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Chapter 1: Red Flag at Terminal

Niamh shifted her weight from one foot to the other in the endless customs line at JFK. The wheels of her carry-on suitcase caught on the scuffed floor tiles again, jerking her shoulder. Exhaustion clawed behind her eyes after the red-eye from Geneva. Every fluorescent tube overhead hummed like a swarm of insects trapped in glass. She blinked hard, trying to focus on the line ahead.

A sharp beep sliced through the murmur of travelers. Red lights flashed above the scanner. Her bag.

"Secondary inspection," a uniformed officer called out. Not just any officer. The man who stepped forward wore the crisp navy of senior rank, brass gleaming on his chest, service ribbons lined like medals of wars she would never know. Salt-and-pepper crew cut. Cold blue eyes that locked onto her immediately. Voss, according to the nameplate.

"Miss Niamh, come with me." His voice carried low authority that cut straight through airport noise.

She followed because refusal was not an option. The corridor stretched long and sterile. Her thighs brushed together under the travel skirt, skin already sticky from hours in recycled air. He guided her with one hand hovering at the small of her back, never quite touching, yet the heat of it pressed through fabric. A heavy metal door clicked shut behind them with finality. The sound echoed in the sealed interview suite.

Fluorescent lights hummed louder here, almost angry. Voss pointed to the single metal chair bolted to the floor. She sat. Cold steel bit into the backs of her thighs immediately, chilling skin still warm from the plane. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them, aware of how exposed the position made her feel under his steady gaze.

"You triggered the sensor," he said, not looking at the bag on the table but at her face. "Yet your declaration form is clean. Interesting."

Niamh swallowed. "There must be a mistake. I attended a biotech conference. Nothing unusual in my luggage."

He circled the table slowly. Each footstep measured. The room smelled of institutional cleaner and something sharper underneath, like vetiver and leather from his uniform. Her analytical mind, trained on data sets and risk assessments, raced through possibilities. False positive. Random check. She could explain her way out in ten minutes.

Except he did not open the bag. He leaned against the edge of the table, arms folded, and studied her like a specimen.

"Why does a woman earning your salary consistently choose economy seats?" Voss asked. His tone stayed conversational, almost gentle. "And why no companion on the return? No colleague. No partner."

Heat rose in her cheeks. She shifted again on the cold chair. The metal now felt warmer from her body but no less unforgiving. "That's personal. Not relevant to customs."

He smiled faintly. The expression did not reach those blue eyes. "Everything becomes relevant when I decide it does."

Minutes stretched. Questions came one after another. Travel frequency. Sleeping arrangements on long flights. How often she felt watched in terminals. Each answer pulled something deeper from her. She told herself it was jet lag making her responses slow, making her nipples tighten under her blouse when his gaze dropped there for a split second. Not anything else.

Voss moved closer. He stopped directly in front of her chair. The fabric of his uniform trousers brushed her knee. "Stand up."

She obeyed before thinking. Legs unsteady after the flight. He towered over her five-foot-six frame, imposing even without the height advantage. Callused fingers brushed her wrist as he guided her hands to the table edge.

"Palms flat. Don't move them."

The position arched her back slightly, pushing her ass out. Blood rushed in her ears. This was not standard procedure. She knew it. Yet the institutional power in the room wrapped around her like chains she could not see. Her hazel eyes met his in the reflection of the one-way mirror across the room.

His hand settled on her hip. Heavy. Possessive. "This stopped being about your bag the moment you walked through my line, little traveler."

Niamh's breath hitched. Defiance flared. "You can't just, "

But his fingers were already sliding under her skirt hem, tracing the edge of her panties. Slow. Deliberate. She should have pulled away. Instead her thighs parted a fraction on their own. Slickness coated her folds already, betraying every independent instinct she owned. The exhaustion from the flight mixed with something darker, a craving she had buried under conference schedules and solo hotel rooms for years.

Voss pushed two thick fingers inside her without warning. Deep. Her cunt clenched around the intrusion, wet sounds filling the quiet suite. She gasped, forehead dropping toward the table. The cold metal under her palms grounded her while his fingers curled, stroking that spot that made her knees buckle.

"Fuck," she whispered. Shame tried to rise but arousal drowned it. His thumb found her clit and circled with ruthless precision. Pressure built fast, too fast after hours of tension and no release.

"You travel alone because part of you needs this," he murmured against her ear. His breath carried the faint scent of coffee and mint. "Needs someone to take the decisions away."

She rocked back onto his hand despite herself. The fluorescent hum drilled into her skull. Every stroke pushed her closer. Her red bob fell across her face, strands sticking to sweat on her forehead. Voss added a third finger, stretching her, filling her until the pressure bordered on pain and tipped straight into pleasure.

Her orgasm hit without mercy. Muscles spasmed hard around his fingers. She came with a broken moan that echoed off the sealed walls, slick dripping down her inner thighs. Waves rolled through her core, leaving her shaking, palms slipping on the metal table. Real climax. Messy. Undeniable.

Voss did not withdraw immediately. He kept his fingers buried, letting her pulse around them while she caught her breath. Then he pulled out slowly, deliberately, and wiped the evidence of her surrender on the inside of her skirt.

Niamh stayed bent over the table, legs trembling. Her mind fractured between outrage and the terrifying urge to beg for more. This man held her future in customs files and federal authority. And her body had responded like it had waited years for exactly this violation.

He stepped back. The loss of his heat left her colder than the chair had. She straightened on unsteady legs, turning to face him. His uniform remained perfectly crisp. Only the slight sheen on his fingers showed what had happened.

"This isn't about your bag anymore, little traveler."

Voss leaned in close enough that she felt the warmth radiating from his chest. His cold blue eyes bored into hers, unblinking. "Why does a woman like you always travel alone, with no return companion booked?"

The question hung between them. The metallic click of the door lock earlier echoed in her memory. No escape. No easy explanation. Only the slow realization that this detention had just begun, and her cunt still fluttered from the aftershocks of coming on a stranger's hand in federal custody.

She opened her mouth but no answer came. The exhaustion behind her eyes burned hotter now, mixed with fresh, dangerous hunger. Voss watched her struggle, patient as a predator who already knew the outcome. The sealed suite felt smaller. The journey from Geneva had landed her here, in this chair, under these lights, with this man rewriting every rule she thought protected her.

Hours stretched ahead. Six of them, he had said when they first entered. But the way he looked at her suggested the real timeline would run much longer. Permanent, even. Her analytical brain tried to calculate exit strategies while her body still hummed from the orgasm he had forced from her in under ten minutes.

Voss gestured back to the chair. "Sit. We are only getting started."

Niamh sat. The cold metal met her soaked panties and sent another shiver up her spine. She crossed her legs again, feeling the slick reminder of her surrender with every shift. Jet lag and interrogation mixed into something heady and terrifying. She met his gaze once more, hazel eyes defiant even as her nipples remained hard points against her blouse.

The real interrogation began. And with it, the slow unraveling of everything she had built her independent life upon.


Chapter 2: Six-Hour Interview

Niamh gripped the edge of the metal chair. Sweat already beaded along her lower back, soaking into the waistband of her travel skirt. The fluorescent lights hummed without mercy overhead, casting harsh shadows across Voss's uniform. Six hours. He had mentioned the timeframe casually after her first orgasm, as if it were a standard layover delay. Her throat tightened with every swallow.

Defensive walls rose fast. She straightened her spine and met those cold blue eyes. "You have no right to keep me here this long without cause."

Voss remained seated across the narrow table, unmoving. His salt-and-pepper crew cut caught the light. The brass on his chest reflected tiny distorted versions of the room. He tapped a tablet once, then slid it toward her. Background reports. Flight manifests. Credit card statements. Everything.

"You earn two hundred and eighty thousand a year as a biotech consultant," he stated. Deep voice rolled through the sealed suite like distant thunder. "Yet you always fly economy. Solo. No upgrades. No travel companion listed in five years."

Her pulse hammered. Slickness from the earlier encounter still coated her inner thighs, a constant reminder whenever she shifted. The chair's cold surface pressed against bare skin where her skirt had ridden up. She wanted to deny everything. Instead her nipples hardened again under her blouse, traitorous points visible through fabric.

"I prefer privacy." The words came out hoarse. Throat muscles worked against the dryness.

Voss leaned forward. Unblinking eye contact pinned her in place. "Privacy. Or punishment?"

Fragments crashed through her mind. He knows too much. How deep did he dig? That Geneva hotel booking. The solo bar tabs. Heat flushed her chest. Part of her wanted to stand and demand a lawyer. Another part, darker and long suppressed, leaned into the exposure. Her body remembered his fingers stretching her cunt, the ruthless way he had drawn out her climax. She crossed her legs tighter, trapping the lingering wetness.

He stood slowly. The chair scraped back. In three measured steps he circled the table and stopped behind her. Large hands settled on her shoulders, thumbs pressing into tight muscle. The vetiver and leather scent of his uniform enveloped her. Calluses scraped lightly against her neck when he brushed her red bob aside.

"Tell me about the last time you let someone take control, Niamh."

She shivered. "I don't."

