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What To Expect Inside




Hi there! 


This story is the second in the series, and aside from the husband being a little 'voice blind' it really is one of my more realistic tales. Inside you'll find a lot of femdom, fashion, chastity, impact play, CE, and female power, plus some real romance sprinkled throughout. I hope you like it!


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



Chapter 1: A Long Day

Elizabeth Dahlia-White shut the door of her hotel room behind her and let out a deep, almost orgasmic sigh of relief.

For three days she had been shaking hands, nodding politely, making small talk with other accountants, and watching PowerPoint after PowerPoint until her eyes were ready to melt out of her skull and slide down the front of her sensible blouse. She had smiled at people whose names she forgot five seconds after reading their badges. She had pretended to care about tax compliance software. She had laughed at jokes about depreciation schedules. She had stood in line for bad coffee and tiny pastries and listened to a man from Milwaukee explain, in great detail, why his firm had switched payroll providers, and why that was the single most stressful moment of his adult life.

And through all of it, only one thing had kept her going.

Her secret.

Her slut.

Her submissive husband, locked up and aching somewhere in the same city, who still did not know, and had very clearly agreed he did not want to know, that the mysterious woman who had blindfolded him, belted him, sat on his face, made him thank her for punishment, and clicked a chastity cage shut around his manhood was his own meek little wife.

Elizabeth leaned back against the door and closed her eyes.

The thought sent a chill down her spine, low and wicked and delicious.

At home, she was Elizabeth. Lizzie, if he was being sweet. The woman who made lists before grocery shopping, who washed reusable containers before putting them in the recycling, who sent thank-you cards after dinner parties, who wore cardigans to brunch and remembered everyone’s birthdays.

Here, in Chicago, she was Mistress.

Here, she had a beautiful man locked for just her.

She opened her eyes and turned the deadbolt with a decisive little click. Then she slid the chain into place as well. The sound pleased her. It made the room feel sealed off from the world, as though the conference, the city, her marriage, her ordinary life, and every tidy expectation she had ever lived under had all been left on the other side of that door.

Elizabeth kicked off her high heels one after the other, groaning softly as her bare feet sank into the soft, lush carpet.

“God,” she whispered. “Finally.”

Her toes curled into the pile, and the simple pleasure of it made her shiver. It had been like this all week, as if her body had grown extra nerve endings and a new tactile world had exploded around her. Everything felt obscene now. Carpet. Cotton. Silk. Leather. Air conditioning on warm skin. The scrape of a zipper. The drag of her own blouse against her nipples.

She was not sure whether domination had awakened her body or whether her body had been waiting for domination all along.

Either way, she felt alive in a way that was almost indecent.

With a tug of the zipper at her hip, her pencil skirt loosened. She pushed it down with both hands, wiggling it over her thighs until it slipped to the floor in a neat, expensive puddle. She stepped out of it and left it there. Normally she would have hung it up at once. Normally she would have checked for wrinkles, smoothed the fabric, made sure everything was tidy before allowing herself to relax.

Not today.

Today she wanted to be a little careless.

Today she wanted the room to look as though a woman had come back to it hungry.

She walked to the bed in just her blouse and thong, then climbed onto the cool sheets and spread her legs wide with a shameless little sigh. The cotton brushed the backs of her thighs. The air conditioning kissed the damp heat between her legs. She rested there for a moment, propped on her elbows, staring down at her own body as if it belonged to someone bolder, prettier, more dangerous.

Her blouse was still buttoned, though the day had left it slightly creased. Her thong was pale pink, delicate, and already embarrassingly damp. Her legs were smooth from the hurried shave she had given herself that morning before the first panel, when she had stood in the shower with one foot braced on the tub and imagined her husband kneeling between those legs again.

No, she reminded herself, not her husband.

Her slut.

Elizabeth smiled.

For three days, she had carried him around inside her head like a dirty little prayer.

While the keynote speaker explained regulatory trends, she had imagined him shifting in his chair somewhere, feeling the cage bite whenever he got hard.

While a woman from Boston described audit readiness, Elizabeth had pictured his dick trapped, swelling helplessly against metal, denied even the dignity of being properly hard.

While she shook hands at the networking reception and accepted a glass of wine she barely wanted, she had thought of him reading her messages, maybe in his own hotel room, maybe in some sterile little lobby corner, his face heating as she reminded him who owned his cock until she decided otherwise.

The memory made her press her thighs together.

She thought of his voice from that first night. Low, gruff, a little shaken.

Yes, Mistress.

Thank you, Mistress.

Please, Mistress.

The memory of the words slid across her folds like a wet tongue.

Elizabeth sat up and reached for the buttons of her blouse. She opened them one by one, slowly, enjoying the theatrical patience of it even though no one was watching. Not yet, at least. The fabric parted to reveal the sensible nude bra she had worn beneath her conference outfit. A sensible bra for a sensible woman.

She unhooked the bra with one practiced twist, dragged it out from under the blouse, and tossed it aside onto the cool sheets.

Her breasts felt heavy and free at once. Her nipples tightened immediately in the cold hotel air, and she cupped them for a moment, not quite touching herself the way she wanted to, just feeling the weight of them in her palms, the sensitive peaks brushing against her thumbs.

Her husband had always liked her breasts.

Of course he had.

