
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Corporate Takeover: A Femdom Domination & Chastity Romance




Financial Ruin, Power Exchange & Total Submission




INTRODUCTION










Power. Control. Dominance.










Daniel Holt had spent his entire career building an empire, bending the world to his will, and ensuring that no one—

 

no one


 
—held sway over him. He was the kind of man who dictated the terms of every deal, whose presence alone commanded submission, whose name sent lesser men scrambling to please him.










He was untouchable.











Until Victoria Black took everything.











She had always been a rival—intelligent, ruthless,

 

dangerous


 
. But Daniel had underestimated her. He had thought her a passing threat, a competitor to outmaneuver, a challenge to overcome.










Instead, she

 

destroyed him.











In a single, brutal corporate takeover, Victoria dismantled everything he had built. His company, his assets, his

 

legacy


 
—

 

gone.











And in the aftermath of his downfall, she gave him a choice.











Sign over his freedom. Or be ruined completely.











Now, Daniel is trapped in a world he never imagined—one where he is no longer the master, but the

 

property


 
. Victoria has stripped him of everything: his money, his control, his identity. And in return, she has given him

 

a new purpose.











To serve. To obey.










To submit.










His days are no longer spent ruling the boardroom. Instead, he kneels at his Mistress’s feet, waiting for her command, desperate for her approval. She has reshaped him, trained him, broken him down and rebuilt him into something

 

perfectly molded to her desires.












But the worst part?











He craves it.










He

 

aches


 
for it.










Because the deeper Victoria drags him into

 

total submission


 
, the more Daniel realizes the unthinkable.










He

 

was never meant to be the one in control.











He was meant to belong to her.











Forever.















🔥

 

A dark, intense femdom erotica novel featuring forced submission, corporate humiliation, chastity, financial domination, psychological ownership, and absolute control. Daniel Holt’s fall from power will be slow, brutal, and deliciously inevitable


 .













Are you ready to watch a powerful man be broken, used, and owned beyond repair?











Welcome to

 

The Corporate Takeover.


 😈







CHAPTER 1: THE FALL OF DANIEL HOLT










Daniel Holt was used to power. He had spent years crafting his reputation—ruthless, dominant, the kind of man who made others kneel. He controlled boardrooms, dictated million-dollar deals with a flick of his wrist, and left a trail of broken competitors in his wake.











Until Victoria Black took everything.











Now, he sat across from her in what had once been

 

his


 
office, watching her stretch like a lazy predator in

 

his


 
chair, her manicured nails tapping against

 

his


 
desk as she watched him with quiet amusement.










Victoria had always been his rival—just another ambitious shark swimming in the same waters. But Daniel had underestimated her. He had assumed her company was too small, that she wasn’t aggressive enough to be a real threat.










And now?










She

 

owned


 
him.










“Still struggling to process it?” she murmured, her red lips curving into a smirk. “That you lost?”










Daniel clenched his jaw, refusing to give her the satisfaction of a response.










Victoria exhaled, standing and sauntering around the desk, her black heels clicking against the floor. The sound alone sent a shiver down his spine. “Oh, Daniel,” she purred, running a single finger down the lapel of his suit jacket, her touch cold and deliberate. “You should’ve seen this coming.”










She leaned in, close enough that he could smell her perfume—

 

expensive, intoxicating, dangerous.











“But I suppose men like you always think they’re untouchable.”










Daniel forced himself to stay still as she moved behind him, resting a hand on his shoulder.










“I’m a reasonable woman,” she continued, her fingers tightening just slightly. “I could let you walk out of here today, let you try to rebuild your empire from the ground up like a good little entrepreneur.”










She chuckled. “But we both know you’d fail.”










His fists clenched. “What do you want from me?”










She circled back in front of him, reaching into a drawer and sliding a thick

 

contract


 
onto the desk.










Daniel eyed it warily.










“This isn’t a job offer,” she said, voice dripping with satisfaction. “It’s

 

an agreement


 
. You work for me now. No power. No authority. Just my personal assistant.” She tilted her head. “Well, more like… my

 

property


 
.”










Daniel let out a sharp laugh. “You’re insane if you think I’m signing that.”










Victoria merely arched a brow, then picked up a remote from the desk and pressed a button.










A screen behind her flickered to life.










Daniel’s stomach twisted the second he saw

 

his own face


 
—images of him at

 

private parties


 
, surrounded by women, drinking too much, indulging in things that should have never been caught on camera. Some of them were just scandalous. Others?

 

Would end his reputation forever.











His blood ran cold. “Where did you get those?”










Victoria grinned. “I have my ways.” She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. “And if you don’t sign? These photos, these

 

videos


 
, will be sent to every investor, every board member, every contact you’ve ever made. Your name will be synonymous with

 

disgrace


 
.”










Daniel’s breath came fast and uneven. He was trapped, and she knew it.










“I will ruin you, Daniel.” She smirked, tapping the contract. “Or, you can sign… and belong to me.”










The word

 

belong


 
sent a sharp wave of humiliation through him. He had spent his entire life in control, bending others to his will.










And now, this woman—this

 

rival


 
—was demanding his submission.










His hand trembled as he picked up the pen.










The moment his signature hit the page, Victoria let out a satisfied sigh.










“Good boy.”









CHAPTER 2: COLLARED IN THE OFFICE










Daniel had always walked into his office with his head high, shoulders squared, commanding respect without a word.










Now?










Now, he stood in front of his

 

new


 
boss, hands clenched into fists, heart hammering in his chest as Victoria Black lounged in her chair, sipping a glass of wine at

 

10 a.m.


 
as if she didn’t have an empire to run.










His empire.










Victoria smiled, as if sensing the rage simmering beneath his skin. “You look tense, Daniel,” she said, her voice dripping with amusement. “Still adjusting to your new role?”










New role.










That’s what she called it.










The contract had been brutal—stripping him of any real authority, reducing his title to

 

Executive Assistant


 
, though it became painfully clear within the first

 

hour


 
that he was no assistant. No, she had made it very clear.










He was

 

hers


 
.










And today was his

 

first lesson in submission


 
.










