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Enslaved Fighter

The warehouse reeked of sweat and gasoline, the sharp tang of motor oil mixing with the metallic aroma of blood. Past the fighters, the faint hum of fluorescent lights flickered against the exposed beams and cast jittery shadows over a crowd hungry for violence. Voices rose and fell in waves, a guttural symphony of bets placed and trash-talk exchanged. At the center of it all, a makeshift cage of steel bars stood under a single hanging bulb, its light glaring down like a judgmental eye. According to local authorities, this place didn't exist. After all, the women and men here were violating dozens of different laws and zoning ordinances.

Stacy Miller sat on a battered wooden bench as she wrapped her hands in frayed tape. Her knuckles were calloused, her hands steady despite the chaos around her. She wore a black sports bra and shorts, her lithe, muscular frame a testament to years of brutal training. At twenty-three, Stacy had carved out a reputation in these underground circuits—the undefeated underdog with the face of an angel and the fists of a demon. Tonight, though, she wasn’t scheduled to fight. She was here to watch and study her competition.

"Stacy Miller," a voice drawled, cutting through the cacophony. "Didn’t think you’d show up tonight."

Stacy turned her head, already knowing who it was. Kelly Triad. The name carried weight in these circles, a legend with a mean streak longer than the queue of people outside hoping to get in. Kelly’s presence was magnetic and menacing, her towering frame and sharp features a stark contrast to Stacy’s smaller stature. The two had never fought, but their names were often whispered in the same breath, like two storms destined to collide.

"Hello, Kelly," Stacy said diplomatically. "You can keep watching. I'm not fighting tonight, Kelly," Stacy said coolly, returning to her wraps. "I'm just here to watch."

"That’s a shame." Kelly stepped closer, the soles of her combat boots scraping against the concrete floor. "I’ve been waiting for a chance to see what all the fuss is about."

Younger and far less experienced, Stacy understood what kind of reputation she had developed over the last couple of fights. She had taken on other pretty girls, knocking them down and winning within a few seconds or minutes. She was good; that much was obvious. And since she was good, Stacy had known she would draw attention from women like Kelly.

Stacy looked up, her piercing blue eyes meeting Kelly’s dark ones. "You want to fight me?" She smirked, shaking her head. "Not tonight."

Kelly’s laugh was low and humorless. "What’s the matter? Scared?"

"I don’t scare easy," Stacy said, her voice steady. "But I don’t fight on impulse either."

"Impulse?" Kelly’s eyebrows rose in mock surprise. "That’s funny, coming from someone who built her name brawling in places like this. You think you’re above it now?"

Stacy didn’t rise to the bait. She focused on tying off the last knot in her hand wraps, ignoring the growing crowd that had started to circle around them. Word traveled fast in these places, and the promise of a confrontation was enough to draw attention like blood in the water.

"You’re a coward," Kelly said, her voice cutting through the murmurs of the onlookers. "That’s it, isn’t it? All those wins, all that hype, and now you’re afraid to lose."

Stacy froze, her hands clenching into fists. She stood slowly, rising to her full height, which was still several inches shorter than Kelly. But there was something in her posture, in the way she carried herself, that made the air feel heavier.

"Say that again," Stacy said quietly, her voice like the edge of a blade.

"You heard me," Kelly said, stepping closer. "You’re a coward."

Nearby, a few members of the audience had started to nudge their compatriots. Little by little, everyone realized what was happening. They saw how this could be the seed of something violent and beautiful, sexy and bloody, all at the same time. The crowd went silent, anticipation crackling like static electricity. Stacy stared at Kelly for a long moment, her jaw tight. Then she exhaled sharply through her nose and nodded.

"Alright," Stacy said, her voice steady but cold. "You want a fight? You got it."

The crowd erupted, cheering and hollering as the tension snapped like a rubber band. Some of the people in the audience probably didn't even know what had just happened, but everyone else was cheering, so they joined in. Kelly grinned, a predator who had just cornered her prey. But Stacy’s eyes didn’t waver, a storm brewing behind them.

"Let’s see if you can back up all that talk," Stacy said, stepping past Kelly and into the cage. The crowd surged forward, the noise rising to a fever pitch as the two fighters squared off under the harsh glow of the overhead light.

Only two or three minutes later, the cage door slammed shut behind them, a metallic clang that seemed to reverberate in Stacy’s chest. The noise of the crowd faded to a dull roar in her ears, replaced by the steady thrum of her pulse. Across from her, Kelly stretched her neck from side to side, the corners of her mouth pulling into a wicked grin.

The referee, an old-timer with a scar splitting his left eyebrow, stepped between them. “Keep it clean, keep it quick,” he said, though they all knew the words were more ritual than rule. He stepped back, raising a hand. “Fight!”

Kelly came out fast, her long reach turning her jabs into a spearhead. Stacy ducked under the first one, her body moving instinctively. She slipped to the side, circling, her hands high and her footwork light. Kelly pressed forward, her strikes relentless—a hook, a cross, another jab. Stacy deflected most of them, the sting of leather against her forearms igniting her senses.