"Lie." One word. Delivered flat. His right hand slid down her arm, then across to cup her breast through her blouse. Fingers pinched her nipple, rolling it until pain sparked into sharp pleasure. She gasped. Her back arched without permission.

Dialog flowed in low exchanges that stripped her bare. Voss named conferences she had attended alone. Hotels where she requested corner rooms with extra security. The pattern of three-day solo trips that always ended with expensive room service and no guests. Each revelation landed like a blow. She answered in fragments, voice cracking on admissions she had never voiced aloud.

"You book the cheapest seat because you want the discomfort," he murmured against her ear. "You want the system to notice you."

"No." But her hips rocked once in the chair. Slickness spread further. The denial sounded weak even to her own ears.

Voss pulled her up by the elbow. He bent her forward over the table again, chest pressed to the cool surface. Papers scattered. Her skirt flipped up easily. Cool air hit her soaked panties before he ripped them down her thighs in one motion. The sound of his zipper filled the room.

His cock nudged her entrance. Thick. Hot. He rubbed the head along her slit, coating himself in her arousal. "This interview requires full cooperation."

Niamh gripped the far edge of the table. Metal dug into her palms. This can't happen. Federal officer. Sealed room. Yet her cunt clenched with anticipation. She pushed back against him, seeking friction. Defiance and need warred inside her skull.

He drove in deep on the first thrust. Her walls stretched around his girth, full and sudden. A guttural moan escaped her throat. Voss fucked her with steady, punishing strokes, hips slapping against her ass. Each impact sent jolts through her clit where it rubbed the table edge. The fluorescent hum blended with wet sounds of his cock plunging into her pussy.

"Answer me." He punctuated the demand with a particularly hard thrust that bottomed out. "Why economy?"

"Because…" Words dissolved into gasps. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly. "Because I get tired of deciding everything."

"Good girl." Praise rumbled from his chest. He reached around and found her clit, rubbing tight circles while he railed her. Sweat rolled down her lower back now, tickling over her spine. Her red hair spilled across documents. Hazel eyes squeezed shut as the orgasm built fast and merciless.

She came hard. Cunt spasmed around his pistoning cock, milking him with rhythmic pulses. A sharp cry tore from her lips. Slick gushed down her thighs, coating his balls where they slapped against her. Voss growled low, pace faltering for the first time. He buried himself to the hilt and erupted. Hot cum spurted deep inside her, pulse after pulse filling her channel until it leaked out around his shaft with every shallow after-thrust. The sensation of his release triggered another smaller climax that left her shuddering against the table.

He stayed inside her while they both caught breath. Semen dripped slowly down her leg when he finally withdrew. Voss tucked himself away, then smoothed her skirt down with surprising gentleness. The contrast made her head spin.

Niamh straightened on shaky legs. Cum continued to trickle from her well-fucked pussy, soaking her ruined panties where they dangled around one ankle. She kicked them off entirely. Her mind fractured between professional outrage and the terrifying satisfaction of being used so thoroughly in an official interview room.

Voss returned to his seat. Unblinking blue eyes watched her reclaim her chair. Sweat cooled on her skin. The metal surface now felt warmer, slick in places from their combined fluids.

He resumed the questions. Income sources. Family contacts. Medical history. Each answer pulled more threads from her carefully constructed life. He knew about the sleeping pills she took after long flights. The massage appointments she booked in every city. The quiet nights when she edged herself for hours imagining exactly this kind of inescapable authority.

"You maintain perfect control in boardrooms," Voss observed. His voice stayed deep and even. "Yet here you drip my cum down your thighs and still answer every question."

Heat flooded her face. She shifted, feeling the sticky evidence of his load with every movement. Throat tight again. The interrogation continued for what felt like hours. He dissected her preference for solo travel, the way she avoided relationships that might demand vulnerability. Every revelation tightened the invisible collar around her neck.

Another scene unfolded when he made her stand and remove her blouse entirely. Breasts exposed under the merciless lights, nipples still peaked. He had her recite her annual travel schedule while his fingers played between her legs, keeping her on the edge without mercy this time. She recited flight numbers through gritted teeth, hips chasing his touch.

By the fourth hour her voice grew hoarse. Legs trembled from repeated orgasms. Voss remained composed, uniform barely rumpled. Only the faint sheen of sweat on his temples betrayed exertion.

He slid a fresh medical form across the table. Thick paper. Multiple pages. "Next step is mandatory."

Niamh stared at the document. Her hazel eyes flicked up to meet his unyielding gaze. Cum still leaked slowly from her cunt, a constant physical reminder of how thoroughly he had claimed her already.

"You bought the economy seat because part of you wanted to be caught."

The words landed heavy in the quiet suite. The fluorescent lights continued their endless hum. Her throat tightened once more as she reached for the pen he offered. The six-hour interview had only begun to peel back her layers, and Voss showed no intention of stopping until she lay completely exposed before him.


Chapter 3: Extended Search Protocol

Niamh stood completely naked under the unforgiving lights of the sealed suite. Cool air brushed every inch of exposed skin, raising gooseflesh along her arms and across her breasts. The burn of embarrassment spread hot across her chest and up her neck. She had folded her clothes neatly on the chair as ordered, yet her hands still hovered instinctively near her hips before she forced them down.

Voss circled her slowly. His navy uniform remained impeccable. The snap of latex gloves echoed sharp in the quiet room. Clinical metal instruments lay arranged on a rolling tray beside the table. She shivered harder. Sweat from earlier encounters had dried on her lower back, leaving her skin sticky in places. Her red bob fell across one eye, but she did not dare brush it away.

This cannot be legal. Yet here I stand, stripped bare for a customs officer who already knows my secrets. Her analytical mind cataloged escape routes that did not exist. Federal authority. Sealed door. No witnesses. Another part of her, the one that had come twice already under his hands, throbbed with fresh awareness. Nipples tightened into hard peaks from the chill and from his gaze.

"Legs apart. Hands on the table." His deep voice filled the space without raising volume.

She complied. Palms pressed flat to the cool metal surface. The position pushed her ass out slightly. Air currents teased between her thighs where cum from the previous round still lingered. Voss stepped close. Gloved fingers traced her spine first, clinical yet possessive. He documented every mole, every faint mark from her conference heels.

"Birthmark on left hip. Noted." He spoke into a recorder clipped to his pocket. The words felt intimate, violating. His gloved palm smoothed over her ass cheek, then spread her open. Cool metal probe touched her asshole without warning. She jerked.

"Stay still."

The probe slid in shallowly, twisting. Not deep enough to hurt, but enough to make her clench. Embarrassment burned hotter. Slickness gathered again at her pussy entrance despite everything. Voss removed the instrument and set it aside. His gloved fingers replaced it, two thick digits pressing into her cunt this time. He scissored them slowly, opening her walls while his other hand held her hip steady.

Niamh bit her lip. Fight this. Demand a supervisor. Yet her body rocked back onto the intrusion, chasing fullness. Fragments collided in her head. Professional woman reduced to this. Jet lag mixed with raw need. She hated how wet she sounded around his gloved fingers.

"Any contraband here?" Voss asked, voice steady. A faint hitch in his breathing betrayed his own arousal.

"None." Her answer came breathy. He added a third finger, stretching her wider. The latex created a different friction, smooth yet foreign. He curled them against her front wall, hitting that spot repeatedly. Her knees weakened.

He pulled out abruptly and spun her to face him. "Mouth open."

She obeyed. Voss unzipped his uniform trousers with one gloved hand. His cock sprang free, heavy and flushed. Thick veins ran along the shaft. He guided the head past her lips. She tasted salt and her own earlier juices. He pushed deeper, filling her mouth until she gagged softly. Unblinking blue eyes held hers the entire time.

"Suck."

Niamh hollowed her cheeks. Her tongue swirled around the underside. Voss fucked her face with controlled thrusts, one hand tangled in her red hair. Saliva dripped down her chin onto her bare breasts. The clinical tray rattled faintly when her elbow bumped it. Humiliation mixed with powerlessness into something electric. She sucked harder, hollow moans vibrating around his cock.

He groaned low. "Good. Take it all." His hips snapped forward. Balls brushed her chin. She breathed through her nose, eyes watering. Pressure built between her own thighs. Her clit ached untouched. Voss noticed. He reached down and rubbed firm circles over the swollen nub while continuing to use her mouth.

Orgasm crashed through her without mercy. Her cunt clenched on nothing, releasing fresh slick down her inner thighs. She moaned loud around his dick, the sound muffled and desperate. Voss thrust twice more, then pulled out. Hot cum spurted across her face and chest in thick ropes. One pulse landed on her lower lip. Another streaked her left nipple. He stroked himself through the final spurts, breathing ragged for the first time.

Niamh remained on her knees, cum cooling on her skin. The taste of him lingered on her tongue. Her body trembled from the climax and the continued exposure. Voss tucked himself away, then wiped her face with a sterile cloth from the tray. The gesture carried surprising care.

He helped her stand. Legs unsteady. Air still kissed her damp skin, now mixed with the scent of sex and latex. Voss resumed the search. Gloved hands lifted her breasts, weighing them, pinching nipples until she gasped. He checked under her tongue, behind her ears, between her toes. Every touch documented.