Victoria placed her glass down and leaned back, crossing her legs. The movement was deliberate—her black dress riding up just enough to reveal

 

red lace underneath


 
. His cock, already strained against the tailored fabric of his pants, twitched involuntarily.










“Come here.”










Daniel exhaled sharply through his nose. He was a

 

grown man


 
, a powerful one—he didn’t just

 

obey


 
orders like a damn dog.










Victoria’s smile widened. “Oh, darling. You still think you have a choice?”










She reached into her drawer and pulled out something

 

black and sleek


 
.










Daniel’s stomach twisted the moment he saw it.










A collar.










“You must be joking,” he said through clenched teeth.










Victoria tapped her manicured nails against the leather. “Not at all.” She rose from her chair, heels clicking against the floor as she walked toward him. The scent of her perfume was

 

intoxicating


 
, making his pulse quicken.










“Let’s get a few things straight,” she murmured, trailing a finger down his chest. “You are no longer in charge. You do

 

not


 
give orders. You

 

obey


 
.”










She grabbed his tie, yanking him forward so fast he nearly stumbled.










“You address me as

 

Mistress


 
when we’re alone,” she whispered against his ear, voice laced with power. “Understood?”










Daniel’s entire body burned with humiliation. His jaw locked. His fingers twitched.










Silence.










Victoria sighed. “Oh, dear. Looks like we need to teach you some

 

discipline


 
.”










Before he could react, she reached between his legs and

 

gripped his cock through his pants


 
.










Daniel

 

choked on a breath


 
, his knees nearly buckling as she applied

 

just enough pressure


 
to send a sharp jolt of pain and pleasure coursing through him.










“You’re hard.” Her voice was pure amusement, dark and mocking. “I haven’t even

 

done


 
anything, and your cock is already betraying you.”










He

 

hated


 
how right she was.










Hated how his body

 

reacted


 
to her control.










Victoria squeezed tighter, and a

 

pathetic whimper


 
escaped his lips. His

 

own whimper


 
. His face burned.










“Oh, my sweet boy,” she cooed. “You’re going to break so beautifully.”










Then, in a slow, deliberate movement, she unbuckled his belt.










Daniel stiffened. “Victoria—”











Slap.











The sharp crack of her palm against his cheek sent a fresh rush of humiliation through him. His head snapped to the side, and the sting pulsed hot against his skin.










“What was that?” she murmured. “What do you call me?”










He clenched his jaw. His pride screamed at him to

 

fight back


 
.










Victoria grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “Say it.”










Daniel swallowed, heat curling in his stomach. His cock throbbed—

 

fucking traitorous


 
—and his lips trembled before he finally

 

whispered it


 
.










“…Mistress.”










Victoria’s grin was pure satisfaction. “Good boy.”










Then, without hesitation, she

 

fastened the collar around his neck


 
. The leather was cool against his skin, snug enough that he

 

felt every breath against it


 
.










Click.










A

 

golden lock


 
snapped into place.











Permanent.











Daniel’s entire body shuddered.










Victoria

 

stepped back


 
, arms folded, admiring her work. “That’s better.”










Daniel forced himself to

 

stand tall


 
, to

 

cling to whatever power he had left


 
—but the weight of the collar, the way she

 

looked at him


 
, made him feel…










Owned.










Victoria’s smirk deepened. “On your knees.”










Daniel’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.










“Excuse me?”










She arched a brow, as if he had just said something truly stupid.










“

 

Knees. Now.


 
”










Heat crawled up his spine. His

 

face burned


 
, his fists clenched, but his body… his

 

body betrayed him again


 
.










Slowly,

 

shamefully


 
, Daniel

 

sank to the floor


 
.










Victoria

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, reaching down to run a hand through his hair.










“Good boy,” she purred, gripping the collar.










Then she yanked.










Daniel

 

gasped


 
, balance shifting forward, barely catching himself with his hands. His chest heaved as she

 

forced his face inches from her heels


 
.










She placed a single

 

perfect, polished heel


 
under his chin, tilting his head up.










“Welcome to your new position, pet.”










Daniel swallowed hard, the weight of his

 

humiliation


 
pressing down on him. And worst of all?  His

 

cock throbbed painfully


 
in his pants, betraying

 

just how much this turned him on.










CHAPTER 3: A LESSON IN DISCIPLINE










Daniel knelt on the cold marble floor of what had once been his office, the weight of the collar around his neck a constant, humiliating reminder of how much had changed. Victoria Black sat in his chair, watching him with a mixture of amusement and satisfaction, swirling a glass of deep red wine in her hand as if he were nothing more than a curiosity.










Her

 

property.











The words echoed in his mind, sending a fresh wave of anger coursing through him. He clenched his jaw, willing himself to stay silent, to resist whatever game she was playing.










Victoria leaned forward, resting her elbows on the desk. “Do you know why you’re kneeling right now, Daniel?”










His lips pressed into a thin line.










She sighed, taking a slow sip of wine before setting the glass down with a deliberate

 

clink


 
. “Defiance is such an

 

ugly thing


 
in a man with no power.”










She stood, moving toward him, her heels clicking against the floor with a slow, measured rhythm that sent an involuntary shiver down his spine. She stopped just inches away, looking down at him like a queen surveying her new pet.










“It’s time you learned your first lesson,” she murmured.










Daniel’s entire body tensed as she reached out, running her fingers through his hair, her touch almost… affectionate. But then her grip tightened,

 

yanking his head back sharply


 
, forcing him to look up at her. His breath hitched at the sudden control, the firm dominance in her movements making his pulse pound in his throat.










“Mistress,” she corrected.










Daniel’s teeth ground together.










Victoria tilted her head, amusement flickering in her dark eyes. “Say it.”










He stared at her, stubbornness warring with the humiliating truth of his position. The longer he hesitated, the more the tension built, stretching between them like a taut wire, ready to snap.










Then, without warning, she

 

slapped him


 
.










His head jerked to the side, his skin stinging from the sharp impact. A low, breathless sound escaped him before he could stop it, and the second it did, her lips curled in satisfaction.










She gripped his collar, pulling him forward until their faces were only inches apart. “Try again.”










Heat crawled up his neck. His face burned—not just from the slap, but from something far worse.

