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Prologue


Everyone in the city knows what happens behind the iron gates on Blackridge Hill. Nobody pretends otherwise. The Grayson Mansion isn’t a rumor or a scandal that polite people don’t name; it’s a choice—stark as a signature on a line. Three months of ownership for the clean slate you can’t buy with hustle, prayer, or a fourth night shift. The tabloids call it depravity. The message boards call it a society. The women who’ve gone inside call it by its real name: freedom with a price tag you agree to in advance.

Elizabeth Thorne reads the application page again on her cracked phone, standing in the laundry aisle of a 24-hour grocery at 2:11 a.m., under a light that flickers like it’s tired of trying. Her cart holds detergent and the cheapest toothpaste. Her bank app holds $27.14 and a hazard-yellow overdraft warning waiting to pounce if she breathes wrong. On the screen, the words are plain:

Applicant affirms that she is (i) twenty-one or older, (ii) financially responsible for her own debts, (iii) of sound mind, and (iv) seeking voluntary admission to the Grayson Residency Program.

It doesn’t promise love. It doesn’t pretend to be charity. It does not hide the part about ownership or about sex. The PDF lays it out line by line—what will be demanded, what will be given, what is absolutely prohibited, and what is required to stop anything at any time. There’s a safeword protocol in the appendix and a video of a woman in a black dress explaining it like a pilot explaining an oxygen mask: practiced to the point of detachment.

Lizzy scrolls past the legalese to the FAQ she’s already memorized.

Q: Do you erase all debts?

A: Unsecured debts are settled through Grayson Foundation instruments on Day 90 upon successful completion of your term. Secured debts (mortgage/auto) may be negotiated separately. You will not leave worse off than you arrived.

Q: Is sex mandatory?

A: Sexual service is the central condition of the contract. If this is unacceptable to you, do not apply.

Q: Will I be forced to stay after three months?

A: No. You will be offered the opportunity to extend or accept staff training/mentorship roles only if you request them. You are not obligated and will not be coerced.

It is the absence of apology that seals it for her. Not the debt erasure, though that’s loud in her head—credit cards from when her mother got sick, the predatory APR on the emergency loan that felt like quicksand, the student balance accrued by pausing one semester too many and then never going back. It’s the bluntness, the way it meets her halfway with respect rather than pity. She applied because she was done being cornered by the kind of men who smile while they calculate the interest. She applied because she is not squeamish about what she wants and she’s finished pretending otherwise.

There’s also the truth she does not say aloud, not even in the mirror: the videos didn’t scare her. The ones that leak to the wrong corners of the internet don’t show faces, only glimpses—ankles in cuffs, a hand at the base of a throat, a voice instructing posture in a tone that could pin you to the door from across the room. She’d watched one at 3 a.m. last month, fingers biting into the counter, her face burning, breath coming shallow. She’d paused it, startled by the rough, needy noise that slipped out of her. Two minutes later, she hit play again.

The application isn’t a single click. It runs like an obstacle course: identity verification, psych eval scheduling, health tests, a bank statement upload, three recorded interviews with a woman named Ms. Hart who never once smiles to reassure her. Ms. Hart asks straight questions and accepts straight answers.

“Why are you applying, Ms. Thorne?”

“Because I want out from under it,” Lizzy says. “And because I want to be owned by someone who knows what that word means.”

“Define ownership.”

“Authority I choose,” Lizzy answers, surprising herself with how quickly it arrives. “Not cruelty. Not chaos. Rules I can meet. A standard that isn’t moving every time I touch it.”

Ms. Hart nods, makes a note. “And if you want to stop at any time?”

“I will,” Lizzy says. “I’ve read the protocol.”

“The public aspects? The presence of staff as witnesses?”

“I understand,” Lizzy says. She does. The thought makes her stomach flip, and below it a restless ache answers, humiliating in its timing. She will submit paperwork and bloodwork and then she will submit in the way that counts. And if—if—she learns that fantasy doesn’t match reality, she will speak the word and walk.

Approval takes three weeks and arrives as a white envelope with a first-class stamp, plain as an electricity bill. Inside: a date, a time, a gate code, a single sentence printed in clean serif type.

Arrival confirmed. You will be met by Mr. Lucas Grayson.

She looks at the name until the letters stop making sense. Lucas. The eldest. The one the society pages call untouchable. She’s seen two photographs. One was grainy: a chiselled jaw, sharp suit, a hand on the door of a car built to broadcast wealth, its shine muted by control. The other was a candid in a hallway—His face shifted in the smallest way, an echo of a smile without the substance. He is twenty-five years older than her, which should intimidate her, and does, but not in the way that makes you small. In the way that makes you feel seen.

Lizzy pays for her detergent in cash because she is tired of inviting the overdraft monster to dinner. In the apartment she shares with a bedroom door that sticks, she opens her closet and packs in a line: black dress, simple flats, three pairs of cotton panties she will likely be told to remove and discard, a hair tie, her pill case, and the envelope with his name. She showers, shaves a little more carefully than usual, then watches the steam drift off her skin. At the mirror she says: “This is mine,” because even surrender, if it is the right kind, is chosen.

On the morning of her arrival, the rideshare driver tries to fill the silence with talk about the view from Blackridge Hill. She lets him. When the iron gates rise, the driver whistles softly and says, “Must be nice.” Lizzy watches the security camera follow the car as if the house itself is already paying attention. She doesn’t think “must be nice.” She thinks: It will be precise.

And she’s ready for that.

***

The room has the hush of a chapel, the glass table gleaming beneath overhead lights. Ms. Hart sets the folder down, but before she even opens it, she looks at Lizzy with the unflinching calm of someone who has done this dozens of times. “Understand this,” she says. “Every word of this contract is explicit. There are no hidden clauses, no surprises. If you agree, it will be because you want what it contains.”

Lizzy nods, throat dry. “I understand.”

Lucas Grayson doesn’t sit. He remains standing at her side, close enough that she feels the heat of him through her dress. Silent, but present, like gravity.

“Then we begin,” Ms. Hart says. She flips the folder open and reads aloud the first section. “Sexual Service and Discipline. The resident consents to provide full sexual service to her assigned Dominant for the duration of the ninety-day term. This includes—but is not limited to—oral, vaginal, and anal penetration; use of restraints; orgasm denial; corporal punishment; public exhibition; and service to staff in the presence of her Dominant’s supervision.”

Each word dropped heavy, stripped of disguise. Nothing softened, nothing blurred—just explicit, binding.

“Initial,” Ms. Hart says, sliding the pen toward her.

Lizzy does. Her pulse flutters as the ink dries beside her initials.

Next page. “Nudity. Resident agrees to be nude upon request, in both private and public spaces of the mansion. She acknowledges that nudity may be enforced as a default state within her Dominant’s quarters.”

Ms. Hart looks up. “Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Lizzy whispers. A shiver runs through her legs before she can stop it.

“Initial,” Ms. Hart repeats. Lizzy does.

Another page. “Punishment and Reward. Resident consents to corporal punishment, including spanking, paddling, caning, and whipping, as well as confinement and sensory deprivation. Resident also consents to orgasm control and denial at her Dominant’s discretion, with release permitted only as reward or at the conclusion of a scene.”

Lizzy feels heat spread across her skin. The starkness of the language leaves no space for fantasy—it is the fantasy, written in ink.

Ms. Hart continues. “Public Exhibition. Resident acknowledges that staff may be present as spectators during punishments, training, or sexual use, and that her body may be displayed for their observation. Resident understands that staff will not touch her without express order from her Dominant.”

The air thickens around her. Lizzy swallows and initials again, her signature looping across the page in restless strokes.

When the final clause is read—about the safeword protocol, the right to withdraw, the absence of coercion—Ms. Hart closes the folder with a precise snap. “If you sign here, you enter knowingly into this contract. Do you consent?”

Lizzy grips the pen. The weight of the mansion presses on her chest, and she thinks of the videos she couldn’t stop replaying. The restraints. The voice. The way the women looked when they surrendered—not broken, but remade.

“I consent,” she says, and signs.

Ms. Hart takes the folder. “Then it begins.” She nods once to Lucas.

For the first time, he addresses her directly. “Stand,” he says. The word drops into her body like an electric current.

Lizzy rises on shaky legs.

“Strip,” he says.

She freezes. “Now?”

“Now,” Lucas replies. “The contract requires nudity at my discretion. This is your first enforcement.” His tone is steady, even, stripped of malice—but it leaves no room for argument.

Her hands move before she can think. She unzips the simple black dress she’d chosen for modesty and slides it from her shoulders. The fabric puddles at her feet. Her bra follows. Then her cotton panties. She stands naked in front of him, collarbone bare, nipples tight in the chilled air, her legs shifted, restless, unable to disguise the pulse of arousal.

Lucas circles once, not leering, not rushing, but appraising, like a man who has paid for a sculpture and now examines its lines. “Good,” he says. Just that.

Ms. Hart opens the velvet case. Inside: the collar. Leather, dark and supple, with a brushed steel tag engraved E.T. — L.G..

Lucas takes it, and for the first time his fingers brush her skin. “This collar signifies the residency,” he says, voice steady. “It means your body belongs to me for the next ninety days. You will sleep in it, wake in it, kneel in it. You will not remove it unless you choose to end your residency. If you remove it in a scene without invoking your safeword, it is defiance, and will be punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” The words slip out before she can stop them, her voice strange—submissive in a way that shocks her with its eagerness.

“Spread your hands behind your neck,” he instructs. She obeys, baring her breasts fully, arching her chest toward him. He buckles the leather around her throat, fingers brushing her pulse point as the strap tightens. The tag lies on her skin, a quiet brand of possession.

“From this point forward,” Lucas says, “you are mine.”

Lizzy trembles, fear nowhere in it—only the dark thrill of certainty.

Ms. Hart records the time on her tablet, her voice even. “Collar fitted at 14:03. Residency commenced.”

Lucas rests two fingers lightly on the new leather at her throat. “Your first rule,” he says. “You will address me as Sir.”

“Yes, Sir,” she replies instantly.

There’s the barest suggestion of amusement in his face, more acknowledgment than warmth. “Good. You’ll learn quickly.” His gaze travels down her naked body, stopping at the wet glisten she can no longer conceal. He doesn’t touch it, doesn’t need to. “You’ll be used soon enough. Tonight, you’ll learn what it means to be owned.”

The promise in his tone is more potent than a hand between her thighs. Lizzy shivers, naked, collared, and officially bound.

“Welcome to the mansion,” Ms. Hart says, closing the folder. “Everything that happens now—you chose.”

Lizzy’s voice comes out husky. “I know.”

And with the collar on, she can’t pretend otherwise.


Orientation


They don’t give her clothes back for the tour.

Ms. Hart clips a slim lead to the O-ring at Lizzy’s collar and hands it to Lucas like she’s passing him a pen. He takes it with the ease of a man claiming what belongs to him. Up close, he’s taller than six feet, built like a swimmer who traded pools for boardrooms—long lines, packed strength. Dark hair cut clean at the nape, a few threads of silver at the temples that make restraint look intentional. His eyes are winter-grey, exacting, leaving nothing hidden when they fix on you.

“Hands at your sides,” he says. “Chin up. You will not cover yourself unless told.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He walks; she follows, naked on marble that still carries the day’s cool. The foyer opens to a gallery with tall windows and a spill of light that doesn’t flatter so much as expose. Ms. Hart keeps pace, tablet in hand, the quiet metronome of the mansion’s heartbeat.

“Staff first,” Lucas says, turning into a long corridor. “Names. Roles. You will remember them.”

They enter a service hall where four people wait in a discreet line. Uniforms: black, crisp, anonymous. Faces: not. They look at Lizzy, then away, the way professionals do when nudity is part of the job and also the point.

“This is Chef Arroyo,” Ms. Hart says, indicating an imposing woman with a sleeve of ink under her cuff. “You will eat what she decides. No snacking without permission.”

“Hydration is monitored,” Chef says, voice dry as a sheet pan. “If you’re lightheaded, tell someone. If you sneak sugar, we’ll know.” Her gaze flicks to Lizzy’s breasts, unapologetic, then back to Lucas. “She looks like she’ll take direction.”

“She will,” Lucas says, a statement more than praise.

“Mr. Keane,” Ms. Hart continues, to a broad-shouldered man with a med tech’s calm. “Head of medical and welfare. You report to him for checks. He has full authority to stop a scene.”

Keane gives Lizzy a nod that registers her as a person, not a problem. “We’ll baseline you today,” he says. “Vitals, reflexes, dissociation markers. You’ll learn your tells.”

Two younger women stand at the end—posture perfect, eyes lowered. “House trainers,” Ms. Hart says. “Mara and Sade. You will take direction from them as if it’s from Mr. Grayson. They will drill posture, service, etiquette.”

Mara’s face shifts—almost kind, almost not. Sade’s does not. Both look at the collar like it’s a syllabus.

“Address them as Miss,” Lucas adds. “If you fail to, you’ll kneel until you remember.”

He glances down, the briefest acknowledgement of compliance. It settles hard behind her ribs.

At a junction he stops, and the sudden stillness exposes her edges: the ache low in her body, begging to close, held open because he decides it stays that way—want turned into discipline. Two housekeepers pass, eyes lowering in unison, not prudish, not hungry. Just… aware.

“This is not humiliation for its own sake,” Lucas says, sensing the pulse in her throat. “It is posture, ritual, clarity. You’re being watched because you volunteered to be seen.”

Lizzy swallows. “I know, Sir.”

“Good,” he says, and moves again, the lead tugging her forward into the mansion that will teach her how to inhabit her own body like a rule she chose.

