
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Full Treatment

A Dark Femdom Romance of Grooming, Surrender, and Total Control


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The First Stroke

Ryan sat in the grooming chair. His thick beard covered his jaw completely. He wore a tight black shirt and jeans that showed off his sculpted muscles.

He crossed his arms. Confidence filled his chest. This was just a quick trim to sharpen his image.

The salon room felt private. Soft lights glowed overhead. He waited for the new stylist.

Nadia entered the room. She moved with slow grace. Her slender frame looked elegant in a fitted black dress.

Her eyes met his. The gaze pierced him. She did not rush.

"Good afternoon, Ryan," she said. Her voice stayed low and even. It carried quiet control.

He smirked at her. "Yeah, let's make this fast. Just clean up the beard. I have clients waiting."

She nodded once. She turned to her tools. The straight razor caught the light.

Nadia heated a fresh towel. Steam rose from the cloth. She brought it close to his face.

"Close your eyes now," she told him. She draped the hot towel over his beard and skin.

The heat sank deep. It softened his muscles. Ryan breathed out slowly.

Minutes passed in silence. Her hands adjusted the towel with precision. The warmth made his body relax against his will.

She removed the towel at last. Cool air hit his damp skin. She pumped shaving cream into her palm.

The cream felt cold. She spread it across his beard in smooth circles. Her fingers pressed with deliberate care.

Ryan watched her work. Her face stayed calm. A faint flush colored her neck.

She picked up the razor. The blade gleamed sharp. She tilted his chin with two fingers.

"Stay very still," she said. Her first stroke glided down his left cheek.

Hair fell away cleanly. Smooth skin appeared beneath. The sensation felt strange and intimate.

She wiped the blade. She made another stroke. This one followed his jawline with perfect pressure.

Ryan felt his pulse quicken. The razor scraped softly. Each pass left his face more bare.

His mind fought the feeling. He was a personal trainer. Cocky alphas did not get affected by a simple shave.

Yet his cock stirred in his jeans. The thickening began without permission. He shifted in the chair.

Nadia noticed the movement. Her eyes flicked downward briefly. She continued shaving without comment.

She turned his head gently. The razor moved along his neck. Long strokes revealed the strong line of his throat.

The air felt cooler on the new skin. Tingles spread across his cheeks. Vulnerability crept in.

Nadia's breathing changed. It grew slightly deeper. Her nipples pressed against her dress fabric.

She loved this part. Stripping away the beard felt like the first real step. Heat built between her own legs.

Ryan's cock grew harder. The bulge pushed against his zipper. Shame flooded his thoughts.

He told himself to stop it. This was just grooming. Yet the razor kept moving and his body kept reacting.

Nadia wiped his face clean. She applied more cream to the other side. Her touch lingered on his skin.

"You are responding already," she said softly. Her voice held no judgment. It sounded pleased.

She resumed the strokes. The razor glided over his upper lip. His beard vanished in careful sections.

Each scrape sent fresh tingles through him. His face felt lighter. Exposed in a way he had never known.

His erection throbbed now. The thick shaft strained inside his jeans. Pre-cum dampened his boxers.

Nadia finished the final pass. She set the razor aside. His face looked completely smooth.

She picked up a bottle of lotion. The scent was light and masculine. She warmed it between her palms.

Her hands met his bare skin. She massaged the lotion in slow circles. The touch felt electric.

Ryan gasped quietly. His smooth cheeks burned under her fingers. The vulnerability hit harder than expected.

His cock leaked more. The wet spot grew. He could not hide the obvious bulge.

Nadia stepped closer. Her hips brushed his knee. She continued rubbing the lotion with focused attention.

Her pussy felt wet now. The silk of her panties clung to her folds. Controlling his first exposure aroused her deeply.

She leaned down. Her breath touched his ear. "Your body is honest even if you are not."

Ryan swallowed hard. The smooth skin made him feel younger. Less like the arrogant trainer he presented to the world.

He tried to speak. The words stuck. Her hands on his face kept him silent.

Nadia finished the lotion. She wiped her hands on a fresh towel. His face glowed under the lights.

The skin felt raw and sensitive. Every breeze made it tingle. He touched his own cheek without thinking.

The absence of the beard shocked him. His jaw looked softer. The arrogant shield was gone.

His cock still throbbed. The traitorous arousal refused to fade. Shame mixed with heat in his belly.

Nadia studied him. Her eyes traced the new smoothness. A small smile curved her lips.

She placed one hand on his chest. The pressure felt commanding. "Stay seated."

Ryan obeyed before he could stop himself. His muscular frame remained in the chair. The dynamic had already shifted.

Nadia walked to the door. She turned the lock with a quiet click. The sound echoed in the private room.

She returned to him. Her movements stayed unhurried. She stood between his spread knees.

Her fingers traced his smooth jaw. The touch was light but possessive. Ryan shivered.

"Your cock is hard from a simple shave," she observed. Her tone remained calm. It made the words more devastating.

He wanted to deny it. The words would not come. His erection pressed painfully against the denim.

Nadia reached down. She palmed the bulge through his jeans. The pressure made him groan.

Her hand stroked slowly. Up and down the thick outline. She felt the heat of him.

Ryan's hips jerked. The smooth face made him feel naked. Her control felt complete already.

She unzipped his jeans with steady fingers. The sound filled the quiet space. His cock sprang free.

The thick shaft stood rigid. Veins pulsed along its length. Pre-cum dripped from the tip.

Nadia wrapped her fingers around him. Her grip was firm and precise. She stroked from base to head.

Pleasure shot through his body. His smooth cheeks flushed red. The betrayal felt total.

She pumped him with slow strokes. Her thumb circled the wet head. Ryan moaned despite himself.

Her own arousal grew. Wetness soaked her panties. She squeezed her thighs together while she worked him.

"You will not cum yet," she told him. Her voice stayed even. The command cut through his haze.

She edged him closer. Her hand moved faster. His balls tightened with building need.

Ryan gripped the chair arms. His muscular thighs trembled. The smooth skin on his face heightened every sensation.

Nadia stopped suddenly. She released his cock. It bobbed in the air, denied.

The ache settled deep in his groin. He panted heavily. His smooth face showed pure desperation.

She smiled at his expression. Her fingers returned to his jaw. She caressed the freshly lotioned skin.

"This is only the first stroke, Ryan," she said. Her eyes locked on his. "The full treatment will take everything from you."

His cock continued to throb. No release came. The denial burned through him.

Nadia wiped the tip of his cock with a soft cloth. She tucked him back into his jeans with careful hands. The zipper closed again.

She stepped back. Her dress showed the outline of hard nipples. Her cheeks carried a deeper flush.

The orgasm she craved stayed controlled. She would take her pleasure later. His submission fed her slowly.

Ryan touched his face again. The skin felt foreign. Baby smooth and far too sensitive.