He had liked them in that straightforward, almost lazy way men liked nice things that were already theirs. He would squeeze them in bed, kiss them sometimes, murmur that she was beautiful when he remembered to, but he had never looked at her as if the sight of her could ruin him. He had never trembled for her. Never begged for permission. Never put his mouth on her feet and thanked her for the privilege.

Not until this week.

That should have hurt.

Maybe it would hurt later.

At that moment, lying half-undressed on a hotel bed with her nipples hard and her thong wet, Elizabeth could not bring herself to feel wounded. She felt powerful. She felt amused. She felt as though she had found a secret door inside her marriage and discovered an entire forbidden room on the other side.

She reached for her phone from the bedside table.

The screen lit up, and there he was, not under his name, of course. Their agreement had been strict. No names. No identities.

She opened the message thread in the app.

She bit her lip now, thumb hovering over the keyboard.

Then she typed:

You have 1 hour to return to my room. Any longer and you’re in BIG trouble.

She read the message twice, added the capital letters, smiled at herself, and pressed send.

The dots appeared almost immediately.

Elizabeth squealed before she could stop herself, kicking her feet against the bed like a college girl with a crush. The sound was so unlike her ordinary self that she clapped a hand over her mouth and laughed into her palm.

The reply appeared.

I’ll try my best Mistress.

Elizabeth’s smile widened.

She sat upright, suddenly full of restless energy.

Only then did the delightful problem occur to her.

“Oh shit,” she whispered.

That meant she only had an hour to prepare as well.

And Elizabeth had a lot planned.


Chapter 2: Wow

“Well, sweetheart,” Elizabeth Dahlia-White said to her reflection. “You’re a goddamned smokeshow.”

And she really was.

For a moment, she simply stood there and looked at herself, not with the hurried embarrassment she usually felt when she caught her own reflection while getting dressed, not with the automatic list of small criticisms that had lived in her head since she was a teenager, but with open, greedy appreciation.

Her hair was pulled into a severe bun so tight it sharpened her whole face, drawing attention to her cheekbones and making her look colder, stricter, more dangerous. The smoky eyeliner made her eyes look dark and assessing, like she was already judging whoever dared step into her room, while her lips were painted in a deep, almost black shade that transformed her mouth from soft and polite into something severe and wicked.

Obviously, he would not see her face.

But this was not about him seeing her.

This was about her.

That realization had been the real shock of the week, not the app, not the hotel room, not even the fact that the submissive stranger she had punished, mounted, and locked in chastity was her own husband. The real shock was that Elizabeth had spent years thinking sex was something that happened to her marriage, something she had to improve or endure or politely request more of, when in fact there had been a door inside her all along, and on the other side of it was this woman.

This woman in black.

This woman who could look at herself without flinching.

This woman who could make a strong man kneel.

To emphasize that fact, she had splurged on the lingerie.

If the pink harness from the first night had been playful and wicked, this was something harsher, sleeker and more in your face. The set was black leather, hard and glossy beneath the warm hotel lights, catching little strips of gold and shadow whenever she shifted her weight. The bra had small structured cups that lifted her breasts while exposing so much cleavage that even Elizabeth, who had bought the thing and put it on with her own hands, felt a tiny thrill of scandal looking at herself in it.

Thin straps ran up over her shoulders, fitted snugly with adjustable metal hardware. A narrow strap cut across the lower curve of her bust, giving the whole outfit a strict, bondage-inspired shape that made her breasts look lifted, framed, and offered up as something powerful rather than passive.

Around her neck was a black choker with a silver ring at the front.

Elizabeth touched the ring with one gloved fingertip and felt another shiver pass through her.

It made the look feel finished. Not costume-like. Not silly. Dominant. Polished. Deliberate. As though she had stepped into the room already knowing exactly what she wanted and exactly how much he would suffer before she gave it to him.

The matching thong sat low on her hips, held by slim black straps with little buckles at the sides. It left her thighs bare, her hips rounded and smooth, her stomach exposed. She wore sheer black opera gloves that reached high up her arms, adding a sleek, expensive, fetish-fashion edge that made every movement of her hands look ominous.

Those hands had signed reimbursement forms that morning, but now those same hands were going to make her husband tremble.

Elizabeth turned sideways and studied the line of her body. She was toned from years of running, smooth from the careful shower she had taken, and curvy in ways she had spent far too long apologizing for. Her breasts were firm and high in the structured cups, her waist looked narrow, her abs showed faintly beneath glossy skin, and her hips curved out with a softness that made the harsh black straps look even better against her body.

She set one hand at her hip, angled her shoulders forward, and watched the outfit tighten across her figure.

Powerful.

That was the word.

Not pretty, though she was pretty.

Not sexy, though God, she was that too.

Powerful.

In short, she looked fucking fantastic.

Elizabeth smiled at herself.

Tonight, she could make him feel every one of the three days he had spent locked for her.

A knock hit the door.

Elizabeth froze.

The sound was not loud, but it seemed to strike directly between her thighs.

For one suspended second, she did not move at all. She stood in front of the mirror with her gloved hand still resting on her hip, dark lips parted, heart suddenly hammering.

He was here.

Her slut was here.


Chapter 3: The Sub Arrives

Elizabeth Dahlia-White stood in front of her blindfolded, caged husband and felt the heat between her legs bloom into something molten.