“You’re quicker than I thought,” Kelly taunted, her voice carrying over the noise. She threw a feint with her left and followed with a devastating right hook.

Stacy leaned back just in time, the punch grazing her cheek. She countered with a sharp kick to Kelly’s thigh, the impact landing with a satisfying smack. Kelly grimaced but didn’t falter, closing the distance and clinching Stacy against the bars of the cage.

The metal dug into Stacy’s back as Kelly drove a knee into her ribs. Pain shot through her side, but she gritted her teeth, her hands snaking up to lock behind Kelly’s head. With a sharp twist of her hips, Stacy reversed the position, slamming Kelly into the cage. She followed with an elbow to Kelly’s temple, a move that drew a collective gasp from the crowd.

Kelly shoved her off, shaking her head like a bull shrugging off a matador’s cape. “Not bad,” she said, her grin tinged with blood.

Stacy didn’t reply. She darted in with a one-two combo, her fists moving like piston rods. Kelly blocked the first punch but took the second to her jaw. She staggered, and Stacy pressed the advantage, landing a kick to Kelly’s midsection that doubled her over. Most of all, Stacy knew she had to concentrate. She couldn't let her mind wander. She couldn't allow pain, ambition, or any other distraction to get in her way.

But Kelly wasn’t done. She lunged forward with a desperate uppercut, catching Stacy under the chin. The force snapped Stacy’s head back, stars bursting in her vision. She stumbled but recovered, her instincts keeping her hands up as Kelly advanced.

The two fighters traded blows, their movements a brutal dance of skill and fury. Pain flashed. There were those grunts, the growls of wild animals, and the determination to win no matter what. Stacy’s speed and precision clashed against Kelly’s raw power, each landing strikes that left the other battered. The crowd roared with every hit, their cheers a chaotic rhythm that fueled the fighters.

In the final moments, Stacy saw her opening. Kelly overextended on a wild haymaker, leaving her ribs exposed. Stacy stepped in, planting her feet as she launched a spinning back kick that connected with a sickening thud. Kelly crumpled, the air rushing out of her lungs in a choked gasp. She hit the ground hard, her hands instinctively coming up to defend, but Stacy was already on her, locking in a rear-naked choke.

Kelly struggled, her hands clawing at Stacy’s arms, but the hold was tight. The crowd’s noise became a deafening roar as Kelly’s movements slowed, her body going slack. The referee stepped in, tapping Stacy’s shoulder.

“That’s it! She’s out!”

Stacy released the hold and rolled to her feet, breathing hard. The warehouse erupted in chaos, cheers and boos mingling in a storm of sound. Stacy raised a fist, her victory short-lived as the pain in her ribs and jaw set in. She glanced down at Kelly, who was being helped to her feet by the referee.

Kelly met Stacy’s gaze and gave a grudging nod. “You’re the real deal,” she muttered, her voice hoarse.

Stacy didn’t reply, but the faintest hint of a smile touched her lips. This fight had ended, but there'd be others.

She just hadn't realized the next bout would come for her within minutes.

For Stacy, the aftermath of the fight lingered in the warehouse like the acrid scent of sweat and adrenaline. The crowd had thinned out, but pockets of onlookers remained, basking in the chaos of the evening. Stacy sat on the edge of the cage, dabbing at the cut on her cheek with a piece of gauze. Her ribs ached with every breath, but the satisfaction of victory dulled the pain.

"You got lucky."

The voice was low, calm, and laced with disdain. Stacy’s head snapped up. Standing a few feet away was Andrew Drake, a towering figure with broad shoulders and an air of calculated menace. He was a heavyweight in every sense of the word, known for breaking opponents both physically and mentally. His dark eyes bore into Stacy with a mix of challenge and mockery.

"What do you want, Andrew?" Stacy asked, her voice steady but sharp. She stood, wiping the blood from her hands onto her shorts.

Andrew smirked. "I'm calling it like I see it. That fight? You got lucky. Kelly’s good, but she’s reckless. You’d never pull that stunt with someone who knows what they’re doing."

Stacy’s jaw tightened. "You think I don’t know what I’m doing?"

"I think you’re punching above your weight…literally," Andrew said, his smirk widening. "You’ve got speed, I’ll give you that. But you wouldn’t last two minutes with me. Face it, Stacy. You're a cute girl, and you're probably going to get some support, all because the boys in the audience want you. You might even get a career out of it, but you're not a real fighter."

The words hung in the air; this was a challenge. All at once, Stacy’s heart pounded, not with fear but with the fiery surge of indignation. She took a step closer, her gaze never leaving his.

"Is that a challenge?" she asked, her voice low but steady.

Andrew chuckled, the sound deep and rumbling. "You couldn’t handle me."

Stacy crossed her arms, tilting her head. "Try me."