 

Shame.











His pride had already taken the first blow. Now, she was going to make sure he felt

 

every single one after that.











His lips parted, his voice rough, barely more than a whisper.










“…Mistress.”










Victoria’s smile was pure satisfaction. “Good boy.”










Her fingers trailed down his cheek, over the mark she had just left, her touch deceptively soft. She was playing with him—enjoying the way his body

 

shuddered involuntarily under her control


 
.










“Now, let’s talk about your next lesson.” She stepped back, returning to her chair. “Submission is more than just kneeling, Daniel. It’s about obedience. Respect.” She crossed one leg over the other, the movement effortless, commanding.










“Do you know the first way a pet shows loyalty?”










He exhaled through his nose, his body rigid.










Victoria sighed dramatically. “You’re not very quick, are you?”










She extended her foot toward him, the

 

red-bottomed heel resting just in front of his knees


 
. The leather gleamed under the office lights, pristine, untouched.










Daniel’s stomach twisted.










No.










She wouldn’t.










His breath caught when he saw the glint in her eyes—the cruel delight dancing in her expression.










Oh, but she would.










“Lick,” she ordered.










Daniel’s whole body tensed, humiliation crashing over him in a violent wave.










He

 

couldn’t


 
.










But as he hesitated, she leaned forward, gripping his

 

chastity cage


 
through his trousers and squeezing.










Pain

 

spiked through him


 
, white-hot and immediate, his whole body jerking in response. His breath hitched, a strangled groan escaping him as she applied

 

just enough pressure


 
to make him writhe.










Victoria leaned in, her voice a dark whisper against his ear.










“I could have you

 

crawling naked


 
through this office if I wanted,” she said smoothly. “I could have every employee watch you—laugh at you. Would you like that, Daniel?”










He swallowed hard, his face

 

burning


 
at the thought.










“Or,” she continued, easing her grip, “you can be

 

a good boy


 
and do as you're told.”










The humiliation

 

was unbearable.











But

 

the alternative was worse.











Daniel

 

lowered his head


 
.










His pulse thundered in his ears as his lips parted, his

 

tongue hesitantly darting out


 
, touching the

 

smooth leather


 
of her heel. The second it made contact, his stomach twisted, nausea and something

 

far more dangerous


 
curling in his gut.










Victoria let out a

 

soft, satisfied sigh


 
.










“There’s my obedient pet.”










She nudged her foot forward, making him press his tongue deeper against the leather, forcing him to

 

degrade himself further


 
. His breath was uneven, his jaw tight, but he obeyed, running his tongue slowly over the toe of her shoe,

 

feeling every inch of his humiliation settle into his bones.











When she finally withdrew, he kept his head bowed, his whole body trembling.










Victoria chuckled, reaching down to pat his head. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”










He didn’t answer. He couldn’t.










“Hmm. Maybe you do have some potential after all.”










She snapped her fingers. “Up.”










Daniel’s legs felt like

 

lead


 
as he rose, his knees aching, his body screaming at him to

 

do something—fight back, reclaim control


 
. But as he stood before her, he felt something far worse than just defeat.










He felt

 

helpless.











Victoria leaned back in her chair, watching him with an almost lazy amusement. “Tomorrow, we’ll take your training further,” she murmured, “but for today, I think you’ve learned

 

one


 
important thing.”










She reached forward, tugging

 

his tie just enough to make him lose his balance for a split second


 
.










“You

 

belong


 
to me now.”










Daniel stood there, silent, burning with

 

anger, humiliation, and something else he refused to name.











Victoria simply smiled, lifting her glass of wine.










“To new beginnings.”









CHAPTER 4: STRIPPED OF CONTROL










Daniel barely slept that night.










The weight of the

 

collar


 
around his neck still burned against his skin, an unshakable reminder of his

 

fall from power


 
. He had spent years building his empire, commanding respect, and bending men to his will. Now? He had been reduced to nothing more than a

 

plaything


 
—his once-dominant presence shattered beneath Victoria’s unrelenting control.










He had

 

licked her fucking shoe.











And the worst part?










His cock had

 

throbbed in its cage the entire time.











When he arrived at the office the next morning, his jaw was tight, his body tense, and his mind screaming at him to

 

fight back


 
—to reclaim some part of himself before it was too late. But the second he stepped inside, the air felt… different.










Something was coming.










And then he saw her.










Victoria stood by her desk, scrolling through her phone, looking effortlessly powerful in a fitted black dress that hugged every inch of her body. But it wasn’t her presence that sent ice crawling down his spine. It was what she held in her hand.











A neatly folded pile of fabric.











Her lips curled in satisfaction when she saw him. “You’re late.”










Daniel clenched his fists. “By three minutes.”










She lifted a brow. “And that’s

 

three minutes too long.


 
”










His stomach twisted as she stepped toward him, pressing the folded fabric into his chest.










“Go change.”










Daniel frowned, his fingers curling around the fabric. It was soft, almost

 

silky


 
, and far too light to be a proper shirt. He unfolded it slightly—










And his breath caught.










No.










No fucking way.










He looked up at her, a cold sweat forming at the back of his neck. “You can’t be serious.”










Victoria smirked. “Oh, I’m very serious, pet.”










He glanced down at the

 

delicate black lace.












A women’s lingerie set.











The panties were sheer, thin enough that they’d

 

barely hide anything


 
, and the matching lace bralette was

 

humiliatingly feminine


 
. His

 

muscular chest


 
would strain against it, making it

 

clearer than ever


 
just how much power he had lost.










“This is a joke,” he hissed, his pulse

 

hammering


 
in his throat.










Victoria exhaled, reaching for his collar. With

 

one sharp tug


 
, she pulled him in close, her breath warm against his skin. “You lost, Daniel.” Her voice was low, steady, dangerous. “That means

 

I own you.


 
Your body? Mine. Your pride? Mine. And if I want my pet dressed properly, you

 

obey


 
.”










His

 

cock twitched violently


 
in its cage, and shame curled in his gut.










Victoria

 

noticed.











She smiled slowly, running her nails down his jaw. “Go. Change. Now.”










Daniel hesitated.