He looked obscene like this. Stripped completely naked, black blindfold snug over his eyes, wrists hanging loose at his sides in perfect, trembling obedience. The silver chastity cage glinted under the warm hotel lights, his thick cock straining helplessly against the bars, the head flushed dark and leaking steadily. Three days of denial had left his balls heavy, swollen, and a deep, angry shade of blue. Every tiny shift of his weight made the cage twitch and another fat bead of pre-cum gather at the tip before sliding down the metal.

She was already soaked.

The black leather of her new lingerie creaked softly as she stepped closer. The structured bra pushed her breasts high and proud; the thin straps dug into her hips; the choker ring at her throat felt like a promise. She was still wearing the sheer black opera gloves, and the cool silk of them against her own skin only made her more aware of how badly she wanted to touch him.

“Tell me about how hard the past three days have been,” she whispered, voice low and velvet-rough. “That cage looks really tight.”

He let out a broken groan, the sound vibrating straight through her clit.

“It was so tight, Mistress,” he said, voice hoarse. “I wanted you so bad. Every time I moved, every time I got even a little hard… it hurt. I kept thinking about your voice. About your hands. About what you did to me last time. I couldn’t stop leaking. I ruined three pairs of underwear just trying to go to work.”

A thick drop of pre-cum welled at the slit of his trapped cock and slowly rolled down the cage bars.

Elizabeth smiled, slow and cruel.

Without ceremony, she reached down and cupped his swollen balls in her gloved hand. They were hot, heavy, and visibly sore. She gave them a firm, deliberate squeeze.

He gasped, hips jerking forward involuntarily.

“Good,” she purred. “You’ve built up so much cum for me. Look at these poor, aching things. All that pressure just for Mistress.”

She rolled them gently in her palm, watching his jaw clench and his cock throb uselessly in its prison.

“I’ve been curious about something,” she said, almost conversational. “Tell me, Slut… how much do you normally jerk off?”

He went very still.

She tightened her grip on his balls just enough to make him whimper.

“Answer me.”

“Once a day, usually, Mistress,” he admitted, shame thick in his voice. “Sometimes twice if I’ve had a stressful day. I… I have a very high sex drive.”

Elizabeth’s eyebrows shot up. A genuine, delighted laugh burst out of her.

“Seriously?” she gasped, eyes wide =. “Once a day? Every single day?”

He nodded, blushing furiously beneath the blindfold. “Seriously.”

She giggled again, the sound bright and wicked. “You’re a naughty little pervert, is more like it. No wonder you’ve been leaking like a faucet. Three whole days without touching yourself? Poor thing. You must be really desperate to cum.”

“So desperate, Mistress,” he breathed, voice cracking. “Please. Please, I’ll do anything—”

As he shifted his weight, another fat bead of pre-cum slid down the cage, rolled over the bottom ring, and landed with a warm, wet splat directly onto Elizabeth’s wrist.

She froze.

The drop sat there, glistening against the black silk of her glove, obscene and undeniable.

Slowly, she lifted her wrist and showed it to him—even though he couldn’t see.

“Oh my,” she said softly, dangerously. “You’re a very naughty boy. You’ve gotten your mess on me.”

He swallowed hard. “I—I’m sorry, Mistress—”

“You can guess what that means,” she continued, voice dropping into something silky and terrifying. “You’ll have to be punished. Lay on the bed. On your back. Legs spread.”

He obeyed instantly, fumbling until he found the mattress and crawled onto it. The sight of him spread out like that—blindfolded, caged, cock leaking, balls swollen and vulnerable—made Elizabeth’s thong cling wetly to her pussy. She could feel her own slickness soaking the thin fabric, a steady trickle already threatening to run down her inner thigh.

She climbed onto the bed between his spread legs and looked down at him like a queen surveying her feast.

“Slap your balls,” she ordered.

He went rigid. “Excuse me, Mistress?”

“You heard me.” She leaned forward, one gloved hand braced on his thigh. “Either use your safeword… or you’ll slap those swollen, aching balls and say, ‘I will never drip on Mistress without permission ever again.’ Your choice, Slut.”

The silence stretched, thick and electric.

Then, slowly, his hand moved.

The first slap was hesitant, almost gentle. His body jerked anyway, a sharp hiss escaping through clenched teeth.

Elizabeth’s pussy clenched so hard she nearly moaned out loud.

“Louder,” she said, voice shaking with arousal. “And say the words.”

He slapped again—harder this time. The wet sound of skin on skin made her thighs tremble.

“I will never drip on Mistress without permission ever again,” he gasped.

“Again.”

Another slap. His cock twitched violently in the cage, another string of pre-cum oozing out.

“I will never drip on Mistress without permission ever again.”

Elizabeth was dripping now. She could feel it—hot, silky, soaking through her thong and onto the leather straps at the tops of her thighs. The power was making her dizzy. This strong, handsome man—this man who had once fucked her in missionary twice a month without much enthusiasm—was now blindfolded, caged, and slapping his own balls because she told him to.

She couldn’t help herself.

She reached down and gave his balls three sharp, stinging slaps of her own.

He cried out, back arching off the bed.

“Shhh,” she crooned, rubbing the sore flesh with her gloved fingers. “You’re doing so well. Such a good little slut for me.”

Then inspiration struck.

A wicked, filthy little spark.

She leaned down, wrapped her lips around the cold metal of the chastity cage, and sucked.

The reaction was instant.

