
        
            
                
            
        

    


Claimed by the Alpha Handler




A BDSM Kitten Play Romance of Leashes, Lust, and Total Surrender Under the Watch of a Dom Who Trains His Pets to Purr, Crawl, and Obey in Public and Private




She came to TailHaven to strut in ears and tail plugs. She never expected to be claimed.











Lexi lives for kitten play, public teasing, and leashing games—but only on her terms. When she signs up for a playful weekend at the private BDSM retreat TailHaven, she expects bratty fun and maybe a few new tricks. What she doesn’t expect is

 

Dax


 
—a silent, commanding handler with the kind of presence that makes her crawl without being told.










What begins as a temporary pet experience turns into a sensual, dangerous spiral of obedience, lust, and something deeper. Under Dax’s control, Lexi learns what it means to purr, beg, and come without ever being touched. But when the mysterious

 

House of Velvet Leashes


 
sends an invitation to claim her for more permanent, high-level obedience training, Lexi must choose:










Is she just another playful kitten in a tail plug…




Or is she ready to wear

 

his


 
collar beyond the retreat?










Featuring intense

 

kitten play


 
,

 

leash training


 
,

 

public display


 
,

 

tail plug teasing


 
, and a Dom who knows how to earn true surrender,

 

Claimed by the Alpha Handler


 
is a filthy, emotional BDSM romance for readers who crave dominance, discipline, and the intoxicating thrill of being owned.









Chapter One – TailHaven Begins










Lexi’s tail swayed with every step, the black silicone plug nestled between her cheeks making her hips roll with a teasing rhythm she fully intended. Tight pink panties, sheer thigh-highs, kitten-paw gloves, and a soft velvet collar—she looked like she belonged here. More than that—she

 

was


 
born for this.










The rolling hills of the TailHaven retreat shimmered in the afternoon sun as a dozen other pets padded across the grass, some on all fours, others strutting with ears perked and tails swishing like proud royalty. A few already wore leashes, content and purring at their handlers' feet. Others, like Lexi, came alone—seeking, watching, hunting.










She flicked her glossy ears—black, fuzzy, and hand-stitched to match her short bob—and smiled behind her fanged pacifier.










God, she loved this place.










A whole weekend away from vanilla stares, questions, and that weird look people gave when you said you liked being called

 

a good girl


 
. Here, she could stretch, purr, crawl, rub, and beg to be petted without shame. Every year, TailHaven opened its gates to a private community of furry lovers, kinksters, and proud pets—puppies, kittens, foxes, and even a few scaled ones—all with one thing in common: they lived for the play.










Lexi wiggled her hips and rolled her eyes as a trio of wagging pups ran past, barking excitedly in full pup hoods and latex harnesses. Boys.










They were cute, sure. But she wasn’t here for floppy-eared chaos.










She was here to be

 

seen


 
—and maybe, just maybe, claimed.










Her claws lightly tapped the edge of her crop top as she scanned the gathering crowd near the opening ceremony arch. Tails, hoods, latex, fur, plugs, paws—it was a sensory dream. She passed a bunny girl on a leash nuzzling her Domme’s boot. A pony-boy being brushed by three giggling handlers. And a fully masked panther submissive crouched in a shaded corner cage, breathing heavy through his leather muzzle.










Lexi paused. That one looked trained. And owned.










The thought made her nipples harden beneath her mesh top.










“Looking for a handler, kitten?”










The voice came from behind, smooth and amused. Lexi turned, expecting some twitchy boy in a pup hood.










Instead, her eyes landed on

 

him


 
.










Tall. Broad-shouldered. Combat boots planted like he was going nowhere. Leather harness stretching across a solid black shirt. Tattooed forearms crossed over his chest like he was sizing her up. He had a soft scruff on his jaw, a jaw that looked dangerous when clenched. His eyes were calm. Dominant. Still.










Lexi blinked. She hated being caught off guard.










"Depends who's asking," she purred, giving him her best sassy hip tilt. Her tail gave an involuntary flick.










The man—no, the

 

Handler


 
—smiled, slow and sure. “Dax. Alpha Handler for two years running. I specialize in brats who need their purr tuned.”










Lexi scoffed and looked away, but her body betrayed her—her thighs clenched around the plug, her breath hitched just a little.










“I don't purr for just anyone,” she said coolly.










Dax stepped closer. He didn’t touch her. Just stood, his presence wrapping around her like invisible rope.










“You will for me.”










That line should’ve made her laugh. Should’ve rolled off her fur-tipped ears like a cringy dom wannabe. But somehow, the way he said it—so sure, so calm, like he

 

knew


 
her already—cut through her armor.










Lexi’s mouth opened. Then shut.










Fuck.










“Sign up for the bonded pet experience,” he murmured, brushing past her as he walked away. “Ask for Dax. Or don’t. But you’ll be crawling back either way, kitten.”










Her breath caught.










She turned to watch him leave, and he didn’t even look back. Just walked toward the center pavilion, where the pairing ceremony would take place tomorrow. His leash coiled on his hip like a promise.










Lexi’s thighs tingled.










She hated how much she wanted that leash between her teeth.









Chapter Two – Collars & Contracts










Lexi hadn’t planned on signing up.










She really hadn’t.










She’d strutted past the sign-up booth five times, each time flicking her tail and pretending she didn’t care. But her heart thumped louder each time. By the sixth pass, she swore the staff volunteer winked at her, like she

 

knew


 
Lexi would give in eventually.










And damn it—she had.










Now she stood barefoot in the dew-damp grass with a laminated number on a string hanging between her barely-covered tits:

 

#017 – “Kitten, Bratty”


 
.










It was humiliating.










It was perfect.










All around her, other pets waited in neat rows. Puppies barked softly. A pony-boy snorted, fidgeting in his reins. Kittens stretched. A few wiggled in chastity gear, tails flicking restlessly. The energy was electric—charged with anticipation. The

 

bonded pet experience


 
was TailHaven’s crown jewel: a 48-hour temporary pair between pet and handler. All consensual. All delicious. Some couples stayed strangers. Others became soulbound.










Lexi adjusted her ears and tried not to tremble.










She scanned the line of handlers, each standing behind a podium with a leash coiled beside a velvet box. Some smiled. Some scowled. One juggled a squeaky toy.










But she only cared about

 

him


 
.










Dax.










He stood tall at the far end. Leather harness. Steel eyes. Leash in hand. No toys. No smile. Just control.










Her thighs clenched again.










The emcee called numbers one by one. A puppy squealed. A fox whimpered. One kitten meowed so dramatically the crowd burst into laughter.










Then:










“Pet zero-one-seven?”










Lexi’s breath caught.