***

The dining hall is less room than theater: long polished table, chandelier of cut crystal, chairs aligned with military precision. Lizzy steps onto the rug barefoot, the collar snug at her throat, the lead trailing from Lucas’s hand. The staff who’d been introduced earlier are scattered around the edges—polishing silver, laying out stemware, quietly present but unmistakably watching.

Lucas stops at the head of the table, a seat that clearly belongs to him whether occupied or not. He gestures to the space at his side. “Kneel.”

Lizzy lowers herself carefully, thighs spread just enough to be exposed but not sloppy, back straight like Mara and Sade had demonstrated with their eyes alone. The rug is thick under her knees, but it’s not comfort that matters—it’s placement.

“This is your station when I dine here,” Lucas says. His voice is steady, but the weight of it fills the hall. “You will serve water, wine, and courses on command. You will rise only when told. If I rest my hand on your head, you remain still until released.”

“Yes, Sir,” Lizzy answers.

A housekeeper approaches with a silver tray—two glasses, one filled with water, one with red wine. She sets it on the table in silence. Lucas doesn’t touch them. He looks down at Lizzy instead.

“Which glass will I prefer tonight?”

She swallows, cheeks warming as she realizes it isn’t a question about taste—it’s a test of attentiveness. “The wine, Sir.”

“Pour.”

Her hands tremble slightly as she reaches up, careful not to spill a drop. The stem feels fragile between her fingers, but she steadies it, fills the crystal to the halfway mark, then places it exactly where he would reach.

Lucas’s gaze doesn’t soften, but something about it shifts—acknowledgment, the first thread of approval. He drinks, sets the glass down, and rests his hand briefly on her head. The weight itself is nothing—what it means is crushing.

“Obedience will be expected in silence,” he says, withdrawing his hand. “Questions are permitted when prompted. Otherwise, your body is your answer.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He stands, tugging the lead so she follows on her knees. At the far end of the hall, double doors swing open to reveal the corridor leading back toward his private wing. Ms. Hart doesn’t accompany them this time; she lingers behind with her tablet, recording some notation Lizzy can’t see.

The hallways grow quieter, the air heavier, as if the mansion itself knows the tour is ending and something else is about to begin. Lizzy walks nude, collared, tethered, and when Lucas finally pauses in front of a carved wooden door, her pulse is thrumming in her ears.

He pushes the door open and guides her inside. The room is not cavernous like the public spaces—it’s intimate, dim-lit, with leather and dark wood. A private chamber, unmistakably his. He unclips the lead, but his voice keeps her tethered.

“Orientation is complete,” Lucas says, turning to face her fully. “Now, service begins.”

Her knees hit the rug before she realizes she’s already sinking down.

***

There’s a sharp, clean scent in the chamber, stripped of comfort, built for authority. Lucas closes the door with a deliberate click, and the sound echoes in Lizzy’s chest. She kneels without being told, thighs parted, palms resting on her knees. Her nipples are tight from the chill, from the attention, from the collar snug at her throat.

Lucas removes his jacket, drapes it neatly over a chair. He loosens his tie, but only enough to breathe easier, then steps in front of her. He doesn’t rush. His presence is heavier than his movements.

“You understand why you’re here,” he says.

“Yes, Sir.”

“You understand what service means.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Show me.”

Lizzy hesitates only long enough to inhale, then lifts her hands to his belt. The leather slides through the buckle with a sharp sound, and she swallows hard. She eases the zipper down, trying not to graze him, though the heat radiating off his body makes restraint impossible. Her fingers wrap around him, too wide to take in all at once.

“Eyes up,” Lucas says.

Her gaze lifts to his, her face burned, desire written in the color rising there, as she strokes him once, twice, testing the weight of him against her hand. His grey eyes don’t flicker, but she notices the faintest shift in his jaw—approval.

“Take me,” he orders.

Lizzy bends forward, tongue dragging over the crown, savoring the heat of him before she takes more. She swirls once, then eases him into her mouth. The stretch is immediate, almost too much, but the collar at her throat reminds her to accept. She breathes carefully through her nose, sliding deeper, adjusting to the girth.

“Good,” Lucas murmurs. His hand rests on the back of her head, not pushing, not forcing, but guiding. “Slow. Learn me.”

She does—pulling back slow, lips clinging to every inch, before sliding forward again, deeper, hungrier, each thrust of her mouth more reckless than the last. Spit runs down her chin, dripping onto her chest, but she doesn’t care. A broken moan vibrates in her throat, spilling into him in waves that make his control falter.

“That sound,” he says, his words vibrating with need he can’t hide. “Keep it.”

Her eyes blur when he hits the back of her throat, but she forces herself still, swallowing around him, choking down the urge to pull away. His fist tightens in her hair, holding her exactly where he wants her. The rhythm he sets is merciless—each thrust deeper, harder, prying her open until she’s nothing but a hole for him to use. Her jaw screams, drool spilling down her chin and streaking her bare breasts, but she takes it, gasping around him, because the humiliation only makes her wetter.

“You’ll serve like this often,” he says, voice sharp, heavy with promise. “When I say. Where I say. You’ll drop to your knees, open your mouth, and take whatever I put in you. Do you understand?”

Tears streak down her cheeks as she nods with his cock still filling her mouth. The obedience excites her more than the act itself, the ache builds deep inside her, her posture tight, wavering where she kneels.

“Good girl.” The praise is spare but electric. His thrusts grow sharper, hips pressing forward, cock sliding wet and deep until the base nudges her lips. She gags once, recovers, holds steady.

His breath grows heavier above her. His grip in her hair tightens. “Open wider. Take it.”

She obeys, jaw stretched, throat working. Her world narrows to the leather at her neck, the taste flooding her tongue, the demand in his voice.

Then his rhythm snaps—one, two, three brutal thrusts—and he shoves her down, holding her nose to his skin as his cock drives deep. His load hits hard, spilling hot down her throat, warm surges that don’t stop coming, forcing her to gulp it down or choke. It leaks past her lips, wetting her chin, the mess proof of exactly what she’s been made to take.

“Don’t waste a drop,” Lucas commands.

Lizzy gulps, throat working around him, swallowing everything he gives. When he finally pulls free, drool strings between her lips and his cock. She leans forward to lick it clean, breath uneven, eyes glassy with hunger.

Lucas tucks himself back into his trousers, immaculate again in seconds. He glances down, a faint trace of amusement in his expression.

“You’ve proven service,” he says. “Tomorrow, we’ll test endurance.”

Lizzy nods, flushed, trembling, her mouth still tingling with the taste of him. “Yes, Sir.”

It isn’t compliance—it’s offering.

***


First Day


The morning comes with a knock, then the door swinging open before Lizzy can answer. Mara, one of the trainers, enters briskly, black uniform tailored into discipline itself.

“Up,” she says. “Hands behind your head.”

Lizzy obeys, standing nude, the collar tag cold against her chest. Mara inspects her quickly—posture, skin, eyes—and then clips a short lead to the ring at her throat. “Dining hall,” she says, and tugs.

The walk feels longer than it should, bare feet on marble, the weight of her own nudity amplified by the knowledge of what waits at the end: an audience. When the double doors open, she feels the burn crawl into her ears.

The hall is already filled. At the long table sit three men, clearly brothers by the cut of their jaws and the gravity in their bearing. Lucas, her Sir, takes the head seat, eyes like weathered stone, giving nothing away. To his right: Maxwell—shorter beard, darker gaze, a sharper smile that looks more dangerous for how rarely it appears. At the far end: Dominic, youngest, with a leaner build and an ease that feels like charm weaponized.

And kneeling on the floor near each chair are women. Two of them. One blonde, hair coiled in a braid, collar gleaming as she holds a pitcher ready. The other red-haired, head bowed, wrists cuffed loosely behind her back.

Mara pulls Lizzy to her knees at Lucas’s side. “Station,” she says, then withdraws.

Lizzy fixes her gaze on the table’s polished edge, aware of every eye that flicks toward her bare breasts, her exposed genitals, the tag engraved with her initials. Her skin burns hotter with each heartbeat.

“Begin service,” Maxwell says smoothly, gesturing to the redhead at his feet. “Coffee.”

She rises carefully, the cuffs rattling faintly, and pours. Her hands are steady, but her eyes stay down. She sets the bottle aside, kneels again.

Then, without warning, Maxwell grips her braid and pulls her forward, flat over his knees. The sound of the first strike is sharp, echoing off the crystal. Lizzy startles.

The redhead gasps, body jerking as the paddle lands across her bare ass. Her skin goes red in an instant, and she squeezes her eyes shut. Maxwell raises his arm again.

Crack.

Again.

Crack.

The sound fills the hall in steady cadence. Lizzy watches the woman’s flesh redden, each strike leaving a stark, rising mark. She hears her whimper into the wood of the table, muffled but raw.

“Count,” Maxwell orders.

“One, Sir,” she gasps.

The next strike lands harder.

“Two, Sir.”

The numbers tremble out of her, each followed by another crack, another shudder. By the fifth, tears streak her cheeks, and her voice is almost a cry. By the tenth, she’s panting, She tries to hide it, thighs drawn in, but her wetness is plain.

Maxwell sets the paddle down and smooths a hand over her heated skin, firm and possessive. “Good girl,” he says, low enough that Lizzy nearly misses it. He guides her back to her knees. The redhead’s chest heaves, there’s humiliation in her eyes, yes—but also the unmistakable gleam of wanting it.

Her legs snap tight, a shameless attempt to grind against her own arousal. She can’t stop staring at the flush on that ass, at the way the girl trembles but doesn’t resist. The air tastes different now, charged with sex and authority.

Her cunt throbs, wetness sliding between her thighs as she realizes she isn’t horrified. She’s aroused—so intensely aroused it nearly makes her dizzy. Watching another woman punished doesn’t repulse her. It excites her.

She drops her gaze quickly, hoping no one notices the way her nipples stand even tighter or the way her breath has gone shallow. But Lucas’s hand finds the back of her neck, steady and knowing, and squeezes once—like he’s already read everything in her.

***

The silence after the paddling is thick, broken only by the faint clink of crystal. Lizzy kneels, eyes on the gleaming table edge, skin hot with awareness. Her cunt still pulses from what she’s witnessed.

Lucas gestures with two fingers, a small command that carries absolute weight. “Pour.”

Her hands shake as she takes the decanter from the tray. She stands carefully, breasts bare in the light, every movement deliberate. The stemware sparkles, and she pours for Lucas first, then for Maxwell, then for Dominic. She knows the staff are watching how her wrist steadies, how she bows her head.

“Not too much,” Lucas says evenly as she approaches his glass again. “You will learn control in everything—even ounces.”

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice is husky. She adjusts, careful, and sets the decanter down.

“Now serve me,” Lucas says, resting his hand lightly on her collar as he tastes the water. His fingers slide down her throat just enough to remind her of the tag at her chest. The gesture is casual, yet it leaves her breathless.

Across the table, Dominic laughs, the sound smoother than his brothers’. “She looks eager,” he says. His eyes skim over Lizzy, lazy and amused. “I like that in a new one.”

“She’s not yours to like,” Lucas replies without looking up. His tone is calm, but the weight of possession in it makes Lizzy’s stomach flip.

Dominic smirks and lifts his glass in a mock toast. “For now.”

The blonde at his feet shifts slightly, bowing her head lower. Ava, Lizzy remembers from the introductions. Her eyes flick up for a second, meeting Lizzy’s, then dart away. The brief connection feels electric—like they’ve both acknowledged they’re caught in the same net.

Food arrives in courses: silver trays carried in by silent staff. Lizzy is kept kneeling, hands on her thighs, her legs shift apart, the shine of her cunt catching every passing eye. No one comments. They don’t need to.

Lucas breaks the silence again. “You will be present for every meal,” he tells her, his voice for her alone though everyone hears it. “You will eat after us, at my discretion. Until then, you kneel and serve. If I require your mouth or your body during dinner, you will give it. Without hesitation. Without shame.”

“Yes, Sir,” Lizzy whispers, throat tight.

He strokes her hair once, almost absentmindedly, then withdraws. The absence of his touch is as sharp as the paddle’s crack had been earlier.

As Maxwell speaks with Chef about menus, Lizzy keeps her posture perfect, back straight, eyes down. Her body aches from the position, but the ache is good—reminding her of where she is, what she’s become. Not a guest. Not a debtor. A possession.

She dares one more glance across the table. Ava kneels still, chin to chest. Ruby—the redhead whose punishment she witnessed—breathes unevenly, marks vivid on her ass, but she doesn’t look broken. She looks… awakened.

Lizzy swallows hard. The wetness between her thighs is shameless now. She’s not just enduring the humiliation. She’s thriving in it.

The meal continues with the quiet rhythm of silverware and low conversation between the brothers. Lizzy kneels beside Lucas, still naked, collar snug, thighs parted. Her body hums with restless heat, the aftermath of witnessing Ruby’s punishment refusing to fade.

“Stand,” Lucas says suddenly, sliding his chair back a few inches.

She rises at once, back straight, hands behind her. He gestures to the platter of roasted fruit and eggs at the center of the table. “Serve me.”

Lizzy steps forward, pulse racing. She lifts the tongs, careful not to let them rattle. But before she can set the food onto his plate, Lucas’s hand leaves the table and skims her thigh.

She gasps softly, caught off guard.

He trails upward, deliberate, his fingers brushing the damp crease between her thighs. He doesn’t press—just strokes, slow and certain, a reminder of how wet she already is.

Lizzy nearly drops the tongs.

“Focus,” Lucas murmurs, voice pitched low but audible to the entire table. “Serve me properly.”

Yes, Sir,’ she whispers, the words spilling out on a breath gone unsteady.