He moaned so loudly she thought the neighbors might hear. His hips bucked helplessly, cock straining against the bars, but there was nothing for him to feel except the warm, wet heat of her mouth and the frustrating press of metal. She swirled her tongue around the head as best she could through the gaps, tasting the salty-sweet pre-cum that kept leaking out of him. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, giving him the cruelest parody of a blowjob imaginable.

He was shaking. Whimpering. Begging wordlessly.

Elizabeth pulled off with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to the cage.

Then she dipped her head lower and bit—gently, but firmly—into the swollen, sensitive flesh of his left ball.

He howled.

She licked the spot soothingly afterward, then bit the other one, just enough to make him sob.

When she finally sat back up, her lips were shiny, her chin damp, and her thong was completely ruined.

She wiped her mouth with the back of one gloved hand and smiled down at her trembling, desperate husband.

“Now that you’ve had your ‘blowjob’,” she purred, voice dripping with satisfaction, “it’s time for me to have fun.”


Chapter 4: Girl Power

“Now that you’ve had your ‘blowjob’,” Elizabeth purred, voice dripping with satisfaction, “it’s time for me to have fun.”

She swung her leg off him and stood beside the bed, looking down at her blindfolded, caged, trembling husband. The sight of him—flushed, leaking, balls still pink from her slaps—sent a fresh rush of heat straight to her core.

“Time to put that body to work, Slut.”

He swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

She climbed onto the bed and stretched out on her stomach, the black leather of her lingerie creaking softly as she settled. The cool sheets kissed her bare skin where the straps didn’t cover. She reached back and unhooked the bra, tossing it aside, then spread her arms above her head in luxurious surrender.

“Start with my back. Long, slow strokes. Use your hands. I want to feel how strong you are.”

He obeyed without hesitation. His big, warm palms settled on her shoulders and began to knead. The pressure was perfect—firm enough to work out the knots from three days of sitting through endless panels, yet reverent, almost worshipful. Elizabeth let out a low, throaty moan as he worked down her spine, thumbs digging into the muscles on either side.

“Mmm… good boy. Harder right there. Yes. Just like that.”

For the next twenty minutes he massaged her back with single-minded focus, following every murmured instruction. She could feel the tension melting out of her body, replaced by something hotter, heavier. Every time his fingers brushed the sides of her breasts or dipped too low toward the curve of her ass, she felt her pussy clench.

When he reached her lower back and his thumbs grazed the top of her thong, she clicked her tongue.

“Too close, Slut. You know better.”

She didn’t even have to say the words. He immediately pulled his hands away, rolled onto his side, and delivered three sharp slaps to his own swollen balls.

“I will never touch Mistress without permission,” he gasped.

Elizabeth smiled against the pillow, fresh wetness soaking the front of her thong. “Again. Louder.”

He slapped again. “I will never touch Mistress without permission.”

“Good. Now keep going. My legs.”

He moved down and began working her calves, then her thighs, strong fingers digging into the tight muscles from hours of standing in heels. Every few minutes she would sigh or shift, deliberately letting her thighs part just enough to give him a glimpse of the soaked black fabric between them. Each time he drifted too close—his fingertips brushing the sensitive skin where thigh met ass—she would simply say, “Slap,” and he would obey without argument, the wet sound of his palm meeting his balls filling the room while she grew wetter and wetter.

By the time he reached her feet, nearly an hour had passed. Elizabeth was floating in a haze of relaxation and simmering arousal. She rolled onto her back, propped herself on her elbows, and watched him through half-lidded eyes as he knelt at the foot of the bed and took her right foot in both hands.

He kissed the arch first, then began to massage, thumbs pressing deep into the sole while his fingers worked each toe. The sensation was so good she actually groaned.

“Fuck, you’re good at that,” she murmured. “Suck on them.”

He took her big toe into his mouth without hesitation, sucking gently while his tongue swirled. Elizabeth’s free hand drifted between her legs, rubbing slow circles over her clit through the drenched thong. The contrast was intoxicating—her powerful, masculine husband reduced to worshipping her feet while she lazily played with herself.

When he switched to the other foot, she finally spoke again.

“Enough teasing. I want your tongue in my ass.”

He froze for half a second, then nodded quickly. “Yes, Mistress.”

Elizabeth rolled onto her stomach again, reached back, and peeled the thong down just far enough to expose her ass. She spread her cheeks with both hands.

“Get in there. Lick. Deep. And don’t you dare stop until I tell you.”

He dove in like a man starved.

The first hot, wet stroke of his tongue across her tight hole made her gasp. The second made her moan. By the third she was pushing back against his face, grinding shamelessly as he licked and sucked and fucked her ass with his tongue. She reached between her legs and rubbed her clit in fast, desperate circles, the wet sounds of his mouth and her fingers filling the room.

“That’s it—fuck, just like that—eat my ass like the good little slut you are—”

Her orgasm built fast and brutal. Her thighs started shaking. Her breath came in ragged gasps. She rubbed harder, faster, until the pressure snapped.

Elizabeth came with a sharp cry, her pussy clenching violently as clear fluid gushed out of her in pulsing spurts, soaking the sheets beneath her and splattering his chin and chest. She kept rubbing through it, riding every wave, sobbing with pleasure while he kept licking her spasming hole like it was the only thing that mattered in the world.

When the aftershocks finally faded, she collapsed forward, breathing hard, a blissful smile on her face.