He had entered as a cocky trainer. The beard had been part of his armor. Now it was gone.

The vulnerability settled in his chest. His erection refused to soften completely. The shame fueled fresh twitches.

Nadia gathered her tools. She moved with the same quiet intensity. Everything stayed under her command.

She returned to stand before him. Her hand lifted his chin. Their eyes met once more.

"Look at yourself," she said. She held up a mirror.

Ryan stared at the reflection. The smooth jaw looked exposed. His usual swagger felt cracked.

His cock pulsed again at the sight. The body betrayed the mind. Nadia watched it all.

She set the mirror down. Her fingers traced one final line down his cheek. The touch lingered.

The salon air felt thicker. Ryan's breathing remained uneven. The first step had changed him.

Nadia's pussy ached with need. She enjoyed the wetness between her legs. His reaction fed her dominance perfectly.

She would not rush the next phases. Each layer would peel away with precision. The grooming had only begun.

Ryan sat there. His face tingled with every breath. The unfamiliar smoothness made him feel open.

His jeans felt too tight. The denied orgasm left him aching. He wanted more even as he feared it.

Nadia unlocked the door. She glanced back at him. Her calm gaze promised escalation.

"Tomorrow you will return for the next treatment," she stated. The words left no room for argument.

He nodded slowly. The motion felt submissive already. His smooth skin burned with new awareness.

The hook for more hung in the air. His cock remained half-hard in his pants. The betrayal loop had started.

Nadia walked to her station. She wrote notes in a small book. Her handwriting stayed neat and controlled.

Ryan stood on shaky legs. The chair felt like it had held him captive. He adjusted his shirt.

The smooth face in the mirror caught his eye again. No beard hid his expressions now. Every emotion showed clearly.

He felt the first real stirrings of craving. The need to return pulled at him. Nadia had planted it with her razor and hands.

She approached him one last time. Her body heat reached him. "Good boy for staying still."

The praise hit low in his stomach. His cock twitched hard. Shame and arousal twisted together.

Nadia opened the salon door for him. Her posture remained elegant. She watched him leave with quiet satisfaction.

Ryan stepped into the hallway. His smooth cheeks met the cooler air. The tingling spread down his neck.

He walked to his car. Each step reminded him of the denied release. His mind replayed her hand on his cock.

The drive home felt endless. His face in the rearview mirror looked different. Vulnerable and strangely eager.

That night he touched his smooth jaw repeatedly. The sensation kept him hard. Sleep came slowly.

Nadia meanwhile sat in her apartment. She replayed the session in her mind. Her fingers slipped between her wet folds.

She circled her clit with steady strokes. The memory of his throbbing cock made her moan softly.

Her orgasm built fast. She pictured his smooth face flushing with shame. Her pussy clenched hard.

Waves of pleasure crashed through her. She came with a quiet gasp. Her thighs shook around her hand.

The release left her satisfied yet hungry for more. Ryan's surrender had only started. She would take it all.

Back in his bed Ryan stroked his own cock. The images of her razor would not leave him. He edged himself without meaning to.

He stopped before climax. Some part of him wanted to obey her command even from afar. The realization scared him.

His smooth face pressed into the pillow. The skin felt too soft against the fabric. Arousal and fear mixed in equal measure.

The full treatment waited for him. Nadia had shown only the surface. Deeper control would follow.

Ryan woke the next morning. His hand went to his jaw immediately. The beard had not grown back yet.

The smoothness remained. It marked him as hers already. His cock hardened at the thought.

He knew he would return to the salon. The appointment felt inevitable. Her calm voice echoed in his memory.

Nadia prepared her tools for the day. She selected new lotions and razors. Each item carried purpose.

She thought of Ryan's muscular body in the chair. The way his cock had leaked for her. Wetness returned between her legs.

The dark romance had begun. Grooming would lead to total surrender. Both of them felt the pull.

Ryan arrived early the next day. He sat in the same chair. His face stayed smooth from yesterday.

Nadia entered again. Her eyes approved the lack of stubble. The first stroke had done its work.

This chapter ended with the promise of more. His body had betrayed him completely. The control tightened with every breath.


Chapter 2: The Exposed Throat

Nadia tilted the chair back further. Ryan's head rested against the cushion. His freshly smooth face pointed toward the ceiling.

The skin on his jaw still tingled from yesterday. Every breath of air felt sharp against it. He kept his hands on the armrests.

Nadia stood over him. Her fitted black dress brushed his shoulder. Her nipples pushed hard against the fabric.

She picked up the hot towel. Steam rose from it in slow curls. She laid the cloth across his neck and throat.

The heat sank in deep. Ryan's muscles loosened against his will. His pulse beat under the towel.

Minutes passed. Nadia adjusted the towel twice. Her movements stayed precise and unhurried.

She removed the towel at last. Cool air kissed his damp throat. Goosebumps rose across his smooth skin.

Nadia pumped shaving cream into her palm. She spread it over his neck in careful circles. Her fingers pressed with steady pressure.

Ryan swallowed. The cream felt cold on his heated skin. His cock stirred inside his jeans.

Nadia picked up the straight razor. The blade caught the light. She placed two fingers under his jaw to steady him.

"Head all the way back," she said. Her voice remained low and even. "Do not move at all."

She tilted his head further. His throat stretched completely exposed. The position left him open and defenseless.

Ryan's chest rose faster. He stared at the ceiling tiles. The razor hovered above his Adam's apple.

Nadia made the first downward stroke. The blade glided smoothly over his throat. Clean skin appeared in its wake.

Each pass scraped gently. Nadia wiped the razor after every stroke. Her free hand never left his jaw.

Ryan felt every tiny movement. The new skin burned with sensitivity. His cock thickened against his zipper.

Nadia noticed. Her eyes flicked to the growing bulge in his jeans. She did not comment yet.

She continued shaving. The razor moved along the sides of his neck. Long careful strokes left him completely bare.

The air felt sharper now. His throat pulsed with new awareness. Vulnerability pressed down on his chest like a weight.

Nadia's breathing deepened. A flush crept up her neck. Her pussy grew wet beneath her dress.

She loved reducing him this way. The cocky trainer from yesterday was already cracking. Heat pooled between her thighs.

Ryan's erection pushed painfully against his jeans. The smooth skin on his throat made everything feel more intense. His body betrayed him again.

Nadia finished the final stroke. She set the razor down on the station. His throat gleamed smooth and exposed.

She wiped away the last traces of cream. Her touch lingered on the fresh skin. Ryan shivered hard.

She poured lotion into her hands. The scent filled the small room. She warmed it between her palms.

Her hands returned to his neck. She massaged the lotion in slow circles. The pressure felt intimate and possessive.

Ryan gasped. The sensitive skin sent sparks down his spine. His cock leaked steadily now.