The crowd, sensing this fresh tension, quieted down. They were watching. They were listening. She was always aware of her audience. Whispers turned to murmurs, and soon the hum of anticipation filled the space. Already, some of the spectators have started to place their wagers. Andrew raised an eyebrow, as if surprised by her boldness, but he didn’t back down.

"I'm not doing this just for fun," she said. "What do you want?"

"When I win, I get to take you home, and you do whatever I say."

"And if I win?"

"That won't happen," he said.

"When I win," she continued, "I get to slide a shock collar around your neck, and I get to take you home with me. I get to train you and show you exactly where you belong."

Andrew Drake was supposed to be one of the fiercest fighters in the city. Brave and bold, fast and unstoppable, he wasn't supposed to ever get intimidated. He had stared into the eyes of so many different fighters, some of whom defeated him. Even so, Andrew had never allowed any kind of fear to splash across his face...until now.

Maybe he saw something in her eyes, something wolfish and predatory. She may have been a woman who was smaller and lighter, but she wouldn't back down. This girl was a warrior.

"Alright," he said, his voice carrying over the noise. "Let’s see what you’ve got."

The referee, who had barely finished cleaning up from the last bout, sighed and stepped into the cage. “You sure about this, Miller?" he asked, glancing at Andrew’s imposing frame.

"I’m sure," Stacy said, her eyes never leaving Andrew.

The cage door closed behind them, the metallic clang echoing like a bell signaling the start of a storm. Andrew rolled his shoulders, the muscles rippling under his tank top. Stacy bounced on the balls of her feet, shaking out her arms, her body thrumming with focus.

The referee raised his hand. "You know the drill. Fight!"

Andrew rushed ahead and closed the distance in a few long strides, throwing a jab that would have knocked her senseless if it landed. Stacy ducked, weaving to the side and countering with a quick one-two to his ribs. Her punches landed, but they felt like pebbles bouncing off a boulder.

Andrew laughed, swatting at her like she was a fly. "You’re gonna have to do better than that."

Stacy didn’t respond. She stayed light on her feet, darting in and out, landing quick strikes to his legs and sides. Andrew’s sheer size made him slower to turn, and she exploited every angle, every opening. But when he finally caught her with a sweeping right hook, the force sent her stumbling back against the cage.

Pain blossomed and burned in her shoulder, but she gritted her teeth, pushing off the cage and circling away. Andrew pressed the attack, throwing heavy blows that forced her to stay on the defensive. His fists were like wrecking balls, each swing threatening to end the fight.

But Stacy saw it—a pattern in his movements, the way he dropped his left hand every time he threw a right. She bided her time, letting him tire himself out as she absorbed glancing blows and kept moving. When the moment came, she seized it.

Andrew threw another right hook, his left hand dropping low. Stacy slipped under the punch, spinning around to his back. In one fluid motion, she leapt up, locking her arms around his neck in a rear-neck choke. The crowd erupted, their cheers deafening as Andrew staggered, clawing at her arms.

He tried to shake her off, slamming her into the cage, but Stacy held on, her grip like iron. Andrew’s movements grew sluggish, his legs buckling. Finally, he dropped to one knee, and the referee stepped in, tapping her shoulder.

"That’s it! Let him go!"

Stacy released the hold, rolling to her feet as Andrew slumped to the mat, gasping for air. The crowd roared, their cheers a chaotic symphony of disbelief and exhilaration. Stacy stood over Andrew, her chest heaving, her eyes blazing.

"Still think I got lucky?" she asked, her voice cutting through the noise.

Andrew looked up at her, his face a mix of exhaustion and grudging respect. He shook his head, a faint smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Guess not."

Stacy turned to the crowd, raising a fist as they erupted in cheers once more. The fight was over, but she had made her point. No one would question her place in the cage again.

More importantly, they were about to see something spectacular. "The collar!"

"Hey," Andrew said, still down on the floor, "We were just joking about that."

"I wasn't," she said.

Within seconds, someone ran up and dropped the collar into her outstretched hand. She took it, looked down at the supple leather, saw the battery pack, and considered the smooth, metal plates. This was it, a shock collar. It could have been used to train some disobedient dog. She smiled to herself as she considered the man in front of her.

"Stay down," she said, making abundantly clear with those two words that if he defied her, she could take him again.

Disoriented by shame or the exhaustion of defeat, he lifted his head, and he glared at her. At least, he was trying to look fierce and intimidating.

It didn't work. She took the collar, slid it around his neck, and locked it on. She held out her hand again.

"What, what are you doing?"

Stacy looked down at her prey, at her prize. She smiled for a moment, thinking of the aches along her body. Taking one woman, then this boy had felt incredible. Only now, she was tired of that kind of physical exertion. Instead, she had something else in mind.

Someone else handed her the padlock. She took it, and she still didn't answer Andrew. Instead, she slipped the lock into place, pushed it down, and they both heard the click. Then she stroked his cheek, brushed her fingers down along the underside of his jaw, and forced him to look up into her eyes. "I'm taking you home," she said. "I'm taking you home, and I'm going to use this collar on you. I'm going to strip you naked, boy. I'm going to play with you, you're going to do whatever I want."