She places the fruit onto his plate, careful, her hands trembling. His fingers drag higher, parting her folds, wetness smearing across his hand. He brushes her clit once, light as a threat, and her legs jolt, unsteady under her.

“Breathe,” Lucas instructs.

Across the table, Dominic leans back, eyes fixed on her, a grin spreading as he takes her in. “She’s loud already,” he says.

Maxwell chuckles, sipping his coffee. “First days always are.”

Lizzy’s face burns, heat crawling higher. Lucas’s hand leaves her cunt and moves to her chest, pinching a nipple between his fingers. The sharp sting wrenches a gasp from her, the sound echoing off the high ceiling.

“Eyes on the plate,” Lucas orders. “Not on me.”

She forces her gaze down, staring at the smear of juice on porcelain, nipples aching, clit throbbing from that single tease. His fingers roll the hardened peak until she shudders.

“You will not cum,” Lucas says, words delivered with unyielding authority. “Not until I allow it. If you even try, I’ll have you spread across this table for your first public correction.”

Lizzy’s breath saws in and out. “Yes, Sir.”

He releases her nipple, his hand sliding down again, slipping between her thighs. This time his fingers find her clit, stroking in cruel circles, barely pressing, just enough to send jolts through her hips. She clutches the platter hard, knuckles whitening, fighting not to writhe under his hand.

“Good,” Lucas says. “You can obey while you burn. That’s useful.”

Another circle. Another shudder. The staff keep their eyes down, but Lizzy feels the weight of their awareness—their silence only making it worse. Every nerve in her body screams with the humiliation of being displayed like this, thighs wet, her arousal impossible to hide. And still, her cunt tightens helplessly, aching for him, desperate to be used.

He pulls back, picking up his fork as though nothing happened. The void where his touch had been makes her legs weak.

“Finish serving,” he says simply, as if he hasn’t just left her on the edge of release in front of an audience.

Lizzy swallows, forces her trembling hands to complete the task, and places the last piece of fruit onto his plate. She lowers the tongs, retreats one step, and kneels again. Her cunt pulses with every heartbeat, her nipples raw with sensation.

Dominic smirks into his glass. Maxwell’s eyes flicker with amusement. Ruby stares at the table, but Lizzy catches the quick, knowing flicker of a smile—like she understands exactly how it feels to be denied so perfectly.

Lizzy keeps her eyes down, chest heaving. Her body screams for relief, but she knows better now. Release will come when he decides.

And shamefully, her body is already begging for it.

***

When the plates are cleared and the brothers push back their chairs, the hall empties with practiced ease. Staff move quickly, silent and unobtrusive, while trainers guide the other women away. One by one, the heavy doors shut behind them.

Lucas doesn’t rise immediately. He finishes his coffee in silence, letting Lizzy kneel beside him, naked and restless. She can still feel the moistness between her thighs, the ache in her nipples from his pinches, the raw sting in her throat from holding back sounds she wanted to make.

At last, he sets the cup down and looks at her. His grey eyes pin her where she is. “You held well,” he says. Not approval—evaluation. “But you tremble too easily. You’ll learn to keep composure under worse.”

Yes, Sir.’ Her tone is strained, quiet, trembling with heat.”

He rises, clips the lead back onto her collar, and tugs gently. “Come.”

The walk back to her suite is shorter than last night, but the silence is heavier. The house feels alive around her—the echo of the paddle still in her ears, the weight of Dominic’s smirk, the faint sound of Ava’s pitcher rattling when she’d poured. Every detail presses in, as though the mansion itself is teaching her how to remember.

In her room, Lucas unclips the lead. “Clothing is permitted here,” he says, the same rule as before. He glances once at the wardrobe, then back at her. “Reflect. You’ll need clarity.” Without another word, he leaves, the door shutting softly but decisively.

Lizzy sits on the bed, still naked, collar her only garment. She draws her knees to her chest and presses her forehead against them. Her body hums, restless with denial, but it’s her mind that refuses to quiet.

She sees Ruby draped over Maxwell’s knees, ass marked in harsh stripes, each crack of the paddle punctuated by her cries. Lizzy had expected pity, maybe horror. Instead, fire licked through her, shameful and consuming. Watching another woman punished didn’t repel her—it sparked something darker, left her shifting for friction, her nipples tight and aching.

She thinks of Ava too—quiet, reserved, almost invisible at Dominic’s feet. But when their eyes met across the table, Lizzy caught the flicker there. Recognition. They were bound by the same bargain: debts erased, bodies claimed. No illusions, no lies. That truth held them fast, tighter than any collar could.

And then there was Lucas—his hand between her thighs, teasing her clit while every eye in the room could see. She can still feel it, the precise pressure of his fingers, her body screaming to grind against him, to break, to come just because he willed it. She hadn’t. She’d held back, choking on obedience. And his reward had been denial—nothing at all.

What he withholds leaves her shaking more than what he might have given.

She lies back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, collar tag cold against her skin. This is only the second day, and already her body feels rewritten, every nerve tuned to his voice, his touch, his control. The contract had promised ownership. She hadn’t realized how quickly that promise could become reality.

Lizzy closes her eyes and exhales slowly. She’s not afraid. She’s not ashamed. She’s wet, aching, and desperate for what comes next.

And soon, she knows, the mansion will demand more.


Exploration


By midafternoon the silence of her suite feels too heavy. The collar reminds her with every swallow that she belongs here, but the four walls make her restless. No one told her she couldn’t leave. She rises, stripped of everything, and walks out naked—her body the only garment she’s allowed.

The hallway is quiet. Sunlight streams through tall windows, striping the marble floor in warm gold. She slips along barefoot, ears tuned for footsteps, half expecting a reprimand. None comes.

At the end of the corridor she finds a set of double doors ajar. Curiosity tugs her inside.

The library is enormous, its ceilings vaulting high enough to trap silence overhead. Shelves climb every wall, the air tinged with paper and polish. She drags her fingers along the spines: law, economics, philosophy, art. Not a single throwaway title, nothing light to break the severity.

“You’re not the first to sneak in here.”

Lizzy startles, turning quickly. A man leans against a ladder midway down the aisle. Not Lucas, or one of his brothers. He’s younger, late thirties maybe, with shirtsleeves rolled to his elbows and spectacles perched on his nose.

I’m not sneaking,” she says, folding her arms across her bare chest.

He smiles faintly. “That’s what they all say. I’m Dr. Keane. Medical and welfare oversight.”

Recognition flickers—he’d been introduced at orientation, broad-shouldered and calm. “I remember.”

Keane climbs down the ladder, landing with quiet grace. “You’re Lucas’s new resident. Elizabeth, isn’t it?”

“Lizzy,” she says, unsure if she’s allowed to correct.

“Lizzy, then.” He gestures around them. “This is the only room in the mansion he doesn’t stage. The books are his. Every one of them read, annotated, argued with. You want to understand him, this is where you look.”

“He actually works through these?” she asks, blinking at the shelves.

“Every night. Two hours, minimum. Says discipline applies to the mind as much as the body.” Keane’s smile tilts wry. “It unnerves the new ones, seeing him as a man with habits. Makes him harder to mythologize.”

Lizzy traces a finger over a spine: The Art of War. Next to it, Meditations by Marcus Aurelius. The margin notes are tiny, neat, precise. Her stomach tightens—so much of Lucas already feels exacting. Knowing he sits here, reading until the lamps burn low, makes him more intimidating, not less.

“What about the mansion?” she asks.

Keane’s gaze drifts upward, as if the walls themselves hold the story. “It’s been in the family for generations. The Graysons turned it into what it is now—exclusive, controlled, bound by contract—after Lucas took over. He’s the architect of this arrangement. Max and Dominic… they enjoy it, certainly, but Lucas is the one who made it into a system.”

Lizzy exhales slowly. She imagines Lucas at the head of the table, exact and unsparing, rebuilding a decayed estate into a legend that city whispers kept alive until it blurred into myth.

Keane tilts his head, gaze steady on her. ‘Your color’s up. Is it nerves?

“Just… processing.” She laughs softly, self-conscious. “It’s strange to think of him as more than—” She stops herself before the word Sir slips out.

“As more than the role he plays?” Keane supplies.

Lizzy nods.

“You’ll see more sides of him,” Keane says, stepping past her to reshelve a book. “But don’t mistake that for weakness. If anything, it means he knows exactly what parts of himself to give away, and which to keep.”

Lizzy lingers a moment longer, fingers brushing the spines again. The books feel like a window she isn’t sure she wants to look through.

When she leaves, bare skin prickling against the cool air, the collar feels heavier. Lucas Grayson isn’t just a man who owns her body for ninety days. He’s a man who built a world for that ownership to exist in.

And she’s already tangled in its walls.

***

The marble is cool beneath her feet as Lizzy leaves the library, and for the first time it hits her just how surreal this is. She’s walking through a mansion worth more than she’ll ever see in her life—naked. Not in lingerie, not in something teasing, but bare. Collar gleaming at her throat, breasts uncovered, a lingering wetness clung between her legs, a reminder of breakfast.

Every turn of a corner, every flicker of movement in her periphery, reminds her she has no shield. The air itself feels like hands on her skin.

At the end of a hall, she hears voices. Two women, low laughter, the soft clink of porcelain. When she rounds the corner, she finds them seated near tall windows in a smaller lounge: Ava, the blonde, and Ruby, the redhead who’d been paddled this morning. Both are collared, both nude, and both seem oddly at ease, sipping tea as though this were any other afternoon.

Ava glances up first, her blue eyes sharp despite the modest bow of her head. “New girl,” she says.

Lizzy pauses, suddenly unsure of her footing. “Lizzy,” she offers.

Ruby smirks faintly, shifting on her cushion. The marks on her ass must still sting; she winces as she sits back but doesn’t complain. “We know,” she says. “Lucas doesn’t take just anyone.”

A rush of warmth floods her, her arms twitching as if they might cover her bare skin. She remembers Lucas’s order—hands at sides, chin up—and forces herself to hold posture. “I wasn’t sure we were… allowed to just sit and talk.”

“You’re allowed,” Ava says, sipping her tea. “As long as you remember the rules. If one of them walks in, you kneel. If they speak, you answer. And if they touch you…” Her gaze lingers on Lizzy’s breasts, then lower. “You don’t resist.”

Ruby chuckles under her breath. “She’ll learn fast.

Lizzy swallows, arousal pricking back to life where she doesn’t want it. “Doesn’t it feel strange? Just—” she gestures helplessly at herself, at them, at the bare skin and the collars.

“Strange?” Ruby tips her head, red hair spilling over her shoulder. “The first day, yes. Then it’s just… normal. Like shoes. Like jewelry. The collar becomes the only thing that matters.”

Ava leans forward, setting her cup down with a delicate clink. “And the nudity? It stops feeling like exposure. It becomes a reminder.”

“Of what?” Lizzy asks softly.

“That you chose this,” Ava says. Her voice is level, without a crack. “That you’re owned. That you wanted to be.”

The words settle in Lizzy’s chest heavier than the collar itself. She opens her mouth, then closes it, unsure if she’s ready to admit out loud how true they feel.

A shadow falls across the doorway. Lizzy stiffens instinctively, but it’s not one of the brothers—it’s Sade, the darker-haired trainer. She surveys the three of them like a sergeant inspecting recruits.

“Posture,” Sade says curtly.

Ava and Ruby immediately kneel on the rug, thighs parted, backs straight. Lizzy mirrors them, her knees burning against the hardwood.

Sade studies her openly, attention dragging from quivering thighs to burning skin. “You’ll need drilling,” she says flatly. “Tomorrow morning.” Then, without another word, she turns and leaves, heels clicking away down the corridor.

Lizzy exhales shakily, heart pounding. The tea has gone cold, but neither Ava nor Ruby moves.

“See?” Ruby says softly, amusement in her tone. “Normal.”

Lizzy presses her palms to her thighs, the wood biting her knees, and wonders how long it will take before she believes it.

***

Lizzy doesn’t return to her room right away. Curiosity drags her deeper into the mansion, past the lounge where Ava and Ruby remain kneeling in silence. The corridors stretch on like arteries, each turn offering another glimpse of the Grayson wealth: oil paintings, marble busts, Persian rugs so thick they muffle her footsteps.

Her nudity feels sharper here, away from the others. Every reflective surface—a polished vase, a framed painting—catches her bare body, collar glinting, not jewelry but jurisdiction.

She hugs her arms close, then forces them down again. Lucas’s voice echoes in her head: Hands at your sides. Chin up.

A low murmur reaches her from a half-open door. She hesitates, then leans closer, bare shoulder against the wood.

Inside, two staff members speak in hushed tones. She recognizes one—Keane, the doctor. The other is Chef Arroyo, her inked arms folded across her chest.

“…pushing himself too hard again,” Chef says. “He barely sleeps.”

“He doesn’t bend easily,” Keane replies. “Hasn’t since their father left the estate to him. He carries all of it—Max, Dominic, the program, the Foundation. You know how he is. If he falters, the whole system falters.”

“Still.” Chef’s voice softens in a way Lizzy didn’t expect. “He looks thinner this season. Eyes darker. He doesn’t eat enough.”

“He eats control,” Keane says wryly. “And discipline. It’s enough for him.”

Her breath stalls, sharp and unsteady. She knows she shouldn’t be listening, but the words lodge in her chest. Control, discipline—yes, those fit Lucas. But thinner, darker, sleepless? That feels like a crack in the marble, a fault line invisible from the surface.

The scrape of a chair makes her step back quickly. She moves down the hall, chest tight with adrenaline, pretending she belongs there.

A moment later, the door behind her opens.

“Elizabeth.”

She freezes. His voice.

Turning slowly, she finds Lucas himself striding from the room, grey eyes locking onto hers. He’s in shirtsleeves, no jacket, the faint shadow of fatigue etched under his gaze. Even unadorned, he radiates command.