Nadia unzipped his jeans without warning. She reached inside and freed his thick cock. It sprang up hard and dripping.

Her fingers wrapped around the shaft. She stroked him with firm precision. Her other hand stayed on his smooth throat.

"You stay perfectly still while I touch you," she told him. Her voice never rose. The command settled deep in his gut.

Ryan gripped the chair arms tighter. His muscular thighs tensed. The lotion on his throat made every breath feel electric.

Nadia pumped him slowly. Her thumb circled the wet head on each upstroke. Pre-cum coated her fingers.

His hips tried to lift. She pressed down on his chest with her forearm. The message was clear.

She brought him close to the edge. His balls drew up tight. His smooth throat worked with desperate swallows.

Nadia stopped. She released his cock completely. It throbbed angrily in the cool air.

The denial hit him like a punch. Ryan groaned low in his chest. His newly bare throat felt raw with need.

Nadia studied his face. Her eyes traced the flush spreading down from his smooth neck. She smiled with quiet approval.

She pulled the top of her dress down. Her breasts spilled free. They were small and firm with tight pink nipples.

Nadia cupped the back of his head. She brought his mouth to her right breast. "Suck now."

Ryan latched on. His lips closed around her hard nipple. He sucked with hesitant pulls at first.

The softness of her breast filled his mouth. Warm skin pressed against his smooth cheek. The position felt humiliating and perfect.

Nadia sighed with pleasure. Her nipple hardened further against his tongue. Wetness flooded her pussy.

She held his head firmly to her chest. Her fingers stroked his smooth throat while he nursed. The dual sensation made her thighs squeeze together.

Ryan sucked harder. His cock bobbed untouched between them. Shame twisted with fresh arousal in his belly.

Nadia reached down again. She gripped his cock and stroked in time with his sucking. Her breath came faster now.

Her own arousal built quickly. The sight of the muscular man nursing at her breast while his throat lay freshly shaved sent heat spiraling through her.

She stroked him faster. Ryan moaned around her nipple. The vibration traveled through her breast.

Nadia's pussy clenched. She pressed her thighs tight. A small orgasm rolled through her without warning.

Her body trembled. A soft gasp escaped her lips. Wetness soaked through her panties completely.

She did not let Ryan cum. She stopped her hand at the last second. His cock pulsed uselessly in her grip.

The ache settled heavy in his groin. Ryan released her nipple with a wet pop. His lips looked swollen.

Nadia tucked her breasts back into her dress. Her cheeks carried a deep satisfied flush. She wiped his cock with a soft cloth.

She tucked him back into his jeans. The zipper closed with a final sound. His denied erection strained against the fabric.

Nadia applied more lotion to his throat. She massaged it in deeper this time. The skin felt hypersensitive to every touch.

Ryan's chest flushed visibly. The redness spread down from his smooth neck. His tight black shirt suddenly felt too warm.

Nadia stepped back slightly. She admired her work. His throat looked pale and completely bare.

"Every swallow will remind you who controls this now," she said. Her voice stayed calm and certain.

Ryan touched his neck without thinking. The skin felt too smooth under his fingers. The air itself seemed to stroke it.

His composure frayed further. The cocky swagger he arrived with felt distant. Something deeper stirred in its place.

Nadia adjusted the chair back to upright. She stood between his knees. Her presence filled the private room.

She traced one finger down the center of his throat. The touch made him shiver visibly. His flush deepened across his chest.

Ryan's mind spun. He had come back today expecting another trim. Instead she had stripped another layer of his armor.

His cock ached inside his jeans. The denial mixed with the new sensitivity on his neck. He wanted to beg but the words stuck.

Nadia wiped her hands on a fresh towel. She moved with the same elegant control. Her dress showed the faint damp spot between her legs if he looked closely.

She enjoyed her own wetness. His submission fed her arousal like fuel. She would take her full pleasure when she decided.

Ryan breathed carefully. Each inhale made his smooth throat tingle. The flush on his chest refused to fade.

Nadia leaned close again. Her breath brushed his exposed neck. "The full treatment continues tomorrow."

She did not ask if he would return. They both already knew the answer. His body had made the choice for him.

Ryan sat there after she stepped away. The lotion cooled on his throat. Hypersensitive skin reacted to the slightest movement of air.

His muscular chest rose and fell. The visible flush made him look softer. Less like the arrogant trainer he had always been.

Nadia returned to her station. She wrote notes in her small book. Her handwriting remained neat and precise.

She glanced back at him. Her eyes held quiet satisfaction. The next phase already formed in her mind.

Ryan stood on unsteady legs. His jeans felt too tight over his aching cock. The smooth skin on his neck and throat pulled his attention with every turn of his head.

He caught his reflection in the mirror. No beard. No stubble. Just exposed skin that marked him as hers already.

The betrayal loop tightened again. His cock throbbed at the sight. Shame made the arousal sharper.

Nadia unlocked the door. She held it open for him. Her posture stayed elegant and unhurried.

"Drink plenty of water tonight," she told him. "Keep that skin soft for me."

Ryan nodded. The motion made his throat feel every shift. He walked out of the room on shaky legs.

The hallway air felt colder on his neck. The flush across his chest stayed visible under his tight black shirt. Clients in the main salon might notice if he did not calm down.

He reached his car. The drive home passed in a haze. His fingers kept drifting to his smooth throat.

That night the sensitivity kept him awake. Every pillow brush against his neck sent fresh sparks through him. His cock stayed half-hard for hours.

Nadia sat in her apartment later. She replayed the shaving in her mind. Her fingers slipped under her dress again.

She circled her clit with steady strokes. The memory of Ryan nursing at her breast made her wetter. Her pussy clenched hard.

She came a second time. Her thighs shook around her hand. The orgasm left her breathing hard and smiling.

Ryan meanwhile lay in bed. He stroked his cock slowly. The images of her razor on his throat would not leave.

He stopped before the edge. Some part of him already waited for her permission. The realization sent a fresh wave of conflicted heat through him.

His smooth throat felt foreign against the sheets. The skin stayed hypersensitive. The flush on his chest had finally faded but the memory burned.

The full treatment had only begun. Nadia would peel away more tomorrow. Ryan already craved the next step even as fear licked at his edges.

Morning came. His neck still felt every collar brush. No hair had grown back. The smoothness marked him clearly.

He dressed in another tight black shirt. The fabric rubbed his sensitive throat. His cock responded immediately.

Ryan knew he would return to the salon. The pull felt stronger now. Nadia's calm dominance had hooked him deep.

Nadia prepared her tools early. She selected finer razors and new lotions. She thought of his muscular body in the chair and grew wet again.

The dark romance deepened with every stroke. His surrender built slowly. Total control waited in the phases ahead.

Ryan arrived at the salon door. His hand touched his smooth throat one last time. The skin tingled under his fingers.

He stepped inside. The private room waited. Nadia would be there soon.