She made him get into her trunk.

When she first popped open the compartment at the back of her sedan, he had his arms over his chest, and he glared at her. Away from the crowds in the audience, he didn't look as fierce or as intimidating.

"Do I need to force you?" Stacy asked. Her eyes gleamed in the light as she looked right back at him.

"Look, that was all just the theatricality of the fight," he explained.

In that moment, she dropped her hand to her satchel, pulled out the controller, lifted, and pointed right at him.

Andrew lifted his hands, his gesture gentle and placating. It didn't work, however. When she hit the button, the signal jumped, and the shock collar activated. She had turned it up, so a lightning storm of electricity burst through his body, shooting from his throat down into his torso, down along his skin, and over every inch of his body. He collapsed, buckling and falling to the asphalt.

She crouched down, "You challenged me. You thought that just because I was a girl, you could beat me. Sorry, Andrew. That isn’t how this works. You're wearing that collar, and you can't take it off. Then again, even if you could, I beat you, didn't I? You belong to me now. Face it, boy. You are my physical inferior. I'm a better fighter than you, so I own you." She grinned as she uttered those words, and then she slid her hand down his shoulder. He was in his shirt and shorts. That was fine with her. She could strip him naked back at her place.

Gritting his teeth, Andrew didn't answer for the next few seconds. Then she touched one finger to his chin, and she forced him to raise his head. "Do I need to shock you again, boy? Do you need another taste of punishment to make sure you remember your place?"

"No," he gasped out, shaking his head. A little louder, he said, "No, I don't."

"Are you going to be a good and obedient slave boy for me?"

He must've hated this with every fiber of his being, yet he saw no other choice. That much was obvious.

"Yes."

"Get in the trunk," she commanded. Then she stepped back. Loose and languid, she held the controller at her side. Simultaneously, she still had her thumb pressed down against that button. She didn't send the signal again. She didn't push down, and the small device didn't send another signal. Instead, she just watched as he forced himself back up onto his feet. Moment by moment, he hated this. She could feel the rage radiating off of him.

"Before you get in," she said, "I want to know something. Which part is worse?"

"Which part?"

"Knowing that I took you down in front of all of those people, or the fact that you're now collared?"

"This wasn't supposed to happen," he muttered.

Her thumb tapped a different button on the controller, limiting the electrical shock. Only then, she sent another signal. This time, he just flinched. He didn't drop down, but her eyes narrowed, and her lips rose as she grinned at him. "Yes, it was supposed to happen. It was supposed to happen because I'm the better fighter."

"I want a rematch," he said.

She shocked him again. And again. And again!

He flinched. Each time, jerking back.

"Remember," she said. "I don't need to fight you. I already won. You belong to me now. And maybe my boot isn't on your throat right now, but that's okay because you have that collar around your neck. This is what defeat looks like, Andrew. Say it."

His eyes darted down to the controller in her hand. He understood exactly what it meant what she could do. Consequently, he surrendered to her. "This is what defeat looks like," he said. Then she grabbed him by the back of his neck, and she shoved him into her trunk. He landed hard on his shoulder, rolled onto his back, bent his knees, and she grinned as she looked down into his eyes. She slammed the trunk shut, leaving him in there like just another one of her possessions.

The drive back to her place didn't take long. Even after she pulled into the parking lot and stopped outside her building, she had her hands on the steering wheel, and she leaned back. Then she reached down. She slid her hand from her knee to her thigh, and then her fingers pressed down against her jeans. Excitement pulsed through her body as she rubbed.

She knew exactly what she was going to do.

For the time being, however, she relaxed. She enjoyed herself. Moment by moment, she let that tension flare through her body. It was a beautiful contrast compared to what she had done before.

This was a different type of excitement.

She got out of the car, opened the trunk, and she found him there on his back, his eyes closed.

Then he glared at her, "You can't do this to me. You…" He intended to say more. Only then his voice trailed off as he watched her pull out the controller, hit it, and shocked him. Again, it was a low-level burst of electricity. It wasn't as painful as the first couple of shocks. Then again, it was still enough to silence him.

"Come on," she said.

He climbed out of the trunk, and he glanced around, perhaps wondering if anyone saw this. She didn't care. She grabbed him by his hand, and she pulled, escorting him through the parking lot, into the lobby, up the elevator, and down the hall to her front door. When she unlocked the door, she pushed him inside, grabbed him, and shoved him back. He stumbled on the balls of his feet, taking one nervous step after another until she slammed him against the wall, and her mouth was on his.

"You're mine," she said as she pulled back. "You're mine, and I'm keeping you for as long as I want. Right now, I expect you to cooperate, boy. Say it."

In her apartment, surrounded by her stuff, and still acutely aware of how easily she had defeated him, Andrew didn't know how to respond. His mouth, however, seemed to know what to do. "I’ll cooperate," he promised.