"You have a small scar inside your left thigh." He ran a finger along it. "Laser hair removal. Recent."

"How do you know these details?" She whispered the question, voice raw from his cock.

"Complete access." Voss met her eyes. A flicker of something almost possessive crossed his face before the mask returned. "Turn around again."

She did. He bent her over the table once more. This time his bare hands spread her cheeks after peeling off the gloves with another sharp snap. Tongue replaced fingers. Hot and insistent, he licked from her clit to her asshole in long strokes. She cried out. The wet sounds filled the suite. He devoured her, sucking her clit between his lips while two fingers plunged back into her cunt.

Pleasure coiled fast. Niamh pushed back against his face, chasing the sensation. Her second orgasm built from deep inside. Muscles fluttered. She came with a sharp shout, thighs shaking, fresh wetness flooding his mouth. Voss licked her through every pulse, then stood.

He wiped his face on a fresh cloth. Uniform still mostly neat except for the damp spot on his chest where her earlier release had transferred.

The search continued in waves. He made her stand with legs wide while he ran a metal detector wand over every curve. The device beeped near her nipples from the metal in her forgotten piercings. Voss noted them too. Time stretched. Questions interspersed the touches. Her travel history again. Sexual partners in the last year. None. He seemed pleased by that answer.

By the third hour her body hummed with overstimulation. Embarrassment had dulled into a heavy, constant heat. She no longer tried to cover herself. When he ordered her onto the examination table on all fours, she climbed up without protest. Cold vinyl stuck to her knees and palms. Voss stood behind her, gloved once more. Fingers explored her asshole again, this time with lubricant from a small packet. He worked one digit inside, then two, stretching her slowly while his other hand stroked her clit.

She came a third time like that, forehead pressed to the table, moaning into her own arm. The orgasm left her limp. Cum and her own juices smeared the vinyl beneath her.

Voss stepped back. He removed the gloves with deliberate care. The tray of instruments was pushed aside. From a locked cabinet he retrieved something bulky and white. The thick padded garment unfolded in his hands.

"Hands on the table." His tone left no room for argument. "This is for your own protection during detention."

Niamh stared at the garment. Her chest rose and fell rapidly. Fresh embarrassment flared across her skin even after everything he had done. The air in the suite felt heavier now. The metallic click of the cabinet lock still rang in her ears. She placed her palms back on the table, legs trembling, knowing the next phase had arrived and there was nothing she could do to stop it.


Chapter 4: Padded Procedure

Niamh lay exposed on the vinyl examination table. Cool air teased her bare skin while residual slick from the search still coated her inner thighs. Voss stood between her spread legs, the white garment unfolded in his gloved hands. Powder scent filled the suite, sweet and clinical, mixing with the lingering smell of sex and latex. Her chest rose and fell in shallow bursts.

He lifted her hips with one strong arm. The stiff plastic backing slid beneath her ass. She felt every deliberate motion as he smoothed the material flat against her skin. His fingers dusted generous clouds of powder across her mound and between her cheeks. Fine particles settled cool and dry, contrasting the heat building inside her again.

This is happening. A federal officer is putting me in this. And my body is responding. Thoughts fractured. Independence screamed for protest. Yet her nipples stayed tight, her pussy already growing wet once more under his clinical touch. She hated the vulnerability. She craved the loss of choice.

"Legs up slightly." Voss's deep voice commanded without effort. He folded the front panel over her mound. The material cupped her intimately, snug against her clit. Tape ripped from the sides, one strip after another. Each pull tightened the fit, drawing the garment secure around her waist and thighs.

"Why this?" she whispered. Her voice cracked on the question.

"Long holds require protection." He smoothed a final tape, pressing firmly so the edges adhered to her skin. "You will not be allowed bathroom access during extended processing. This prevents accidents and maintains hygiene."

Niamh shifted on the table. The garment held her with firm, unyielding pressure. Every small movement reminded her of the new constraint between her legs. Voss stepped back to observe his work, blue eyes tracing her form from red bob down to the white bulk now locked in place.

He removed the gloves with a sharp snap. His uniform jacket came off next, folded neatly on the chair. "Turn over. On your knees."

She obeyed. The position pushed her ass higher. Voss unzipped his trousers. His cock sprang free, already hard and heavy. He rubbed the thick head along the edge of the garment where it met her thigh, teasing the sensitive crease. Then he pulled the material aside just enough to expose her dripping entrance.

No preamble. He lined up and thrust deep into her cunt in one smooth stroke. Niamh gasped loud. Fullness stretched her walls instantly. He fucked her with measured power, hips slapping against the garment's outer layer with every drive. The added layer created new friction, the taped edges pulling at her skin while his cock plowed her slick channel.

"Look at you." His voice stayed low. One hand gripped her hip. The other reached underneath to rub her clit through the front panel. "Taking my cock right after being secured."

She pushed back to meet each thrust. Pleasure coiled fast in her belly. The scent of powder surrounded them with every movement. Voss pounded harder, balls smacking wetly against her. He bottomed out repeatedly, the head of his dick grinding against that sensitive spot inside. Her moans filled the suite, raw and unbroken.

Orgasm hit her like a wave. Cunt clenched tight around his shaft, pulsing in strong contractions. Slick flooded out around him, soaking into the inner lining of the garment. She cried out, forehead pressed to the vinyl, body shaking through every crest. Voss kept fucking her through it, drawing out the spasms until her legs trembled.

He pulled free suddenly. With quick hands he adjusted the garment back into place, taping it even tighter over her spent pussy. Then he flipped her onto her back. Cock still glistening with her release, he straddled her chest and pushed between her lips. She sucked him eagerly, tasting herself mixed with his salt. Voss fucked her mouth with shallow strokes, one hand in her red hair.

"Swallow what I give you."

He came with a low groan. Thick spurts of cum hit the back of her throat. She swallowed convulsively, taking every drop while smaller pulses landed on her tongue. The taste filled her. Voss held himself deep until the final twitch, then withdrew and wiped the head across her lower lip.

Niamh lay there catching her breath. The garment felt heavier now, warm and snug, absorbing her wetness and his earlier traces. Voss helped her sit up. His fingers traced the taped waistband, checking the fit with possessive care.

"Feel how it holds you." He spoke the words close to her ear. "This is only the beginning."

She stood with his assistance. The unfamiliar shape forced her stance wider, knees slightly apart for balance. Each short careful step sent fresh heat blooming through her body. The secure tapes tugged gently with every motion, a constant intimate reminder. Voss watched her first tentative movements, satisfaction clear in his cold blue eyes.

The suite lights hummed overhead. Powder scent clung to her skin. Niamh took another step, thighs pressing against the firm hold of the garment. Her analytical mind tried to reassert control, listing objections and legal angles. Yet her pussy still fluttered from the recent fucking, already anticipating whatever came next in this extended detention. Voss guided her toward the couch in the corner, hand firm on her lower back. The procedure had only started, and she already felt the first cracks in her resistance widening into something permanent.


Chapter 5: Hydration Protocol

Niamh sat on the low couch in the sealed suite. A plain cover now hid her travel skirt, draping loosely over her hips. The garment from the procedure pressed firm between her thighs, warm from her body and the earlier fucking. Powder scent still clung to her skin. Her wrists rested in her lap, already anticipating what came next.

Voss approached with a large bottle in one hand. Clear liquid filled it nearly to the top. A wide nipple capped the end. He stopped directly in front of her. Blue eyes locked on hers without blinking. "Arms behind the chair."

She obeyed. Metal cuffs clicked around her wrists, securing her in place. The position forced her chest forward slightly. The cover rode up, exposing the top edge of the white garment. Cool air touched the bare skin above it. Her red bob fell across one eye. She shook it away, pulse already quickening.

He fed me nothing solid for hours. Now this. I should refuse. Yet my mouth waters at the sight of the nipple. Contradictions warred inside her. Biotech consultant reduced to this. Jet lag made her thoughts sluggish, but arousal sharpened everything else. Slickness gathered again beneath the garment.

Voss sat on the edge of the table facing her. He held the bottle to her lips. "Open."

The nipple pressed against her mouth. Warm liquid touched her tongue when she accepted it. Sweet, slightly milky flavor flowed steadily. She sucked slowly at first, then deeper as thirst took over. Voss kept the bottle tilted, forcing her to swallow in rhythm. His free hand rested on her knee, thumb stroking the inside in slow circles.

"Every drop, Niamh." His voice rolled deep and steady. "This keeps you hydrated during processing. No refusals."

She drank. The liquid filled her mouth in warm waves. Belly pressure built gradually with each swallow. Fullness spread low in her abdomen, heavy and insistent. Eye contact never broke. His cold blue gaze pinned her while she nursed from the bottle like something owned. Heat rose in her cheeks. Embarrassment mixed with a strange calm that terrified her more than the cuffs.

Half the bottle emptied. Her stomach felt taut, rounded under the cover. Voss pulled the nipple away for a moment. A thin string of liquid connected her lip to it before breaking. "Tell me how it feels."

"Full." Her voice came soft. "Too full already."

