me that night.

But he cared.
He really, really cared.

And from that moment, I think I knew I was fucked. Because while I loved the attention of every other boy, I needed his attention like oxygen. It wasn’t about power anymore. It was about survival. And every time he smiled at me, or told me a stupid pun, or gently pulled me back from my worst impulses, that desperate need only grew. Because he never tried to kiss me. Never tried to undress me with his eyes. Never asked for anything from me at all.

He just… liked me. For me.
And god, that was addicting.

Which is why being secretly in love with him was harder than any Everest or pyramid or chemistry final ever could be. Because no matter what I did, no matter how pretty I made myself, no matter how many times I ‘forgot’ to wear a bra or sat a little too close to him on the couch, he never saw me the way I wanted him to. Never saw me as the girl who wanted to be his everything.

He only saw me as Quinn. His best friend.

And that’s the hardest part of all.


Books By This Author

How to Ruin Your Best Friend With Chastity


Three ravishing, large-breasted women bustled about; each naked except for sleek collars and tight chastity belts. Their tits jiggled as they adjusted reflectors, fiddled with lights, giggling with the easy freedom of girls who weren't about to have their humiliation documented forever.
At the far end, Quinn perched in a tall director’s chair, swinging her legs and flashing glimpses of her slick white panties. She waved when she saw me.
"Oh my god," my best friend squealed, clapping her hands and pointing at the pink prison encasing my cock. "That cage is teeny! How did you even fit him in there?"
"It was easy, Miss," Dina said brightly, dipping into an obedient curtsy. "His old cage was way too generous. Even this tiny one’s probably still a little too big."
The assistants giggled.
I caught Quinn’s eye, silently begging her — but she only grinned wider, absolutely thrilled.
Meanwhile, Fredrika circled me like a shark, camera flashing over and over. She looked amazing and powerful as she worked, commanding the entire room without fear. Each burst of light made me feel smaller, more naked, more exposed.
I instinctively tried to shield my caged cock with my hands.
"That won’t do," Fredrika said coolly, pressing a button on her belt remote.
A sharp, buzzing jolt ripped through the cage and the plug buried inside me.
 I bucked helplessly, gasping into the sterile air, my thighs trembling against the spreader bar.


My Femdom Chastity Relationship : FFM Femdom Romance of Chastity, FLR, and Surrender (My Submissive Girlfriend Is a Chastity Femdom now?)


Bianca hadn’t even called by yet…..I knelt obediently by the apartment door, watching the twilight glow filter through the expansive one-way windows of Alexis’s luxurious penthouse, my heart racing in anticipation of her return. As always, I was naked except for the items they had selected to remind me exactly who I belonged to: a snug leather collar around my neck, a sleek black chastity cage enclosing me tightly, an embarrassingly delicate pink ribbon tied teasingly around its base, tall black boots polished meticulously to a shine and reaching just below my knees, and an intricate leather harness wrapped securely around my chest.
Waiting like this always filled me with a nervous thrill. My imagination ran wild with possibilities, wondering how Alexis might choose to dominate me upon her arrival. Some evenings, she’d burst through the door, visibly stressed from her high-powered career, casting her briefcase aside as she snapped commands that left me trembling and eager. 
She’d position me helplessly over the elegant marble kitchen island, administering swift and calculated discipline until my body quivered beneath her touch, my locked desire begging fruitlessly for release it would never receive. Other nights were different, her dominance slow and torturously methodical, each moment carefully measured to intensify my frustration until I could scarcely endure the exquisite torment. Tonight, I sensed, would be one of those evenings.
A soft chime from the elevator made my heart quicken. The doors parted smoothly, revealing Alexis standing confidently against the amber twilight, her striking red hair cascading over her shoulders, emerald eyes glittering with satisfaction as she took in my obedient posture.
"Good evening, my sweet little plaything," she purred, stepping gracefully past me, gently trailing her fingers through my hair as she moved toward the dining table, where her favorite salad awaited. 
She settled into her chair elegantly, crossing her legs with effortless grace and casting a knowing glance my way. "You may worship me while I eat.”
This was what happened when your adorable girlfriend became a terrifying femdom and locked away your cock.
And the evening had only just begun.







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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