She rolled over slowly and looked down at him—face shiny with her juices, cock still locked and leaking, balls angry and swollen.

“Do you want me to unlock you?” she asked softly.

His whole body jerked. “Yes, Mistress. Please. Please unlock me. I need it so bad. I’ll do anything—”

She arched an eyebrow. “Do better.”

He swallowed, voice cracking with desperation. “Please, Mistress. I live for you. I only exist to serve you. These three days have been hell because I couldn’t touch myself, couldn’t cum, couldn’t do anything except think about you and how perfect you are. I’m yours. My cock is yours. My orgasms are yours. Please let me cum for you. I’ll beg every day if you want. I’ll stay locked forever if that’s what you decide. Just… please. I need you so much it hurts.”

Elizabeth stared at him, heart pounding, pussy throbbing all over again at the raw, broken honesty in his voice.

She was soaked. Dripping. The power was making her head spin.

Without another word, she reached for the tiny key dangling from the strap of her heel. The lock clicked open with a soft metallic sound that seemed to echo through the entire room.

The cage came off.

His cock sprang free, rock-hard and angry-red, slapping against his stomach with a wet sound. A thick string of pre-cum stretched from the tip to the metal bars.

Elizabeth wrapped her gloved hand around the base and gave it one slow, deliberate stroke.

“I’ve decided how you’re going to cum,” she said, voice low and full of wicked promise.

She leaned down until her lips brushed his ear.

“And you’re going to thank me for every single drop.”


Chapter 5: The Fabled Reward

Elizabeth Dahlia-White looked down at her husband’s freed cock — thick, flushed, and twitching with three days of denied need — and felt a surge of pure, wicked delight.

“Hurry up and arrange yourself properly on the bed,” she ordered. “On your back. Now.”

He scrambled to obey, chest heaving. She climbed over him, straddling his hips for a moment, then reached down and peeled her completely soaked black thong the rest of the way off. The fabric was drenched, strings of her arousal stretching between her thighs and the material as she lifted it.

“Open that pretty mouth for me, Slut,” she said.

He parted his lips obediently.

Elizabeth stuffed the wet thong into his mouth, pushing the soaked crotch right against his tongue so he had no choice but to taste her. His eyes fluttered behind the blindfold and a muffled groan vibrated through the fabric.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Now you’re going to stay quiet while Mistress uses you.”

She swung one leg over and settled into position. She had read about the Amazon position online during one of the endless conference breaks — legs spread wide, him leaning over her, but her in complete control of every thrust. It had sounded powerful. It had sounded filthy. And now she was about to try it.

She hooked her legs around his waist, crossed her ankles behind his back, and grabbed his hips with both gloved hands.

“Slide in,” she commanded. “Slow. I want to feel every inch.”

He pushed forward. The thick head of his cock nudged against her dripping entrance, then sank inside in one long, smooth glide. Elizabeth’s head fell back with a broken moan. He was so hard, so hot, so much thicker than she remembered after days of denial. Her walls fluttered around him, greedy and wet.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “You feel huge.”

She tightened her legs and pulled him deeper, controlling the depth and angle with her thighs and hands. The position gave her total power. She could push him back when she wanted, yank him forward when she needed more. She could roll her hips and grind the head of his cock exactly where she wanted it.

And she did.

She started slow, savoring the stretch, the way his cock dragged against her sensitive walls. Then she picked up the pace, fucking herself on him with sharp, demanding thrusts. Every time she pulled him in, she squeezed her inner muscles, milking him.

“You like that, Slut?” she panted, voice husky. “You like being used like this? Being my fucktoy?”

He could only moan around the thong in his mouth, toes curled and fists clenched.

Elizabeth grinned, wild and exhilarated. This was new. This was hers. She had never taken control like this at home, never pinned him down and used his cock for her own pleasure while he lay helpless beneath her. The power was intoxicating.

She fucked him harder, the wet slap of skin on skin filling the room. Her breasts bounced with every thrust, nipples tight and aching. Sweat glistened on her skin. She could feel another orgasm building fast, coiling low in her belly.

“You’re going to fill me up,” she growled, nails digging into his hips. “You’re going to cum deep inside this pussy and give me every drop you’ve been saving. Do you understand?”

He nodded frantically, muffled whimpers escaping around the gag.

She tightened her legs even more, locking him in place, and began to ride him in earnest — short, powerful strokes that rubbed her clit against the base of his cock with every movement.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “You don’t cum until I say. Not one second before.”

She fucked him faster, chasing her pleasure, using his body like it belonged to her — because it did.

When the edge rushed up, she didn’t fight it.

“Ten,” she panted, counting down as she slammed her hips against him. “Nine… eight… seven…”

His whole body was shaking beneath her, cock swelling even thicker inside her.

“Six… five… four…”

She was right there, clit throbbing, walls fluttering.

“Three… two… one— Cum for me, Slut! Fill me up!”

They exploded together.

Elizabeth cried out as her orgasm crashed over her, pussy clamping down hard around his cock. At the exact same moment he erupted inside her, thick, hot ropes of cum pulsing deep into her womb in powerful, desperate spurts. She could feel every single one — the heat, the volume, the way his cock jerked and twitched as he emptied three days of denial straight into her.

She kept grinding through it, milking every last drop, her thighs shaking violently around his waist.