“Sir,” she says quickly, bowing her head.

His eyes narrow, studying her. “You’re far from your quarters.”

“Yes, Sir.” Her throat tightens. “I… wanted to explore.”

The silence stretches. She feels it like a weight pressing her down. Then he steps closer, close enough that she can smell him—soap, leather, faint coffee. His hand lifts, fingers brushing her jaw.

“You’ll learn quickly enough that curiosity is permitted. But eavesdropping…” His thumb traces her lower lip with patient precision.“That is not.”

Lizzy’s pulse spikes. She swallows. “I wasn’t—”

His gaze cuts through her. She stops.

“You’ll make mistakes,” Lucas says, softer now, almost contemplative. “But if you learn from them, I’ll tolerate it. Defiance, however, I won’t.”

“Yes, Sir.”

His eyes stay fixed on her as his hand finally withdraws. “Return to your suite. Reflect. Tonight will be harder.”

The implication sears through her gut—promise laced with threat. She bows her head and turns, skin hot with the humiliation of being caught, but even hotter with the knowledge that she’s seen something rare: a glimpse of the man beneath the architect, the brother who doesn’t sleep, the mind that built this place from discipline alone.

And she burns for whatever lies past that glimpse.

***

Lizzy returns to her suite with her pulse still racing, the imprint of Lucas’s touch lingering on her jaw. The silence of the room doesn’t calm her; it only amplifies her nerves. She paces, naked, collar tag brushing against her throat like a reminder of what she’s done.

She knows he saw through her. He knew she’d lingered outside that door. He didn’t need to raise his voice or call for a trainer to drag her away. One look, one sentence, and she understood: she would answer for it.

The door opens an hour later. Lucas enters without announcement, still in shirtsleeves, though his hair has been smoothed back with meticulous precision. His presence reshapes the room, commanding space without effort.

“On your knees,” he says.

She kneels fast, thighs yielding, palms flat. Her chest knots as he paces a slow orbit, presence closing in with every silent step.

“You were curious,” he says. “Curiosity I allow. Eavesdropping, I do not.”

The sting of humiliation colors her expression. “I’m sorry, Sir.”

“You will be,” he replies calmly.

Her heart jolts, dread laced with a heat that only sharpens it.

“You’ll be punished tonight,” Lucas continues, stopping in front of her. “Not with my hand. With something sharper. You’ll learn to hold position while the whip marks you.”

Lizzy’s stomach knots. The whip is uncharted territory—one she’s only touched in half-formed daydreams she shoved aside.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispers, voice trembling.

"After, you’ll be used. Toys first—to stretch you, to grind the patience into your nerves. Blindfolded, plugged, kept at the edge until you’re begging. My mouth will soften you, make you ache for more. And then I’ll fuck you hard enough that you’ll never mistake discipline for mercy again".

Lizzy’s breaths are short, uneven, arousal bleeding into fear until her body can’t separate them. Her thighs shake with the strain of obedience.

“You will not cum until I say so,” Lucas warns. “If you do, without permission, I’ll strap you down and start again until you learn.”

Her cunt clenches helplessly, wetness spilling between her thighs. “I understand, Sir.”

His look drags across her body—collar gleaming, nipples taut, chest rising fast. Then two fingers find her chin, tilting it up. Grey eyes hold hers like a grip, unbreaking.

“You want this,” he says, as if the truth were obvious.

Lizzy’s mouth goes dry. “Yes, Sir. I want this.”

“Good.” He releases her chin, stepping back. “Then prepare yourself. You’ll eat lightly. Hydrate. When I call for you, you’ll follow without hesitation. You’ll thank me when it’s over.”

The certainty in his tone leaves no space for doubt. Only anticipation, sharp and unbearable.

He turns to leave, pausing at the door. “Rest while you can. Tonight, you’ll need your strength.”

The door shuts behind him, leaving Lizzy kneeling on the rug, her body wired with dread laced through with want. The ache doesn’t fade—it sharpens, insistent, impossible to ignore.

Tonight, she will be punished. Tonight, she will be broken open. Tonight, she will finally be allowed to cum.

And the wanting is its own kind of torment.


The Lesson


The summons comes after dark. A knock at her door, then Mara’s voice: “With me.”

Lizzy follows, nude as ever, collar gleaming under the corridor lights. Her stomach knots tighter with every step. By the time Mara opens a door to a chamber she hasn’t seen before, Lizzy’s pulse is loud in her ears.

The room is designed for nothing but control. The walls are bare stone, the lighting dim but focused, spilling across a padded bench in the center. Chains hang from the ceiling, hooks gleaming in the glow. On a side table, implements rest in a neat row: a leather whip, a black satin blindfold, gleaming beads on a steel string, a slim vibrator humming faintly when tested.

Lucas stands beside the table in nothing but dark briefs, his body relaxed but his gaze cool and absolute. “Kneel.”

Lizzy sinks immediately, palms pressed flat against her legs. Her eyes drag up his body before she can stop them—the breadth of his chest, the carved lines of muscle leading down to the thick bulge straining his briefs. A rush of want crashes through her, tangled with the sharp sting of humiliation. She drops her gaze fast, but not before he catches the flush rising across her skin.

“You disobeyed this afternoon,” his tone cool, edged with command. “You’ll be punished. Ten strokes with the whip. You’ll count them. You’ll hold position. If you falter, the count begins again.”

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice is barely a whisper.

“After,” he continues, “you’ll be corrected further. Plugged, blindfolded, edged until you beg. Only then will I decide if you’ve earned release.”

Her pussy grips on nothing, fierce enough to steal her breath. ‘Yes, Sir.

Mara steps behind her, binding her wrists in soft cuffs and securing them to a ring above the bench. Lizzy bends forward, chest against the padding, ass arched, utterly exposed. The leather is cool against her nipples. She trembles, but holds.

The sound shatters the chamber, thunder-loud, and the sting bites deep into her ass, burning fierce.

“One, Sir,” she gasps.

The second lands lower, biting into tender flesh.

“Two, Sir.”

Each lash ignites her skin, pain sinking deep, her numbers breaking into ragged gasps. By the sixth she’s weeping openly, cheeks wet, but her pussy is soaking, thighs wet and sticky. Humiliation and need grind together inside her until she doesn’t know if she’s being destroyed or remade.

“Nine, Sir.”

The tenth lands hard, nearly lifting her onto her toes. Her cry echoes off the walls.

“Ten, Sir.”

Silence hums afterward, the air heavy with her sobs. Then Lucas’s hand rests firm on her back, grounding her. “Good,” he says, calm as always. “You didn’t falter.”

He gestures, and Mara releases the cuffs. Lizzy slumps forward, trembling, and when she finally dares to meet his gaze, Lucas’s grey eyes burn steady into hers.

“Now you’ll learn patience.”

He fits the blindfold over her eyes. Darkness swallows her. Every sound sharpens—the creak of leather, the clink of metal, the faint hum of the vibrator. She flinches when cool lube touches her rim, then moans as smooth beads press inside, one after another, stretching her gently.

Her muscles clamp tight, cunt throbbing around nothing. She’s already panting before the final bead locks her open.

Then the vibrator nudges her clit, a cruel tease, buzzing soft enough to drive her insane. She writhes, whimpering for more, but his grip on her hip is iron, forcing her to take it.

“You’ll stay on the edge,” Lucas murmurs, close enough for her to feel his breath. “Until I’ve wrung every last drop of desperation out of you.”

Lizzy cries out, every nerve alight, her body wound to breaking point, desperate for release and terrified of how much she needs it.

Blindfolded, filled, clit burning under the vibrator’s constant buzz, Lizzy shakes with the effort to obey. Her breaths come frantic, shallow, her body begging for a mercy she knows won’t come. She jerks once—small, shameful—and his hand clamps down, hard, anchoring her. The restraint isn’t just control. It’s the proof she belongs to him. He won’t let her go until she’s broken wide open.

“Still,” Lucas orders.

“Yes, Sir,” she gasps, though her body is shaking uncontrollably.

The vibrator withdraws suddenly, leaving her clit aching in the silence. She whimpers, thighs quivering. Then his exhale hits her skin, hot enough to make her shiver. His mouth.

Her moan escapes before she can stop it.

Lucas’s tongue licks a slow line up her slit, tasting her, deliberate and thorough. The beads inside her shift with every tremor, pressure filling her deeper than she thought possible. His mouth works her like a puzzle, slow circles around her clit, careful strokes that never quite give enough.

“Sir—please—” she gasps, hips twitching.

His teeth drag across her throbbing bud, the jolt tearing a sound from her throat. He pulls away, mouth damp, speaking with ruthless calm: “Not yet. You’ll wait.”

The vibrator buzzes back to life, pressing against her again, this time harder. Combined with his mouth, the sensation is unbearable—too much, not enough, all at once. Lizzy writhes, restrained only by his firm grip on her hips.

Her orgasm builds, cresting high, each inhale sharper than the last. She’s seconds from breaking when the vibrator lifts away. His tongue slows, teasing instead of finishing, letting the wave crash uselessly inside her.

“Please,” she begs, voice cracked. “Please let me—”

“Denied,” Lucas says sharply.

The word hits harder than the whip itself. Tears burn under the blindfold, spilling unchecked. A broken sob claws its way out of her, humiliation tangled with need, her body shaking with the ache of being denied.

He soothes her with a firm hand on her ass, then plunges his tongue deep inside her, tasting her core, devouring her juices. She shudders violently, the beads pressing deeper, her clit throbbing, begging for attention.

“Sir, I can’t—”

“You can,” he says against her cunt, voice rough with authority. “You’ll hold until I command otherwise.”

He alternates—the vibrator on her clit, his tongue stroking deep, then both together until she’s screaming into the darkness. Each time, just as she’s about to explode, he withdraws. Again and again, until she’s trembling, pussy soaked, voice raw from begging.

She feels flayed open, nerves blazing, thoughts stripped down to nothing but the craving to cum.

Finally, his mouth seals over her clit, sucking hard, his tongue flicking mercilessly. The vibrator hums at full strength, unrelenting.

“Cum for me,” Lucas commands.

The permission detonates inside her. She cries out, her body convulsing as release crashes through her, brutal and unstoppable. Her cunt clamps down on the plug, juices soaking his mouth, her thighs crushing his head. His name falls from her lips in frantic repetition.

He doesn’t stop. His mouth keeps working her through it, dragging the climax out until it borders on pain. Only when she slumps against the bench, trembling and drained, does he finally pull back, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand.

“Good,” he says, even, though his words drag like they’ve been pulled from deep in his chest.

Lizzy can only whimper in reply, body still trembling, tears wetting the blindfold.

“And now,” Lucas says, hooking his thumbs under the waistband of his briefs, sliding them down, “you’ll learn what it feels like to be fucked after punishment.”

The faint rustle of fabric drags a sharp inhale from her. Blindfolded, her world shrinks to sensation: the plug holding her open, the lingering ache of release quivering in her muscles, the soft scrape of cotton as Lucas strips away the last barrier between them. The sound alone makes her thighs twitch, craving what’s coming.

He grips her hips firmly, dragging her ass higher, positioning her. She’s spread open, exposed, dripping from the orgasm he forced out of her.

“You’re marked,” Lucas says, his voice steady. “Striped by the whip, stretched by the plug, soaked from your own begging. This is how you’ll remember obedience.”

“Yes, Sir,” Lizzy whispers, voice hoarse.

The plug slips out with a lewd squelch, leaving her gaping, raw, aching. A moment later, the blunt head of his cock presses against her pussy, hot and hard. He drags through her slit once, smearing her wetness, then pushes inside.

Lizzy cries out. He’s thick, driving into every inch of her, forcing her sore body to take him until she seizes around him, helpless to resist.

Lucas groans low, the first crack in his composure she’s ever heard. “Tight,” he mutters, then drives deeper, seating himself fully inside her.

Her scream muffles against the bench, sharp with hurt but laced with shameless pleasure. He doesn’t wait long before setting a rhythm—hard, controlled strokes that drive her forward with each snap of his hips. His hands grip her waist like handles, unyielding, keeping her exactly where he wants her.

“Feel how deep you are?” his voice roughens.

“Yes, Sir,” she gasps, clenching around him.

“That’s what you earn when you obey. When you endure.” His thrusts deepen, sharper, his cock dragging over every tender inch inside her.

The blindfold makes it worse—every movement, every sound amplified. She can’t see him, can’t prepare, can only feel him pounding into her, harder, faster. The sting of the whip on her ass flares with each impact, pain and pleasure colliding until she doesn’t know which makes her cry louder.

“Sir—I can’t—”

“You can,” Lucas snaps, hand striking her hip hard. “Hold it. You’ll cum only when I say.”

She’s shaking now, body trembling, wetness spilling down her thighs. His pace grows brutal, relentless, the sound of flesh slapping echoing through the chamber. Her cunt tightens frantically around him, her body begging to release again.

Then his hand slides between her thighs, finding her clit. The touch is merciless, rubbing in circles that make her scream.

Now,” Lucas orders, thrusting deep and holding her there. “Cum on my cock.”

The command forces her body to give again. Lizzy’s orgasm rips through her body, violent and consuming, every nerve set alight. She screams his title, back arching, nails clawing uselessly at the bench. Her cunt milks his cock, spasming around him.

Lucas groans, rough in his throat, thrusting once, twice, before spilling deep inside her. Warmth floods her, filling her so completely she gasps at the heat of it. He holds her hips tight as he finishes, grinding deep, every drop claimed inside her.

The silence after is broken only by their breathing—his heavy, controlled, hers ragged and desperate.