"Good." He pushed the nipple back between her lips. "You will finish it."

The second half went down faster. Sweet taste coated her throat. Belly pressure turned into genuine discomfort, a heavy ache that pressed downward. She shifted on the couch. The garment held everything snug, no give. Voss watched every reaction, unblinking. His thumb continued its slow stroke on her inner thigh, higher each time.

When the bottle finally emptied, he set it aside. Niamh breathed hard through her nose. Liquid sloshed inside her with the smallest movement. Her bladder already signaled urgency. Voss uncuffed one wrist, then the other, only to reposition her arms and secure them again in a new hold.

He stood. Uniform trousers opened with a quiet zip. His cock emerged, thick and hard from watching her drink. "Spread your knees."

Niamh obeyed. The cover slid higher. Voss pulled the garment aside at the crotch, exposing her soaked pussy. No warning. He thrust inside her in one deep stroke. Her walls clenched around the sudden invasion, still sensitive from previous use. He fucked her with slow, deliberate rolls of his hips, grinding deep while her full belly pressed against him.

"Feel that?" he asked, voice low. One hand cupped her rounded abdomen. "All that liquid inside you while I take this cunt."

She moaned around the pressure. Each thrust jostled the contents of her stomach and bladder. Pleasure spiked through the discomfort. Voss picked up speed, pounding harder. Wet sounds filled the suite as his cock drove in and out of her slick channel. Her breasts bounced under the cover. Nipples scraped fabric with every impact.

Orgasm built fast despite everything. The fullness amplified every sensation. She came with a sharp cry, cunt spasming hard around his pistoning shaft. Fresh wetness flooded out, coating his balls. Voss growled and buried himself deep. His cock pulsed inside her. Hot cum spurted in thick jets, filling her pussy until it leaked around his base with each final thrust. She shuddered through aftershocks, belly tight, body locked in the chair.

He stayed inside her while they both breathed. Cum and her release mixed, dripping slowly onto the couch cushion. Voss finally withdrew and adjusted the garment back into place, taping it securely over the mess.

Niamh sagged in the cuffs. Belly pressure had grown critical now. The sweet liquid continued working through her system. Voss sat again, watching her face closely. Minutes passed in silence broken only by the hum of lights.

"Need something?" he asked, tone knowing.

She nodded once, short. "Bathroom. Please."

"No." Simple. Final. He leaned closer. "You hold it until I decide."

Time stretched. The heavy feeling in her lower belly intensified. Sweat beaded on her lower back again. She clenched internally, fighting the urge. Voss refilled the bottle and brought it back to her lips. She drank the second round slower, but every swallow added to the load. Her bladder throbbed. The garment felt tighter, more confining with the mounting pressure.

He set the second empty bottle down. His hand pressed lightly on her abdomen. The touch sent a fresh spike of need through her. "Let go when you must. I am right here."

Niamh shook her head. Defiance flared one last time. Minutes later the urge became unbearable. A small leak escaped despite her efforts. Warmth spread inside the garment. Then more. The uncontrollable release happened in a hot rush while Voss watched her face. Liquid flooded the absorbent layers, trapped and held against her skin. Relief mixed with deep humiliation. Her cheeks burned. Eyes stayed locked on his.

"Good girl." Voss reached out and stroked her cheek. "Let it happen. I control when you are changed."

The words sank into her. Warm wetness surrounded her most intimate places, held securely by the garment. Another small after-spurt escaped as she relaxed fully. Voss kept his hand on her face, thumb brushing her lower lip. The first uncontrollable release marked another line crossed in this detention. Her body had betrayed her again, and the heavy satisfaction in his eyes promised many more before the night ended.


Chapter 6: Bonded Residence Transfer

Niamh leaned heavy against the passenger door as the black sedan pulled away from the terminal. Drowsiness clouded her thoughts after the long hours under bright lights and repeated use. The garment between her thighs felt warm and swollen from the earlier release, pressing firmly against her skin with every small shift. Leather seats creaked under her. Night air slipped through a cracked window, cool against her flushed cheeks.

Voss drove in silence at first. One hand rested on the wheel while the other occasionally drifted to her knee. Distant plane engines rumbled like low thunder across the tarmac. Security gates groaned open ahead with a heavy metallic clang that vibrated through the car. They left the airport perimeter behind and entered a private access road lined with high fences.

This is real. He is taking me off site. No one knows where I am. Her mind tried to calculate risks, but exhaustion dulled the edges. Her body, however, stayed alert. Slickness had returned beneath the garment despite everything. The leather warmed against the material, creating an intimate heat that made her shift again.

"Comfortable?" Voss asked. His deep voice cut through the engine hum.

"Define comfortable." She kept her tone steady, but her breath hitched when his fingers traced higher on her thigh.

He smiled faintly. The car turned onto a narrower lane. Trees blocked most airport lights now. Another gate opened with the same heavy sound. Voss pressed a remote and the barrier closed behind them. They arrived at a low, modern residence set back from the road, windows dark except for one security lamp.

He helped her out. Night air wrapped around her bare legs. The short careful steps she took forced her knees slightly apart to accommodate the garment's hold. Voss kept a firm grip on her elbow as they crossed the threshold. Inside, soft lighting revealed a minimalist space that felt more like a private compound than a home. A large living area opened to a hallway with several closed doors.

"This way." He guided her down the corridor. One door opened into what could only be described as private quarters. A wide bed dominated the room, fitted with restraints at each corner. A changing station stood against one wall. Heavy curtains blocked outside views. The distant plane engines still carried faintly through the walls.

Niamh stopped in the center. Her hazel eyes scanned every detail. "You bring people here often."

"Nine before you." Voss closed the door. The lock clicked. He removed his uniform jacket and hung it neatly. "All of them started exactly where you stand now."

She swallowed. The room smelled of vetiver, leather, and faint powder. Her pulse quickened. Drowsiness battled with fresh arousal as he approached. Voss turned her to face the bed and bent her forward over the edge. Her chest pressed into the mattress. He lifted the cover and pulled the garment aside at the back, exposing her ass completely.

"Stay there."

Cold lube dripped between her cheeks. Voss worked it in with two fingers, stretching her asshole slowly. She gasped at the intrusion. The fullness in her belly from earlier hydration mixed with new pressure. He added a third finger, scissoring gently but insistently until she pushed back against his hand.

"Relax for me." His voice stayed patient. "This is part of your transition."

Niamh breathed through the stretch. I should fight this. Demand to leave. Instead my body opens for him. Contradiction tore at her. The leather scent from his discarded jacket mixed with lube. She rocked subtly, seeking more.

Voss withdrew his fingers and replaced them with the thick head of his cock. He pushed forward. Her asshole yielded inch by inch, stretching wide around his girth. The burn bordered on pain before melting into deep, dirty pleasure. He sank halfway, then deeper, until his hips met her ass. Full. So full she could barely think.

He started slow. Deep strokes that pulled almost out before sliding back in to the hilt. Each thrust made her moan into the mattress. The bed creaked rhythmically. Voss gripped her hips and picked up speed, pounding harder. Skin slapped against skin. His balls swung forward with every drive, hitting her soaked pussy below.

"Fuck, you take it so well." He groaned the words. One hand reached around to rub her clit in tight circles. The dual sensation pushed her fast toward the edge. Her asshole clenched around his pistoning cock, gripping him tight.

Pleasure crested sharp and sudden. Niamh came hard, asshole pulsing around his dick in strong waves. Fresh slick gushed from her cunt onto the floor. She cried out, body shaking, fingers twisting in the sheets. Voss kept railing her through it, deep strokes that bottomed out repeatedly, stretching her open wider with every thrust.

His rhythm faltered. He buried himself to the root and came with a low growl. Hot cum spurted deep inside her ass, pulse after heavy pulse. She felt every jet fill her, warmth spreading as he emptied his balls completely. Excess leaked out around his shaft when he finally pulled back slowly, leaving her hole gaping and dripping.

Voss wiped them both with a warm cloth from the side table. He adjusted the garment back into place, securing it over the mess. Niamh stayed bent over the bed, breathing ragged, ass throbbing pleasantly from the hard pounding.

He helped her straighten. Legs unsteady. The private quarters felt smaller now, more permanent. Voss led her to a wide wooden table in the corner. A thick document waited there under a single lamp.

"Read it carefully." He stood behind her, hands on her shoulders. "Refusal means immediate federal charges. Multiple counts. You will not see daylight for years."

Niamh stared at the contract pages. Her body still hummed from the anal fucking, cum slowly leaking into the garment. The distant rumble of another plane sounded outside. Voss leaned down close to her ear.

"Welcome home, Niamh. Your layover starts tonight."

The words settled heavy in her chest. She picked up the pen with trembling fingers. The residence waited silent around them, ready to swallow her completely. The choice, if it had ever existed, had vanished somewhere between the JFK suite and this locked room.


Chapter 7: Signature of Surrender

Niamh stepped into the nursery-style room on unsteady legs. Soft lighting cast long shadows across the oversized bed and the wide wooden table. Her pulse hammered against her ribs. Arousal already simmered beneath the garment's firm hold, mixing with raw nerves that made her hands tremble. Voss closed the door behind them. The lock engaged with a quiet click that sealed her fate tighter than any cuff.