When the waves finally ebbed, she was breathless, glowing, and still hungry.

She pulled the dripping thong from his mouth and tossed it aside, then swung her leg over and crawled up his body until she was straddling his face.

“Now you can lick me clean,” she ordered, voice hoarse. “Lick every drop of your cum out of my pussy. I’ve always wanted to try this.”

She sank down onto his mouth.

The second his tongue dragged through her soaked, cum-filled folds, Elizabeth moaned like a woman possessed. He licked hungrily, desperately, sucking and swallowing his own release while his nose bumped her swollen clit. The filthy, intimate act — him eating his own creampie straight from her freshly fucked pussy — sent a bolt of pure lust straight through her.

She grabbed the headboard and rode his face, grinding her clit against his tongue as he lapped and sucked and swallowed everything he had given her.

“Oh fuck— yes— just like that— eat it all—”

Her second orgasm hit even harder than the first. Her whole body convulsed, thighs clamping around his head like a vice as she squirted again, flooding his mouth with a mixture of her juices and his cum. She shook violently, back arching, a raw, wild cry tearing from her throat while he kept licking her through every spasm, cleaning her thoroughly like the perfect, obedient slut he was.

When the last tremors faded, Elizabeth collapsed forward onto her elbows, panting, trembling, utterly spent and radiant.

She looked down at the blindfolded man beneath her — face shiny with her cum, lips swollen, breathing hard — and smiled with deep, satisfied ownership.

Her husband.

Her slut.

Her secret.

And this was only their second night.

She had an entire week left in Chicago.

Elizabeth let out a soft, wicked laugh and stroked his damp hair.

“Such a good boy,” she whispered. “We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 6: Promises of More To Come

“Did you enjoy that?” Elizabeth asked afterwards.

Her voice came out softer than she intended, a little hoarse, a little breathless, and so deeply pleased with herself that she could hear the smugness in every syllable.

She was sprawled on the bed beside him, one leg bent lazily, her black lingerie half undone and clinging to her damp skin in all the wrong and wonderful places. The room smelled of sweat, leather, clean hotel sheets, and sex. The air conditioner hummed softly above them, blowing cold air across her overheated body, making her nipples tighten again where the glossy black harness still framed her breasts.

Her husband lay beside her, still blindfolded, completely wrecked.

No, she corrected herself with a slow smile.

Not her husband.

Not in here.

Her slut.

He looked beautiful in the aftermath. His chest rose and fell in uneven breaths, his face was flushed beneath the blindfold, his lips were swollen from everything she had made him do, and his body had that loose, ruined heaviness of a man who had been denied, teased, used, rewarded, and thoroughly outmatched. His cock lay soft now, spent at last after three days of desperate captivity, though the little red marks from the cage still circled him like evidence.

Elizabeth let her gaze linger there, possessive and shameless.

She had done that.

She had locked him up. She had made him ache. She had made him beg. She had taken every drop he had saved and then made him thank her for the privilege.

A warm, wicked satisfaction spread through her belly.

“Immensely,” he said at last, smiling with exhausted wonder. “It was like every fantasy I’d ever had just came true.”

Elizabeth’s smile deepened.

Then he added, dazed and unguarded, “My wife would never let me…”

He stopped.

The silence that followed was delicious.

Elizabeth turned her head slowly and stared at him, biting the inside of her cheek to keep from laughing. He looked so guilty, so suddenly tense, as though he had accidentally confessed to robbing a bank instead of admitting that his wife, his actual wife, the woman lying half naked beside him in a black harness with a small drop of his cum drying against her thigh, might not approve of him sneaking away to be dominated by a mysterious stranger.

“You have a wife?” Elizabeth said, mock aghast.

He swallowed.

Elizabeth pushed herself up on one elbow, enjoying the way the movement made the straps of her lingerie pull tight across her body.

“Well,” she continued, her voice dripping with theatrical scandal, “that is very naughty of you, Slut. Sneaking off to hotel rooms. Letting strange women lock up your cock. Begging to be used. What would your poor wife think?”

He gave a weak, embarrassed laugh. “She’d kill me.”

Elizabeth arched an eyebrow.

“Oh?”

“She’s scary when she’s angry,” he said idiotically, as if offering useful information. “Trust me. You don’t want to mess with her.”

For one second, Elizabeth had to turn her face away.

The laugh rose in her chest so hard it almost escaped as a snort.

Scary when she was angry?

Her?

Elizabeth Dahlia-White, who apologized when someone else bumped into her at the supermarket? Elizabeth, who rewrote mildly firm emails three times so they would not seem rude? Elizabeth, who still felt guilty about switching hairdressers six months ago and had once cried because she forgot to bring cupcakes to a neighborhood fundraiser?

She had always thought of herself as meek.

Sweet.

Organized.

Pleasant.

The kind of woman men called lovely when they meant harmless.

And here was her own husband, lying blindfolded and naked in front of her, warning his secret mistress that his wife was dangerous.

It was the best compliment he had ever given her.

Elizabeth let her smile spread slowly across her face.

“Is that so?” she murmured.

He nodded, still blindfolded, still earnest, still completely oblivious. “She’s wonderful. I mean, she’s not… She’s not like this. Obviously. But she’s not someone you want angry at you.”

Something inside Elizabeth softened for half a second.

Wonderful.