The exposed throat was only the beginning. His entire identity would follow. The thought made his cock twitch hard in his jeans.

Nadia entered the room moments later. She carried fresh towels. Her eyes immediately went to his neck.

"Perfect," she said softly. "Still completely smooth. Good."

The praise hit low in his stomach. Ryan's flush returned across his chest. His submission grew one more inch.

She locked the door behind her. The click sounded final. The next escalation hung in the quiet air between them.

Ryan sat in the grooming chair again. His throat felt bare and ready. His body already betrayed him with fresh arousal.

Nadia approached slowly. Her slender frame moved with total confidence. The next phase of the full treatment was about to begin.


Chapter 3: Chest Laid Bare

Nadia’s fingers reached the top button of Ryan’s tight black shirt.

She did not ask permission. The button slipped free with a quiet pop. His chest rose sharply under her hands.

“Keep your back against the chair,” she said. Her voice stayed low. Calm. Certain.

Ryan’s smooth throat worked as he swallowed. The skin there still felt too naked. Every breath reminded him of yesterday’s razor.

She undid the second button. Then the third. The black fabric parted slowly and revealed the thick dark hair that covered his sculpted chest.

His cock gave a heavy throb inside his jeans. He felt the wet spot grow against his boxers. Shame burned in his face.

Nadia noticed. Of course she noticed.

Her eyes flicked down to the obvious bulge. A faint smile touched her lips. She continued unbuttoning without a word.

The final button came free. She tugged the shirt from his waistband. Ryan lifted his arms before she had to command it.

The tight black fabric slid off his shoulders. Cool salon air touched his bare chest. His nipples tightened instantly.

Nadia folded the shirt once and laid it on the station. She looked at him now—muscular, exposed, smooth from the neck down to the collarbone. The contrast made her thighs press together.

Her pussy was already wet. The silk of her panties clung to her folds. She enjoyed the slow heat building there.

“Such a strong chest,” she murmured. “It will look much better without all this hair.”

Ryan’s jaw flexed. He wanted to argue. The words died in his throat when she picked up a fresh hot towel.

Steam curled upward as she unfolded it. She draped the cloth across his entire chest and upper abdomen. Heat sank into his muscles at once.

He groaned quietly. The warmth made his skin tingle. His cock strained harder against the zipper.

Minutes passed in silence. Nadia adjusted the towel three times. Each movement of her hands stayed precise. Unhurried.

She finally removed it. Cool air rushed over the damp hair and skin. Goosebumps rose across his pecs.

Nadia pumped shaving cream into her palm. The thick white foam looked obscene against her elegant fingers. She spread it over his chest in slow, deliberate circles.

Her touch pressed firmly. She worked the cream into every inch from his collarbone to the waistband of his jeans. Ryan’s breath grew ragged.

His nipples stood out stiff under the cool foam. She circled them with two fingers. Once. Twice.

Ryan’s hips jerked. His cock leaked steadily now. A wet patch darkened the front of his jeans.

Nadia stepped between his knees. Her fitted black dress brushed his inner thighs. She reached down and unzipped him without ceremony.

His thick cock sprang out. Veins pulsed along the shaft. The head glistened with fresh pre-cum.

She wrapped her fingers around him. One slow stroke from base to tip. Ryan’s head fell back against the chair.

“Good,” she said softly. “Your body already understands what your mind fights.”

She pumped him three more times. Steady. Controlled. Then she released him completely. His cock bobbed angrily in the air.

The denial hit like a slap. Ryan’s chest heaved. The shaving cream felt colder now against his flushed skin.

Nadia picked up the straight razor. The blade caught the light exactly as it had yesterday on his throat. She tilted his chair back slightly.

“Stay perfectly still,” she ordered. “If you flinch, I stop. And you will wait even longer for relief.”

She brought the razor to the center of his chest. The first long downward stroke peeled away a clean strip of dark hair. Smooth skin appeared beneath it like pale marble.

Ryan stared at the ceiling. Each scrape sent electric tingles across his chest. His cock throbbed visibly with every pass of the blade.

Nadia wiped the razor on a fresh towel. She made a second stroke parallel to the first. More hair fell away.

She worked in small sections. Methodical. The razor glided around his left nipple with surgical care. The skin there looked pink and hypersensitive when she finished.

His nipples hardened even more. They stood out like tight buds. Nadia’s breathing deepened as she watched them.

She was soaked. Her pussy lips felt swollen inside her panties. The power of stripping him layer by layer made her clit throb.

Ryan’s mind spun. He was a personal trainer. Women stared at his body in the gym. Now that same body was being systematically erased by this calm woman.

And his cock loved it. The betrayal made his face burn hotter than the flush on his chest.

Nadia moved to the right side. The razor scraped steadily. She hummed a low note under her breath while she worked. The sound felt almost tender.

Another strip of hair vanished. Then another. The upper abdomen followed. She shaved downward until the waistband of his jeans stopped her.

The contrast was stark. His neck and throat already baby-smooth. Now his entire torso from collarbone to navel gleamed hairless under the lights.

Nadia set the razor down. She wiped his chest with a warm cloth. The touch felt like fire on the fresh skin.

Ryan shivered violently. Every nerve ending screamed with new sensitivity. His smooth chest rose and fell in quick pants.

She pumped lotion into both hands. The scent was clean and slightly sweet. She rubbed her palms together to warm it.

Then her hands met his bare chest.

The massage started slow. She rubbed the lotion in wide circles. Her fingers traced every new inch of smooth skin. Ryan moaned low in his throat.

His cock leaked a steady stream now. It dripped down the shaft onto his jeans. The wet sounds filled the quiet room.

Nadia’s own arousal peaked. She squeezed her thighs together. A soft sound escaped her lips.

She pulled the top of her dress down again. Her small firm breasts spilled free. The pink nipples were already tight and dark.

She cupped the back of Ryan’s head. Brought his mouth to her left breast.

“Suck while I finish,” she commanded.

Ryan latched on immediately. His smooth lips closed around her nipple. He sucked with long, hungry pulls.

Nadia moaned openly this time. The vibration of his mouth shot straight to her pussy. She reached down and gripped his cock again.

She stroked him in time with his sucking. Firm. Fast. Then slow. Edging him mercilessly.

His tongue swirled around her nipple. He sucked harder. The smooth skin of his cheek pressed against the softness of her breast.

Nadia’s hips rocked forward. Her pussy clenched rhythmically. She felt her orgasm building fast.

She stroked him faster. His balls drew up tight. His cock swelled even thicker in her hand.

Then she stopped.

Ryan whimpered around her nipple. The sound was broken. Desperate. His smooth chest glistened with lotion and sweat.

Nadia held his head to her breast a moment longer. She let her own climax crest without his cock inside her. Her pussy spasmed hard. Wetness flooded her panties and trickled down her thigh.