She sighed. “Would you like to

 

strip right here, in front of everyone


 
?”










His blood

 

ran cold.











Victoria didn’t make empty threats.










Without another word, he snatched the lingerie and stormed toward the private bathroom attached to her office, his breath coming in

 

short, furious gasps


 
.










He slammed the door shut and leaned against it, gripping the lace in his fists. His body

 

shook


 
with rage.










He should

 

fight this


 
. He should rip the fucking lingerie apart and throw it back in her smug,

 

sadistic


 
face.










But that would mean

 

losing.











And Victoria Black didn’t tolerate

 

defiance


 
.










His fingers trembled as he slowly unbuttoned his crisp white shirt, the humiliation

 

already sinking in


 
.











This wasn’t him.












He wasn’t weak.











And yet—










The collar was still around his neck.










The chastity cage was still locked in place.











And his cock was still throbbing for her.











The moment the

 

silk slid over his skin


 
, he felt the full weight of his

 

submission


 
crush him. The panties barely covered him, the delicate lace hugging his hips, exposing too much, leaving him

 

completely vulnerable


 
. The bralette stretched across his chest, absurd and humiliating, the fabric brushing against his skin like a constant reminder of what he had

 

become


 
.










He

 

hated


 
how tight it was. How much it made him

 

ache


 
.










With every breath, he felt himself slipping

 

further


 
into

 

her control.
















The Office Walk of Shame











When he stepped back into Victoria’s office, his

 

humiliation was absolute


 
.










Her

 

eyes devoured him


 
instantly.










She dragged her gaze over his lace-clad body, taking in every exposed inch, her smirk deepening. She didn’t even bother hiding her amusement.










“Oh, darling,” she purred, circling him like a predator. “You look

 

precious.


 
”










Heat burned in his cheeks. His

 

muscles tensed


 
as she reached out, tracing a single finger down his chest, letting the lace

 

scrape against his skin.











His cock

 

throbbed violently.











She

 

noticed.











Her smirk widened. “You’re already hard, aren’t you?”










Daniel gritted his teeth, his jaw so tight it

 

ached.











Victoria let out a soft hum. “Such a shame you’re locked up. Otherwise, you’d be

 

dripping


 
for me, wouldn’t you?”










He

 

wanted


 
to resist.










But when she pressed a hand to the front of his cage,

 

applying just enough pressure to make him gasp


 
, a pathetic,

 

desperate


 
sound escaped him.










And that’s when he knew.










He was

 

completely fucked.











Victoria stepped back, satisfied. “Good. Now, let’s give the office a show.”










His

 

stomach dropped.











“What?”










Her fingers tightened around the leash attached to his collar, yanking him forward before he could even process her words.










“You’re going to

 

walk through that office


 
dressed like this,” she whispered. “And you’re going to keep your head down like a

 

good little pet.


 
”










Daniel’s heart

 

slammed


 
against his ribs.











No.











She wouldn’t.










But the moment she opened the door and stepped into the main office space, pulling him along like a

 

leashed animal


 
, he realized—










Oh, but she fucking

 

would.











Gasps. Stifled laughter. Shocked whispers.











Everyone saw.











His

 

entire company


 
—his former employees, the men and women who once answered to him—now watched him

 

paraded through the office


 
in

 

lace panties and a bralette


 
, his

 

cock caged


 
, his

 

pride destroyed.











His whole body burned.










Victoria’s grip was firm, controlling, unyielding as she walked with perfect confidence,

 

owning every second of his humiliation


 
.










When they stopped in front of the

 

main conference room


 
, she turned to face him, eyes

 

blazing with dominance.











“Kneel.”










The room

 

fell silent.











Daniel’s lungs

 

locked.












Fight.


 
His pride screamed at him.

 

Resist. Don’t give her this.











But Victoria simply

 

tilted her head


 
, waiting.










Daring him.










And in the end, he did the

 

only thing he could.











His knees hit the floor.










His

 

humiliation was complete.











Victoria let out a slow, satisfied breath, then lifted her boot, pressing the heel

 

against his caged cock.











“You belong to me,” she murmured, voice

 

dark and victorious.











And for the first time, Daniel

 

felt it.











Not just

 

heard it.












Felt it.











Because

 

it was true.










CHAPTER 5: USED AND BROKEN










Daniel knelt in the middle of the open office, his breath shallow, his face burning with humiliation. His

 

caged cock throbbed


 
painfully against the lace panties Victoria had forced him into, the sheer material doing nothing to hide his shame. Every set of eyes was on him—his former colleagues, his ex-employees—watching, whispering, some

 

mocking, some aroused, some horrified


 
.










Victoria Black stood before him, exuding

 

power, dominance, control


 
. One foot rested on his thigh, her

 

sharp red heel pressing into the delicate fabric of his panties, grazing his caged cock with cruel precision


 
. Her smirk was one of pure

 

victory


 
.










“You’re trembling, pet,” she mused, voice silky smooth, laced with amusement. “Do you like this? Being displayed like a proper little office whore?”










Daniel swallowed hard, the humiliation so intense it made his

 

head spin


 
. His body betrayed him, aching, throbbing, desperate for something—

 

anything


 
.










Victoria let the moment stretch, making sure every single person in the office

 

understood exactly what had happened to him


 
. He wasn’t Daniel Holt,

 

former CEO, once untouchable


 
. He was

 

nothing


 
.










Her foot slid higher, pressing into his

 

caged length


 
, and his

 

breath hitched


 
.










“Tell them,” she said softly.










Daniel’s

 

stomach twisted.


 
“Tell… them what?”










Victoria’s smile was

 

pure cruelty


 
. “Tell them what you are.”










Silence.










His heart

 

slammed


 
against his ribs, his entire body rigid with resistance.










She sighed, shaking her head, then

 

pressed down harder with her heel


 
, the pressure sending a sharp, delicious mix of

 

pain and frustration


 
through him.










Daniel

 

choked on a gasp


 
, his hands clenching into fists against his thighs.










“Say it,” she commanded.










He couldn’t.










Wouldn’t.










His pride—

 

what was left of it


 
—clawed at him, screaming for him to

 

fight back, to resist, to not give her this


 
.