The word touched her more deeply than she expected. Even here, even like this, even after everything they had done, he said it without hesitation. He did not mock his wife. He did not call her boring. He did not dismiss her.

He thought she was wonderful.

He just had no idea she was also the woman who had just ridden him like a conquest and made him lick up the evidence.

The softness passed through her, then settled into something hotter.

Because if he thought she was wonderful now, when she was polite, careful, and half hidden from herself, what would he think when he learned what she could become?

Elizabeth reached out and trailed one gloved fingertip down the center of his chest.

“Tell me something,” she said.

His breathing changed at once.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“If your wife was in charge,” Elizabeth asked, watching his face closely, “would that make you happy?”

He went still.

Not tense this time.

Reverent.

As though she had reached straight into some secret, trembling place inside him and touched the part he had kept hidden for years.

“Very much so,” he said quietly.

Elizabeth’s heart thudded.

There it was.

No joke. No hesitation. No performance.

Truth.

“Very much so,” she repeated, making her voice light even though the words had done something strange and powerful to her chest.

He licked his lips. “But she’d never…”

He stopped again, as if saying it aloud made the longing too real.

Elizabeth tilted her head.

“She’d never what?”

He exhaled shakily. “She’d never want that. She’s sweet. She’s gentle. She’s… I don’t know. She’s my wife. I love her. I wouldn’t want to scare her.”

Elizabeth stared at him.

For a moment, the room seemed to go very quiet around them.

There it was again. That odd little ache beneath the arousal. He had not asked because he had been protecting her. Or protecting the version of her he believed in. The careful wife. The gentle wife. The woman who wore cardigans and sensible bras and made sure the recycling went out on the correct day.

He had never imagined that woman might be starving too.

Elizabeth looked down at herself, at the black straps cutting across her skin, at the dark lipstick smudged faintly at the corner of her mouth, at the sleek gloves that made her hands look like instruments of punishment.

Then she looked back at him.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said softly.

He turned his blindfolded face toward her voice.

Elizabeth smiled.

“Leave it to me,” she said. “I’ll speak with her, and we’ll come to an arrangement.”

His mouth parted.

“Are you sure?”

Jesus, Elizabeth thought.

He must be as desperate for a change as I am.

The realization made her feel dizzy.

For three days, she had been telling herself this was her fantasy. Her awakening. Her wicked little secret. Her chance to recover the part of herself that had gone numb beneath polite married routines and efficient household systems.

But it was his too.

He had been waiting. Wanting. Hiding. Needing something he did not think he was allowed to ask from the woman he loved.

The absurdity of it almost made her laugh again.

They had been sleeping in the same bed for five years, both silently aching for the exact same door to open, and instead of speaking to each other, they had needed an app, a blindfold, a hotel room, and a ridiculous amount of expensive lingerie.

Men really were dense as fuck when they wanted to cum.

Or maybe, Elizabeth admitted, wives could be dense too when they were afraid of wanting more.

She leaned closer, letting her lips hover near his ear. He shivered before she even touched him.

“Trust me, sweetheart,” she whispered. “I can be very persuasive.”

His throat worked.

“I believe you, Mistress.”

“Good boy.”

The praise made him exhale like she had stroked him.

Elizabeth loved that. She loved it so much it frightened her a little. The way two words could settle him. Undo him. Reward him. The way his whole body seemed to reorganize itself around her approval.

At home, she had sometimes wondered if he heard her at all.

Here, every word she said became law.

She sat up slowly, stretching her arms above her head and letting him hear the soft creak of the harness, the rustle of the sheets, the satisfied little sigh that slipped from her lips. Her body was exhausted, loose, and tingling everywhere, but her mind was racing ahead in bright, wicked flashes.

Monday morning.

Their kitchen.

His face when something was different.

Her voice, no longer disguised, telling him to make coffee and wait for instruction.

No.

She stopped herself before the images could become too specific.

Not yet.

This chapter was not finished, not in the room and not between them. She needed to let the anticipation sit inside him. Let it grow. Let him go home with his spent body and his confused little hope and his secret mistress’s promise coiled around his throat.

Elizabeth slipped off the bed and padded barefoot across the room. Her legs trembled slightly, which pleased her. She liked the evidence of what they had done. She liked feeling used and powerful at the same time, as though her body had not been taken from her, but returned to her with interest.

“I’m going to take a bath,” she said.

He pushed himself up slightly, still blindfolded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Once you hear the water running, you may remove the blindfold, get dressed, and leave.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

She paused at the bathroom door and glanced back at him.

He looked almost shy now, lying naked on the rumpled bed, still not quite recovered from the force of what had happened between them. It struck her again how handsome he was. How much she loved him. How badly she wanted to ruin him in all the best ways.

“Oh, and Slut?”

He straightened at once.

“Yes, Mistress?”

Elizabeth let her smile turn slow and wicked.

“Don’t be surprised if things are a little bit different when you get home.”

He went very still.

Then, quietly, almost breathlessly, he said, “Thank you, Mistress.”

The words landed directly between her thighs.

“You’re welcome,” Elizabeth chirped, suddenly cheerful, suddenly almost giddy with exhaustion and satisfaction. “Now scram, please. I have an audiobook with my name on it.”

He laughed then, softly and helplessly, and the sound warmed her more than she expected.

Elizabeth closed the bathroom door before she could get sentimental.