He pulls free slowly, his cum dripping from her swollen pussy down her thighs. He yanks the blindfold away, and her gaze drags to his, dazed, her face streaked with tears and sweat.

Lucas steps in, his shadow falling across her, and her eyes lift to his without him needing to guide her. “That,” he says evenly, though his voice is still rough, “was your reward. Remember it the next time you think to disobey.”

Lizzy nods, trembling, unable to form words.

“Good girl,” he adds, softer this time, And the praise makes her ache in ways the lash never touched.

The cuffs are unfastened one by one, leather loosening around her wrists until her arms fall heavy at her sides. Lizzy slumps forward against the bench, body trembling, every muscle sore. For a moment she thinks she might collapse there, drained and spent, but Lucas’s hands are on her before she can fall.

“Up,” he says, steady but not harsh.

He lifts her with surprising ease, guiding her to a padded chair near the wall. She sinks into it, blinking against the light, her chest still heaving.

Lucas kneels in front of her. The sight jolts her—not because it’s gentle, but because it’s him, lowering himself deliberately to tend what he’s broken. He takes a damp cloth from the table and wipes her thighs, slow strokes clearing the mess of his spend and her wetness from her skin.

She flinches once when the cloth brushes over her raw folds. His hand presses her knee open again, firm but calm. “Hold still,” he says.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispers.

The cool water soothes her overheated skin. When he finishes, he dries her with a soft towel, then sets both aside with meticulous precision. Not a gesture wasted, not a motion rushed.

Next he inspects the stripes across her ass from the whip. His fingers skim lightly over the red welts, not pressing, just mapping them. “No break in the skin,” he murmurs, almost to himself. “Color will fade by morning.”

Lizzy exhales unsteadily. “They hurt.”

“They should,” Lucas says. His hand rests on her thigh. “But you endured them. That matters more than the pain.”

He stands then, crossing to the sideboard. When he returns, he holds a glass of water. He presses it into her hands, steadying them when they shake. “Drink.”

She does, the cool liquid sliding down her dry throat. He waits until she’s finished half before taking the glass back.

Only then does his touch soften. His fingers skim her cheek, a rare gentleness. His grey eyes lock on hers, steady and exact. “You did well,” he says. “Better than I expected.”

A rush of heat floods her chest, different from arousal—warm, grounding. Praise. Real and undeniable.

“Thank you, Sir.”

He studies her face another moment, then lifts her into his arms. She startles at the strength of it, but he carries her effortlessly back toward her suite. The corridor is silent except for their footsteps, the collar tag cold against her chest as she rests her head on his shoulder.

Inside, he sets her gently on the bed, drawing the sheets over her bare body. The contrast between rough stone chambers and this soft cocoon makes her dizzy.

“You’ll rest now,” Lucas says. “Tomorrow, you’ll serve again.”

Her eyes close, exhaustion dragging her under, but she forces herself to whisper: “Yes, Sir.”

The last thing she feels before sleep claims her is his hand smoothing once over her hair, a touch that’s not tender so much as steady—an anchor, reminding her who she belongs to.


The Past and Present


The morning comes slower than she expects. Lizzy wakes to the weight of the collar at her throat, the faint soreness of welts striping her ass, and a delicious ache between her thighs. Lucas is gone, of course—his absence as deliberate as his presence—but she’s not left untended.

The door opens to Mara, black uniform crisp, tablet tucked under one arm. Her dark hair is coiled in a knot at the base of her skull, sharp as her eyes.

“Up,” Mara says. “Walk with me.”

Lizzy stands quickly, still naked, and follows into the hallway. Her body burns with the reminder that she’s on display, but Mara doesn’t comment. They move together through the wide corridors, past windows spilling pale morning light across polished stone.

“Trainers,” Lizzy says after a stretch of silence, “you’re… staff, right? You don’t—”

“Serve?” Mara finishes, glancing at her. “Not anymore.”

Lizzy frowns. “Not anymore?”

Mara stops, turning to face her. Her eyes stay locked, her expression impossible to read.

“I came here two years ago. Same as you. Application, contract, ninety days.” She taps her collar—similar, but the tag is different, stamped with initials she doesn’t recognize. “When it was over, Lucas offered me freedom. I didn’t want it.”

Her voice wavers as she asks, “You stayed?”

“I asked to.” There’s no smile—just the set of Mara’s mouth, firm with certainty. “I knew where I belonged. He didn’t need me anymore—not as his property—but he didn’t send me away. He gave me work. Authority.” She tilts her chin toward Lizzy. “Now I train the ones who come after.”

The idea lodges in Lizzy’s chest. She pictures Mara kneeling, naked, once exactly where she is now. Then she imagines her choosing to remain, building a new role within these walls instead of walking out debt-free.

“Why?” Lizzy whispers before she can stop herself.

Mara studies her for a long moment. “Because outside, I was lost. Buried in bills, bad choices, men who wanted to own me without knowing what the word meant. Here?” She gestures to the mansion around them, vast and silent. “Here, ownership has rules. Order. Precision. It gave me back control by taking it away. And when I had the chance to leave, I realized I didn’t want to.”

Lizzy swallows hard. The collar at her throat feels heavier, the memory of Lucas’s voice echoing through her. You’ll thank me when it’s over.

“And Lucas?” Lizzy asks softly.

Mara’s expression flickers, almost wistful. “He was my Sir once. Now he’s my employer. That’s the only way it works. You can’t stay bound to him forever—he doesn’t allow it. He gives you to yourself, or he gives you to purpose. You’ll see.”

The words lodge deep in Lizzy’s chest. She nods, unsure what to say, and follows Mara as they continue down the corridor. For the first time, she realizes this place isn’t just about punishment or sex—it’s about choices. Choices made, choices denied, choices still waiting at the end of ninety days.

And she can’t help but shiver as she thinks about the choice waiting for her.

***

Mara leaves her at the base of the grand staircase with nothing more than a curt nod. “Stay out of trouble.”

Lizzy lingers there, debating whether to retreat back to her suite, when the sharp echo of footsteps draws her attention. Maxwell Grayson descends the stairs, jacket off, sleeves rolled, his dark hair a little disheveled as though he hadn’t bothered with polish this morning.

She freezes instinctively, hands twitching to cover herself before she remembers Lucas’s command: Never hide.

Maxwell’s gaze finds her immediately. His eyes are darker than Lucas’s, almost black, and when they settle on her, her skin prickles as though he’s stripped her further.

“Well,” he drawls, voice smooth, edged with amusement. “Lucas’s new project.”

Lizzy drops her gaze, kneeling quickly at the base of the stairs. “Sir.”

“Mm.” He circles her slowly, hands in his pockets, carrying an energy that’s all calculation and threat. “You were at breakfast yesterday. You watched, didn’t you?”

Her heart lurches against her ribs. She knows what he means. Ruby, across his lap, the paddle cracking against bare flesh. The sound still echoes in her chest.

“Yes, Sir,” Lizzy admits, voice soft.

“And you liked it.” He states it like fact, not open for denial.

A flush creeps up her skin.“Yes, Sir.”

Maxwell chuckles, low and dark. “Honesty. Lucas has you trained already.” He crouches in front of her, close enough that she can smell coffee and leather. His grip clamps around her jaw, leaving her no choice but to meet his stare.

“You’re prettier when you’re flushed,” he says. “But you tremble too much. Lucas will break that out of you.”

Lizzy swallows hard, trying to steady her breathing. “Yes, Sir.”

Maxwell studies her for another long moment, then releases her chin with a flick of his fingers, dismissive and casual. “Ruby lasted three days before I had her begging to be bent over my desk between meals. Ava, five. I wonder how long it will take you to realize Lucas won’t be gentle, either.”

Something inside Lizzy clenches—not fear exactly, but recognition. Maxwell’s dominance feels heavier, sharper, more overtly cruel than Lucas’s measured control. He enjoys breaking resistance, savoring it. Lucas demands obedience as a standard; Maxwell extracts it like a prize.

Maxwell straightens, towering over her. “Tell me, Lizzy,” he says, his voice quieter now. “When Lucas whips you again—and he will—will you cry for him, or for me?”

Air slips past her lips in a shaky rush. “For him, Sir.”

His grin flashes, dangerous. “Good answer. For now.”

He steps past her, descending the last few steps. She keeps her eyes lowered, body rigid with tension, until she hears his footsteps fade into the corridor.

Only then does she let herself exhale.

Her heart races, her skin tingles, and the humiliation of kneeling naked at the foot of the stairs still burns. But beneath it all is a deeper truth: she isn’t just owned by Lucas. She’s part of a house ruled by three men, each with their own edge. And at some point, she’ll be tested by all of them—whether directly or by what they make her witness.

The thought should terrify her. Instead, a pulse of arousal tightens low, her body aching in ways she can’t quiet.

***

The summons came just after dusk. A knock at her door, a staff member with head bowed, and then the words she already associated with her new life: “Mr. Grayson requests you.”

Lizzy followed barefoot down the dim hall, collar gleaming in the soft light, every step a reminder of her nudity. When the door opened onto his private bath, the heat hit her immediately—the air thick with steam, scented faintly of cedar and sandalwood.

Lucas stood at the edge of a massive marble tub, water already rippling with rising steam. He had stripped down to nothing but a towel slung low at his hips, his hair damp at the temples as if he’d just finished a workout.

She exhales unevenly, caught off guard. She’d felt the strength of him before—skin against skin, the weight of his body over hers—but seeing him now, bare under the light, still makes her stare. Broad shoulders, powerful chest dusted with dark hair, abdominal muscles cut into hard lines that vanish beneath the edge of the towel. He looks carved, the living embodiment of control.

“You’ll assist me tonight.” His voice filled the tiled room, low and commanding. He gestured toward the array of oils and soaps placed neatly beside the tub. “Draw my bath. Make it the right temperature.”

Her skin went hot, humiliation written where she couldn’t hide it—naked and collared, told to serve in such a simple, domestic way. But the undercurrent was unmistakable: this was not ordinary service. Every movement was being measured.

“Yes, Sir.” She crossed the room, trying not to stare at him while kneeling to pour the oils into the steaming water. The scent rushed over her, earthy and masculine, sinking deep into her lungs.

Lucas removed the towel with no hesitation, letting it fall to the floor. Lizzy stilled for a moment. He was utterly unselfconscious, a man used to command and to being observed. Her eyes darted downward before she could stop them—catching a glimpse of his cock, swollen and obvious, before she dragged her eyes aside.

“Look at me when you speak, Elizabeth.” The sharp reminder burned through her, shame rising fast.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice trembled as she turned her gaze upward, meeting his eyes instead of letting it linger lower.

He stepped into the tub, the muscles in his back flexing as he sank into the water. The surface broke around his chest, droplets running over his skin, tracing the ridges of muscle before disappearing into the bath. He sighed once, deep and content, then leaned back against the marble.

“Bring the cloth.” His tone was easy, but threaded with command.

Lizzy obeyed, dipping a linen cloth into the hot water, wringing it out until her hands stung from the heat. She moved to his side, heart thundering, and pressed the cloth gently over his chest. The sight was surreal: her naked body standing over his, every inch on display, while she performed the most intimate, subservient of tasks.

He didn’t flinch under her touch. If anything, his breathing deepened, chest rising beneath her hand.

“Good,” he murmured. “Learn me well, and you’ll never go unrewarded.”

The words sank into her like fire. Humiliation, desire, and submission tangled inside her chest until she could hardly separate them. She rinsed the cloth again, trailing it down his arms, over the firm muscle, all the while trying not to shiver at how natural this felt—like she had been meant for this role, stripped of everything but obedience.

The cloth slid over his chest and shoulders, and Lucas watched her in silence, his eyes sharp and assessing. Each stroke felt like a test she didn’t want to fail.

“Lower,” he instructed.

Lizzy swallowed, wringing the cloth again before trailing it across his abdomen, the firm ridges of muscle slick beneath her touch. She tried to keep her hands steady, but they trembled anyway. The water lapped softly against the marble, filling the silence between them with a hypnotic rhythm.

“You’re trembling.” He said it almost idly, as though making an observation about the weather. “Does my body frighten you?”

“No, Sir,” she whispered, softer than she intended.

“Then why can’t you keep your hand still?”

Heat rushed through her, caught. The truth pressed sharp inside her: she was aroused, impossibly so, by the sheer act of serving him. The nearness of his body, his unquestioned control, sent a tremor all the way through her.

A smirk edged across Lucas’s face as he studied her. “Honesty is easier here, Elizabeth. You’ll find it rewarded.”

Her lips parted. “I… I’m not frightened. I’m just… distracted.”

“By what?” His eyes narrowed, demanding the full confession.

Her face prickled with fresh heat. “By you, Sir.”

A low hum of satisfaction rumbled from his chest. He shifted in the water, the movement deliberate, the surface rippling as he spread his legs. “Then you’ll finish your task properly. Kneel.”

Her knees touched the cool tile, collar pressing lightly against her throat as she leaned closer. The angle left no hiding from what he offered her now—his cock rising thick from the water, glistening in the dim light. Her chest tightened, every beat drumming with raw need.

“Wash me,” he commanded. “Everywhere.”

The cloth trembled in her grip, but she obeyed. She dragged it down his thighs first, the water streaming in rivulets over his skin. Her hands lingered longer than they should, savoring the raw strength under her palms.

Lucas’s gaze never left her. “Good girl. Don’t rush.”

Her fingers brushed higher, the cloth moving carefully over the base of his cock. A shiver of desire ran through her at the sound of his quiet exhale. She was certain he could feel her trembling, could see the way her nipples tightened from the humiliation of kneeling naked before him.

“That’s enough.” His tone snapped back to control, even as his breathing edged faster. He took the cloth from her hand, discarding it back into the water. Then his hand found her face, guiding her gaze upward to his.