Victoria’s foot

 

moved


 
, sliding up to his

 

throat


 
, pressing lightly, just enough to make his pulse

 

jump


 
.










“Say it, or I’ll make sure every single employee here gets a front-row seat to what happens when you disobey me,” she purred. “Would you like that, pet? Should I take you over to my desk, bend you over, and show them exactly how you’re used?”










His

 

breath stuttered.











A few women in the office

 

gasped softly


 
, their eyes

 

wide, intrigued


 
. The men shifted uncomfortably, watching the scene unfold, unable to look away.










Daniel’s

 

face burned.


 
His throat tightened.










He was trapped.










His pulse roared in his ears as he

 

sank lower


 
, voice shaking.










“…I’m… your pet.”










Victoria

 

exhaled in satisfaction


 
, dragging the

 

sharp heel


 
of her shoe down his chest, over the delicate lace covering him, down to his

 

aching cage


 
.










“Louder.”










Daniel squeezed his eyes shut. Every muscle in his body

 

tensed with shame


 
, but his cock—his fucking

 

traitorous cock


 
—throbbed with something

 

worse than need


 
.










“…I’m your pet, Mistress.”










A soft

 

murmur of shock and arousal


 
rippled through the office.










Victoria

 

laughed


 
, running her nails through his hair like he was some

 

tamed animal


 
. “Yes, you are.”










She gave his

 

cage


 
one last cruel press, making him

 

whimper


 
in frustration, before stepping back and turning to the office workers who still stared in disbelief.










“Back to work.”










There was hesitation, but slowly, the office

 

shifted back to motion


 
—though the air was

 

thick


 
with the knowledge that something

 

irreversible had just happened


 
.










Victoria gestured for Daniel to

 

crawl after her


 
.










His stomach

 

sank


 
.










She wasn’t done.















Inside Her Private Office











The moment the door shut behind them, Daniel

 

barely had time to catch his breath


 
before Victoria grabbed his

 

collar


 
and yanked him toward her.










“You’ve done well today,” she murmured, voice low, teasing. “But you’re still holding back, aren’t you?”










Daniel’s

 

heart pounded.


 
His entire body was

 

wired, buzzing, aching


 
with something he didn’t want to name.










Victoria reached down,

 

cupping his caged cock


 
, her nails scraping lightly over the metal. “You’ve been hard for me all day,” she whispered. “Begging without saying a word.”










His

 

throat dried.


 
His body

 

tensed.











Victoria smirked, running a

 

single nail down his stomach, over the lace


 
, watching his body

 

tremble


 
under her touch.










Her fingers trailed lower.










Lower.










Until they slipped beneath the

 

waistband of his panties


 
.










Daniel

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
, his whole body

 

locking up


 
.










Victoria let out a soft, pleased hum. “Look at you,” she mused, wrapping her fingers around his

 

aching, caged cock


 
. She

 

squeezed


 
, just enough to make him

 

jolt


 
, his breath

 

breaking apart


 
.










His head tipped forward, his forehead pressing into her

 

thigh


 
.










She let him stay there, running her nails through his hair, watching him

 

fall apart


 
.










“You’re going to beg for me soon, pet,” she whispered, her voice like silk, like poison.










Daniel’s

 

body betrayed him completely.











His breath

 

shook


 
. His hips

 

trembled


 
.










He was already

 

so close to breaking.











And Victoria knew it.










She leaned down, her lips grazing his ear, her

 

hand tightening


 
around his cage.










“You belong to me,” she whispered.










And for the first time,

 

he didn’t fight it.










CHAPTER 6: BROKEN AND TRAINED










Daniel knelt at Victoria’s feet, his breath uneven, his body betraying him with every pulse of aching

 

need


 
. His cock was

 

caged, throbbing


 
, his muscles tight with frustration, his mind clouded by the sheer

 

humiliation


 
of what he had just endured in front of his former employees.










Victoria sat in her leather chair, one leg crossed over the other, watching him with the satisfaction of a predator admiring

 

a freshly tamed pet.


 
Her fingers ran lazily through his hair, nails scraping against his scalp, the gesture

 

soothing and condescending at once


 
.










“You did well today,” she murmured, tipping his chin up so their eyes met. “But I think we both know you still have a little fight left in you.”










Daniel swallowed hard, his

 

throat tight


 
.










She was right.










No matter how much she degraded him, no matter how much she humiliated him in front of his employees, there was still a small part of him—the former CEO, the man who had ruled this company with absolute control—that refused to break.










Victoria sighed, shaking her head. “We’ll have to fix that.”










She reached into her desk drawer and pulled out

 

a black silk blindfold


 
.










Daniel tensed.










“Mistress…” His voice was rough, hesitant.










Victoria raised an eyebrow. “What is it, pet? You sound nervous.”










His stomach twisted. He hated this.

 

Hated


 
how his body reacted to her touch, how every command sent a sharp jolt of need straight through him.










She smirked, as if reading his mind. “Oh, I know what you’re afraid of.”










She leaned down, pressing her lips to his ear, her voice a soft, sultry whisper.










“You’re afraid of how much you like this.”










Daniel’s

 

breath hitched


 
.










Her nails

 

dragged down his chest


 
, over the delicate lace bralette she had forced him into, teasing the fabric over his nipples.










“I’ve seen the way you tremble for me,” she continued. “The way your cock aches in its little cage. The way you submit even when you pretend to fight.”










She pulled back slightly, fingers tilting his chin higher.










“You’re already mine.”










Daniel

 

shuddered


 
.










The words sent a pulse of heat through his body, his cock straining uselessly against the

 

cold steel of his chastity cage


 
.










Victoria chuckled softly, then

 

slid the blindfold over his eyes


 
.










Darkness swallowed him.










He heard the soft

 

clink


 
of something metal, the rustle of fabric. The sharp

 

click of her heels


 
as she circled him, making sure he felt her presence, her dominance, even without sight.










Then—











A sharp tug on his collar.











Daniel let out a breathless

 

gasp


 
as she yanked him forward. His hands hit the floor, bracing himself, his

 

cheeks burning


 
with fresh humiliation.