She turned on the faucet, watched steam begin to curl up from the tub, and leaned both hands on the marble counter. Her reflection stared back at her from the mirror. Makeup smudged. Hair loosening from its severe bun. Black lipstick slightly ruined. Skin glowing. Eyes bright.

She looked filthy.

She looked happy.

She looked like herself.

Maybe for the first time in years.

Behind the bathroom door, she heard the faint rustle of movement. The bed shifting. Fabric being gathered from the floor. A quiet, careful footstep. The little sounds of her husband dressing himself after serving a woman he did not know was his wife.

Elizabeth lowered herself into the bath as the water rose around her, hot and silky and fragrant with the overpriced lavender foam she had charged to the room. Her whole body sighed as the heat embraced her. She sank deeper, letting the bubbles climb over her breasts, letting her head fall back against the rim of the tub.

Soon after, the hotel room door opened and closed.

He was gone.

Elizabeth Dahlia-White, accountant, wife, hostess, charity runner, recycling enthusiast, and apparently the most effective secret mistress in Chicago, smiled to herself as the bubbles shifted around her body.

She had wondered for years how to fix her marriage.

Now, at last, she had a plan.

And as she eased lower into the hot water, utterly spent and deliciously awake, Elizabeth wondered just how many ways she could make her husband her bitch once they got home.


To be continued…

Sample: How To Ruin Your Best Friend with Chastity by Lexie Locke

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.

Rye

Up until she told me the big news, I had been having a pretty great day.

After four years of toil and fussing over figures, I’d finally gotten my bachelor’s in business. Hats had been thrown. Drinks had been drank. Toasts had been made. I’d even made Valedictorian for my entire graduating class. That alone felt like stepping onto Olympus. I had a choice internship lined up at a major bank in New York, and while I didn’t have a penny to my name, I knew the world of finance was about to be my metaphorical oyster. It was the summer of 2008, after all. What could go wrong?

Meanwhile, my best friend Quinn Bishop – undeniably beautiful and fiercely passionate – was at a bit of a loss. After a tough final semester and a disastrous dissertation mark, she had barely eked out a degree. If she wanted any hope of getting a decent job, she’d need to do a master’s. She just needed to find a place that would accept her.

It would be wrong to say Quinn wasn’t intelligent. On the contrary, she was sharp, witty, and had a natural understanding of just about anything that was put in front of her. She could do mathematics in her head, take apart an engine after reading the manual for twenty minutes, and I had seen her paint a photorealistic landscape from a blurry photo of the Grand Canyon in under a week. Safe to say she was talented, bursting with ability, and confident in her talents.

But for all that, Quinn was… well, a bit of a ditz.

Memorizing facts and dates was her idea of torture, and while she was on the college debate team and brought them to victory three years in a row, her essays always looked like abandoned drafts – a few basic bullet points and little else. Here’s a good example. One year for my birthday, Quinn said she was going to take me for a picnic, told me not to worry about a thing, said she would handle everything.

She rang my doorbell that Sunday wearing a tiny summer dress that flared out 1950s-housewife style, exposing the tops of her supple thighs and swooping low to reveal a lacy gingham bra. Both the dress and bra perfectly matched the lining of the picnic basket she was holding. She even wore a little wicker headband and matching earrings she must have crafted herself. In her other hand were two matcha lattes in gingham-painted cups she’d spent hours decorating.

On the entire way to the overlook, as she walked ahead chatting about how hard it was to be single, I was half-listening, half-staring at her thighs, fighting the primal urge to stare openly, thinking how lucky I was that this vision of beauty and chaos was my best friend.

Then we got to the overlook. A bucolic clearing beneath a cherry blossom tree bouncing softly in the breeze, the ragged and awe-inspiring Washington coastline stretching endless on either side. The aroma of sea spray and pine resin hung thick in the pure undiluted air, sweeter than champagne. With a flourish, Quinn grabbed the blanket from atop the basket and unfurled it, revealing it had been printed with the phrase ‘Happy Birthday Bestie’ in looping pink cursive.

She beamed at me with her perfect teeth and perfect lips, opened the basket… and her face fell.

She had forgotten to pack any food.

She sat there staring into the empty basket with those wide blue eyes, mortified, while I tried not to burst out laughing. In the end, we drove to a drive-thru and ate greasy burgers in the car, parked on a cliffside as the sun set over the bay. She apologised again and again, but to me, it was still one of the best birthdays I’d ever had.

So, you can understand where the trouble set in. For the past three weeks, I had been helping her desperately search for master’s programs while packing up my crap from the dorms and loading it into my old childhood bedroom at my parents’ place before my big move to New York. It hadn’t been going well. Nowhere was interested in her grades. It got so bad that I finally declared we both needed a day off – to head to the beach, crack open a few cold cans, take a dip and swim out as far as we dared, just to forget all our worries and woes for a while.

We both loved the beach. The only downside was the monumental effort it would take not to stare at Quinn in her bikini.
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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.
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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.
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I moaned through the panties stuffed in my mouth, aching for relief.
 Blindfolded, wrists bound to my ankles with my ass in the air, I wasn’t sure how things had changed so fast. Less than twelve hours ago, I had been so sure she was the most innocent girl on the planet. Now, after being teased, used, and humiliated beyond reason, there was only one thing I was sure of anymore:
 I would do anything she commanded.
 Anything, if it meant earning permission to cum.
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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,
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