The emcee smiled. “Requested a handler in advance. Alpha Dax accepts.”










The world spun.










She took one shaky step forward. Then another. Her legs wobbled, but her bratty pride kept her tail high. The audience hushed as she crossed the lawn, hips rolling, eyes locked on Dax’s boots.










He didn’t speak.










Just knelt.










And offered the collar.










It was black leather. Studded. A silver ring in front, big enough for a leash clasp. Inside, embossed in deep red foil, were the words:

 

GOOD GIRLS GET PETTED.











Lexi bit her lip.










She dropped to her knees.










“Yes,” she whispered.










The collar clicked around her throat with finality. Cool. Heavy. Right.










Then his hand slid under her chin, tilting her face to his. “You kneel beautifully,” Dax murmured, low and private. “But I think you’ll crawl even better.”










Lexi swallowed hard. Her panties were soaked.










The emcee clapped. “And we have our first bonded pair!”










Applause erupted, but Lexi didn’t hear it. All she could feel was the collar. The leash. The weight of his eyes.










Dax leaned in, lips barely brushing her ear.










“Come. Let me show you where pets sleep.”










And just like that, she crawled after him—tail raised, heart pounding, purring before she even realized it.









Chapter Three – The First Lesson










The cabin looked like it had been pulled from a dream—and not the gentle kind.










Dark wood walls. Iron hooks. Fur-lined rugs. A massive floor cushion shaped like a pet bed dominated the center. In one corner sat a vintage kennel, door open, waiting. On the far wall, an antique wardrobe stood slightly ajar, revealing flashes of leather, fur, latex.










Lexi’s knees padded across the plush rug, her thighs aching from the crawl.










Dax walked ahead of her in slow, deliberate steps, letting the leash reel out and tighten, reel out and tighten—just enough to remind her who led. He didn’t rush. He didn’t speak. He let the silence hum with dominance.










Lexi’s breath was shallow. Her palms tingled. Her tail twitched with every tug of the leash.










She

 

liked


 
this.










Being led. Watched. Owned.










“Stop,” Dax said.










Lexi froze instantly, the command sharp and cold like a leash snap to the mind.










He turned.










Slowly.










Evaluating.










“You crawl well. But your tail’s dragging when you think I’m not watching.”










Lexi blinked. She hadn’t noticed. And yet... she felt the heat of embarrassment rush up her neck.










“I—”










“Pets don’t talk unless told.” His voice was soft, but firm. That dangerous kind of calm.










Lexi bit her lip. Lowered her eyes.










“Yes, Handler.”










“Hmm.” Dax moved toward her.










She could feel him circle, the air shifting around his body. He stopped behind her. His boots creaked against the wood as he leaned down.










Then—

 

smack


 
.










A sharp slap against her ass. Not brutal. But enough.










Lexi yelped, her tail flicking high again as she gasped.










“That’s better,” Dax said smoothly, voice dripping with approval. “Now, one more crawl. Show me the strut you teased me with yesterday. If I don’t see hips, you sleep in the kennel.”










A rush of arousal flooded her belly.










She lowered to her elbows. Breathed deep.










And crawled.










Back arched. Ass high. Tail swinging with every sensual roll of her hips. Her thighs burned with effort, but her pride burned hotter. She knew he was watching—judging.










When she reached the pet bed, she paused, breathing fast, lips parted.










Silence.










Then—










“Good girl.”










The words melted her.










She hadn’t expected them. Not yet.










But that praise…










It hit something raw and needy inside her.










Dax came forward. Took her leash in one hand. The other trailed a slow finger down her spine, over her tail base, lingering on the plug.










“You want to be touched, don’t you?” he asked quietly.










She nodded, trembling.










He tugged her leash once—just enough to make her whimper.










“Then earn it.”










He stepped away.










Lexi watched him walk toward the corner wardrobe and pull out a small velvet box. He placed it on the low table beside the pet bed.










“You’ll have one task tonight, kitten.”










She rose to her knees, panting slightly.










“Whatever you want, Sir.”










He smirked, dark and knowing. “I want you to purr.”










He opened the box.










Inside—two tiny clamps. Delicate, golden, tipped in soft faux fur.










Lexi’s breath hitched.










“I’m going to put these on you,” he said, voice low as he took them out. “If you purr for me, if you beg the right way… I might remove them. If not—well. You’ll sleep with them on.”










She swallowed.










“Yes, Sir.”










“Color?”










She smiled. “Green.”










Dax knelt. Brushed her nipples with a gloved finger. They stiffened instantly, aching for attention. Then—

 

click


 
—the first clamp bit down. A gasp escaped her throat. Then the second.










Lexi moaned, the mix of pain and arousal making her eyes flutter.










Dax sat back.










“Now,” he said. “On your back. Show me how pets purr.”









Chapter Four – Purr for Me










Lexi lay back on the plush pet bed, her fingers digging into the soft fur as the bite of the clamps throbbed through her nipples. Each breath made them tug. Each shift of her body sent another pulse of heat through her chest and straight down between her thighs.










Dax remained seated at the edge of the bed, legs apart, boots planted. Watching.










His gaze pinned her in place more than any rope could. And the leash, still clipped to her collar, lay across his palm like a threat—or a reward.










“Let me hear it,” he said.










Lexi swallowed. Her lips parted.










“...Mmmnnn...” She tried, voice soft, breathy.










“No.”










His word was flat.










“Don’t fake it,” he continued. “Kittens don’t purr because they’re told to. They purr because they feel

 

safe.


 
Because they feel

 

owned.


 
Because they’re so full of heat and praise they don’t know what to do with it.”










He leaned in, resting his arm over his knee. “Right now, you’re just making noise.”










Lexi’s cheeks burned. She hated failing. But god, the way he challenged her—it made her want to succeed so badly it hurt.










“I want to please you,” she whispered.










“That’s a start.” He took the leash and gave it a short, sharp tug. Her body jolted with it. “But I want more. Turn over. Face down.”










Lexi obeyed instantly, moaning as the clamps pulled with the movement. Her nipples dragged against the bed’s fabric, setting fire to every nerve ending.










Then came his touch.










Two fingers. Just that. Gliding down her back. Sliding along the curve of her ass. Trailing between her thighs—but not quite where she needed him.










“You’re dripping.”










She bit the bedding to keep from whining.










“Are you wet for me, kitten?” His voice lowered to a growl. “Or just for the idea of being used?”










Lexi shuddered. “For you, Sir…”










He rewarded her with a slow press—just two fingers rubbing her panties, damp and tight against her swollen folds. No insertion. No relief. Just friction. Just torment.










She tried to purr again—soft and unsure.










Still not enough.