He wanted to say something else, only she pushed her mouth against his again. Not only that, she grabbed his wrists, and she pushed him up against the wall. He could almost feel those invisible restraints as she tightened her grip. She was positioning him, maneuvering him, and taking him. More than that, she drew back, only to say, "Stay."

Stay. That single word seemed to be enough to freeze him in place.

She dropped her hands to his waist, and she slid her fingers up along his shirt. She was touching him, gliding her fingers along his skin. Simultaneously, he thought of what it was like to be with most women. Normally, he could seduce a girl, showing off his muscles and making her feel safe and nervous all at the same time. Only right then and there, he was the one who experienced a bout of strange conflict.

He was a fighter.

Then again, he didn't know if that meant anything, not when this girl was obviously his superior.

Clutching his eyes shut, he flashed back to the crowd, the warehouse, the feel of her body, every strike, and the ease with which she had knocked him down to the concrete floor.

A twisting shiver ran through his body right until that moment when she dropped her hand down between his legs. She squeezed the outline of his cock; yes, he was already hard. He hated that. Worse, he knew she had no trouble reading his expression.

"What's wrong? You don't like getting beaten up by a girl?" Stacy taunted him. "Or is it the fact that you have always wanted to be owned?"

"That's not true," he said.

She tightened her grip on his shaft. She squeezed, working her fingers up and down along the length of his silhouette. Despite the layers of fabric between his naked flesh and her fingertips. "Oh?" Stacy taunted him. "Are you sure about that?"

"I...I..."

"Why are you hard right now? Why are you so excited? Is this what you want? I think this is what you need."

She loved that look of panic as it splashed across his face. Of course, she still wasn't done. When she grinned, she showed off the edges of her canines, and she kissed him again. After just a few seconds, however, she yanked him back from the wall, dragged him down the hall and into her bedroom. She kicked the door shut, and then she stepped back. Still holding onto the controller with one hand, she watched him. "Strip for me."

"You know, if you think you're so strong, then you don't need this collar on me," he protested.

She didn't hesitate. Stacy shocked him again. Only this time, she increased the voltage. Fresh pain exploded along his skin, making him twitch and stumble back. Good, she thought. Better yet, she enjoyed it, that panicked expression on his face as he tried to comprehend just how much power she had over him.

"The collar just makes my life easier," she told him. "I've already proven that I can take you down, but do you honestly think I want to do that each and every time you disobey? As far as I'm concerned, you're just a puppy who needs to be broken. So come on, puppy boy. Strip for me. Strip for your owner."

He drew in a breath. Clearly, he was going to snap back with something about how she didn't really own him. It was a cute idea, only she wouldn't tolerate that kind of bad behavior.

She delivered another electrical shock.

Andrew growled like a wild animal. Good, she thought again. She didn't mind. If anything, there was something so enjoyable about seeing that animalistic hunger play across his face. He wanted control, but she intended to teach him how he could behave. She would tame him whether he liked it or not.

After another moment, his gaze dropped down to her hand, and he saw the controller. From there, he glanced back at her shoulders, her arms, and her legs. He saw her muscled physique, and he knew exactly what she could do.

Stacy had already taken him down.

It didn't matter that she was a girl; it didn't matter that she was pretty.

Worse than that, she had been right about his shaft. He was hard; he was excited. He knew he couldn't take her, yet that didn't make him angry. Even if he searched for rage or fury, he found desire and arousal instead.

Why? Andrew asked himself that question. Despite his best efforts, he didn't know the answer.

Then he gave up, he grabbed his shirt, and he peeled it off, revealing his muscled torso. She enjoyed watching him. More than that, he shivered. As a guy, he checked out girls all the time. He saw them, and he let his eyes wander along the curves of their bodies. He loved checking out their breasts, their hips, their waists and thighs. He loved drinking in each detail, all while he savored the knowledge that he was bigger and stronger.

This time, Andrew didn't get that advantage.

Even if it infuriated him, he kept thinking about the fight and his loss. He thought about how he his challenge had turned and failed.

Part of him thought he should have known better. Then again, he had honestly believed he could take her.

But he had been wrong…

"Are you going to do it? Are you going to strip?"

"Fine," he said.

Layer by layer, he kicked off and removed his clothing. From his shoes to his shorts, his underwear and shirt, he pulled everything off.

Then he turned around, and he faced her. As he did so, he waited for that little trace of fear to run across her face. Whenever he met up with a girl, that was always the reaction: deep down, even if they considered themselves to be aggressive feminists or domineering businesswomen, it never truly mattered. There was something primitive in their brains that would take over, making them see him as bigger and stronger and more powerful. He was the predator, and she was supposed to be the prey.

Only things were different with Stacy.

The corners of her eyes crinkled, the sides of her mouth, rose, and she revealed her teeth again as she smiled at him. "With your hands over your head weave your fingers together," she instructed.

"And if I don't?"