She gasped quietly. Her slender body trembled once. Twice.

The orgasm left her flushed and glowing. She pulled her breast from his mouth with a wet pop. His lips looked swollen and shiny.

“Good boy,” she whispered. The praise landed like a caress and a whip at the same time.

Ryan’s cock stood purple and aching. It bobbed with his heartbeat. A long string of pre-cum hung from the tip.

Nadia wiped his chest one final time. She inspected her work. Not a single hair remained from his neck to his waist.

His torso looked completely transformed. Muscular but smooth. Vulnerable. The nipples stood out stiff and pink against the pale skin.

She traced one finger around his left nipple. Ryan jerked hard in the chair.

“These belong to me now too,” she said. Her voice stayed perfectly even. “Every inch of this chest stays smooth. For me.”

She pinched the nipple lightly. Then harder. Ryan’s hips bucked. His cock pulsed violently.

Nadia smiled. She wiped the head of his cock with a soft cloth but did not let him cum. She tucked him back into his jeans with careful hands. The zipper closed over his desperate erection.

The lotion cooled on his bare chest. Every breath made the skin tingle. His nipples stayed hard under her clinical gaze.

Ryan looked down at himself. The sight stole his breath. The cocky trainer who had walked in days ago was disappearing stroke by stroke.

And his body craved more. His smooth chest flushed darker. His cock ached so badly it hurt.

Nadia stepped back. She admired the naked torso in the chair. Her dress still hung open at the top. Her nipples remained tight from his mouth.

She wrote something in her small notebook. The pen moved with neat precision.

Ryan sat there shirtless. Hairless from the neck down to his waist. The air itself felt like a tongue against his new skin.

He wanted to cover himself. He also wanted her hands on him again. The conflict twisted tight in his gut.

Nadia turned back to him. Her eyes traced the smooth planes of his chest. She reached out and flicked one hard nipple.

“Tomorrow we continue lower,” she said calmly. “But first you will come back after closing hours. I have something special planned for that leaking cock.”

Ryan’s smooth chest heaved. His nipples tightened further under her stare. The ache between his legs felt permanent now.

He was no longer the man who had mocked vulnerability.

He was hers. One bare inch at a time.

Nadia leaned close. Her breath brushed his freshly shaved skin.

“Say it, Ryan. Tell me whose chest this is.”

His voice came out hoarse. Barely a whisper.

“Yours.”

The word tasted like surrender. His cock throbbed in agreement inside his jeans. The betrayal loop spun tighter than ever.

Nadia’s eyes gleamed with quiet triumph. She pulled her dress back into place but left the faint damp spot visible between her legs.

She wanted him to see what his submission did to her.

The private room felt smaller. Hotter. The next phase already breathed in the space between them.

Ryan’s smooth torso gleamed under the lights. His nipples stayed hard. His mind spun with shame and raw need.

He would return after closing.

He already knew he would beg if she asked.

Nadia unlocked the door but did not open it yet. She looked back at his exposed chest one last time.

The full treatment was peeling him open. And they had only just reached his heart.

Word count: 2678


Chapter 4: Arms Yielded

Nadia stepped between Ryan's spread knees. Her fitted black dress brushed his bare thighs. The faint damp spot between her legs had grown darker.

"Arms up, Ryan. Hands behind the headrest."

He stared at her. His smooth chest rose and fell faster than he wanted. The hypersensitive skin pulled tight with every breath.

Ryan lifted his arms. His biceps flexed out of habit. The position made his armpits completely vulnerable.

Nadia reached for the light positioning straps attached to the chair. She wrapped one around his left wrist first. The leather felt cool against his warm skin.

She secured the right wrist next. Gentle clicks locked both arms elevated and open. Ryan tested them once. They held firm but did not cut.

"Good. Stay exactly like this."

She pumped fresh shaving cream into her palm. The white foam looked stark against his remaining dark arm hair. She spread it down his left forearm in slow circles.

The cream felt cold. Ryan's muscles twitched under her fingers. His cock pushed harder against the zipper of his jeans.

Nadia picked up the straight razor. She tested the blade against her thumb. Then she placed her free hand on his elbow to steady him.

"Completely still now."

The first stroke glided from his wrist toward his elbow. Dark hair disappeared. Pale smooth skin emerged in a clean line.

Ryan swallowed hard. The new skin burned with fresh sensitivity. His nipples stayed stiff and pink on his bare chest.

She wiped the razor on a towel after every pass. Three more strokes cleared his forearm completely. Nadia moved higher to his upper arm.

The razor scraped gently over the curve of his bicep. Ryan's cock leaked steadily inside his jeans. A wet spot spread across the denim.

Nadia noticed. Her eyes flicked down to the growing stain. She did not smile but her breathing deepened.

"Your body betrays you again. Look at that cock throb while I strip your arms."

She shaved the last section of his upper arm. The skin gleamed under the salon lights. Ryan's face burned hot with shame.

The betrayal loop hit him hard. His erection proved her right every single time. Shame made him harder.

Nadia shifted to his underarm. She applied more cream there. The area felt more tender than the rest.

"Hold your breath if you need to."

The razor touched his armpit. She made short careful strokes. Each one removed the last traces of his masculine hair.

Ryan trembled. The sensation was too intimate. His smooth chest flushed darker as blood rushed to the surface.

Nadia's pussy grew wetter. She felt the slickness coat her inner thighs. The sight of his raised arms and bare skin made her clit pulse.

She finished the left underarm. The area looked completely smooth now. Vulnerable. Owned.

She stepped back for a moment. Her hands moved to the top of her dress. She pulled the fabric down slowly. Her small firm breasts spilled free.

Her nipples were already tight. Dark pink and hard.

Nadia cupped the back of Ryan's head. She brought his mouth to her right breast even with his arms strapped high.

"Suck while I finish the other arm."

Ryan latched on. His lips closed around her nipple. He sucked with deep pulls that made her gasp softly.

The position stretched his body. Arms locked high. Mouth full of her breast. Cock aching in his jeans.

Nadia reached for the razor again. She pumped cream onto his right forearm. Her free hand stayed tangled in his hair.

She shaved his right arm with the same precision. Long strokes. Steady pressure. His sucking made her pussy clench rhythmically.

Her wetness soaked through her panties completely. A trickle ran down her leg under the dress.

Ryan moaned around her nipple. The vibration shot straight to her core. Nadia rocked her hips once against the chair edge.

She edged closer to her own pleasure. His submission fed her like fuel. The muscular trainer reduced to this smooth exposed state made her burn.

Nadia finished his right forearm. She moved to the upper arm. The razor glided over his bicep while he continued nursing.

His tongue swirled around her hardened nipple. He sucked harder when she hit a sensitive spot under his arm.

Nadia's breath hitched. She pressed her thighs together tight. Her orgasm built fast and deep.