A hand

 

pressed against the back of his neck


 
, firm, unyielding.










“Hands behind your back.”










His pulse roared.











Fuck.











He hesitated for only a second before obeying, crossing his wrists behind him, his muscles tight with anticipation.










Cool

 

leather straps


 
wrapped around his wrists, cinching them together in a tight bind.










“Good boy,” Victoria murmured, satisfied.










Daniel barely had time to process the restraint before she

 

pressed her foot between his thighs


 
, the pointed tip of her

 

stiletto heel nudging against his caged cock


 
.










His entire body

 

jerked


 
, a pathetic, strangled sound escaping his throat.










Victoria

 

laughed softly


 
.










“You’re so sensitive,” she mused, grinding her shoe against the cage, sending

 

sharp jolts of pleasure and frustration through him.


 
“I wonder how long it’ll take before you’re

 

begging me to use you.


 
”










Daniel clenched his jaw. His

 

breath came faster, more uneven


 
, his pride cracking at the edges.










Victoria leaned down, her lips brushing against his temple.










“Let’s find out.”










She stepped away, and suddenly, the warmth of her body was gone. The loss of contact sent an unexpected pang of

 

desperation


 
through him.










His breath came in

 

short, shallow gasps


 
as he knelt there, blindfolded, bound, helpless.










Then— The soft

 

whisper of fabric sliding down.


 
His entire body

 

locked up


 
. He knew that sound. The rustle of a dress being pulled off.










His

 

cock throbbed violently


 
in its cage, a desperate, frustrated whimper slipping from his lips before he could stop it.










Victoria chuckled, the sound

 

low and teasing


 
. “Oh, I think you’re ready for this.”










A soft, warm

 

thigh pressed against his cheek


 
, smooth, bare.










His whole body

 

shook


 
.










His lips

 

parted instinctively


 
, his breath shuddering against her skin.










Victoria exhaled, pleased. “That’s it. I want to see how eager you can be, pet.”










Her hand slid through his hair, gripping it firmly.










“Open your mouth.”










Daniel obeyed

 

immediately.











A

 

fresh wave of shame crashed over him


 
, because this time, there was no hesitation. No resistance.











Just submission.











Victoria dragged him closer, guiding his mouth exactly where she wanted it.










“Good boy,” she whispered, voice dripping with

 

victory


 
.










Daniel shuddered.










His

 

mind screamed


 
at him to resist, to fight, to take back control—










But the moment she pulled him

 

flush against her heat


 
, his body

 

betrayed him completely.











His

 

tongue darted out


 
,

 

desperate, eager, hungry


 
.










Victoria let out a slow, pleased sigh,

 

grinding against his mouth


 
, her fingers tightening in his hair. “Look at you,” she purred. “My proud CEO, on his knees, eating me like a trained little pet.” A fresh wave of

 

humiliation and arousal crashed through him


 
. She was right. He was broken. And he had never been harder in his life.









CHAPTER 7: FULL SUBMISSION










Daniel’s world had been reduced to heat, wetness, and the firm grip of

 

his Mistress’s hands in his hair


 
. His

 

pride had shattered completely


 
, leaving behind only instinct, only

 

need


 
.










The scent of her arousal was

 

intoxicating


 
, a heady mix of dominance and reward. His tongue moved with desperate precision, licking, sucking, obeying

 

without thought, without hesitation


 
.










Victoria’s fingers tightened,

 

yanking his hair


 
, forcing his face deeper against her. A breathless chuckle escaped her lips,

 

satisfied, indulgent, in control


 
.










“You’re so eager now,” she mused, voice low and

 

thick with amusement


 
. “What happened to the arrogant CEO who thought he was untouchable?”










Daniel let out a muffled

 

whimper


 
, his body trembling. His

 

cock throbbed violently


 
inside its cage, every twitch a fresh wave of

 

humiliation and frustration


 
.










He had never felt

 

so desperate, so powerless, so fucking ruined.











Victoria

 

rolled her hips against his mouth


 
, grinding down, using him exactly how she pleased.










“You love this, don’t you?” she breathed, fingers tightening. “My once-powerful little pet, reduced to nothing but a tongue for his Mistress.”










Daniel groaned, the words

 

sending a hot pulse of shame through him


 
.










He hated how true they were.










Hated how much his

 

body obeyed


 
before his mind could even process it.










Victoria let out a

 

pleased sigh


 
, her thighs trembling slightly. She

 

jerked his head back suddenly


 
, yanking him away, his face soaked, his breath ragged.










She smirked down at him, running a finger over his

 

wet lips


 
, smearing her essence against his skin.










“You’ve learned your place well, pet,” she murmured. “But there’s still one more lesson left.”










Daniel

 

panted


 
, his entire body screaming for

 

something more, something deeper, something final


 
.










Victoria took a step back, letting him kneel there—

 

a mess of need and submission


 
, waiting, aching,

 

completely at her mercy.











Then—










He heard it.










The soft, unmistakable sound of

 

leather against skin


 
.










His stomach

 

dropped.












No.











His breath caught as he

 

heard the rustle of straps


 
, the soft whisper of

 

a harness being tightened


 
.










His

 

cock strained painfully


 
, his whole body

 

locking up with anticipation


 
.










He couldn’t see her—

 

the blindfold still robbed him of sight


 
—but he knew exactly what she was doing.










Victoria let the silence stretch, letting his own

 

mind torment him


 
.










Then—










A single, cool

 

finger


 
ran down the

 

cleft of his ass


 
, making him shudder violently.










“You’ve been so good today,” she murmured, her voice

 

dripping with satisfaction


 
. “I think it’s time you finally earned your reward.”










Daniel’s

 

breath stuttered


 
.










A rush of

 

fear and arousal twisted inside him


 
, clashing, battling,

 

blurring into something unrecognizable


 
.










He had never been

 

taken


 
before.










Never been

 

used


 
.










Never been

 

claimed.











And yet, he knew, deep in his

 

fucking bones


 
, that

 

he wanted this.











Victoria dragged her nails over his thighs, teasing him, playing with his tension. “But first…”










He heard the sharp

 

clink of a key.











His

 

lungs locked.