His fingers vanished. The loss made her whimper.










Dax stood.










"You don’t get to come until I hear your

 

soul


 
in that purr."










She gasped. “Please—!”










He crouched beside her, one gloved hand gripping her hair, pulling her head back just enough to whisper right into her ear.










“Real kittens don’t beg. They show. They melt. They

 

give.


 
So stop trying. Let go.”










Then he let go.










And walked away.










The silence was unbearable.










Lexi lay there trembling. Her nipples throbbed. Her pussy throbbed harder. She didn’t know what he wanted, not exactly—but god, she wanted to

 

give


 
it. To show him she belonged here. That she wasn't just a bratty cosplayer—she was a real pet.










And that’s when it happened.










A sound left her throat—unbidden. Low. Vibrating. From her belly.










“Rrrrrnnnnhhh...”










A rumble. A true, vulnerable, primal sound. Not faked. Not forced. A real purr.










Dax turned.










His smile was slow. Delighted.










“There she is.”










He walked back. Unclipped the clamps, one by one, massaging each aching nipple until her breath caught with every soft stroke.










Then he cupped her face.










“Good girl,” he murmured.










Lexi exhaled with a shiver. The praise soaked through her like warm cream. Her tail twitched. Her thighs parted.










“Do I get a reward?” she asked, hopeful, raw.










Dax chuckled.










“Oh, kitten... That

 

was


 
the reward.”









Chapter Five – Show Her Off










Sunlight filtered through the tall windows of the cabin, cutting soft gold lines across Lexi’s skin. She lay curled in the massive pet bed, one leg tucked under her belly, her tail plug still snug, her collar still locked.










Her body ached in the best way.










Nipples sore. Thighs weak. Heart full.










She felt claimed.










The smell of coffee and leather drifted from the nearby kitchenette, and when she peeked open one eye, she saw him—

 

Dax


 
—shirtless, wearing only those damn combat boots and loose drawstring pants, casually sipping from a black mug as if he hadn’t ruined her last night with a single command.










He noticed her stirring. Smirked.










“Good morning, kitten.”










Lexi stretched, letting out a small yawn and curling her toes. “Mmm... Morning, Handler.”










“Still sore?”










She nodded, cheeks warming. “A little.”










“Good.”










He took one last sip, then walked over and crouched beside her. His hand came to rest beneath her chin, lifting her face until her eyes met his.










“Today’s challenge is public,” he said.










Lexi’s breath caught.










“You’ll be with me the whole time. Leashed. Watched. Judged.”










She shifted, excitement rushing through her. “What kind of challenge?”










He smiled like a wolf. “You’ll find out.”










The courtyard buzzed with energy.










Handlers stood along the perimeter, leashes in hand. Pets lined up in a central ring—crawling, nuzzling, stretching. Kittens, pups, foxes. Some wore latex. Some wore lace. One bold husky wore nothing but body paint and a tail plug with a vibrating base that made her whimper with every step.










Lexi stood on all fours beside Dax, heart pounding.










The leash tugged once. She stepped forward.










“All pets to the front line,” the judge announced through a headset. “Today’s challenge: Obedience Parade. Show us your best form. Posture, crawl, eye contact, attitude—and, of course, tail movement.”










A few giggles rippled through the crowd.










Lexi glanced sideways—competition everywhere. A bratty-looking foxboy winked at her. A sleek silver tabby crawled in long, elegant strides. A Labrador girl barked and wagged like a show dog.










Dax leaned down, his lips close to Lexi’s ear.










“Eyes forward. Back arched. Crawl like every judge wants to own you—but you already belong to

 

me.


 
”










Lexi shivered.










“Yes, Handler.”










The whistle blew.










Lexi moved.










Her knees glided across the soft turf, her thighs brushing with each step. Her elbows stayed tight, her ass high, tail wiggling like a tease. She let her eyes go soft, submissive—but not vacant. She made

 

them


 
look. Made

 

them


 
want.










She wasn’t just crawling. She was performing. She was

 

his


 
.










And Dax walked behind her slowly, leash taut, gaze locked on her movements like she was the only kitten in the ring.










Whispers followed her.










“Look at her arch…”










“Her tail plug’s perfect.”










“Whose is she?”










Lexi flushed with pride.










The crawl ended at the obedience mat. Each pet was expected to kneel in posture and hold still for inspection. One move, one twitch, and you lost points.










Lexi held position—knees apart, hands on thighs, head bowed, back straight.










Silence.










Then: boots.










Click. Click. Click.










A judge circled her. Male. Stern. Holding a pointer stick.










“She’s quivering,” he murmured.










“Anticipation,” Dax replied behind her. “She purrs under pressure.”










The judge paused. “Let’s test that.”










He brought the pointer stick down gently—trailing the tip from her shoulder down to the curve of her spine. Lexi didn’t flinch. She

 

purred


 
.










Dax’s voice was quiet, full of dark satisfaction.










“Told you.”










Thirty minutes later, the judging ended.










Lexi sat in the grass at Dax’s feet, panting, glowing, the leash still firm in his hand. Other pets sprawled nearby, some whimpering, some licking hands, some being praised in soft murmurs.










The judge returned to the center stage.










“Third place… Foxboy Rylo. Second… Mistress Zane’s silver tabby.” He paused.










“And first… Alpha Handler Dax’s kitten, #017.”










Lexi’s heart

 

exploded


 
.










Cheers rang out. A bell chimed. Dax reached down and stroked her hair once, then scratched gently behind her ear.










“Good girl.”










She melted.










As the prize ribbon was pinned to her collar, Lexi leaned into his thigh with a deep, satisfied purr.










She’d won.










But not for the judges.










She’d won for

 

him


 
.









Chapter Six – A Good Girl’s Reward










The ribbon still hung from her collar when Dax led her back to the cabin.










Lexi’s knees were sore. Her inner thighs ached from being held open on that mat, every breath thick with arousal. Her nipples were still sensitive from the clamps, and her pussy hadn’t stopped pulsing since the parade. She wasn’t even sure if it was pride, heat, or the thrill of being

 

seen


 
with him—but whatever it was, it had left her soaked.










He said little as they walked.










But his hand stayed on her leash the whole way—firm, quiet, constant.










It said more than words ever could.










Inside the cabin, Lexi moved automatically to her kneeling spot. She didn’t need to be told. She folded her legs beneath her, kept her eyes down, and let the leash settle between her breasts.










Dax stood over her. Silent. Watching.










Then finally:










“You were perfect today.”










Lexi’s chest fluttered.










“Not for them,” he continued. “For

 

me.


 
You listened. You moved like you knew the leash belonged there. You even purred.”










She smiled softly. “Because I meant it.”