He sat first in the large armchair beside the table and patted his thigh. "Come here."

She crossed the space. Warmth radiated from his chest the moment she settled onto his lap. His salt-and-pepper crew cut brushed her cheek as he pulled her back against him. One strong arm circled her waist. The other hand slid immediately between her thighs, palm pressing firmly against the garment's front. Heat from his body soaked through her cover. She felt every breath he took, steady and controlled.

This is the moment. Signing away everything while he touches me. Fragments raced through her mind. Independent consultant. Solo traveler. Now reduced to this position, wet and aching on a federal officer's lap. Her body betrayed her again, slickness already spreading inside the garment.

"Read every page aloud." Voss murmured the order against her ear. His fingers began slow, rhythmic presses through the material, rubbing directly over her clit. "I want to hear your voice accept each term."

Niamh picked up the thick contract. The first page outlined extended detention authority. Her voice shook on the opening lines. Voss's hand never stopped. Two fingers pressed harder, finding the perfect spot through the layers. Wetness soaked the inner lining fast. She shifted, seeking more friction despite herself.

"Section two grants permanent transfer to this residence." She continued reading. Her breath hitched when he slipped fingers under the leg band, stroking bare skin. Calluses scraped lightly. Pleasure sparked sharp and immediate.

"Keep going." His deep voice vibrated through his chest into her back. One finger breached her pussy, sliding deep. She gasped but forced herself to read the next clause about total authority over daily routines. He added a second finger, curling them inside her while his thumb circled her clit. Wet sounds accompanied every slow thrust.

The pen scratched paper as she initialed the first block. Voss rewarded her with deeper strokes, stretching her walls. Warmth of his chest enveloped her completely. She leaned into it, hips rocking subtly in his lap. Contradiction tore at her. Part of her still screamed to run. The larger part needed him to keep touching her exactly like this.

"Next page." He nipped her earlobe. Three fingers now plunged in and out of her cunt. Slick coated his hand and dripped down to soak the garment further. She read faster, voice growing hoarse with building pleasure. Each initial she scratched onto the paper felt like another chain locking into place.

Halfway through the document Voss withdrew his fingers. He lifted her slightly, freed his cock from his uniform trousers, and pulled the garment aside. Thick head nudged her entrance. "Sit."

Niamh sank down onto him. His cock split her open in one smooth descent, filling her completely. She moaned loud, head falling back against his shoulder. Fullness stretched her perfectly. Voss gripped her hips and guided her movements, forcing her to ride him while she continued reading.

"Section seven… permanent… ownership." Words fractured between gasps. She rocked on his dick, taking him deep with every downward motion. His chest stayed warm and solid behind her. One hand returned between her legs, rubbing her clit while she impaled herself again and again. The pen scratched louder on the paper as she initialed the critical clauses.

"Faster." Voss thrust up to meet her, pounding into her cunt from below. Wet slapping sounds filled the room. Her red bob bounced with each impact. Pleasure coiled tight in her belly. She tried to focus on the final pages but her vision blurred. His cock hit that perfect spot relentlessly, driving her closer to the edge.

She came hard while signing the penultimate page. Cunt spasmed violently around his thrusting shaft. Slick gushed out, soaking his balls and the chair beneath them. A broken cry tore from her throat. Voss growled and fucked her through every pulse, hips snapping upward without mercy.

He lifted her off suddenly, spun her to face him, and pulled her back down onto his cock. Straddling him fully now, she rode with abandon. Voss buried his face between her breasts, sucking one nipple hard while his hands gripped her ass. The contract pages scattered slightly but she kept the pen moving, initialing the final lines with shaking fingers.

"Initial here." Voss looked up at her, blue eyes burning. "This makes it permanent."

She scratched the final marks onto the paper as her second orgasm crashed over her. Cunt clenched rhythmically around his pistoning cock. Voss thrust deep one last time and erupted. Hot cum spurted inside her in powerful jets, flooding her channel until it leaked out around his base with every shallow after-thrust. Thick ropes coated her walls and dripped down his shaft. He groaned against her skin, holding her tight through his release.

Niamh collapsed forward onto his chest. Both of them breathed hard. His cum continued to leak slowly from her well-fucked pussy, soaking further into the garment. The contract lay completed on the table, signatures bold and final. Voss stroked her back with surprising gentleness, one hand still between her legs, pressing the mess against her.

The contract was sealed. She now belonged to his program.

Warmth of his chest surrounded her completely. The distant hum of planes reminded her how far she had traveled from the terminal. No return path existed anymore. Only this room, this man, and the permanent layover that had just begun.


Chapter 8: First Claiming

Niamh stood beside the oversized bed, freshly changed. The new garment hugged her hips with firm security, warm from Voss’s careful hands only moments earlier. Trembling need pulsed through her limbs. Her skin still carried traces of powder and the faint scent of vetiver from his uniform. She ached for him, empty and dripping despite the recent cleaning.

Voss approached from behind. His imposing frame cast a shadow over her. Salt-and-pepper crew cut brushed her shoulder as he pulled her close. The weight of his body pressed against her back, solid and unrelenting. He guided her onto the mattress on all fours, then flipped her onto her back with deliberate strength. Cool sheets met her shoulders. Her red bob fanned across the pillow.

He owns the contract now. He owns me. And still my body begs for more. The thought splintered. Professional detachment fought against raw hunger. Jet lag had long since burned away, replaced by this constant, humiliating arousal.

"Look at me." Voss stripped off his shirt. Muscles shifted under scarred skin. He climbed over her, knees bracketing her thighs. Stubble scraped her neck as he leaned down, dragging his jaw along her throat. The rough texture sent sparks straight to her clit. His hand slid between her legs, pressing firmly against the garment’s front. Fingers rubbed slow circles, building pressure exactly where she needed it.

"Please." The word slipped out before she could stop it.

"Please what?" His deep voice vibrated against her skin. He nipped her collarbone, then soothed the spot with his tongue.

"Take me." Niamh arched up. "Hard."

Voss growled approval. He pulled the garment aside at the crotch, exposing her soaked pussy. Thick cock nudged her entrance, then drove in deep on the first thrust. Fullness stretched her instantly. She gasped, nails digging into his shoulders. He held still for one heartbeat, letting her feel every inch buried inside, before he started moving.

Rough. Possessive. His hips snapped forward, pounding into her with heavy strokes. The bed creaked under them. Each impact jostled the garment against her skin, creating constant stimulation. Stubble rasped her neck again as he kissed and bit a path to her ear. "This cunt is mine."

She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. Wet sounds filled the room with every plunge. His balls slapped against her with rhythmic force. Pleasure coiled fast and vicious in her belly. Voss reached between them and rubbed her clit in tight, unrelenting circles while he fucked her harder.

Niamh came first. Her pussy clamped down around his pistoning cock in powerful spasms. Slick gushed out, soaking the garment and his thrusting shaft. She cried out, back bowing off the mattress, body shaking through wave after wave. Voss did not slow. He fucked her through the orgasm, drawing it out until her vision whited.

He pulled out suddenly, flipped her onto her stomach, and hauled her hips up. The garment stayed mostly in place, only the crotch pulled aside. He drove back into her cunt from behind, even deeper in this position. One hand fisted her red hair. The other gripped her hip hard enough to bruise. He railed her with long, punishing strokes that bottomed out every time.

"Again." The command came low and rough. "Come for me again."

She did. The second climax hit even stronger. Her walls fluttered wildly around his thick cock. Fresh wetness squirted around him, dripping down her thighs. Voss groaned, pace faltering. He buried himself to the hilt and came hard. Hot cum spurted deep inside her, pulse after heavy pulse. Thick ropes filled her channel until it overflowed, leaking out around his shaft and soaking into the garment beneath.

He stayed inside her while they both caught their breath. Then the aftercare began. Voss withdrew slowly, almost gently. He rolled her onto her back and kissed down her body, tongue soothing every mark he had left. Warm cloths appeared from the side table. He cleaned her thighs and between her legs with careful strokes, then taped the garment back into place with fresh precision.

Niamh lay limp, chest heaving. The weight of his body returned as he stretched out beside her and pulled her against his chest. Stubble brushed her temple now, softer after the intensity. His hand stroked slow circles over her lower back, right above the garment’s waistband.

"You took me so well." His voice softened. Fingers traced the curve of her ass through the material. "Breathe through it. Let me hold you."

She melted into the touch. Tears pricked her eyes, not from pain but from the overwhelming release. Her body still trembled with aftershocks. Voss continued the gentle care, murmuring praise against her hair while his free hand massaged her shoulders. The contrast between the rough claiming and this tenderness fractured something deep inside her.

Minutes stretched. He fetched water and made her drink, then held her close again. His cock, half-hard against her thigh, twitched with renewed interest. Niamh reached down and stroked him slowly. Voss let her for a moment before rolling her beneath him once more.

This time he entered her slower. Deep, rolling thrusts that ground against her clit with every motion. The fullness inside while the garment stayed secure created an entirely new sensation. She wrapped her arms around his neck, legs locking behind his back. They moved together in a steady rhythm, less frantic now but no less intense.