Then—










The unbearable

 

pressure around his cock vanished.











The

 

chastity cage clicked open


 
, dropping to the floor.










A raw,

 

shuddering moan tore from his throat


 
, his

 

cock finally freed


 
, so

 

hard, so sensitive


 
, so

 

achingly desperate


 
.










Victoria

 

laughed softly


 
, gripping his

 

hair again


 
.










“Oh, you poor thing,” she purred, dragging her nails down his stomach,

 

barely grazing his aching length


 
. “You look like you’re about to break.”










Daniel

 

groaned


 
, his hips

 

jerking forward involuntarily


 
, needing, begging,

 

pleading without words


 
.










Victoria

 

smirked against his ear


 
.










“Beg for it.”










His

 

body clenched.











Humiliation warred with

 

raw, undeniable need


 
.










His

 

cock twitched violently


 
, the sheer

 

ache of finally being free


 
sending him into

 

a haze of desperation


 
.










Victoria traced her fingers lower,

 

ghosting over his length


 
, giving him just enough sensation to drive him fucking

 

insane


 
.










“Beg me to take you, pet,” she whispered.










Daniel’s

 

throat locked


 
. His pride

 

fought back


 
, clawing, screaming,

 

demanding that he hold onto something, anything


 
.










But his

 

body had already surrendered.











He was

 

hers.











And he

 

fucking knew it.











“…Please,” he choked out, his voice

 

wrecked, ruined, unrecognizable


 
.










Victoria let out a pleased hum. “That’s not begging.”










Daniel’s

 

whole body trembled


 
.










He was beyond

 

shame


 
now.










He was

 

broken open


 
, laid bare, exposed.










And he

 

needed her.











“…Please, Mistress.” His voice

 

cracked


 
. “Please use me.”










Victoria

 

exhaled


 
, slow and victorious.










Then,

 

without warning


 
, she pushed him

 

down onto the desk, face-first


 
, his

 

cheek pressed against the cold surface


 
.










Daniel’s

 

breath stuttered


 
, his

 

heart pounding violently


 
.










He felt her

 

press against him


 
, the

 

silicone tip sliding between his cheeks


 
, teasing,

 

threatening, promising.











His

 

cock jerked, leaking onto the desk


 
, his whole body

 

on fire.











Victoria

 

ran her nails down his spine, holding him there


 
, making sure he felt every inch of his

 

helplessness.











“You belong to me,” she whispered, pressing forward,

 

filling him, stretching him, claiming him completely.











Daniel

 

moaned—loud, desperate, filthy


 
.










And this time, he didn’t

 

fight it at all.










CHAPTER 8: OWNED FOREVER










Daniel had never felt this before.










His body, once a fortress of dominance and control, had been

 

breached, conquered, and claimed


 
. Victoria had stripped him of everything—his

 

title, his power, his dignity


 
—and now, she was taking the last thing he had left.










His

 

pride.











His body

 

shook


 
beneath her as she pressed deeper, slow and

 

deliberate


 
, making him feel every inch of his

 

submission


 
. His cock—finally

 

freed from its cage


 
—throbbed violently, dripping onto the

 

polished wood of the desk


 
, untouched, neglected, aching.










And still, he moaned for her.










His Mistress.










Victoria’s

 

fingers curled into his hips


 
, her grip firm, grounding,

 

reminding him exactly who he belonged to now


 
.










Her voice, low and

 

sultry


 
, whispered against his ear.










“You’re taking me so well, pet.”










Daniel’s breath

 

shuddered


 
.










Every movement, every slow, deliberate thrust sent another

 

wave of submission crashing through him


 
, unraveling the last tattered remains of his resistance.










He wasn’t fighting anymore.










He wasn’t even pretending to.










He was

 

hers.


 
Completely. Utterly. Forever.










Victoria chuckled softly, her pace

 

slow and punishing


 
, dragging out every moment, every sensation, forcing him to

 

feel the reality of his submission.











“You were always meant for this,” she murmured, her nails dragging down his spine. “You thought you were powerful. Important.”










She thrust harder, making him

 

gasp, making his cock twitch helplessly against the desk


 
.










“But this is what you were really made for,” she purred, rolling her hips in

 

deep, deliberate circles


 
. “To be used. To be owned.”










Daniel’s

 

fingers clenched into the desk


 
, his whole body

 

burning with humiliation and something far more dangerous.












Desire.











His cock

 

dripped


 
, twitching every time she moved, every time her nails dug into his skin, every time she

 

reminded him that he was no longer a man, but her possession.











Victoria leaned down, pressing a soft,

 

mocking kiss


 
to the nape of his neck.










“I could keep you like this forever, you know.”










Daniel

 

whimpered.











The words sent a

 

violent pulse of arousal through him


 
, so strong it made his stomach twist, his breath

 

hitch


 
.










Victoria laughed, dragging her fingers down his

 

trembling thighs


 
.










“Would you like that, pet?” she teased. “To be nothing more than my personal toy? Locked away, kept only for my amusement?”










Daniel’s

 

body betrayed him completely.











He moaned,

 

loud, desperate


 
, his cock

 

twitching painfully


 
,

 

aching


 
for something,

 

anything


 
.










Victoria exhaled, pleased. “Oh, I think you would.”










Her pace

 

quickened


 
, her thrusts

 

sharper, deeper


 
, forcing his body to

 

accept its new purpose


 
.










Daniel could

 

barely think


 
, barely breathe. His entire world had narrowed down to the

 

sensations


 
, the control, the utter

 

helplessness


 
of being taken.










And then—










Her hand

 

wrapped around his neglected cock.











Daniel

 

choked on a cry, his back arching sharply, his breath breaking apart


 
.










His

 

cock throbbed violently


 
, leaking

 

helplessly


 
into her grip.










Victoria’s fingers curled

 

tighter


 
, her touch

 

firm and knowing


 
, stroking him with

 

agonizing precision


 
.










“You want to cum for me, don’t you?” she whispered.










Daniel’s

 

lungs locked.











His hips

 

jerked forward


 
into her hand, his body

 

begging, pleading, completely at her mercy.











“Yes,” he gasped.