This time, Stacy didn't threaten him, nor did she remind him. Rather, she lifted the controller, pointed it, hit the button, and delivered the electrical shock. Satisfaction shot through her body as she watched him flinch. He couldn't help it. His bravado didn't mean anything, not here or now. She crossed her arms over her chest, and she watched him.

Reluctantly, her former opponent raised his hands, and he laced his fingers behind his head. In the next moment, she started to circle him. She let her gaze sweep across his body as she enjoyed the show once again. Under normal circumstances, he looked good. He looked even better now.

"I love seeing this collar around your neck," she said. "It basically makes you a trained pet."

He opened his mouth to answer, and she lifted controller. Only then, she glanced back at the device in her hand. "You know, I don't think this is good enough. Let's try something else, shall we? Go over to the corner of my bed. I want you to brace your hands on the bedpost."

His eyes narrowed, his lips hardened, and it looked like he might have wanted to say something. Too bad. This boy may have been defiant and ruthless, but he had to yield to her authority. Ultimately, there were no other possibilities, and he seemed to realize this for himself.

Reluctantly, he walked over to her bed. He saw the bedpost, and he leaned down. Then she came up to him, and that was when she lifted the cuffs. They weren't exactly simple handcuffs, however. She quickly secured them to the bed frame; from there, she looped the restraints around his wrists.

"Nice and trapped," she said.

"I could probably break free," he said.

"No, you can't," she said, casually contradicting him.

His eyes narrowed, and he glared straight ahead. At this point, she just grabbed his ass and pinched. He bristled.

"What? You don't like that? Is that it?"

"Screw you," he snarled.

"Oh yes," she promised. "We are definitely going to do that. But first, I need to make sure you learn your place. Tell me something, have you ever spanked a girl?"

"Maybe," he said. She stepped back into his field of vision. He turned his head, locked his eyes on her, and flashed that precocious grin. If this had been a club or a bar, and if he had been hitting on her, then maybe that smile would have done something. Right then and there, however, Stacy just shook her head. "I think someone needs to be humbled."

"It won't be you who does it," he said.

"Are you sure about that? I already beat you in front of all of your fans. Oh, and let's not forget about that cute collar around your neck."

"I just need to win again," he said. "The fans will come back. And this is just a piece of hardware. You haven't really done anything, Stacy."

If he hoped to dissuade her or intimidate her, he must've been disappointed. After all, that sly smile continued to sit there right on her beautiful face. For a few seconds, she watched him. Her gaze seemed to burrow into him, tearing through those outward defenses.

Little by little, he must have understood just how trapped he had become. Especially because she turned around and walked away without another word. She went to her closet, grabbed something, and came back. He strained against his bonds, turned around, and he saw the spreader bar. "Spread your legs," she said.

For a moment, he wanted to snidely demand, "And if I don't?" Then again, he already knew what would happen. A nervous gulp dropped down his throat, and he knew he had to surrender. There simply wasn't any other choice for this boy. He spread his naked legs, she lowered herself down, pushed the bar between his ankles, and then she secured the leather straps, first around his right ankle, then his left. For a moment, he thought about trying to kick. Then again, he was bound, and when he glanced down at the cuffs, he didn't want to believe they could really have any kind of impact on him. They couldn't truly keep him trapped.

After all, this man was supposed to be a fighter. He was a modern-day warrior. He knew how to throw punches. He knew how to kick, how to dodge and weave. He understood combat in a way most people didn't. Even if the average individual loved to watch their favorite shows and see cops or soldiers run around and fight, those were still just actors. Very few people, he thought, knew what it actually meant to throw a punch, stay standing, and continue.

But if all of that was true, he didn't understand how he could've lost to her. He had lost to a girl! Even if that silly, sexist refrain continued to echo inside of his head, he still refused to accept it or believe it.

That said, with his legs spread, he didn't know what to do. He didn't know how to react. More importantly, he didn't know what she had in mind.

Stacy was quiet for at least several seconds. Eventually, she came back.

"Look," she said, standing there at the edge of his vision. He turned as much as the restraints allowed. He hated that his legs were spread and that he was bent forward. He knew what this looked like. In fact, he had grabbed some of the girls back at his place and shoved them into this position. In fact, he loved the idea of a girl getting bent forward, just like this. It meant something, said something.

As he thought about it, he bristled. His muscles tightened, and he wished he could just spin around and take her. He wanted to bulrush forward, grab her, throw her to the floor, and seize control. It was a delightful fantasy, yet it would have to remain just a pleasant image dancing behind his eyes and between his ears.

This boy couldn't break free. He tugged against the metal restraints, and he knew these cuffs wouldn’t break. Even if he liked to think of himself as a warrior, he was smart enough to understand that he couldn't just bend or tear stainless steel.

Finally, he looked. That was when he saw her. She had stripped. She was naked except for a pair of black, leather panties. Then again, those weren't really panties because they had something protruding from between her legs. He saw the glistening dildo, and the moisture instantly drained from his mouth. "No," he insisted.

"It's cute when you think you get a vote," she said. "Remember the terms of our agreement. You wanted this."