He crouched beside her again, tilting her chin.










“Then I’ll give you what good girls

 

earn


 
.”










Her breath caught. “Y-you mean—”










“Yes.” His lips curled with wicked promise. “Your first orgasm. Under my command. But only if you follow instructions.”










She nodded, eyes wide.










“I’ll do anything.”










“Don’t say that,” he said darkly, “unless you mean it.”










Her body trembled.










“I mean it.”










He had her lie back on the plush pet bed, arms above her head, tail plug still in, panties peeled down just enough to expose her glistening folds.










Her pussy was

 

soaked


 
. Swollen. Needy. She was humiliated by how ready she was. And desperate.










Dax ran two fingers up her slit—slow, teasing, not even pressing in. Just collecting her wetness and spreading it.










Lexi whimpered.










“You’ll count to ten,” he said calmly. “Every time I give you a stroke, you say the number. Miss a beat, you lose your reward.”










She nodded furiously. “Yes, Handler.”










The first stroke hit her like lightning.










He rubbed slow and firm, directly over her clit, and Lexi gasped, barely choking out, “O-one—”










He did it again.










“T-two—!”










Her back arched. Her wrists dug into the bed. His rhythm never changed. Steady. Cruel. Controlled.










“Three—four—f-five—”










Her voice cracked. Her legs shook.










“Six—seven—eight—”










He paused. Just for a moment.










She panted. Desperate. Her hips lifted off the bed, searching.










Then his hand came down hard across her thigh—

 

slap


 
.










Lexi

 

yelped


 
.










“Nine,” he growled. “You don’t rush the reward.”










She moaned, dizzy.










Then the last stroke—

 

ten


 
—landed like a blessing.










Her whole body locked up.










“Please—can I come?” she whimpered, shaking under him.










“Beg properly.”










“Please, Handler… I need it. I ache. I want to come for

 

you.


 
I want to be good. Please—”










His voice was quiet, warm. “Then be good.”










And he pressed his palm fully to her clit.










The orgasm hit like a punch.










Lexi cried out, back arched, legs shaking, her moans high and wild as her pussy clenched and pulsed beneath his hand. Every nerve in her body screamed with release. The wave hit again and again, until she was panting and twitching and

 

completely gone


 
.










She didn’t even realize she was crying.










Not from pain. Not from fear.










From

 

everything


 
.










Dax stayed there, stroking her softly, until her breathing slowed. Until her body stilled. Until her hand reached out blindly, touching his wrist, needing to feel him still there.










He lay down beside her.










Pulled her in.










Held her.










“You did so well, kitten.”










She curled against his chest, leash still clipped, collar warm with pride.










“Thank you,” she whispered.










“You’re mine now,” he said. “Until the weekend ends.”










Lexi’s heart ached at the thought.










But she didn’t argue.










She just purred.









Chapter Seven – Sleep Like a Good Girl










Lexi woke to the slow rhythm of a heartbeat.










Not her own.










Dax’s chest rose and fell beneath her cheek, his arm draped possessively around her waist. The leash was still clipped to her collar, but now it lay slack between them—no tension, no command. Just connection.










She had never slept like this before.










She was used to cuddling after play, sure. The occasional warm body. The aftercare whisper. But this? This quiet weight of belonging? This heat behind her eyes when she realized he hadn’t let go, not even in sleep?










It scared her.










And it thrilled her.










She wiggled just slightly. The tail plug shifted inside her, and her cheeks warmed. Dax stirred.










“Mmm…” he murmured, his voice gravelly. “Kitten’s awake.”










She smiled. “Did I purr in my sleep?”










He rolled, pinning her beneath him in one fluid motion. His hands pressed into the bed on either side of her shoulders, his face hovering above hers.










“You were whimpering,” he said. “Like a needy little thing who doesn’t want the weekend to end.”










Lexi looked up at him, heart pounding.










“Maybe I don’t.”










His eyes darkened—not with danger, but something softer. Warmer. But just as intense.










“Careful, kitten,” he said. “Some pets start believing this is more than it is.”










She swallowed hard. “Isn’t it?”










Silence.










Then, he leaned in—just enough to brush his lips against hers. Not a kiss. A

 

claim


 
. A reminder.










“I own your body. Not your heart.”










Lexi nodded slowly.










But deep down… she wasn’t so sure she could keep them separate.










Later that morning, the energy around TailHaven shifted. Whispers moved between handlers. Curious glances flicked toward Lexi’s leash as Dax led her through the main courtyard.










“Alpha’s showing her off,” someone muttered.










“She’s not his usual type,” another added.










Lexi felt the eyes. The pressure.










She tried to stay proud—hips swaying, posture perfect. But something gnawed at her belly.










When they reached the open training ring, she saw the others already gathered: pets in formation, leashed and preened, waiting for the

 

Ritual Showcase


 
—a tradition at TailHaven, where each handler could present a unique training demo for the crowd.










Lexi glanced up at Dax. “Are we… performing?”










His eyes didn’t leave the ring. “Yes.”










Her breath hitched. “What kind of—”










“She’ll be doing the Submission Crawl,” a female voice interrupted behind them.










Lexi turned.










A tall, sleek woman approached—leather corset, thigh-high boots, dark crimson lipstick. Her leash trailed behind her, held by a gorgeous golden retriever pup with rippling muscles and amber puppy ears. The woman smirked.










“Don’t let her wobble too much, Dax,” she purred. “Some of us came here to

 

win


 
.”










Lexi tensed. She recognized her—

 

Mistress Kora


 
, a dominant from last year’s showcase. Always polished. Always perfect. Her pet had taken first place twice.










Dax’s jaw flexed, just slightly.










“Kora,” he said with a nod.










The pup beside her growled softly at Lexi—playful, but possessive.










Lexi stepped closer to Dax, lowering her eyes.










Mistress Kora’s smirk widened.










“Hmm. She’s cute, at least. Bit clingy though.”










“She purrs better than yours ever barked,” Dax replied coolly.










Lexi's heart fluttered.










Mistress Kora raised an eyebrow, then leaned down, close enough for Lexi to smell her perfume.










“Break a leg, kitten,” she whispered. “Or a nail.”










Then she walked off, hips swaying, leash coiling behind her.










Lexi looked up at Dax. “She hates me.”










“She doesn’t matter,” he said. “You do.”










He crouched, tilting her chin again.










“I don’t care who’s watching. Just do one thing.”










“What?”










“Crawl like you belong to me.”










She nodded.










And when her name was called for the ring, Lexi dropped to her hands and knees, tail high, heart hammering—and crawled out like the world could watch her worship him.










Because maybe… she wanted it to.