"Look at me when you come." Voss held eye contact. Blue eyes bored into hers. His stubble scraped her jaw as he kissed her deeply. She shattered again, pussy pulsing around his cock in long, rolling waves. Voss followed right after, pumping fresh cum into her until it overflowed and soaked the layers beneath her.

He cleaned her a second time with the same careful attention. Then he gathered her into his arms, her head on his chest, and pulled a light sheet over them both.

Niamh lay there, listening to his heartbeat. She realized she had come harder than ever before under his control. Harder than any previous climax in her life. The knowledge settled into her bones like the contract she had signed. No escape existed anymore. Only this bed, this man, and the endless waves of surrender he demanded and rewarded in equal measure.

Voss kissed her forehead. "Rest. Tomorrow we begin your real training."

She closed her eyes. The distant sound of planes reminded her of the world outside, but it felt further away than ever. Her body hummed with satisfaction and new dependence. The first claiming had marked her completely, and she already craved the next.


Chapter 9: Daily Protocols

Niamh woke to soft morning light filtering through heavy curtains. She lay in the crib-like bed, rails raised on three sides, her body still heavy with sleep. The garment from last night pressed warm and slightly swollen against her skin. Voss stood beside the rails, already dressed in a fresh uniform, watching her with those unblinking blue eyes.

He lowered one rail with a smooth motion. "Good morning. Time for your first full day."

She sat up slowly. Muscles ached in the best way from the previous night's claiming. Her red bob stuck to her cheek. Voss helped her out and guided her to the changing station, a wide padded surface with straps at the corners. The ritual began immediately.

He lifted her onto the table. Cool vinyl met her back. Voss unfastened the used garment with efficient hands, exposing her completely. Soft wipes glided over her skin, cleaning away the evidence of sleep and overnight use. Each stroke felt intimate, almost reverent. Powder dusted across her mound and between her cheeks, carrying that familiar sweet scent.

Another day trapped in this routine. I should hate it. Instead heat pools low in my belly every time he touches me like this. The thought intruded sharp and unwelcome. Her independent self recoiled, yet her hips lifted slightly when he slid the fresh garment underneath.

Voss taped it securely. Tight tapes pulled at her skin with each adjustment, creating that firm, inescapable hold. "This stays on until the next scheduled change. No exceptions."

She nodded. Warmth spread through her chest at his calm authority.

He carried her to the large chair and settled her on his lap. A large bottle waited on the side table, filled with warm liquid. Voss brought the nipple to her lips. "Drink."

The morning bottle warmth flooded her mouth. Sweet and slightly thick. She suckled steadily while his free hand rested on her thigh. Fullness built in her stomach with every swallow. His chest provided solid support behind her. She leaned into it despite the flicker of resistance still whispering in her mind.

Halfway through the bottle Voss set it aside. "Stand for inspection."

Niamh rose on shaky legs. He checked the fit of the garment, fingers tracing the leg bands and waist. Then he led her through the first light training exercises. Simple positions at first. Hands behind her back. Knees apart. Hold for thirty seconds. Each command came delivered in that deep, patient voice.

"Down on all fours."

She obeyed. Voss knelt behind her and pulled the garment aside. His cock, already hard, pressed against her entrance. He thrust in deep without warning. She gasped at the sudden stretch. He fucked her with slow, deliberate strokes while she held the position. Each push jostled her full belly from the bottle.

"Keep your back straight." His hand stroked down her spine. He picked up speed, pounding harder. Wet sounds echoed in the quiet room. Pleasure built fast from the angle and the lingering sensitivity from last night.

Niamh came with a broken moan. Her cunt clenched rhythmically around his thick cock, milking him as slick coated his shaft. Voss continued thrusting through her spasms, drawing out every pulse. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the training mat, and drove back inside in one smooth motion.

"Again." The single word sounded like both order and plea.

He fucked her harder this time. Deep, punishing strokes that hit every sensitive spot. His stubble scraped her neck as he leaned down to bite her shoulder. She wrapped her legs around him, taking everything he gave. The second orgasm crashed over her even stronger. Her body shook, pussy fluttering wildly around his pistoning length.

Voss buried himself deep and came with a low groan. Hot cum spurted inside her in thick jets, filling her until it leaked out around his base. He stayed there, pulsing, letting her feel every drop. When he finally withdrew, he used fresh wipes to clean her gently before securing the garment back into place over the fresh mess.

"Lesson one complete." Voss helped her to her feet. His voice carried quiet satisfaction. "You respond beautifully to structure."

Niamh stood on trembling legs. Warm cum shifted inside her with every small movement, trapped by the tight tapes. She caught herself wondering when the next change would come. The realization hit hard. She pushed it away, but the craving lingered like a new hunger.

Voss guided her through more exercises. Balance holds. Breathing control while he stimulated her through the garment. Each task ended with praise or correction, always followed by his hands on her body. By the third round she moved through the positions almost eagerly.

He brought her back to the changing table for a mid-morning check. This time he took longer. Fingers explored her thoroughly while she lay open before him. He added a small amount of lubricant and worked two digits into her ass, stretching her while his other hand rubbed her clit.

"Tell me what you need." His eyes locked on hers.

"More." The admission slipped free. She rocked against his hand.

Voss replaced his fingers with his cock, sliding into her ass with careful but firm pressure. He fucked her there on the table, deep and steady. The fullness combined with the garment's constant hold pushed her into another shattering climax. She came hands-free, asshole pulsing around him, body arching off the surface. Voss followed moments later, pumping cum deep into her ass until it leaked when he withdrew.

He cleaned her again with soft wipes. Fresh powder. New tapes pulled tight. The ritual felt almost comforting now.

"You will learn to need this." Voss cupped her cheek, thumb brushing her lower lip. "To need me."

Niamh leaned into the touch. The morning protocols had only just begun, yet she already anticipated the next bottle, the next change, the next time he would claim her completely. The craving settled deep. Resistance flickered weaker than before. She caught herself wondering how long until the next scheduled change, and the knowledge both terrified and excited her.

The day stretched ahead with more routines. Feeding. Training. Care. Each cycle bound her tighter to his control, and she felt herself sinking willingly into the pattern he designed just for her.


Chapter 10: Restricted Exposure

Niamh stood in the doorway of the private quarters. The residence-only outfit clung to her frame, a short loose dress of soft gray fabric that barely reached mid-thigh. It did nothing to hide the firm, unmistakable shape beneath. Every breath made the material shift against the garment's secure hold. Vulnerability prickled across her skin like static before a storm.

Voss adjusted the hem with one possessive hand. "You will walk beside me today. Eyes forward unless I say otherwise."

She swallowed. The thick bulk between her thighs pressed noticeably with each small movement. Heat already gathered low in her belly. Voss took her elbow and led her down the long corridor toward the common wing. Distant sounds reached her first, soft rustles and low murmurs that carried an intimate rhythm. Knowing glances waited ahead.

They entered a wide, sunlit lounge. Large windows overlooked the fenced grounds. Several women occupied the space at different distances. One knelt on a low cushion near the far wall, back straight, eyes down. Another sat at a table with a book, posture perfectly composed. All wore similar short dresses. All carried the same concealed bulk. Their eyes flicked toward Niamh with quiet recognition, then away.

They see me. They know exactly what I am now. The realization burned. Her independent mind recoiled at the exposure, yet her body responded with fresh slickness soaking into the garment. Public-like vulnerability wrapped around her tighter than any restraint.

Voss guided her to a central seating area. "Observe. Do not speak unless spoken to."

She sat carefully on the wide couch. The bulk shifted under her, pressing firmly against her clit with the motion. Distant rustling sounds drifted from the other women, subtle movements that hinted at their own garments. One layover glanced over again, a small knowing smile touching her lips before she returned to her task. Niamh's cheeks flushed hot.

"Beautiful, aren't they?" Voss murmured beside her. His hand rested on her knee, sliding slowly upward. "Each one once fought the same battle you fight now."

She nodded once. His fingers traced the edge of her dress, then slipped beneath to press against the garment's front. Firm circles rubbed directly over her clit through the layers. She bit her lip to stay silent. The other women continued their quiet routines, yet she felt their awareness like physical touches.

Voss increased the pressure. Two fingers worked her through the material while he spoke in low tones about house rules. Her breathing grew shallow. Slickness spread quickly, warming the inner lining. The public setting amplified every sensation. She fought the urge to rock against his hand.

One of the distant layovers stood and moved to a new position. The subtle shift of her own bulk was visible in the way her hips adjusted. Niamh's breath hitched. Voss noticed and slid his fingers under the leg band, stroking bare, wet folds.

"They're watching you learn," he said quietly. "Just as you watch them."

Niamh's thighs parted slightly on their own. His fingers plunged inside her cunt, two thick digits curling deep while his thumb continued rubbing her clit. She gripped the couch cushion, fighting to keep her face neutral. Pleasure built fast under the knowing glances from across the room. Voss fucked her slowly with his fingers, drawing out slick sounds that felt deafening to her ears.