She set the razor down briefly. Her hand slid under her dress instead. Two fingers found her wet pussy and circled her swollen clit.

Ryan kept sucking. His arms trembled in the straps. The wet sounds of her fingers filled the quiet room.

Nadia stroked herself faster. Her nipple stayed in his mouth. She watched his smooth chest heave with each breath.

The climax crashed through her. Her pussy spasmed hard around her fingers. A low moan escaped her lips as her thighs shook.

Wetness flooded her hand. She rode the waves without rushing. Her body trembled against him while he nursed.

When it passed she pulled her hand free. She wiped her fingers on a fresh towel. Her cheeks carried a satisfied flush.

"Good boy. You made me cum just by yielding your arms."

She returned to the shaving. The right underarm received the same careful treatment. Short strokes removed every hair.

Ryan's cock leaked more. The front of his jeans felt soaked now. The denial from yesterday still ached in his balls.

Nadia completed the last stroke. She wiped away all traces of cream. His arms and underarms looked as smooth as his chest and throat.

The contrast was devastating. His powerful trainer body now hairless from the neck down to his waist. Arms locked high and exposed.

She pumped lotion into both hands. The scent filled the room again. She rubbed her palms together to warm it.

Her hands met his left arm first. She massaged the lotion in deep. Every inch of the new smooth skin received her attention.

Ryan gasped around her breast. The hypersensitive skin sent sparks straight to his cock. His erection strained painfully against the denim.

Nadia switched to his right arm. Her fingers traced the curves of his muscles. She paid special attention to the tender underarms.

The lotion cooled slightly on his skin. Every nerve ending screamed with awareness. His body trembled in the straps.

She stepped back and admired her work. His arms gleamed under the lights. Completely smooth. Completely hers.

Nadia reached down and unzipped his jeans. His thick cock sprang free at once. It was purple and dripping steadily.

Pre-cum coated the head and ran down the shaft. She wrapped her fingers around him without warning.

"You stay strapped exactly like this while I play with you."

She stroked him slowly from base to tip. Her thumb circled the wet head on every upstroke. Ryan moaned loudly around her nipple.

His arms pulled against the straps. The position left him no control. He could only take what she gave.

Nadia pumped him faster. She brought him right to the edge within minutes. His balls drew up tight and his cock swelled thicker.

Then she stopped completely. His cock bobbed in the air. It throbbed angrily with denied release.

The ache settled deep in his groin. Ryan whimpered when she pulled her breast from his mouth. His lips looked swollen and wet.

She tucked her breasts back into her dress. The damp spot between her legs had grown obvious now. Her own arousal still pulsed through her body.

Nadia wiped his cock with a soft cloth. She cleaned the leaking head carefully but did not let him cum. The cloth felt like torture on his sensitive skin.

She zipped him back up halfway. The waistband pressed against his aching erection. The pressure made everything worse.

Ryan's entire upper body trembled now. Arms held high and smooth. Chest bare and lotioned. Underarms exposed and hypersensitive.

The light straps kept him perfectly positioned. He could not lower his arms. He could not hide.

Nadia ran one finger down the center of his smooth chest. She circled his left nipple once. Then pinched it lightly.

"Your arms yielded so beautifully for me. They belong to me now. Every smooth inch."

Ryan's body shook harder. The words sank deep into his gut. His cock pulsed inside the half-zipped jeans.

Shame flooded him again. He had walked in here as a cocky personal trainer. Women used to stare at his hairy muscular body with open hunger.

Now he sat strapped and smooth like this. Arms raised in surrender. Cock leaking from her control. The betrayal felt absolute.

Yet his body craved more. The shame only made him harder. The loop spun tighter with every breath.

Nadia wrote in her small notebook. Her handwriting stayed neat and precise. She noted the exact state of his skin.

She glanced at his trembling form. Her eyes traced the smooth lines of his raised arms. Satisfaction glowed in her quiet gaze.

The private room felt hotter. Smaller. The air itself seemed to stroke his freshly shaved skin.

Ryan tried to steady his breathing. Each inhale made his underarms tingle. The lotion kept the skin soft and electric.

His muscles burned from the position. Not painfully. Just enough to remind him of his helplessness.

Nadia stepped close again. She traced a finger through his left underarm. The touch made him jerk hard in the straps.

"So smooth. So sensitive. This is only rung four, Ryan. We have so much further to go."

She adjusted the straps slightly. They held his arms a fraction higher. The new angle exposed him even more.

His cock throbbed visibly against the denim. A fresh wet spot appeared. Nadia noticed and pressed her palm against it.

The pressure made him groan. She rubbed slowly through the fabric. Not enough to get him off. Just enough to torture.

"You will return tomorrow with these arms still smooth. No razor of your own. No touching. I want them exactly like this."

Ryan nodded. The motion pulled at his shoulders. His voice came out rough when he answered.

"Yes. They are yours."

The admission cost him. His face burned hotter than before. Yet his cock jumped at the words.

Nadia smiled with quiet triumph. She wiped her hands on a fresh towel. Her movements stayed elegant and unhurried.

She circled the chair once more. Her eyes never left his exposed form. The faint damp spot on her dress remained visible.

Her pussy still felt slick from her earlier orgasm. His submission had given her that pleasure. She would take more when she decided.

Ryan's body continued to tremble. The straps held his arms high. Smooth skin gleamed everywhere from neck to waist.

The full treatment had claimed another section of him. His arrogant swagger felt further away than ever.

Nadia leaned in close. Her breath brushed his left underarm. The sensation made his whole body shudder.

"Tomorrow after closing we address that leaking cock properly. But for now you will sit here like this for ten more minutes. Feel what I have done to you."

She stepped back to her station. She did not release the straps. Ryan remained displayed and trembling.

His smooth arms ached in the best way. His cock ached worse. The betrayal loop refused to release him.

Every second stretched longer. The air kissed his underarms. His nipples stayed hard and pink.

Nadia watched him from across the room. Her fingers drummed lightly on her notebook. She already planned the next phase.

Ryan closed his eyes. The trembling grew stronger. He knew he would return. His body had already surrendered.

The light straps held him perfectly. Arms yielded. Identity stripped one smooth section at a time.

Nadia's key line echoed in his mind. Those arms no longer belonged to the cocky trainer. They belonged to her now.

And the worst part was how right it felt.

His body trembled harder in the chair. The smooth skin felt like a brand. The full treatment continued to peel him open.

Nadia sat down and crossed her legs. The faint damp spot on her dress caught the light. She looked pleased. Calm. In complete control.

Ryan kept his arms raised exactly as she had positioned them. The trembling would not stop. He was hers.


Chapter 5: The Bare Back

Nadia unlocked the straps with a soft click.

Ryan's arms dropped heavily. They ached from being held high so long. The smooth skin of his underarms tingled in the cool air.

"Stand up."