Victoria

 

tightened her grip.











“Yes, what?”










Daniel’s

 

face burned


 
, his whole body

 

trembling, weak, ruined.











“…Yes, Mistress.”










Victoria let out a soft,

 

victorious moan


 
, dragging her teeth against his shoulder as she

 

fucked him harder, stroked him faster, owned him completely.











“That’s it, pet,” she purred. “Cum for me. Show me who owns you.”










Daniel’s

 

body convulsed


 
.










The pleasure was

 

too much, too intense, too complete.











With a

 

ragged, broken moan


 
, he

 

shattered beneath her


 
, his entire body

 

seizing, his cock jerking violently in her grip, spilling over her fingers, the desk, himself.











It was

 

the hardest orgasm of his life.











His vision

 

went white, his muscles locked, his breath broke apart in gasping, desperate sobs.











Victoria let him ride it out, her

 

hand milking him dry


 
, her body still

 

pushing into his


 
, making sure he

 

felt everything.











By the time it was over, Daniel could barely

 

move


 
.










His body was

 

limp


 
, trembling,

 

spent


 
.










Victoria finally pulled away, sliding out of him with

 

excruciating slowness


 
, letting him

 

feel the absence of her


 
. Then— A sharp

 

slap against his ass


 
, making him

 

whimper softly


 
, his body

 

too exhausted to resist


 
.










Victoria

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, running a hand through his damp hair.










“Good boy.”










Daniel’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, his breath still

 

uneven


 
, but his body—

 

his weak, used, helpless body—relaxed into her touch.











Victoria smirked, pressing a slow,

 

mocking kiss to his shoulder.











“You’re mine now.” Daniel barely had the strength to nod. Because deep down, he

 

already knew it was true.










EPILOGUE: PROPERTY OF VICTORIA BLACK










Daniel

 

had nothing left.











Not his company.










Not his power.










Not even his

 

autonomy.











His world had been

 

reshaped around one person—Victoria Black.











His

 

Mistress.











It had been months since that day in her office. Months since he had signed away his

 

freedom, his control, his dignity.











And now?










He

 

belonged


 
to her.











Stripped of Identity











Victoria

 

had taken everything.











His name meant nothing now. He wasn’t

 

Daniel Holt, CEO, businessman, alpha male.











He was just

 

her pet.











A

 

kept thing.











She had

 

cleaned out his bank accounts


 
. Every dollar he had earned, every investment, every asset—

 

transferred to her name.











His car? Hers.










His penthouse? Sold.










His entire

 

portfolio, liquidated and absorbed


 
into Victoria’s empire.










He didn’t need money. Didn’t need property.










Didn’t need

 

anything except her.











And she made sure he

 

never forgot that.












His New Life











He no longer worked.










Victoria

 

forbade it.











Instead, his days were spent

 

kneeling at her feet, waiting for orders, existing only to please her.











He lived in her

 

penthouse


 
, in

 

her space


 
, with

 

no room of his own.











Only a

 

small, elegant cage at the foot of her bed


 
, where he

 

slept every night.











His wardrobe? Gone.











Suits, ties, crisp shirts—all replaced with silk robes, lace panties, nothing but what Mistress allowed him to wear.











Sometimes, that meant

 

lingerie that barely covered him, exposing every inch of his submission.











Other times, she kept him

 

completely nude


 
, a collar locked around his neck, a leash clipped to her wrist.











Total Control











Victoria had

 

tightened her grip


 
over him in every way possible.










He couldn’t speak

 

without permission.











He couldn’t touch himself

 

without approval.











His

 

cock was caged


 
constantly, released only when she decided to

 

use it.











Every morning, he

 

woke to the feeling of her heels pressing against his chest


 
, a reminder that his body, his mind,

 

his entire existence belonged to her.











She controlled what he ate, when he slept,

 

when he was allowed to cum.












And most days, she didn’t allow it.











Orgasm denial had become

 

his new normal.











She would tease him for hours, stroking, edging, whispering filth into his ear—only to

 

lock him back up, untouched, leaking, desperate.











His

 

desperation amused her.











And he had

 

learned to love it.












The Final Act of Ownership











One night, Victoria called him into her study.










Daniel crawled inside, the

 

click of his collar’s leash echoing in the room.











She sat at her desk, elegant as always, one leg crossed over the other, a

 

gold pen in hand.











A

 

contract


 
sat before her.










He swallowed hard.










“You’re going to sign this,” she murmured, tapping the paper.










Daniel hesitated, his pulse

 

thudding against his ribs.











“What… is it, Mistress?”










Victoria smirked.










She leaned forward, fingers brushing against his

 

cheek


 
, her voice low, intimate,

 

devastating.











“It’s your final surrender, pet.”










She lifted the

 

contract, turning it so he could read.












A legally binding document.











He skimmed the words, his hands

 

shaking.











It gave

 

everything


 
to her.











All of his assets.











His

 

legal power.











His

 

identity.











Everything he

 

had been, everything he had built—handed over to her, irrevocably.











Daniel

 

sucked in a sharp breath


 
, his mind screaming at him to

 

fight back, to stop, to resist.











But his

 

cock twitched violently in its cage


 
,

 

his skin burned under her gaze


 
, and he knew—










He had

 

already made his decision.











Slowly, with

 

trembling fingers


 
, he picked up the pen.










Victoria

 

watched him closely


 
, eyes dark, waiting, holding him in the

 

unbreakable grip of her control.











His breath

 

shook


 
.










Then, with one final,

 

shattering stroke of ink


 
, he signed.










The

 

moment the pen left the paper


 
, Victoria let out a slow,

 

satisfied sigh.











She picked up the contract, looked at his signature, then tilted his chin up with

 

two fingers.











“You’re mine, Daniel,” she whispered.










His

 

entire body shuddered.











Victoria leaned down,

 

kissing him slowly, deeply, possessively


 
.










Then she pulled back, smiling against his lips.










“My perfect little pet.”










Daniel’s

 

lungs ached, his heart pounded, his body trembled—











Because he knew, in that moment, there was

 

no escape.











No turning back.










No resistance left.










He was

 

owned forever.











And God help him, he

 

loved it.
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