She came without permission. Her pussy clenched hard around his thrusting fingers, waves of release pulsing through her. Fresh wetness flooded out, soaking his hand and the garment. A soft whimper escaped despite her efforts. Voss continued stroking her through it, prolonging every shudder while the other women pretended not to notice.

He withdrew his fingers and brought them to her lips. She cleaned them obediently, tasting herself under the distant gazes. Voss stood and pulled her up. "Come. There is more to see."

They moved to a viewing gallery overlooking a lower level. Through one-way glass, two layovers were engaged in their own session. One knelt between the other's thighs, pleasuring her slowly while a dominant figure supervised. The sight sent fresh heat through Niamh. Voss positioned her against the glass, hands braced on the cool surface.

He lifted her dress from behind and pulled the garment aside. His cock, hard and heavy, nudged her entrance. One thrust buried him to the hilt inside her soaked cunt. Niamh gasped sharply. The thick fullness stretched her perfectly while the garment's edges tugged against her skin with every motion.

Voss fucked her hard against the glass. Deep, pounding strokes that made her breasts press forward with each impact. The other layovers continued below, unaware or uncaring of the show above. His hips slapped rhythmically against her ass. One hand reached around to rub her clit while the other pinned her wrist to the glass.

"Watch them," he growled against her ear. "You will join their ranks soon."

Pleasure coiled viciously. Niamh came again, cunt spasming violently around his pistoning cock. Slick gushed down her thighs. Voss kept railing her through the orgasm, relentless. His rhythm faltered only when he buried himself deep and erupted. Hot cum spurted inside her in powerful jets, flooding her channel until it leaked out around his shaft with every final thrust. Thick ropes coated her walls and dripped down to soak the garment when he finally pulled free.

He adjusted her clothing with careful hands, then turned her to face him. Stubble brushed her cheek as he kissed her forehead. The distant women in the common area continued their routines, occasional knowing glances flicking toward the gallery.

"They all started exactly where you are."

The promise settled heavy in her chest. Niamh leaned into Voss's solid frame. The public-like exposure, the thick bulk shifting with each step back toward the private quarters, the fresh cum trapped inside her, all of it bound her tighter to this world. She would soon join the permanent collection, and the thought no longer filled her with pure terror. Only a deep, aching acceptance remained.


Chapter 11: Conditioning Sessions

Niamh curled on the edge of the oversized bed, knees drawn tight to her chest. Days of total dependence had stripped her raw. Tears already tracked silently down her cheeks before Voss even entered the room. The weight of the garment between her thighs felt heavier than ever, a constant reminder of how far she had fallen. Her sharp mind, once filled with biotech data and conference schedules, now held only fragments of resistance.

Voss entered carrying a small notebook and a glass of water. He sat beside her and pulled her onto his lap without a word. His large hand settled on her padded bottom, rubbing slow, comforting circles. The pressure grounded her even as it deepened the ache inside.

"You feel it, don't you?" His deep voice wrapped around her like warm velvet. "The old Niamh cracking."

She nodded once. Fresh tears spilled. I was someone important. Conferences. Decisions. Now I wait for bottles and changes like a pet. The contradiction tore at her. Yet leaning into his chest felt safer than fighting.

"Let's begin." Voss tilted her chin up. "Repeat after me. My old life is gone."

"My old life is gone." Her voice cracked on the words.

"Good girl." His hand continued its steady rhythm on her bottom. Praise sank deep. He made her repeat the phrase ten times, each round slower, more hypnotic. Between repetitions he fed her sips of water, then slipped his fingers under the garment's leg band to stroke her slick folds.

The session intensified. Voss laid her back on the bed and positioned himself between her spread thighs. He pulled the garment aside and pushed two thick fingers inside her cunt, curling them slowly while he spoke.

"Tell me your name."

"Niamh." She gasped as he added a third finger.

"No. Your name here is mine to define. You are my layover. Say it."

"I am your layover." The words trembled out. His fingers thrust deeper, stroking that sensitive spot with ruthless precision. Slick coated his hand. Tears continued down her cheeks, but her hips rocked to meet every thrust.

Voss withdrew his fingers and replaced them with his cock in one smooth glide. Fullness stretched her wide. He held still, buried to the hilt, eyes locked on hers. "Who controls your body?"

"You do." She whispered it first, then louder as he began to move.

He fucked her with deliberate, deep strokes. Each withdrawal left her empty and aching before he filled her again. The comforting weight of his hand returned to her padded bottom, squeezing rhythmically as he plowed her cunt. Praise mixed with control poured from his lips between thrusts.

"You were never meant to be independent. You were meant to be owned." Thrust. "Say it."

"I was meant to be owned." Her voice broke into a moan. Pleasure coiled tight despite the emotional storm. Voss picked up speed, pounding harder. Skin slapped wetly. Her red bob stuck to tear-damp cheeks.

She came suddenly, violently. Cunt spasmed around his pistoning cock in powerful waves. Slick gushed out, soaking the garment edges and the sheets beneath. Voss kept fucking her through it, drawing out every shudder until she sobbed with overstimulation.

He slowed but did not stop. "Again. Who do you belong to?"

The second scene unfolded on the floor. Voss had moved her to a thick rug, positioning her on all fours. He knelt behind her and drove back into her soaked pussy. This angle let him go deeper, bottoming out with every thrust. His hand reached under to rub her clit while the other stayed on her lower back, steadying her.

"Repeat the affirmations." His voice stayed hypnotic. "I need Voss. I need structure. I need to surrender."

She chanted them between moans. Each repetition grew easier. Tears dripped onto the rug. Her body betrayed her completely, pushing back to meet his cock. The comforting pressure of his hand on her padded bottom never left. It anchored her while he railed her cunt mercilessly.

"You fought so hard." Voss groaned, pace faltering. "But you were always mine."

He came deep inside her. Hot cum spurted in thick, powerful jets, flooding her channel until it overflowed and ran down her thighs. She felt every pulse, every drop marking her. Another orgasm ripped through her from the sensation alone, leaving her shaking and limp.

Voss cleaned her gently afterward with warm cloths, then secured a fresh garment in place. Tight tapes pulled against her skin. He carried her back to the chair and held her close, hand once more on her bottom, rubbing soothing circles while she trembled in the aftermath.

Final session. Voss sat with her straddling his lap, facing him. His cock nestled deep inside her again, stretching her full. They rocked slowly together, more intimate than frantic. His stubble brushed her tear-streaked cheek as he whispered against her ear.

"Everything you were before led you here. To me. Say it back."

"Everything led me here. To you." The words came easier now. Her arms wrapped around his neck. She moved on him with growing confidence, taking what she needed while giving him everything.

Voss kissed her deeply, tongue claiming her mouth as his hips rolled upward. The slow, grinding rhythm built another climax between them. She came first, cunt fluttering around his thick cock in long, rolling waves. Voss followed moments later, pumping fresh cum into her until it leaked out around their joined bodies.

He held her tight through the shudders. His hand stroked her padded bottom with endless patience. Tears still fell, but they carried release now instead of only pain.

She buried her face in his neck. The whisper slipped out unprompted, raw and genuine. "I belong to you."

Voss stilled. His hand tightened possessively. "Say it again. Who do you belong to?"

The question hung between them. Niamh breathed the answer against his skin, voice steady for the first time in days. The conditioning had taken root. Old identity lay in pieces, and in its place grew something new. Something that needed him more than air. The session had broken her open completely, and she no longer wanted the pieces put back together.


Chapter 12: Total Reshaping

Niamh knelt in the center of the dim room, deeply immersed. Craving Voss’s approval consumed every breath. Sweat already glistened on her skin from the anticipation alone. The leather restraints waited on the table beside him, thick and supple, carrying that rich scent of ownership, vetiver, and polished hide. Her red bob fell across her face as she kept her eyes lowered, heart hammering with need.

Voss circled her slowly. His salt-and-pepper crew cut caught the low light. He stopped in front of her and tilted her chin up with two fingers. “You are ready for the final reshaping.”

“Yes.” The single word left her lips without hesitation. No trace of the old biotech consultant remained in her voice. Only hunger for his control.

He fastened the leather cuffs around her wrists first, then ankles. The straps tightened with soft clicks. He connected them to rings in the floor, spreading her on all fours. The position arched her back and presented her completely. Cool air touched her exposed cunt and ass. The garment had been removed earlier, leaving her bare except for the restraints. Voss ran his palm down her spine, then squeezed her ass cheek possessively.

“Today I mark you as mine in every way.” His deep voice rolled through her. “Body and mind.”

Niamh shivered. I want this. I need this. Nothing else matters anymore. The old life felt like a distant dream. Only Voss remained real.

He knelt behind her and dripped warm oil down her crack. Thick fingers worked it into her asshole, stretching her open with patient insistence. Two fingers became three, scissoring wide. She pushed back against his hand, moaning softly. The scent of ownership filled her lungs every time she breathed.

Voss replaced his fingers with the blunt head of his cock. He pushed forward, splitting her ass open inch by inch. The burn melted into deep, filthy pleasure as he sank to the hilt. Fullness overwhelmed her. He stayed buried, letting her feel every thick pulse inside her stretched hole.