“You’ve learned the first rule, Elizabeth. To serve me in the simplest of ways. And you did well.”

Her throat tightened around a lump of relief and pride, though it was laced with desperate arousal.

“Dry me,” he said softly, almost cruel in its restraint. “Then return to your room. You’ll wait for me there.”

It wasn’t release, but the promise of it curled around her like chains. She obeyed in silence, patting the water from his chest and shoulders, every touch an ache, every second of denial burning deeper into her body.

When she rose to leave, his words clung to her skin, inescapable: “Patience, Elizabeth. Desire is sharper when it’s fed slowly.”


Claimed By Restraint


Lizzy had barely settled on the edge of her bed when the door opened. Lucas didn’t knock. He never needed to. His presence filled the space before a single word left his lips.

“Stand,” he ordered.

Instinct carried her forward before she realized what she was doing. She rose to her feet, naked as always, the collar at her throat an anchor. He carried a leather bag in one hand and set it down with deliberate weight on the dresser.

“You’ll learn something new tonight.” He sounded almost casual, but the certainty underneath left her aching.

From the bag, he drew out a black bar fitted with leather cuffs on each end. A spreader bar. Lizzy drew in a sharp breath, her body tightening with unease.

“Legs apart.”

She obeyed, her heart drummed fast, desire pulsing through her veins like it was alive. Lucas knelt smoothly, fastening each cuff around her ankles. When he released her, her stance was forced wide, balance altered, her pussy laid bare, no matter how badly she wanted to close her legs.

“Perfect.” He straightened, eyes roaming down her body with cool appraisal. “Now you’ll stay open for me.”

Next came the clamps—sleek, silver-tipped with tiny adjustable screws. He pinched one nipple between his fingers until it peaked, then slid the clamp into place. The sharp bite of pressure made her gasp. When he did the same to the other, her breathing turned sharp and quick, pain twisting into a hot, unsettling pleasure.

“You wear them well,” Lucas murmured, flicking one gently. The chain connecting the clamps jingled softly, tugging at her sensitive flesh.

He stalked around her, each step a reminder of how fully she was in his control. Then came the riding crop, dark leather glinting in his hand. He tapped it once against his palm, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

“Hands behind your back. Clasp your elbows.”

She did, shoulders tightening as she tried to hold the position. Vulnerability coated her skin like a second layer.

The first strike landed lightly on her inner thigh—just a whisper of leather. She flinched anyway. The second came harder, a quick sting that made her gasp aloud.

“Good,” Lucas said. “Feel how your body wakes up when it’s corrected.”

Each stroke alternated between thighs, between gentle taps and sharper snaps. Lizzy moaned, her body answering him with a hunger she couldn’t control. The spreader bar kept her open, each strike a reminder she was at his mercy.

When he stopped, Her body ached at the loss, a protest rising unbidden. He crouched in front of her, fingers sliding along the chain between her clamps, tugging just enough to make her shudder.

“Look at you,” he murmured, low and taunting. “So wet already.” Then his tongue dragged up her cunt, slow enough to make her shiver. The suddenness made her knees buckle, but the bar held her steady.

“Remember this,” Lucas said, rising again, crop brushing over her belly. “Pain sharpens pleasure. Service deepens it. Tonight, you’ll learn both.”

The words carved themselves into her as surely as the marks on her thighs. She nodded, trembling, already desperate for what would come next.

Lucas adjusted the spreader bar until Lizzy’s legs strained wider, the leather biting against her ankles. She wobbled, struggling to hold balance with her arms pinned awkwardly behind her back. The clamps pulled at her nipples every time her chest rose with a sharp breath, a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

He seemed content to watch her fight with herself, the quiet between them pinned her more firmly than iron. Finally, he brushed the crop along her inner thigh, not striking, just tracing the welted skin he’d left moments ago.

“You’re learning,” he said evenly. “Not to close yourself off. Not to hide. Your body exists for me to see and use.”

Lizzy swallowed hard, throat dry, the collar pressing into her pulse as if it agreed.

He moved behind her, and she startled when his hand slipped between her thighs. His fingers found her wet instantly, sliding over her folds with deliberate pressure. The exposure of being so obviously turned on made her flush hot, and the mortification only sharpened the ache.

“You’re wet enough already.” His tone was laced with amusement, almost mocking. “I’ve barely touched you.”

A faint cry broke from her throat when he left her empty. She heard the faint sound of leather shifting—another item from the bag. When he came into view again, he held a black satin blindfold.

“Hold still.”

The cloth slipped over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. The world narrowed to sensation: the tug of clamps, the ache in her thighs, the cool air on overheated skin.

Then the crop tapped her belly, feather-light, followed by a sharp flick against her hip. Lizzy gasped, instinctively jerking, but the spreader bar denied her retreat. She was caught, every reaction exposed.

Lucas’s voice carried easily to her, steady and controlled “Your imagination will do most of the work now. Every touch will feel sharper, every moment longer.”

The next flick landed on her ass, not cruel, but stinging enough to make her cry out. Then silence. She strained to listen, but he gave her nothing—no movement, no sound—until the crop cracked suddenly across her thigh. The shock made her moan, knees trembling.

“Beautiful,” he said, low and approving. “You’re learning to give me your fear along with your pleasure.”

A small vibration startled her next, buzzing against her inner thigh. She stiffened as Lucas slid a wand slowly up toward her clit, hovering just close enough for the hum to tease her nerves.

Her hips twitched, desperate to close, but the bar forced her open.

“Not yet,” he warned, pulling it away the moment she tilted forward. The absence was unbearable, her body throbbing for more.

He circled her slowly, the toy brushing against her nipples, the chain tugging, every sensation magnified by the blindfold. Lizzy moaned, head falling back.

Lucas’s breath brushed her ear. “You’ll hold this edge for as long as I decide. Every tremor, every gasp belongs to me.”

Her knees nearly buckled at the promise. Bound, blindfolded, aching, she knew the night had only just begun.

The hum of the wand returned, low and insistent. Lizzy flinched when it grazed her inner thigh again, the vibration seeping into her skin, threatening to drive her wild if it went any higher.

“Still,” Lucas murmured. “Or I’ll take it away again.”

She forced her body to obey, trembling against the restraints, blindfold cutting off everything but the flood of sensation.

The wand pressed higher, finally finding her clit with a sudden jolt of bliss that made her cry out. Her hips bucked instinctively, but the spreader bar held her cruelly open, exposed, unable to twist away. The clamps tugged with every desperate movement, the sting and the sweetness fusing until they felt like one.

“Good,” he said softly, as if she’d just passed another test. “Now breathe through it.”

The vibration deepened, steady and relentless, rolling through her nerves in waves. Lizzy moaned helplessly, arms straining behind her back, shoulders aching, but the ache only sharpened the pleasure. Her body bowed forward, desperate for more pressure, more friction, but Lucas kept the wand moving—never quite enough, always teasing the edge.

“Sir, please,” she gasped, voice breaking.

The wand lifted instantly. The sudden absence made her groan, knees shaking.

“You don’t get to beg for what’s already mine to give,” Lucas said, his voice a dark caress. “You’ll take release when I allow it. Not a second sooner.”

Her chest heaved, nipples throbbing in the clamps, every nerve screaming for more.

Then his hand was on her belly, steadying her, grounding her. The wand returned, firmer this time, pressing directly against her clit. Lizzy’s cry broke out, unrestrained, the vibration surging through her.

“That’s it,” he coaxed, his voice steady with authority. “Ride the edge. Hold it.”

She tried, but her body refused to obey. The tension built too fast, too sharp, cresting higher with every pulse. Her thighs shook violently against the bar, her breath ragged.

“Sir, I can’t—”

“You can. And you will.”

The wand’s hum increased, pressing harder, faster. Lucas’s other hand shoved between her folds, two fingers ramming inside her cunt. Lizzy cried out, the sudden stretch making her clench around him, already dripping. He crooked them deep, grinding against the spot that made her legs spasm and her pussy gush.

Her world narrowed to the rhythm he set: vibration against her clit, fingers stroking inside her, clamps biting with every convulsion. Her climax surged, unstoppable now, breaking through her like a flood. She came with a strangled cry, body jerking helplessly against the restraints, pleasure crashing over her in waves so sharp they bordered on pain.

Lucas held her steady through it, fingers working her mercilessly, wand never relenting until the last spasm shuddered through her thighs. Only then did he pull away, leaving her spent, shaking, gasping for air.

“You see?” His tone was controlled, unmarked by the wreckage he’d left in her. “Your pleasure isn’t yours at all. It belongs to me. And I’ll take it, or give it, as I choose.”

The wand’s hum finally stopped, and the silence pressed heavy in its place. Lizzy’s body slumped in the restraints, trembling with aftershocks, breath shallow and uneven. She couldn’t have held herself upright if she tried.

Lucas’s hands were steady as he moved behind her. The first sound she heard was the metallic click of the spreader bar being released. Her legs wobbled the moment the cuffs loosened, and he caught her before she could fall, one strong arm locking around her waist.

“Easy,” he murmured, guiding her carefully to the bed.

She sank onto the edge, the blindfold still over her eyes, disoriented and quivering. He knelt at her feet, undoing the cuffs fully, then set the bar aside with deliberate care. When the blindfold slipped away, the world swam back into focus — the dim light, the leather bag, and Lucas crouched in front of her like a shadow made flesh.

Her nipples still throbbed with the bite of the clamps. He reached for the chain, giving it one final tug that made her gasp, then unscrewed the screws slowly, easing the pressure until both clamps slipped free. Relief swept over her, only to settle into a deeper ache beneath it.

Lucas didn’t stop there. From the bag, he produced a small tin of balm, scooping some onto his fingers. He worked it gently over the reddened peaks, the cooling sensation making her moan softly. The tenderness felt almost alien after the severity of his control, but no less commanding.

Her thighs bore faint marks from the crop. He traced them idly, then rubbed balm into the welts as well, massaging in slow circles until her breathing steadied.

“You bruise beautifully,” he said quietly, not as a compliment but as a fact. “Your body takes correction the way it was meant to.”

Heat rose sharp under Lizzy’s skin, and her gaze skittered away. Words failed her—only the undeniable truth remained: his touch, his approval, left her wanting, restless in a way she couldn’t hide.

When he was finished, he pulled her forward until she was between his legs, her cheek pressed to his chest. The heat of his skin, the steady thrum of his heartbeat, anchored her in a way the restraints never could.

“You served well tonight,” he told her, his hand stroking down her back in a slow, steady rhythm. “You listened. You endured. And you gave me what I wanted.”

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, though she wasn’t sure why — relief, pride, or the terrifying realization of how much she craved those words.

Lucas’s grip tightened, angling her face toward him until her eyes met his. His eyes were dark, unreadable. “This is the only place you need to be, Elizabeth. At my command, in my hands. Do you understand?”

Her lips trembled, but she nodded. “Yes, Sir.”

He left a final kiss on her forehead, less tenderness than ownership, sealing her as his.

“Rest now,” he ordered, rising to his full height. “Tomorrow, you’ll learn more.”

When the door closed behind him, Lizzy curled into the sheets, body sore, heart racing. She should have felt relief that it was over. Instead, she felt hollow with need, already desperate for his return.


The Slip


Lizzy told herself she wouldn’t linger. She told herself she’d only pass through the corridor, return to her room like a good girl, and wait for Lucas to summon her again.

But the sound of low voices carried down the hall, deep and sharp, pulling her like a hook in her chest.

She hesitated at the bend, bare feet pressing into cool marble, collar tight against her throat. Her pulse pounded with the knowledge that this was dangerous — forbidden. Lucas had caught her once before, straying too close to conversations not meant for her ears. He’d promised harsher correction if it happened again.

And yet, she leaned closer.

“…Dominic thinks she’s too soft,” a man’s voice said, calm but cutting — Maxwell, she realized. “That Lucas won’t break her the way he should.”

Lizzy’s breath caught. The weight of her nakedness suddenly seemed heavier, as if they could feel her standing there even without seeing.

Another voice answered, lower, with a rasp that carried weight. Dominic. “You’ve seen her. She’s already half in love with him. Softness won’t matter. Lucas bends them his way eventually.”

Her belly tightened, mortified at hearing her name passed between them. She shouldn’t have stayed. She knew she shouldn’t. But her feet rooted to the spot, desperate for scraps of insight into how they saw her.

Maxwell chuckled, the sound sharp. “Or he keeps her too long. You know his rules. No one stays past their contract. He won’t make exceptions.”

Her heart clenched. Each syllable struck hard, lodging deep in her chest. No one stays. Mara’s warning came rushing back, echoing in her ears.

A floorboard creaked.

Lizzy froze, panic spiking. She hadn’t moved — but the sound slipped out, exposing her. The words died, leaving a silence that sliced clean through the room.

“Someone’s listening,” Dominic said flatly.

She spun, intending to retreat, but it was too late. A shadow filled the hall, and Lucas stood there, broad shoulders blocking her escape. His eyes fixed on her, unreadable, the kind of calm that made her blood run cold.

“Elizabeth.” His voice was quiet, controlled, infinitely worse than anger.

Her mouth went dry. “Sir, I—”

He stepped closer, every inch of him radiating power. “What did I tell you about listening where you don’t belong?”

Her knees almost folded. The burn inside her wasn’t only shame—it was darker, sharper, a hunger she couldn’t deny. She had stepped into this willingly. Now the price would be exacted.

“I’m sorry,” she whispered, voice breaking.

Lucas didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. His words left no room for doubt.

“You knew the rule. And you broke it anyway.”

Every inhale felt jagged, every nerve waiting for what would come.

“Yes, Sir,” she admitted, the collar at her throat a brand of guilt.