He yanked against the handcuffs. He jerked them against the bed frame, almost as though he believed he could somehow tear them free. Even if he couldn't rip through the metal, maybe he could break the wood? He tried, and he failed. The bed frame was so much heavier and stronger than he expected. Those thick, wooden slats and rods proved to be just as strong as the metal around his wrists.

He spent several seconds struggling, all while she sauntered forward. Then she grabbed him by the back of his neck, and she shoved down with more force than he had expected. Immediately, he attempted to straighten his back, if only to resist. He needed to show this woman that he wasn't going to acquiesce.

His defiance didn't matter. She pushed his face down against the mattress, she came forward, and she used her free hand to aim the tip of her fake cock.

There was that rounded, bulbous tip, and he knew what was about to happen. "No," he growled back.

She pushed forward, touching the tip to his opening.

Desperate, and plaintiff this time, he tried again. "No! Please, don't! Please, you can't!"

"You're so cute when you're wrong," she informed him. She grinned, and he could hear that amusement in her voice. "It's time for you to take it, Andrew. Take it like a good slave boy." Take it like a good pet!"

Just as he was about to roar out, "I'm no one's pet!" Stacy slammed the dildo forward. The silicone, slick with lubricant, rammed into him. His eyes widened, and he stared forward, yet he couldn't process anything beyond the sensation of that violation. His walls stretched, she rammed down, burying the dildo straight to the helm. At the same time, his cock stiffened. He didn't understand the reactions. He couldn't comprehend what was happening to his body. After all, he wasn't the kind of guy who was supposed to enjoy this. He wasn't the kind of man who was supposed to tolerate or accept this, either!

Then again, he had already fought this woman, he had lost, and now she could enjoy herself. She could take him nice and hard for as long as she wanted, and there was no way for this boy to stop her.

She drew back, and he started to exhale, perhaps hoping she was done. On some level, he must've believed that she had intended to humiliate him, so she penetrated his ass with her cock, and he had taken it. There. It was done. She could laugh about this for as long as she wanted. Of course, he would deny it. There was just one problem with that hope: it was wrong. She wasn't going to settle for degrading, this boy.

If anything, Stacy had already accomplished that goal back at the warehouse. She had fought him and taken him down. Now there was a different kind of aggression in her voice as she said, "Take it, boy. Take it like a good slave. From now on, you belong to me."

She didn't really mean that, he told himself. She couldn't really mean that!

Only now, she had one hand on the back of his neck. With the other, she grabbed his ass.

Simply because she could, she pulled her arm into the air, and she swung down, spanking him. She struck hard, slapping his exposed, naked flesh. Heat and pain mixed together.

It wasn't supposed to sting; if anything, he thought he could handle it. He jerked against the restraints again, trying to kick out even as he yanked his hands away from the bed frame. The chains caught, and he remained stuck. No matter how much he hated this, he had to do as she said. She rammed him again, pumping her hips forward, drawing back, only to slam into him again. Simultaneously, she used her free hand.

The sensations overwhelmed him!

"Please, no more," he started whispering and gasping. Only moments later, his lungs injected fresh sound into his vocal cords, "I can't take it!"

She shoved forward again, burying her shaft, and then she leaned down. She pressed her torso to his back, and she languidly whispered into his ear, "You can't take it because you belong to me? Because you're not as strong as you thought? Is that it, boy? Say it?"

Even if he hated this with every fiber of his being, he didn't see any other choice. There simply was no other alternative or option. Even if those fantasies played out through his imagination, he couldn't tear the cuffs, nor could he break free from the spreader bar. His legs remained trapped in position, and he couldn't do anything to stop her.

She was in charge.

"That's it," he said. "I, I wasn't as strong as I thought," he told her, uttering those words as a confession.

"Good," she said. "Tell me I’m a better fighter."

"You're a better fighter."

"Tell me I'm your superior," she commanded next.

"You're my superior," he agreed.

"And I'm stronger than you," she said. This time, she didn't ask a question or even give a command. Instead, it was a simple statement of fact. And now, she expected him to agree.

Andrew understood that. Still, some part of him refused to acknowledge the idea. Part of him couldn't accept the notion that this girl had defeated him, or that she had collared him. Even so, she struck once, twice, three times. Her hand flashed down again and again, delivering those quick jolts of pain. His chest tightened, his nerves flared, and he jerked against his restraints again, only to remain trapped.

That was when she put her hands on his hips, and she started to pummel him again, the dildo sliding back before shoving forward again and again.

"You're stronger than me!"

"Yes, I am," she said. Then she did something that surprised him. She pulled out. She drew back completely, yanked off her harness and let the dildo fall to the floor. From there, she used the key on his cuffs. Next, she grabbed him by his hair, and she pulled, lifting his chin from the bed. "Climb up. It's going to be awkward, but I don't care. I want you on that bed, on your back, and spread your arms for me. I'm going to tie you down, ride your face, and maybe fuck you."