She did not raise her voice. The command landed anyway. Ryan pushed himself out of the chair on shaky legs.

"Turn around. Face the backrest. Bend forward and grip the seat."

He obeyed without a word. His smooth chest pressed against the leather. His bare back curved outward toward her like an offering. The half-zipped jeans slipped lower on his hips. His cock strained against the denim. A fresh bead of pre-cum soaked through.

Nadia stepped close behind him. Her fitted black dress brushed the back of his thighs. The damp spot between her legs had darkened further. She could feel her pussy lips swollen and slick.

She picked up a fresh hot towel. Steam rose as she unfolded it. She draped the cloth across his wide shoulders and down his spine.

Heat sank into his muscles at once. Ryan exhaled sharply. Every nerve in his newly shaved upper body screamed with sensitivity. The towel made his skin prickle.

Minutes passed. Nadia adjusted the towel twice. Her movements stayed slow. Precise. She watched his back rise and fall with each breath.

When she removed the towel cool air rushed over the damp skin. Goosebumps spread across his shoulders. His nipples hardened against the chair.

Nadia pumped shaving cream into her palm. The thick foam looked stark against his remaining dark back hair. She spread it across his shoulders first. Her hands moved in wide circles. Firm pressure. Thorough.

The cream felt icy against his warm flesh. Ryan's cock throbbed harder inside the jeans. The waistband dug into his shaft. He felt the wetness spread.

Nadia's breathing deepened. She pressed her thighs together. The sight of this once-cocky trainer bent over and exposed made heat pool in her core.

She pulled the top of her dress down. Her small firm breasts spilled free again. Her nipples stood tight and dark. She moved to his side and cupped the back of his head.

"Suck while I work."

Ryan turned his face. His lips closed around her left nipple. He sucked with long hungry pulls. The position stretched his neck. His smooth cheek pressed into the softness of her breast.

Nadia moaned quietly. The vibration of his mouth shot straight to her pussy. She reached for the straight razor.

The blade caught the light. She placed her free hand on his shoulder to steady him.

"Stay perfectly still."

The first long stroke glided down his left shoulder blade. Dark hair vanished. Pale smooth skin appeared in a clean line. Ryan shivered. The razor felt intimate. Too intimate.

Nadia wiped the blade on a towel. She made a second stroke parallel to the first. Another strip of hair fell away. She worked slowly. Methodically. Each pass revealed more of his back.

His sucking grew stronger. He swirled his tongue around her hardened nipple. Nadia rocked her hips. Her wetness trickled down her inner thigh.

She continued shaving. The razor scraped along his spine in one long sensual stroke from neck to waistband. Ryan groaned around her breast. The sensation traveled straight to his cock.

Shame twisted in his gut. He was bent over like this. Smooth from the neck down. A personal trainer who used to strut through the gym with thick hair on his chest and back. Now that hair was gone. His body betrayed him again. His erection proved it.

Nadia noticed the wet spot on his jeans. She reached around and pressed her palm against it.

"Your cock leaks while I strip your back. Good. This is what you need."

She stroked him through the denim twice. Firm. Teasing. Then she pulled her hand away. Ryan whimpered. The denial made his balls ache.

Nadia returned to the razor. She shaved his right shoulder next. Long strokes. Steady pressure. The blade glided over the curve of muscle. More smooth skin emerged.

She loved how his back looked under the lights. Powerful but vulnerable. Completely at her mercy. Her pussy clenched at the sight. She felt her own arousal build higher.

Ryan kept sucking. His lips tugged at her nipple with desperate rhythm. The taste of her skin filled his mouth. His smooth arms flexed as he gripped the chair seat.

Nadia shaved lower. The razor traveled down the center of his spine again. Another perfect stroke. She wiped cream and hair away each time. The contrast grew sharper. His entire upper body now matched. Neck. Chest. Arms. Back. All bare.

The betrayal loop spun tighter. Every scrape of the razor made his cock pulse. Shame heated his face. That shame only made him leak more. His body wanted this. Craved it.

Nadia set the razor down. She wiped his back with a warm cloth. The touch felt electric on the fresh skin. Ryan trembled. His nipples scraped against the leather chair.

Her hand slid under her dress. Two fingers found her wet pussy. She circled her swollen clit while watching him. Her breath came faster. The submission fed her pleasure.

She pumped her fingers inside herself. Wet sounds filled the room. Ryan heard them. He sucked harder on her breast. His tongue flicked her nipple rapidly.

Nadia's thighs shook. She pressed her breast deeper into his mouth. The orgasm hit her fast. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers. A low gasp escaped her lips as wetness flooded her hand.

She rode the climax without rushing. Her slender body trembled against him. When it passed she pulled her hand free. Her cheeks glowed with satisfaction.

"Good boy. You made me cum again just by offering your back."

She wiped her fingers on a towel. Then she pumped oil into both hands. The scent was light and clean. She rubbed her palms together to warm it.

Her hands met his shoulders first. She massaged the oil in with long sensual strokes. The same path the razor had taken. Every inch of his bare back received her touch.

Ryan moaned around her nipple. The oil made his skin glisten. It felt cool at first then warm. Hypersensitive nerves fired with every pass of her fingers.

Nadia worked down his spine. Her thumbs pressed along the muscles. She traced the curve of his shoulders. Down to his waist. The oil made his entire upper body shine under the salon lights.

She reached around again. This time she unzipped his jeans the rest of the way. His thick cock sprang out. It hung heavy between his spread legs. The head dripped steadily onto the floor.

Nadia wrapped her fingers around him from behind. She stroked him slowly. Base to tip. Her thumb smeared the pre-cum over the head on every upstroke.

"You stay bent like this. Feel how smooth you are while I play with your cock."

Ryan's hips jerked. He kept sucking her breast. The dual sensations overwhelmed him. Smooth back exposed. Cock gripped in her hand. The position left him no control.

She pumped him faster. Her grip stayed perfect. Controlled. She brought him right to the edge within moments. His balls drew up tight. His cock swelled thicker in her fist.

Then she stopped.

Ryan whimpered loudly around her nipple. The ache settled deep in his groin. His smooth back glistened with oil. He felt profoundly naked. Every inch from his neck to his waist now belonged to her.

Nadia released his cock. She wiped the head with a soft cloth. The touch tormented him. She tucked him back into the jeans but left them only halfway zipped again. The waistband pressed cruelly against his aching erection.

She pulled her breast from his mouth with a wet pop. His lips looked swollen and shiny. A thin string of saliva connected them for a moment.

"Stand up straight. Turn and sit back in the chair."

Ryan obeyed on unsteady legs. His entire upper body felt lighter. Exposed. The oil made his skin gleam. He could see his reflection in the mirror across the room. No hair anywhere from the neck down. Smooth. Pink nipples erect. Back completely bare.