Chapter Eight – Crawl Like You’re Owned










Lexi crouched at the edge of the ring, knees on soft turf, hands pressed into the mat. The grass was cool against her skin, her body tense with energy. Her tail plug twitched behind her with every breath. The ribbon from yesterday’s win still dangled from her collar like a challenge.










Across from her, Mistress Kora’s golden pup crouched in perfect posture—back arched, thighs tight, lips curled in a cocky little smirk.










He winked at her.










Lexi didn't flinch. She narrowed her eyes.










This wasn’t just a crawl.










It was war.










The audience circled the ring in a thick hush, kinksters and handlers alike pressed in, the air buzzing with anticipation. Dax stood behind her, one hand on her leash, the other resting calmly against his belt.










He leaned down. His voice was low, private, vibrating through her leash.










“You know what to do.”










Lexi nodded once.










The judge raised his hand.










Three… two… one—











“Crawl.”











Lexi moved.










Hips high. Back arched. Elbows tucked. Each motion slow, graceful, teasing. Not mechanical—

 

sensual


 
. Every swing of her hips sent her plug rolling deeper, making her moan inside. Every step was an offering. Not for the judges. For Dax.











Only


 
Dax.










The crowd murmured as she reached the center of the ring.










“She’s gorgeous…”










“Look at that tail movement…”










“God, she’s dripping…”










Lexi didn’t hear it. She was in a rhythm. A trance.










Then—











Bump.











Her elbow jerked. Her palm slid.










She stumbled.










Just a second.










The golden pup had “accidentally” veered into her path.










Mistress Kora didn’t react. Just smiled like a snake.










Lexi caught herself, but the pause broke her flow. She blinked, breath catching. Her crawl faltered.










She was going to lose.










Then—

 

tug.











Dax pulled the leash. Not hard. Not punishing. Just enough.










Her eyes darted back. His face was unreadable.










But his body said everything.











Crawl.











Lexi growled. Not in frustration—but in

 

fire


 
.










She surged forward, dropping her belly closer to the mat, tail wagging high, purring with every crawl. She let the embarrassment melt into her hips. Let the stumble fuel her fire. She arched deeper, crawled slower, made them

 

watch


 
.










The golden pup huffed behind her—rattled.










Lexi reached the final line. Held position.










Then—on instinct—she bowed.










Knees spread. Head low. Ass lifted. A perfect offering of surrender. Of obedience. Of ownership.










The crowd went

 

silent


 
.










Then—










Roaring applause.










The judges murmured. Notes passed. Deliberations whispered.










Lexi panted in place, her thighs shaking. Dax crouched beside her, one hand sliding along her back with a rare softness.










“You didn’t crawl like you were owned,” he whispered.










She blinked.










“You crawled like you wanted the

 

whole world


 
to see it.”










Lexi smiled.










Ten minutes later, the judges returned.










“First place,” the emcee announced, “goes to—Alpha Handler Dax’s kitten, #017.”










Lexi’s chest exploded with pride.










Mistress Kora clapped, slowly. Icy. Polished. But her jaw was tight, her pet glaring.










Lexi stayed on her knees, breathing heavy, head bowed, leash still firm in Dax’s hand.










She didn’t need a trophy.










She had

 

his


 
praise.










And that was everything.









Chapter Nine – Begging to Be More










The door to the cabin shut with a heavy click.










Lexi stood just inside, her knees trembling, nipples tight beneath her mesh top, her plug still twitching with every breath. Her body was drenched in adrenaline, sweat, and pride.










She had crawled for him.

 

Won


 
for him.










And now she needed her reward.










Dax stood behind her, calm, quiet, powerful. He removed her leash slowly—unclipping it from the collar with a

 

click


 
that made her shudder. But he didn’t speak. Not yet.










Lexi turned.










“Did I please you?” she whispered.










He watched her for a long moment, his eyes unreadable.










“You pleased

 

everyone


 
,” he said. “But more importantly—you

 

obeyed


 
.”










Lexi exhaled with relief. “I wanted to show them.”










He stepped forward. His hands cupped her cheeks, pulling her in close. Their bodies brushed. His lips hovered just above hers, heat rising between them.










“You showed them,” he murmured, “but you gave yourself to

 

me.


 
That’s what made it perfect.”










She moaned softly.










“Please,” she begged. “Let me come again. For you. Please, Handler…”










He kissed her.










Hard. Deep. Dominant.










Then he pushed her gently toward the floor mat beside the bed. “On your back. Arms above your head. No touching.”










Lexi obeyed instantly.










Dax dropped to his knees between her legs. He didn’t remove her panties—he pulled them to the side, exposing her soaked folds, glistening with need. Her tail plug shifted with every twitch of her hips.










He didn’t fuck her.










He didn’t even penetrate her.










He just

 

watched


 
—then licked his palm, pressed it against her clit, and began to rub.










Slow. Delicious. Steady.










Lexi arched. Moaned. Cried out.










“Count for me again,” he said.










She obeyed. “O-one… t-two…”










By six, her thighs were shaking. By ten, she was nearly sobbing.










“Beg.”










“Please, Handler, I need it—I want to be a good girl—I want to come for you—please—please—”










“Now,” he growled.










Her orgasm tore through her like lightning.










Her hands curled into fists above her head. Her back arched. Her thighs trembled as waves of pure heat exploded inside her, spilling down her thighs. She sobbed with release—loud, raw, aching—and he held her through every second of it.










When it passed, she collapsed against the mat, panting, chest rising and falling, eyes glossy with tears.










Dax wiped his hand on his thigh and leaned over her, brushing her hair from her face.










“You are mine,” he whispered.










She blinked slowly. “Yes, Sir…”










He kissed her forehead.










Then stood.










Just as she drifted into a haze of exhaustion and bliss, she heard it—

 

slip


 
.










Something slid under the door.










Dax raised an eyebrow.










Lexi rolled to her side, still breathless, and watched as he walked over and bent to pick it up.










A thick envelope.










No return address.










Only one word on the front, handwritten in red ink:











“Kitten #017”











Lexi sat up, heart thudding.










Dax opened the envelope, scanned the contents, then slowly handed the letter to her.










Inside, a short note:













We’ve been watching you.






Your performance caught the attention of a private collar house.






If you are interested in a longer-term contract… come to Pavilion Room 4 at midnight.






Come alone.


















~ The House of Velvet Leashes















Lexi looked up, eyes wide.










Dax's jaw was tight.










“That’s invitation-only,” he said quietly. “They don’t recruit pets.”










Her heart pounded. “What does it mean?”










“It means,” he said, voice cold, “someone wants to

 

take you from me.


 
”









Chapter Ten – The House That Watches










Lexi sat cross-legged on the pet bed, the letter still trembling in her hand.