His gaze swept over her, detached, assessing every inch. “Then you’ll be corrected. And this time, you’ll learn not to test me.”

Lizzy shivered, caught between terror and arousal. She had slipped — and now the punishment she’d feared was inevitable.

***

They led her to the grand foyer — a cavernous space beneath glittering chandeliers, polished marble reflecting the warm glow of light. Staff and submissives were already gathering, whispers rising as Lizzy was marched forward, bare and trembling, collar gleaming at her throat.

Lucas followed behind, his presence commanding silence before he even spoke.

“Elizabeth,” he said, his voice carrying easily across the room, “chose to eavesdrop on a private conversation. Not once, but twice. She was warned of the consequences. Tonight, she will serve as an example.”

Under the weight of their stares, her skin went hot. Embarrassment pressed hard in her chest, chased by an ache that felt dangerously close to want.

Lucas gestured, and Dominic stepped forward with a length of black rope. “Hands.”

Lizzy lifted them, trembling, and Dominic bound her wrists high above her head to the carved banister post at the base of the staircase. The rope bit into her skin, leaving her stretched, exposed, her breasts rising with fractured breaths. Maxwell fitted a ball gag between her lips, buckling it tight at the back of her head. The rubber filled her mouth, silencing her completely, drool already sliding down her chin.

Lucas’s gaze swept over the gathered crowd. “Watch closely. Obedience is rewarded. Disobedience is corrected.”

Lucas gestured, and Maxwell moved between her spread thighs. A choked sound tore from Lizzy’s gagged mouth as his fingers slid over her, prying her open, glistening for the audience. Every part of her screamed humiliation, but her body pulsed wet and eager despite the fear tightening her chest.

“Pathetic,” Dominic muttered, sliding a vibrator from his pocket. He pressed it against her clit without warning. Lizzy screamed into the gag, hips thrashing helplessly, the sound swallowed by rubber and rope.

The vibration was relentless, her body straining against the bindings. Maxwell pinched her nipples hard, tugging until she writhed, every stare stripped her, her arousal impossible to hide. She saw staff members watching with professional detachment, submissives wide-eyed with fear and hunger.

Lucas circled her slowly, arms folded. “Do you feel it, Elizabeth? That hunger clawing at you?”

She sobbed against the gag, nodding frantically, body shaking as the vibrator held her at the brink.

Dominic smirked, pulling it away the instant she convulsed too close to climax. Her muffled wail echoed through the foyer. The crowd murmured, shifting uneasily, some leaning closer as if her denial was its own spectacle.

“Again,” Lucas commanded.

The vibrator returned, harsher this time, and Maxwell’s fingers slid inside her, thrusting hard, curling until her thighs quaked. Lizzy screamed again, the sound guttural and raw, her whole body begging for release.

And again, at the peak, Dominic pulled away. Her orgasm crumbled before it could crest, leaving her gasping, drool streaming down her chin, thighs trembling so hard she could barely stand.

The cycle repeated—dragged to the edge, then denied, again and again until her vision swam and her body collapsed against the ropes. She wasn’t a woman anymore, just an example of flesh bent to command.

Finally, Lucas stepped forward, close enough that the weight of his stare dragged her gaze up to meet his.

“Remember this shame,” he said, quiet but certain, as if it would matter later. “Every moan, every tear, every ounce of need that goes unfulfilled tonight is yours alone. And everyone here will remember why.”

He nodded, and Dominic shut off the vibrator, tucking it away. Maxwell wiped his fingers on her thigh like she was nothing. The gag silenced her sobs, the ropes kept her upright, and the crowd drank in the sight of her undone, denied, utterly owned.

Lucas let the silence stretch before he dismissed the others. “Return to your duties. She will remain here until I decide otherwise.”

One by one, they filed out, leaving Lizzy bound, humiliated, and aching so badly she thought she might break apart.

The foyer had emptied, footsteps fading into silence, leaving Lizzy alone in the cavernous space. Her arms ached from being stretched above her head, wrists bound tight to the banister post. The gag had been removed at last, but only so her gasps and sobs could echo freely through the marble halls.

Lucas adjusted the vibrator against her clit, lowering it to the weakest setting before stepping back. The faint hum teased mercilessly — a soft, steady vibration that kept her nerves alight but never strong enough to push her over the edge.

“You’ll stay like this until I’m satisfied,” he said simply, his voice carrying no anger, only certainty. Then he turned and left her there.

Lizzy let out a broken cry, nerves sparking under the relentless hum. Even at its lowest setting, the vibrator sent shudders through her thighs, her cunt throbbing and wet. Every time she thought the ache might fade, it flared hotter, a cruel reminder that every inch of her was his to command.

Time crawled.

Staff passed through the foyer on silent feet, some averting their eyes, others pausing just long enough to watch her tremble. The shame of being displayed like this — naked, dripping, straining against the ropes — ignited a humiliation deeper than any punishment. She wanted to vanish, but the ropes held her fast, her body splayed open for anyone to see.

Ruby and Ava passed by, their steps faltering. Ruby’s lips parted in a sharp inhale, while Ava’s gaze dropped quickly to the floor. Lizzy squeezed her eyes shut, humiliation washing over her—yet her body still trembled at the low hum tormenting her clit.

She had no idea how long she’d been left there. Minutes stretched into hours, each second blurring into the next. Her arms ached, nipples still tender from the clamps, thighs trembling violently as the toy kept her hovering on the edge of madness. Every passerby was another reminder: she was not a woman here, she was property, punishment, lesson.

At last, footsteps returned, steady and unrelenting. Lucas.

He studied her silently, hands clasped behind his back. She lifted her head weakly, eyes wet, hair plastered to her temples.

“Have you learned?” His tone was calm, as though they were discussing something mundane.

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “I won’t do it again.”

He tilted his head, considering her, then stepped forward. His hand reached between her thighs, flicking the vibrator away at last. The sudden absence nearly broke her — relief laced with anguish tightening in her chest.

Her whole body went slack when he loosened the ropes, arms collapsing to her sides, wrists red and raw. Lucas caught her before she could fall, lifting her easily against his chest.

“You’re done for tonight,” he said, carrying her as though she weighed nothing. “And you’ll remember why.”

She pressed her face into his chest, humiliation burning through her, but beneath it something deeper: the knowledge that he had seen every inch of her, stripped her of pride, and still held her as though she mattered.

Lucas carried her upstairs without another word, the strength of his arms steadying her trembling frame. For the first time since the punishment began, she felt safe.

He set her down gently on the bed, his arms withdrawing only when he was certain she wouldn’t collapse. Lizzy curled into herself, trembling, her skin still buzzing from hours of denial. Her wrists were raw, her thighs sore, her lips swollen from the gag. She couldn’t remember ever feeling so undone.

The mattress dipped as Lucas sat beside her. He said nothing at first, simply opened the small case he carried and retrieved a jar of cooling salve. The quiet stretched long, but it wasn’t cruel silence—it was patient, deliberate, as if he was waiting for her to breathe evenly again.

“Lie back,” he ordered softly.

Obedience came first, thought only chasing after. She sank against the pillows, chest rising and falling in shallow rhythm. Lucas dipped his fingers into the balm and began with her wrists, working it gently over the angry red marks left by the rope. His touch was firm but careful, each stroke easing the sting until the heat faded.

Lizzy closed her eyes, tears slipping silently across her temples.

“You endured,” Lucas said finally, voice low, even. “And you did not break. That matters.”

The words struck something deep, twisting inside her chest. She hadn’t realized how badly she needed to hear it until that moment.

He treated the marks on her thighs with careful hands, balm spreading cool against the heat. The precision of it held an undertone of reverence. When he finished, he wrapped her in a blanket, pulling it close around her shoulders.

“Do you understand why it had to be this way?” he asked.

Her throat tightened. She nodded once, then whispered, “Because I disobeyed.”

“And?”

Her gaze met his, shaky but unflinching. “Because I knew it was wrong, and I did it anyway.”

He inclined his head, satisfied. “Good. You’re learning.”

The punishment had marked her body; the praise stripped her soul bare. Lizzy bit her lip, trying to hold back the sob clawing at her throat. But when Lucas’s fingers brushed her temple, the smallest touch anchoring her, the tears spilled freely.

“I humiliated you tonight,” he said, voice quieter now. “I denied you, exposed you, made you ache until you thought you’d shatter. But know this, Elizabeth—” He leaned closer, his breath warm against her ear. “I also carried you out of it. No one else gets that privilege. Only me.”

Her heart pounded, wild and frantic. Ownership. Not a threat, but a fact carved into her. And instead of resisting, she wrapped herself around it.

Lucas stretched out beside her, pulling her into his chest. His arm wrapped around her shoulders, anchoring her trembling body against the heat of his. For the first time since the punishment began, she felt whole.

She lay there in silence, cheek pressed to his skin, the scent of him filling her lungs. Her body was wrecked, but her mind was worse—because even after everything, all she wanted was more of him.

As her breathing slowed, her thoughts blurred into exhaustion. Lucas’s hand stroked slowly down her back, each pass steady and slow.

“Sleep,” he murmured. “Tomorrow, you’ll serve me again. And you’ll do it better.”

Her eyes closed, heavy with fatigue, but her heart clenched with a truth she couldn’t deny anymore. She didn’t want to survive the contract. She wanted to belong.


The Awakening


The morning light crept across the room in pale golden slants, warming Lizzy’s bare shoulders where she lay tangled in the sheets. For the first time since her arrival, she hadn’t been woken by a knock, a command, or the sound of boots in the hallway. She woke to silence, her body sore, her mind heavy with the night before.

Her wrists ached faintly where the ropes had bitten, the skin still tender even after Lucas’s careful touch. She rolled them slowly, remembering the way he’d rubbed balm into the marks, his voice steady as he told her she hadn’t broken. The memory pressed in on her ribs, not shame but a hunger that carried its own kind of risk.

She should have been furious. Humiliated. She had been put on display like an object, bound and gagged, her body used as an example for every set of eyes in that mansion. And yet, lying here now, all she could feel was a gnawing hunger that hadn’t eased even in sleep.

It was the way he had looked at her. Cold when he announced her disobedience, Unrelenting as he let his brothers edge her mercilessly. But later, when the ropes were undone and her body collapsed into his arms, his eyes had changed.

They hadn’t softened — Lucas Grayson didn’t soften — but there had been something there. Claiming. Possessive. A silent vow that even in punishment, she was his to break and mend.

Lizzy turned onto her side, staring at the empty half of the bed where he had lain for only a moment before leaving her to rest. She shouldn’t miss him. She shouldn’t ache for his presence the way she did, like an addict already craving the next dose. But the truth beat in her chest with every breath: she wanted him. Not just the release, not just the games or the punishment. Him.

Mara’s words echoed in her head: He never keeps anyone past the contract. The reminder should have been a comfort. It meant she’d leave in three months, her debts erased, her life her own again. That was the deal. That was safety.

So why did the thought make her throat tighten, her stomach knot?

She pressed her palm to the sheets, still faintly warm from where his body had been. Every bruise, every welt, every sore muscle whispered the same truth: she was already his. Even if the contract ended tomorrow, even if he told her to leave, she wasn’t sure she could walk away.

The collar around her neck felt heavier this morning. Not restraint, but ownership made visible.

Lizzy pulled the blanket higher, curling into herself, heart racing at the realization. This wasn’t supposed to happen. She was supposed to give her body, not her mind. Three months of obedience, not a lifetime of craving. And yet, lying here in bed, she knew with a clarity that terrified her — if he offered her a way to stay, in any form, she would take it.

Her mouth opened, the confession spilling into the quiet of the room even though no one was there to hear.

“I don’t want to leave.”

The sound of her own voice startled her, as though she’d spoken a truth too heavy to contain. The words hung in the air, undeniable, marking the beginning of something she couldn’t take back.

***

Lizzy hadn’t meant to leave her room so soon. Her body was still sore, her wrists tender, her thighs bruised in places she hadn’t even realized until she tried walking. But the silence bore down, thick and suffocating, and the thought of staying curled in her bed with nothing but her thoughts was unbearable.

The mansion’s halls were quiet in the late morning, the hush broken only by the occasional murmur of staff moving unseen. Lizzy descended the wide staircase in silence, her collar catching faint light, and followed the scent of coffee until she found herself in a smaller sitting room she hadn’t yet explored.

Ava was there.

She sat in a high-backed chair near the window, long dark hair spilling over one shoulder, legs tucked gracefully beneath her. Unlike Lizzy, she didn’t bother to cover herself with a blanket or sheet. Her nudity was casual, almost regal, as though she’d long ago stopped noticing it. A book rested in her lap, but her eyes lifted the moment Lizzy stepped inside.

For a moment, neither spoke. The weight of silence stretched, thick with the awareness that both of them were bound by the same rules, the same contract, the same collar at their throats.

Finally, Ava closed the book with a soft snap. “Lucas doesn’t go easy on the new ones,” she said evenly.

Heat rose through Lizzy, impossible to hide. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Ava tilted her head, studying her openly. “I saw what happened last night.”

Lizzy’s stomach dropped. Of course she had. Half the mansion must have seen it. The shame rushed through her, but before she could stammer an apology, Ava’s expression sharpened into something between pity and amusement.

“Don’t look so stricken,” Ava murmured. “We all slip. The difference is whether we learn from it.”

Lizzy shifted, the collar heavy on her neck, and whispered, “And you? Have you—?”

Ava’s laugh was soft, humorless. “More times than I’d like to admit. Dominic corrected me in front of an entire dinner service once. I thought I’d die from the humiliation.”