“Tell me you want to be ruined for anyone else.”

“I want to be ruined for anyone else.” Her voice trembled with sincerity.

He began to move. Slow at first, then harder. Deep strokes that pulled almost out before slamming back in, bottoming out against her ass with every thrust. The leather restraints held her steady while he railed her. Sweat slicked her skin, making her thighs slide against the floor. Voss gripped her hips and pounded harder, skin slapping loudly. His balls swung forward, smacking her dripping pussy with each drive.

Niamh came hard within minutes. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around his pistoning cock, waves of intense pleasure ripping through her. Slick gushed from her empty cunt onto the floor. Voss growled and fucked her through it, relentless, stretching her wider with every powerful stroke.

He reached underneath and rubbed her clit in tight circles. “Again. Come while I own this ass.”

The second orgasm hit even stronger. She cried out, body shaking in the restraints. Voss kept pounding, deep and brutal, until his rhythm broke. He buried himself to the root and came with a low groan. Hot cum spurted deep inside her ass in thick, powerful jets. Pulse after pulse filled her until it leaked out around his shaft and ran down her thighs in warm rivulets. He stayed buried, grinding slowly, pushing his release deeper.

When he finally withdrew, her asshole remained open, dripping his cum. Voss cleaned her gently with warm cloths, then applied a thin layer of ointment before securing the fresh garment back into place. The tight tapes pulled against her sweat-slick skin. He unfastened the ankle restraints but left her wrists bound in front.

“On your back.”

She obeyed instantly. Voss positioned her on the large bed and attached the wrist cuffs to the headboard. He climbed over her, cock already hard again. This time he entered her cunt in one smooth thrust. The contrast between her used ass and now-filled pussy made her moan loudly. He fucked her with long, grinding strokes, sweat dripping from his chest onto hers.

“Look at me.” His blue eyes locked onto hers. “This body is reshaped. Say it.”

“This body is reshaped.” She gasped the words between thrusts. Fullness and release blended into one overwhelming sensation. Voss leaned down, stubble scraping her neck as he bit and sucked marks onto her skin. Permanent in feeling if not in ink.

He slowed to a deep, possessive rhythm. One hand stayed on her padded bottom, squeezing rhythmically. The other pinched her nipples, rolling them until she arched off the bed. Pleasure built again, slow and devastating. Niamh wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper.

“I’m yours.” The admission spilled free. “Completely.”

Voss thrust harder. “Good girl. Take every drop.”

She came a third time, cunt spasming wildly around his thick cock. Her release soaked them both. Voss followed right after, pumping fresh cum deep into her pussy until it overflowed and coated the garment beneath her. He collapsed over her, sweat-slick skin pressed together, breathing ragged.

After long minutes he released her wrists and held her close. He brought out a small silver tag on a thin chain, warm from his hand. The symbol etched on it represented permanent ownership. He fastened it around her neck, then kissed the spot where it rested against her throat.

The final scene stretched into the night. Voss kept her in the restraints longer, fucking her mouth, then her cunt again, then her ass once more in a slow, claiming rhythm. Each orgasm stripped another layer of her old self away. Sweat covered them both. The scent of sex and ownership hung heavy in the air. He marked her skin with more bites and the press of his fingers, symbolic claims that would bruise into reminders.

Niamh lay spent in his arms afterward, body trembling, mind quiet. Tears of release mixed with sweat on her cheeks. She looked up at him, voice hoarse but certain.

“Please. Let me stay forever.”

Voss stroked her hair, then cupped her face. His thumb brushed across her lower lip. “There is no return flight for you anymore.”

The words sealed everything. She pressed closer, craving the weight of his body, the scent of his skin, the constant hold of the garment and the chain around her neck. Total reshaping complete. She belonged here, in this residence, under his complete ownership. The begging had come from the deepest part of her, and she meant every word. No other life existed anymore. Only this. Only him.


Chapter 13: Permanent Layover

Niamh lay curled against Voss’s chest, completely broken and rebuilt in his arms. The weight of days, no, weeks, of surrender pressed into her bones like warm lead. His heartbeat thumped steady against her ear, a rhythm she had come to crave more than air. Sweat still cooled on her skin from the previous claiming. The fresh garment hugged her hips with heavy, comforting security. She breathed in the scent of him, vetiver and salt and ownership, and felt the last fragments of her old self dissolve.

Voss stroked her red bob with one large hand while the other rested possessively on her padded bottom. “Tonight we finish it. No more hesitation.”

She nodded against his chest. No words came. Only the deep, aching need to belong completely.

He lifted her easily and carried her to the center of the ritual room. Candles flickered around the edges, casting golden light across the wide platform bed fitted with black leather straps. A final copy of the contract lay open on a small stand beside it, pen waiting. Voss set her down on her knees and fastened soft leather cuffs around her wrists and ankles. The restraints clicked into place with finality. He spread her thighs wide and secured them to rings at the corners, opening her completely.

Niamh trembled. Slick already gathered between her folds. The warm heavy padding pressed against her with every small shift of her hips. Voss stood back for a moment, admiring the sight, then stepped forward and tilted her chin up.

“Read the final clause aloud.”

Her voice came soft but clear. “I, Niamh, surrender all rights to Senior Supervisor Voss. I accept permanent layover status as his tenth. No release. No return.”

“Good girl.” He kissed her forehead, then her lips, slow and claiming. His hand slid between her legs and pressed firmly against the garment. Fingers rubbed her through the material until she whimpered. He peeled the garment aside, exposing her dripping cunt, and pushed two thick fingers inside her without warning.

She moaned, hips straining against the restraints. Voss added a third finger, stretching her while he spoke. “This cunt belongs to me. This ass belongs to me. Your mind belongs to me.”

“Yes.” Tears of overwhelming release slipped down her cheeks. “All of me.”

He removed his uniform with deliberate care, revealing the hard length of his cock. Climbing onto the platform, he positioned himself between her spread thighs and drove in deep. One smooth thrust buried him to the hilt inside her soaked pussy. Niamh cried out at the sudden fullness. He fucked her with long, powerful strokes, hips snapping forward, balls slapping wetly against her. The restraints held her open for every deep plunge.

Pleasure built fast and merciless. She came within minutes, cunt spasming hard around his pistoning cock. Fresh slick gushed out around him, coating his shaft and dripping onto the platform. Voss kept thrusting through her orgasm, grinding deep, drawing out every shudder.

He pulled out, flipped her onto her stomach with the restraints adjusted, and drove back into her cunt from behind. The new angle let him hit even deeper. One hand fisted her red hair while the other reached under to rub her clit. He railed her harder, skin slapping loudly, sweat-slick bodies moving together.

“Beg for it,” he growled against her ear.

“Please. Fill me. Own me completely.”

Voss pounded into her with brutal precision. She came again, screaming into the mattress, pussy fluttering wildly around his thick cock. He followed with a deep groan, burying himself to the root. Hot cum spurted inside her in powerful jets, pulse after heavy pulse, flooding her until it leaked out around his shaft with every final thrust. Thick white ropes coated her walls and ran down her thighs.

He stayed inside her while they caught their breath, then withdrew and cleaned her gently. Fresh powder dusted across her skin. He secured a new garment into place with tight, deliberate tapes, then released the ankle restraints but kept her wrists bound in front.

“On your back again.”

Niamh obeyed instantly. Voss climbed over her and slid back into her pussy in one smooth motion. This time the rhythm stayed slower, deeper, more ritualistic. He rocked into her with grinding strokes that rubbed her clit perfectly with every movement. His chest pressed against hers, heartbeat strong and steady. She wrapped her legs around his waist, pulling him closer.

The final contract page waited beside them. Voss picked up the pen and placed it in her bound hands.

“Sign it while I’m inside you.”

She did. The pen scratched across the paper as he thrust deep and slow. Each signature line came with a powerful stroke of his cock. When she finished the final initial, Voss took the document, sealed it with his stamp, and set it aside.

The contract was complete.

He fucked her harder now, chasing their shared release. Sweat slicked their skin. His stubble scraped her neck as he kissed and bit marks along her throat. Niamh came first, cunt clenching rhythmically around him in long, rolling waves. The orgasm tore through her, leaving her shaking and sobbing with pleasure. Voss followed moments later, pumping fresh cum deep into her pussy until it overflowed and soaked the warm heavy padding beneath her.

He stayed buried inside her, holding her close. His hand stroked her padded bottom in slow, soothing circles while his heartbeat thumped against her ear.

Niamh whispered against his skin, voice raw and certain. “I don’t want to leave. Ever.”

Voss kissed her temple, then her lips. His blue eyes held hers with absolute possession. “Welcome to your forever layover, my good girl.”

She realized in that moment, wrapped in his arms with his cum still leaking into the garment and his heartbeat steady against her ear, that this detention would never end. And she no longer wanted it to. The airport, the old life, the woman who once flew alone through terminals, all of it had vanished. Only this remained. Only him. Only the permanent, perfect layover she had finally chosen with every part of her being.

The candles burned lower. Voss held her tighter, cock still nestled inside her, and she drifted in the warm, heavy safety of total surrender. No return flight. No escape. Only forever.
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