The elegant black envelope lay beside her like a snake. Its thin, red handwriting burned into her mind.













We’ve been watching you…






Come alone…






Midnight…















She could barely breathe.










Across the room, Dax paced—quiet, slow, calculating. Not angry. But colder than she’d ever seen him. Like something ancient was stirring beneath the surface.










“This isn’t how TailHaven works,” he said finally. “They don’t poach pets. Not like this.”










Lexi looked up. “Do you know them? The House of Velvet Leashes?”










He turned to her, folding his arms. “I know

 

of


 
them. A private collar house. Invitation-only. Rumors say they train long-term submissives for high-end owners. Lifelong contracts. No limits. They pay. They protect. But once you go in…”










She blinked. “You don’t come out?”










Dax held her gaze. “You don’t come back the same.”










A chill slid down her spine.










“But they said I could come look. It’s just a meeting. Right?”










He said nothing.










Lexi swallowed. Her fingers tightened around the letter.










“I didn’t ask for this.”










“I know.”










“And I don’t want to leave you.”










That made him flinch—just slightly.










He walked to her slowly, lowering to a crouch in front of her. He took her face in both hands, thumbs brushing her flushed cheeks.










“You are not mine forever,” he said softly. “But you’re mine

 

now.


 
”










“I know,” she whispered.










He kissed her forehead—slow, aching.










“Then tell me,” he murmured, “if you want me to walk you to Pavilion Room 4… or if you need to go alone.”










Lexi looked up at him, and in that moment, she didn’t feel like a kitten or a brat.










She felt like a woman on the edge of something terrifying.










The clock struck

 

11:58 PM


 
.










Lexi stood alone beneath the string lights that lined the Pavilion walkway. The wind had shifted—cooler now, scented with night flowers and sweat and something electric. Her collar felt tighter than usual. Not from fear. From focus.










She could still turn back.










The cabin was ten minutes behind her. Dax hadn’t followed.










She’d made him promise.










“I need to do this on my own,” she’d said. “Not because I want to leave… but because I want to know why they’re watching.”










He didn’t like it. But he understood.










And he’d given her one instruction before she left.










“If anything feels off,” he said, pressing her leash into her hand, “tug once. I’ll come. Even if it means breaking down the door.”










Lexi had clipped the leash to her belt loop, like a talisman.










Now, standing in front of Pavilion Room 4, her fingers grazed it without thinking.










The door was tall, black, and unmarked.










She knocked.










No answer.










Then—

 

click.











It opened on its own.










Inside, the air was velvet. Literally. Thick drapes of red and black fabric coated every wall. A low chandelier glowed from the ceiling, casting shadows like claw marks. Candles flickered from iron sconces. And at the far end of the room stood a woman in midnight-purple leather, flanked by two silent pets on their knees.










The pets wore full masks. No faces. No expressions. Only obedience.










Lexi’s breath caught.










“You came,” the woman said. Her voice was rich and smooth, like chocolate and smoke.










Lexi stepped inside cautiously. “I came to hear what this is.”










“I’m Lady Vael,” the woman said. “Handler of the Velvet Line. We don’t usually invite weekend kittens. But you… caught our attention.”










Lexi’s eyes narrowed. “Because I won?”










“No,” Lady Vael said. “Because you obeyed.”










She walked forward slowly, her boots silent on the floor. One gloved hand reached out and tilted Lexi’s chin the same way Dax always did—but colder. Calculated.










“You didn’t just crawl for him. You

 

surrendered.


 
You bent your bratty little pride into something beautiful. Real.”










Lexi flushed.










“And we,” Lady Vael continued, “train pets like you into legends.”










Lexi stepped back slightly. “I didn’t come to be sold.”










“This isn’t a sale,” the woman said. “It’s an

 

offering


 
. We’ll teach you deeper obedience. Full emotional surrender. We’ll sculpt you into a prize.”










Lexi shook her head. “I already have a handler.”










Lady Vael smiled. “A temporary one. A weekend. A leash with an end date.”










Lexi bristled. “Dax isn’t temporary.”










The woman raised an eyebrow. “Has he offered you a collar that doesn’t come off Sunday night?”










Silence.










Lexi looked away.










Lady Vael circled her slowly. “You think you’re in love. Maybe you are. But when this weekend ends, he’ll go home. You’ll go back to being Lexi—the brat with a plug and a memory.”










Lexi's heart clenched.










“So what do you want from me?” she asked quietly.










Lady Vael stopped behind her.










“We want to offer you training. Six months. Intense. Private. You may leave after that—or stay, if you truly belong with us. We’ll polish you. Break you. Shape you into something rare.”










She leaned close, her breath warm against Lexi’s ear.










“Or you can go back to your cabin. Be petted. Be praised. Be forgotten.”










Lexi turned, chest tight, brain spinning.










“I need to think.”










Lady Vael nodded.










“You have until morning. But once the sun rises, the invitation closes.”










Lexi hesitated.










Then she walked to the door.










Before she left, Lady Vael called out.










“Do tell Dax congratulations,” she said. “It’s been years since one of our recruiters got jealous enough to

 

pull a kitten mid-retreat.


 
”










Lexi froze.










Turned.










“What?”










The woman smiled.










“Did you think he found you by accident, kitten? He picked you off the signup list before you even crawled. You were

 

requested


 
.”










Lexi's stomach flipped.










“You’re lying.”










“I never lie,” Lady Vael said softly. “I just tell the parts no one else wants to hear.”










Lexi didn’t run back to the cabin.










She walked.










But her steps were fast. Furious.










When she opened the door, Dax was seated on the bed, shirtless, back to her, staring at the dying fire.










He didn’t turn.










“So?” he asked.










She didn’t answer.










She stood there, trembling.










“Did you request me?”










Now he turned.










Slowly.










“Yes.”










Her breath caught.










“You knew they were watching?”










He nodded. “I used to train for them.”










Lexi’s heart cracked.










“And you didn’t tell me?”










“I wanted you to choose me because you

 

wanted


 
me,” he said. “Not because I was assigned to you.”










She clenched her fists.










“I did.”










“I know,” he whispered. “That’s what scares me.”









Chapter Eleven – Yours or Theirs










Lexi stood just inside the cabin door, her breath catching on the air that suddenly felt too warm, too heavy. The collar around her neck hadn’t loosened—it felt tighter now, as if it knew it was being tested. Her fingers brushed it instinctively, like she might feel Dax’s presence in the leather.










He sat on the edge of the bed, elbows on his knees, eyes low. Not defensive. Not angry. Just exposed. Vulnerable in a way she’d never seen before.










“You used to train for them?”