Before he could protest or argue, she reached down, slid her hand along his hip, and then she encircled his shaft. She took his cock; her palm and fingers were stronger than he had expected. More than that, the jolt of sensation made him shiver.

"You want that," she told him. Again, it wasn't a question.

Then she stood back, and he was breathing hard. She allowed him several more seconds to figure out what he wanted and needed to do.

Although he must've hated himself for acquiescing like this, Andrew clambered up onto the bed. He still had the spreader bar down between his legs, but he grabbed onto the sheets, dragged himself forward, and rolled onto his back. That was when she scrambled after him, straddling him, grabbing his arms, pushing them toward the corners of the mattress and the waiting shackles. She looped the leather restraints around his wrists, drawing them tight. This time, he didn't tug. He already understood that he wouldn't be able to break free.

She had him bound and helpless within just a few moments. Then she pushed her pussy down against his face. It happened all at once.

She rubbed her sex along his mouth, and then she said that phrase, "Lick me."

The words would have sounded strange coming from someone else. When she uttered them, that command overwhelmed him. With other girls, he had insisted that he was never going to go down on a woman. For him, it was a matter of dignity and pride. Only now, he didn't think about it. Completely losing to this woman, he raised his head, and he pressed his mouth to her pussy as he started to lick.

She took her time, enjoying those next minutes. She rode his face, sliding forward and back even as his tongue darted along her crevice.

He could feel that swollen curve of her clit; he could taste her excitement. Wild heat pummeled through him, pumping along his arms and legs.

Worse, she reached back, and she casually brushed her fingers along the curves of his balls, up to the foundation of his shaft, and along his length. She stroked him and teased him, squeezing him. At several points, he had jerked his hips up, perhaps hoping he would be able to get that release. He wanted to feel the rush of sensation.

She didn't let him have it, however.

Rather, she continued to touch him and tease him.

She wanted this boy to stay there on the edge of release.

It worked.

Even if he couldn't admit it, he squirmed and bucked, thrashing and twisting against his restraints, only to remain trapped right there beneath her. Simultaneously, she continued to adjust, taunting him with one stroking caress after another. Every moment of contact only added to his arousal, pumping fresh need throughout his body.

She drew back, leaned down, grinned at him, and said, "That was good. But this is what I really want."

That was when she spread her legs, grabbed his cock, and trapped him.

"I know what you're thinking, boy. Right now, you're probably enjoying this so much. You probably think you can just come whenever you want. But if you do, I'm going to pull a chastity cage from the dresser, I'm going to lock you up, and I'm going to lose the key. You know what that means, don't you?"

Eyes wide, he looked back at her. "No," he said. "You can't do that. You couldn't, you wouldn't!"

"Yes, I can," she promised. "And I would do it too!" She tittered right as she took his cock, trapping him between her legs. Then she started to glide up and down. She was riding him, using him, and owning him for her pleasure.

Right then and there, he knew what he had become: a living sex toy. He was a plaything, there for her pleasure. As far as she was concerned, he only existed to satisfy her urges and instincts. He could hear her moans, her growls of satisfaction, and something even worse. Every few seconds, she giggled or laughed, especially when she glanced down at him. Each time, he made the mistake of making eye contact with her. As that happened, he could feel his defiance shatter and break even as the anticipation roared through his frame.

"I'm keeping you in the collar," she said. "You're going to be my trained boy. I'll let you fight, and I will show you off. Everyone will know that you belong to me. Even when you win, you're going to be nothing but my property," she promised him.

"Yes. Fine. Anything you want! Please, can I come? Please?"

"Not yet," she said even as she sped up.

He groaned, growled again, arched his back, and kicked his feet down as much as the spreader bar allowed. Simultaneously, his muscles clenched as he pulled against his restraints. Unfortunately for him, it wasn't enough. He remained trapped right there, and there was nothing he could do.

"Say it. Tell me exactly what you're going to be."

"Your slave, your pet, your property," he said. "I belong to you!"

She threw her head back, howled with ecstasy, and came so hard even as she gave him permission. "Right now. Come for me right now, boy!"

He jerked his hips up and savored that throbbing rush of pleasure.

For long, delicious seconds, they both embraced that deluge of sensation, satisfaction, bliss and ecstasy, all mixed together. Connected like this, they lost control to one another, even as she remained on top while he stayed there, trapped and bound, helpless and powerless and owned all at the same time.

Then it was done, and he realized something. He had never experienced this kind of exhaustion before. It seemed to permeate every inch of his body.

She wiped him off, and she was doing something else, but he knew he couldn't stop her, so he didn't check. Only then, he heard another click of another lock.

"Chastity," she said.

"But, but I…"

Stacy touched a finger to his lips. "You did very well, and I promise I will let you out whenever I want to play with you. But from now on, this belongs to me because you belong to me."

Her enslaved fighter tried to argue. He tried to think of something he could say. All at once, however, he knew it would be futile. She was stronger. He was hers. Hers. She had captured him, and now he belonged to her.

The End
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The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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