The words should have comforted her, but instead they stoked the ache simmering deep inside her. The memory of last night surged back — the vibrator, the ropes, the staff watching her shake and beg. She swallowed hard, uncertain whether to confess how degradation had left her wet, not broken.

Ava seemed to read it in her face. Her smile sharpened, eyes narrowing just slightly. “You enjoyed it.”

Words failed her, her mouth falling open.” Her chest tightened, the truth stark on her skin. She didn’t deny it. Couldn’t.”

Ava leaned back, satisfied. “Good. That’s how they get inside you. That’s how you stop counting the days of the contract and start wishing for more.”

The words struck Lizzy deep. She wanted to argue, to insist she was stronger than that, that she hadn’t already begun imagining what it would mean to stay. But the silence sat there, damning.

Ava returned her gaze to the book in her lap, dismissing Lizzy as casually as she’d acknowledged her. “Enjoy the quiet while you can. They always find new ways to keep us busy.”

Lizzy lingered in the doorway, heart pounding. For the first time, she realized she wasn’t alone in this strange, intoxicating captivity — and that scared her more than anything Lucas had done to her body.

***

The summons came midafternoon, when the sun cut sharp beams through the tall windows of the mansion. A staff member appeared at Lizzy’s door with two words: “The library.”

Her stomach fluttered. She expected another punishment, or another demand for service. Instead, she found Lucas seated at a long oak desk in the vast, book-lined chamber. The walls soared upward, shelves filled with leather-bound volumes, ladders resting at odd angles like sentries on guard.

He didn’t look up when she entered. His eyes remained fixed on a document spread before him, pen poised in hand. Only when she stepped fully inside, collar gleaming, did he speak.

“Kneel.”

Lizzy dropped instantly to the floor beside his chair, bare skin pressing into the thick rug. Her pulse thudded hard in her throat. But there was no anticipation of touch, no waiting toy. Just stillness.

Lucas continued working, the scratch of his pen the only sound in the room. Minutes stretched. Lizzy kept her back straight, her hands resting on her thighs, her gaze lowered. She could feel his presence radiating power even as he ignored her completely.

At first, it was easy. Then the silence began to crawl across her skin. The ache in her knees grew sharper. The urge to shift, to fidget, gnawed at her. She wanted him to notice her, to use her, to do something. But he gave her nothing.

She swallowed hard, forcing herself still. Every instinct screamed to break the quiet, but she remembered last night’s lesson all too well. The ropes, the vibrator, the shame of being displayed. This time she would endure.

Finally, Lucas set down his pen. He leaned back in the chair, gaze flicking to her for the first time. His eyes scanned her posture, her stillness, the tension in her jaw.

“Better,” he murmured. “You’re learning to exist in silence.”

His approval lit a fire deep in her, impossible to ignore. It wasn’t release, wasn’t touch, but it filled her all the same.

He reached down suddenly, curling his hand into her hair. The tug was firm but not cruel, tilting her head back until her eyes met his.

“You want me to use you every moment,” he said, calm and certain. “But ownership isn’t constant chaos. Sometimes it’s patience. Sometimes it’s simply kneeling where I tell you, for as long as I decide.”

Her mouth softened, breath catching in the space between them. “Yes, Sir.”

He studied her for another long moment, then released her, returning his attention to the papers on his desk as if she weren’t even there.

And that, somehow, was the deepest command of all.

She stayed, motionless and obedient, as the afternoon light shifted across the floor. Each second etched the truth deeper into her chest: she didn’t need him to punish her or to fuck her to prove his ownership. All she needed was his command.

By the time he finally dismissed her, Lizzy’s knees ached and her thighs trembled. But beneath the pain thrummed a quiet pride. She had lasted. She had pleased him.

And when she left the library, her body raw and her heart full, she knew she had crossed a threshold.


The Binding


The next morning dawned gray and heavy, clouds blotting out the early sun. Lizzy woke to the sound of a firm knock on her door and the simple words: “The library. Now.”

Her pulse quickened. Yesterday’s lesson was still fresh — hours spent kneeling at Lucas’s feet, ignored, aching, yet oddly proud by the end. She dressed only in the collar as required and padded down the corridor, every step echoing in her chest.

The library was different today. The desk was cleared, papers set aside, and coils of rope lay neatly arranged across its surface. Lucas stood waiting, broad shoulders framed by the morning light spilling through high windows.

“Come here,” he ordered.

Lizzy obeyed, her feet carrying her forward even as her stomach knotted with anticipation.

He lifted the rope, running it through his hand as though testing the weight. “You learned silence yesterday. Today, you’ll learn stillness.”

Breath tangled in her throat.

Lucas guided her to the center of the rug, his hands quick and precise as he began. The first coil circled her wrists, binding them behind her back with smooth efficiency. The second wound around her torso, pinning her arms against her sides, the rough texture scraping against her bare skin. Each knot was sharp, deliberate, leaving no slack.

She swallowed, heat rising as the ropes tightened across her breasts, pushing them up, the cords biting into tender flesh. He crouched, wrapping her thighs and ankles, pulling her body into a strict posture that left her completely helpless.

When he stepped back, Lizzy could barely shift without the ropes reminding her of his control. Her chest lifted in sharp bursts, nipples hardened against the cord, cunt throbbing with the filthy mix of shame and arousal.

Lucas studied her, head tilted slightly. “Beautiful,” he said, almost to himself. Then, more firmly: “You’ll remain like this while I work. No fidgeting. No noise. Endure, Elizabeth. That is your task.”

He returned to the desk, settling into his chair as if she were no more than part of the room. The scratch of his pen began again, calm, with no haste

Minutes passed. The ropes cut into her skin, biting deeper with every shallow breath. Her shoulders ached, her thighs trembled, but she held still. The silence pressed in, wrapping her in its own restraint. Every shift of her body tested her control, but she held firm.

Time blurred. She lost track of how long she stood there, bound and aching, while he worked without looking at her. The longer it went on, the more the ache turned to fire, a mix of pain and pride burning through her.

At last, he set down the pen. The sound of his chair scraping back made her heart leap. He crossed the room slowly, circling her like he was inspecting a piece of art.

“You lasted,” he murmured, fingertips brushing the rope at her breast, tugging lightly to make her gasp. “Better than I expected.”

Relief and pride surged through her chest, fiercer than release. Bound, exposed, aching—she’d endured, and that endurance was its own victory.

Lucas untied the first knot in steady control.“You’re learning what it means to belong.”

Her knees nearly gave as he freed her, but inside, she was steady. More than steady. She was his.

The last knot slipped free, the ropes falling in a loose pile to the floor. Lizzy’s arms dropped forward, sore and unsteady, her skin marked with red lines where the cords had pressed. She swayed, but before she could stumble, Lucas caught her by the shoulders, steadying her with a grip that was firm yet grounding.

Her breath trembled. She expected him to dismiss her, to tell her she’d endured and that was enough. Instead, his hands stayed, sliding slowly down her arms, over the curves of her breasts where the ropes had left angry welts. His fingers traced the marks almost reverently.

“You wore them well,” he murmured. “Every knot. Every ache.”

Lizzy shivered under his gaze, heat rising deep inside her. She opened her mouth to thank him, but his kiss cut the words away — sudden, consuming, a hunger that left her breathless.

Her knees buckled, and he lifted her easily, carrying her to the desk where the ropes had been laid out before. Sweeping them aside, he set her down on the cool surface, her legs dangling over the edge.

“You’ve earned more than pain tonight,” he said, pulling her forward so her thighs parted around his hips.

Her chest tightened as he brought himself to her, brutally hard, pressing to enter against her drenched slit. She cried out at the contact, the ache of denial spiking until she shook with the need to be taken.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Her eyes flew open, meeting his steady gaze. His control was absolute even in intimacy — her release, her pleasure, her body all his to command.

He pushed inside her slowly, inch by inch, stretching her around him. Lizzy moaned, the sound raw, her nails digging into the desk. The slow pace was torture, not from denial but from the exquisite pressure of being filled completely, claimed deliberately.

Lucas gripped her waist, holding her still as he sank deeper. “You’re mine here,” he said, voice low, vibrating against her skin. “Not just in punishment. Not just when you kneel. Always.”

Her chest constricted with the force of it. She nodded quickly, unable to form words, her throat tight with emotion.

His thrusts landed with purpose, each one claiming more of her. Every stroke pushing her closer. It wasn’t punishment, and it wasn’t haste—it was mastery, possession, the kind that left her laid bare, wanted, devoured whole.

Lizzy wrapped her legs around him, body arching to meet his rhythm. Her moans spilled into the air, louder now, unrestrained. The welts on her skin burned where his chest brushed against hers, the ache in her wrists still sharp — reminders of the ropes, of the test she had passed to earn this.

Her climax slammed into her, brutal and unstoppable. She shook around his cock, cunt tightening greedily, every pulse dragging more out of her. The sounds spilling from her throat weren’t words—just raw, broken cries as her orgasm tore her wide open.

Lucas didn’t relent. He fucked her through it, pounding harder until his cock jerked inside her, release flooding deep. A rough sound tore out of him, low and vicious, as he emptied himself, every thrust branding her as his.

When it was over, he held her against his chest, his breathing steady while hers stuttered. He didn’t release his grip, didn’t step back. He kept her anchored, his cock still inside her, as if to prove she wouldn’t leave this place even for a moment.

“You belong here,” he said finally, his voice carrying the weight of command.

And Lizzy, still trembling, couldn’t deny it—every part of her knew it was true.

***

The room was still heavy with the scent of sex, the faint sheen of sweat clinging to Lizzy’s skin as she sat perched on the desk, legs trembling, her body still full of him. Lucas eased back at last, pulling free, she exhaled sharply at the sudden absence.

He held her gaze, reading her like a page. ‘Good. You’re showing me the truth now.

Lizzy flushed, dropping her gaze. Her limbs throbbed from the ropes, her thighs sore from his use, but none of it matched the turmoil in her chest. She wanted to stay like this—undone, marked, his.

Lucas stepped away, retrieving something from the top drawer of his desk. When he returned, a length of scarlet ribbon dangled from his hand, its silk gleaming in the low light.

“Hold out your wrists,” he ordered.

She obeyed instantly, palms trembling upward. He looped the ribbon around them, tying a simple knot — not tight enough to restrain, but snug enough to remind her of its presence.

“This isn’t about restraint,” he said evenly. “It’s a reminder. The rope and the crop leave their marks, but this—” he tightened the ribbon around her wrists, silk biting gently into her skin, “—this tells you what those marks mean.”

Lizzy swallowed hard. “What do they mean, Sir?”

“That you are bound to me. Not by contract. Not by punishment. By choice. By need.”

Her breath faltered. She stared at the ribbon, simple and elegant, yet it anchored her more than chains ever could

.

Lucas’s hand closed firm around her wrist, his eyes holding hers. “You’ll wear this until I remove it. Every time you see it, you’ll remember who owns your body, your pleasure, your silence. And when someone else sees it, they’ll know you belong.”

Her mouth opened before she could stop it, the answer spilling out low. “Yes, Sir.”

The words slipped out, and with them came something she hadn’t expected — pride, fierce and consuming.

Lucas dragged his thumb across her damp cheek, catching the mix of sweat and salt. “Do you understand now? Release is not the reward. Service is.”

Lizzy nodded, tears welling again. “Yes, Sir.”

He kissed her once, not tender but claiming. When he drew back, his face gave nothing away, but his next words left no space for doubt.

“You’ve taken your first step toward belonging to me in truth. Don’t waste it.”

He left her on the desk, legs still shaking, wrists adorned with silk instead of rope. And though the ribbon was soft, it bound her more tightly than anything she had ever worn.

Lizzy cradled it against her chest once he was gone, her heart racing with the knowledge that this was more than a lesson. It was a claim. And she wanted nothing more than to bear it.

***

Lizzy walked the long corridor back to her room, the cool marble under her feet, the silk ribbon soft against her wrists. Every step made her more aware of it — the weightless knot that seemed heavier than chains.

When she entered her room, the familiar quiet greeted her. The fire in the grate had burned low, throwing shadows that flickered across the walls. She closed the door, leaned against it for a moment, and pressed her wrists together, staring at the scarlet binding Lucas had left her with.

It wasn’t rope. It wasn’t punishment. And yet it tethered her more completely than the hours she’d spent tied in his library. She lifted it to her lips, kissed the silk once, and felt shame rush through her even as her chest ached with pride.

She should want to take it off. She should want to claw it away, to prove she wasn’t succumbing to him so quickly, so easily. Instead, her fingers lingered on the knot, clutching it tighter, unwilling to loosen what he had given her.

A quiet knock startled her. She opened the door a crack to find Ava moving down the hall, bare feet silent, a faint bruise visible on her thigh. Their eyes met for a heartbeat. Ava’s eyes dropped to the ribbon, a smirk tugging at her lips before she turned away, disappearing into the dim corridor.

Not long after, Lizzy heard Ruby’s laugh echo faintly from the far end of the corridor — the sound carried an edge, all defiance, untouched by the mansion’s rules.

Lizzy closed her door again, the ribbon warm against her pulse. Ava, Ruby, herself — three women, three different paths. And though none of them would say it out loud, she could feel it in her bones: none of them would leave this place unchanged.

She slipped beneath the covers, exhaustion pulling at her limbs, but her mind refused to rest. Her body still throbbed from Lucas’s possession, her skin alive with the memory of his hands. And in her chest, a dangerous truth had taken root — one she could never speak aloud.

She didn’t want to count the days of her contract anymore. She didn’t want to leave at all.

Her hand curled around the ribbon, holding it tight against her heart. The silk brushed gentle against her skin, but its meaning was absolute: she belonged.

And as her eyes drifted closed, Lizzy knew she would carry that truth into every day that remained — no matter what the rules of the mansion declared.
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