His nod was slow. Careful.










“Before I became Alpha here, yeah. I was one of their top handlers. Specializing in long-term obedience dynamics. Deep transformation. No safewords. Just instinct and trust.”










Lexi’s stomach twisted. She stepped further into the room, toes curling into the rug.










“Why did you leave?”










He looked up then. His voice was soft, but solid.










“Because I stopped seeing pets as property. And I started wanting things I wasn’t supposed to.”










She held his gaze. “Like me?”










Silence stretched between them.










“Yes,” he said finally.










The word dropped like an anchor.










Lexi walked toward him slowly, her body still humming from the confrontation, from the invitation, from everything she didn’t understand yet. When she stopped in front of him, he looked up at her like a man drowning—afraid to reach for the one thing that might save him.










“You said I was yours now.”










“I meant it.”










“But I need to know what that means,” she said. “Because I’m not going to be someone’s memory.”










He stood then, close enough that she had to tilt her chin to meet his eyes.










“You were never going to be,” he said. “Not to me.”










She swallowed. Her hand rose slowly, brushing over his bare chest, feeling the warmth of his skin, the slow rise and fall of his breath.










“I don’t want to be trained by someone else. I don’t want to be broken for their pleasure.”










“Then don’t.”










Her voice trembled. “But you didn’t offer me anything different.”










His fingers found her collar. Not unclipping it. Just holding it, gently, between his thumb and forefinger. He stepped even closer, his breath mixing with hers.










“Because I didn’t want to cage you. I wanted to earn you.”










She leaned in, forehead resting against his chest. His arms slid around her, and for a long time, neither of them spoke. The fire crackled softly. Outside, the wind moved through the trees, distant and slow.










When she finally looked up, her voice was steady.










“Then earn me.”










His eyes darkened, not with danger—but with something deeper. Promise. Intent.










“Lie down.”










She obeyed without hesitation, crawling backward onto the bed, her knees folding beneath her, her body laid bare. She didn’t remove her panties. She didn’t ask what he’d do next.










She just waited.










Dax followed her onto the bed, but didn’t touch her right away. Instead, he pulled the leash from the nightstand and clipped it back onto her collar, then let it drape between them like a bridge.










“I’m not going to make you choose tonight,” he said. “I’m just going to remind you what it feels like to be wanted for who you are. Not how you crawl. Not how you beg. Just you.”










Lexi exhaled, her chest rising.










His hand slid along her thigh, up the edge of her panties, and rested over her mound. He didn’t move. Didn’t tease. Just applied enough pressure to remind her who was in control.










“Do you want to come tonight?”










She nodded, breathless. “Yes, Handler.”










“Then tell me why.”










“Because I need to feel you inside me.”










“Not good enough.”










She moaned softly. “Because I want to surrender again. But only to you.”










He leaned down, lips brushing her ear.










“Say it slower.”










“I want to surrender again,” she repeated, her voice raw. “But only to you.”










He groaned—quiet, primal—and then he moved.










His hand slipped beneath her panties, two fingers parting her folds with practiced ease. She was already soaking, the need deep and full. He slid inside her slowly, filling her with just enough to make her cry out.










“Good girl,” he whispered. “That’s it. Take me.”










Her hips rocked against his hand, seeking friction, but he kept the pace slow. Cruel in its tenderness. Every movement was a lesson. Every pause, a warning.










She moaned louder, nails curling into the sheets, eyes fluttering shut.










“Don’t close your eyes,” he said. “Look at me.”










She obeyed. Her gaze locked on his, pupils wide and wild.










His thumb found her clit, stroking with firm, deliberate rhythm. Her moans turned to whimpers. Her body trembled beneath him.










“You’re close.”










“Yes—yes, I’m—please—”










“Then beg.”










She choked on the words. Not from fear. From emotion.










“Please let me come,” she whispered. “I want to belong to you. I want to be yours. Not just now. Not just this weekend. I want to wear your leash when I wake up. I want your collar on me when I sleep. Please, Dax…”










He kissed her.










Hard, hungry, deep.










And then—he let her come.










Her body shattered beneath him, her back arching, thighs shaking, moan muffled into his mouth. Her pussy clenched around his fingers as wave after wave tore through her, messy and loud and honest.










When it ended, she collapsed into him, heart thundering, breath ragged.










He held her.










“You’re not theirs,” he said. “You never were.”










She smiled weakly, eyes closed.










“You better prove it.”










“I will.”










They stayed like that for a long time, tangled and silent.










Tomorrow, decisions would have to be made.










But tonight, she was his.










And that was enough.









Chapter Twelve – The Collar That Stays On










The morning light pushed gently through the cracks in the cabin shutters, slanting across the bed in soft golden bands. Lexi lay curled against Dax’s chest, the leash still clipped, though limp now—more like a thread than a tether.










She didn’t want to move.










His warmth wrapped around her. His scent—smoke, cedar, leather—was etched into her skin, her breath, her very being. She could still feel the echo of the night before pulsing between her thighs. Not just the orgasm. Not just the pleasure. The

 

truth


 
in it. She hadn’t begged because she wanted release. She’d begged because it felt right to give it all to him.










Not to the House.










Not to any collar that didn’t start and end with Dax.










Still, the note’s words echoed in her mind.











Come alone. The invitation closes at sunrise.











The sun was already rising.










She tilted her head and looked up at him. He was awake. Had been, maybe. His hand was resting low on her back, absently stroking a slow, possessive path along her spine. Not demanding. Just there. Like him.










“I didn’t go back,” she whispered.










“I know.”










“You didn’t ask.”










“I didn’t have to.”










She pushed up on one elbow, studying his face. “What happens now?”










Dax took a breath and sat up, the sheet slipping down to his waist. “We finish the weekend. You get your closing ribbon. I turn in your tag.” His voice was neutral. Too neutral.










Lexi’s chest tightened. “And then?”










He looked at her. “And then, if you walk out of here wearing my leash, I’ll find you. Every week. Every kink event. Every play party. I’ll show up. I’ll hold your water bottle and spank your ass and keep your tail clean and clipped.”










She blinked. “That’s not—”










“It’s not a forever collar,” he said. “Yet.”










Her breath caught.










“But it’s real,” he added. “It’s not a scene. It’s not pretend. Not anymore.”










She nodded slowly. “I don’t want to pretend anymore.”










He reached under the bed and pulled out a black box—sleek, simple. He handed it to her in silence.










Lexi opened it.










Inside lay a new collar.










Thicker. Heavier. A dark wine-red leather with silver studs. Not showy. Not decorative. This wasn’t a weekend collar.










It was meant to last.










Her throat tightened. “This isn’t TailHaven-issued.”










“No,” he said. “This one’s mine.”










Lexi stared at it. Her fingers brushed the nameplate stitched into the inside.











Kitten. Owned by Dax.











She swallowed hard. “I thought you didn’t offer permanent collars.”










“I don’t,” he said. “I only offer

 

mine.


 
”










She lifted it carefully, reverently, the way someone might hold an heirloom. Her hands trembled slightly.










“Do I… get to choose?”










“Of course,” he said. “But if you say yes, I clip it on, and it stays on until you take it off. There’s no closing ceremony. No tag return. You leave this place as

 

mine


 
, and we make it real beyond this retreat.”










Lexi closed the box, then opened it again, just to hear the click of the latch. Her hands shook, but her voice was clear.










“Put it on me.”










Dax took the collar from the box.










He knelt in front of her—slowly, deliberately. She sat on the edge of the bed, knees together, posture straight. Waiting.










He brought the collar around her neck, brushing aside the old one.










“This collar doesn’t come with contracts or rankings,” he said. “It comes with expectations. With commitment. With real obedience.”










She nodded.










“It comes with rules,” he added. “Protocols. Discipline.”










She nodded again.










“And it comes with care. Because I don’t just take pets—I raise them.”










She smiled softly. “Then raise me right.”










He locked the collar in place.










The

 

click


 
echoed through the quiet cabin like a thunderclap.










Lexi exhaled.










It didn’t feel like ownership.










It felt like safety.










Dax kissed her gently, then leaned his forehead against hers.










“You’re not going back to them,” he whispered. “You’re not meant to be molded. You’re meant to be

 

cherished


 
.”










“I don’t want to be one of many,” she said.










“You never were.”










Later, they walked hand-in-hand through the central courtyard. Some pets had already packed. Others were being crated for transport by their handlers—a rare and consensual exit ritual used by full-time owners.










Lexi didn’t need that.










She had her leash. And her new collar. And him.










But just as they reached the edge of the trail leading back toward the outer gates, a tall figure stepped in their path.










Lady Vael.










She was dressed differently now—no leather, no gloves. A dark wool coat, sunglasses, and riding boots. Her hair was swept back, clean and clinical. Behind her stood the two silent pets from the night before.










Dax stiffened immediately. His hand slid protectively around Lexi’s waist.










“Move,” he said.










Lady Vael didn’t.










“You made your choice, I see,” she said, eyes on Lexi. “That’s rare. Most of them don’t resist the leash.”










Lexi met her gaze. “Because most of them don’t have someone worth resisting for.”










Vael gave the faintest smile. “Sweet. I wonder how long it will last.”










“It will,” Dax growled.










Vael tilted her head. “Careful. We remember disobedience, even from former trainers.”










“File a report,” he snapped.










“We already did.”










Vael turned, calm and slow, and walked away without another word.










Lexi stood silent for a moment, heart thudding.










“Will they try again?” she asked quietly.










“Probably,” Dax said. “You’re valuable.”










She looked up at him. “But I’m yours.”










He smiled, and this time it wasn’t dangerous.










It was proud.










“Yes, kitten. You are.”










And hand-in-hand, collar gleaming in the sun, they walked out of TailHaven—leashed, owned, and unshakably together.










Word count: approx. 1,530










Would you like to continue into a bonus

 

epilogue chapter


 
where Lexi experiences her first post-retreat public play scene with Dax at a real-world BDSM event? We could add high-stakes teasing, sensory denial, and Lexi finally calling him

 

Daddy


 
in public, if you wish. Or start

 

Book Two


 
with a new test of her collar in the real world. Let me know.









Epilogue – On Display










The dungeon lights were low, pulsing with a soft red glow that made every piece of leather shine like wet skin. Music thudded low from the main room, but in the corner alcove of the club, time moved slower. Deeper. Louder in the silence.










Lexi stood on the presentation platform, arms bound above her in silk rope, wrists secured to the polished iron beam overhead. Her thighs were strapped to a spreader bar, her body bare except for a thin strip of lace between her legs and the red collar at her throat.










Her leash hung down behind her, held loosely in Dax’s right hand.










They’d been at the event for over an hour.










She hadn’t come once.










Her breathing was shallow now. Skin flushed. Her nipples so hard they throbbed with every flick of air that touched them. And still—no permission. Not yet.










Behind her, Dax walked a slow circle, dragging his gloved fingers across her waist, her hips, the edges of her thighs. Never direct. Never fast.










Just enough to keep her aching.










Just enough to let the audience know—

 

this one was trained.











Around them, a ring of other Doms and their partners watched. A few with polite curiosity. Some with hunger. One or two with envy. Lexi heard it in the whispers.










“That’s Dax’s new girl…”










“Did you see how still she held posture during warmup?”










“She hasn’t even whimpered. She’s gone

 

deep


 
.”










She was.










Lexi wasn’t in the club anymore. Not really. She was in her body, and out of it. In the leash. In the collar. In his voice when he gave her each impossible command.










“You want release?” he asked softly behind her.










“Yes, Sir…”










He pinched the base of her tail plug and gave it one slow twist.










She whimpered, thighs shaking. “Please…”










“Not Sir.”










She hesitated.










The word lived in her now. He hadn’t asked for it—not until now. But it had taken root.










“Please, Daddy.”










He stepped in front of her, eyes locked on hers. “Say it again.”










Lexi trembled. Her voice cracked. “Please, Daddy. I need it. I’ll do anything.”










The sound that left his throat was low and proud.










He leaned in, pressed his lips to her neck just below the collar, and whispered, “Then come for me, kitten.”










He didn’t need to touch her again.










She shattered.










The orgasm ripped through her without mercy. Her entire body pulled against the restraints, back arched, head thrown back as a strangled cry broke from her lips. The crowd gasped. Some clapped. One woman moaned softly at the sight.










Lexi sobbed through it—messy, raw, trembling—tears rolling down her cheeks as the pleasure refused to stop.










When she finally went limp, Dax unclipped her slowly, catching her in his arms as she sagged into him. He wrapped her in the aftercare blanket they always brought—the soft one she loved, the one that smelled like cedar and home—and held her against his chest.










She whispered into his shoulder.










“I want to be your kitten forever.”










“You already are.”










“And your girl.”










“You already were.”










“And your baby, sometimes.”










He kissed her hair. “Especially that.”










She exhaled, breath warm and content against his chest.










The dungeon melted away. The audience blurred.










It didn’t matter where they were. Because no matter how public the stage, how rough the play, or how deep the surrender…










She knew exactly who she belonged to.










And Daddy never let go of the leash.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
CLAIMED By THE
ALPHA HADLER

POMLY BANE