The sight stole his breath. The cocky trainer who mocked vulnerability had vanished stroke by stroke. His cock throbbed visibly in the half-zipped jeans. The shame only made it worse.

Nadia stepped in front of him. She picked up the light positioning straps again. She secured his wrists once more behind the headrest. Arms elevated. Armpits and chest and back all on full display.

She ran one finger down the center of his now-bare spine. The touch made him jerk in the straps.

"Look at you. Entire upper body smooth and glistening. No more hiding."

Her voice stayed calm. Certain. She traced the fresh skin between his shoulder blades. Ryan shivered violently. The sensitivity was overwhelming.

Nadia's pussy still pulsed from her earlier orgasm. She felt the slickness between her legs. His surrender aroused her more than she expected. The power of peeling him layer by layer made her wet all over again.

She wrote in her notebook. Neat precise lines. She noted the exact state of his skin. The way his back gleamed. The way his cock leaked.

Ryan sat there. Arms locked high. Upper body completely hairless and oiled. The air itself stroked his new skin. His back felt cold and exposed. His chest rose and fell in quick pants.

He wanted to cover himself. He also wanted her hands on him again. The conflict burned in his chest. His cock ached so badly it hurt.

Nadia leaned close. Her breath brushed his left nipple. Then she moved behind him and blew softly across his bare back. The sensation made his whole body shudder.

"This smooth back completes the picture. You look so much better without your old armor."

She circled to face him again. Her breasts remained out of her dress. Nipples still tight. She cupped one and offered it to him once more.

Ryan latched on immediately. He sucked with renewed hunger. The taste of her skin grounded him somehow. Made the exposure feel almost right.

Nadia reached down and stroked his cock through the jeans again. Slow circles with her palm. Not enough to finish him. Just enough to keep him on the edge.

"Your body knows the truth. Every smooth inch proves it. You crave this control."

She edged him for several minutes. Her fingers traced the outline of his shaft. She squeezed his balls lightly through the denim. Ryan moaned around her breast. His hips tried to thrust but the straps held him in place.

The denial built higher. His balls felt heavy. Painful. Yet he kept sucking. Kept yielding.

Nadia finally stepped back. She tucked her breasts away but left the damp spot on her dress visible. She wanted him to see what his submission did to her.

She admired the glistening upper body in the chair. Shoulders. Chest. Arms. Back. All bare. All hers.

"Tomorrow after closing we handle that leaking cock properly. But tonight you will sleep with this skin exactly as it is. No touching. No shaving. Keep it smooth for me."

Ryan nodded. His voice came out hoarse.

"Yes. It belongs to you."

The words cost him everything. His smooth back tightened with the admission. His cock pulsed in agreement inside the jeans.

Nadia smiled with quiet triumph. She adjusted the straps one final time. They held him perfectly displayed.

The private room felt smaller now. Hotter. The oil on his back caught the light with every small movement. He felt the profound exposure in his bones.

No part of his upper body remained hidden. The full treatment had claimed it all. The arrogant man who walked in days ago was gone. In his place sat someone trembling. Smooth. Craving.

Nadia picked up a fresh towel. She wiped her hands slowly. Her eyes never left his glistening form.

She already planned the next session. Lower body. Deeper surrender. The after-hours treatment for his desperate cock.

Ryan closed his eyes. The trembling spread through his oiled skin. He knew he would return. His body had already decided.

The betrayal loop held him tighter than the straps. Shame and need twisted together until he could not tell them apart.

Nadia leaned in one last time. Her voice brushed his ear.

"Your bare back looks perfect. Keep it that way. For me."

She stepped back to her station. The faint damp spot on her dress caught the light again. She looked calm. Satisfied. In complete control.

Ryan remained strapped and exposed. His entire upper body glistened with oil. Profoundly smooth. Profoundly hers.

The next phase waited just beyond the door.

He would meet it with leaking cock and bare skin.

There was no going back now.


Chapter 6: Legs Stripped

Nadia approached the chair without a word. Her heels clicked once on the tile floor. Ryan's eyes followed her slender form in the fitted black dress.

His arms remained locked high behind the headrest. The light positioning straps dug into his wrists with every small twitch. Oil glistened across his completely smooth upper body from neck to waist.

Nadia stopped between his spread knees. The damp spot on her dress had grown larger. She looked at his half-zipped jeans and the obvious bulge pressing against the fabric.

"These pants have served their purpose." Her voice stayed calm and low. "They come off now."

Ryan's breath caught in his throat. He nodded before he could think. His cock throbbed harder inside the denim as she reached for the zipper.

She pulled it down fully. The metal teeth parted with a slow rasp. His thick cock sprang out at once, hard and leaking steadily.

Nadia tugged the jeans down his muscular thighs. Ryan lifted his hips to help her. The fabric slid past his knees and ankles until she removed them completely.

He sat there in only his black briefs now. The thin material did nothing to hide his erection. The head of his cock had pushed past the waistband and dripped pre-cum onto his smooth lower belly.

The betrayal loop slammed into him again. His upper body stayed perfectly smooth and oiled. Now his legs waited for her razor. His cock betrayed him by staying rock hard.

Nadia folded the jeans neatly and placed them on her station beside his shirt. She returned with fresh towels and the oil bottle. Her movements never hurried.

"Legs next, Ryan. I will strip them completely." She adjusted the chair controls with one hand. The mechanism whirred softly as it elevated his right leg first.

His right foot rose until his thigh angled upward. The position exposed the full length from thigh to ankle. His briefs rode up slightly and framed his balls.

Ryan tested the straps on his wrists. They held firm. His smooth chest heaved faster as cool air kissed the sensitive skin of his raised leg.

Nadia pumped shaving cream into her palm. The white foam looked cold and thick. She spread it across his right thigh in slow, deliberate circles.

The cream felt icy against his warm skin. Ryan's muscles twitched under her fingers. His cock leaked another bead of pre-cum that ran down his shaft.

"Your body already knows what is happening." Nadia kept her voice even. "Look at that cock. It drips while I prepare your leg."

She picked up the straight razor. The blade caught the salon lights. She placed her free hand on his knee to steady the raised leg.

"Stay perfectly still."

The first stroke glided down from his upper thigh. Dark hair disappeared in a clean path. Pale smooth skin emerged beneath the blade.

Ryan gasped. The new skin burned with fresh sensitivity. His nipples stayed stiff and pink on his bare chest.

Nadia wiped the razor on a fresh towel after every pass. Three more strokes cleared a wide strip on his thigh. She worked methodically toward his knee.

His cock throbbed visibly now. It stood straight up from his briefs. The head glistened with constant leakage.

Nadia noticed. Her breathing deepened. She pressed her thighs together under the black dress.

She continued shaving. The razor scraped gently over the curve of his knee. Ryan trembled in the elevated position. The straps kept his arms high and useless.

Shame flooded his face. He had been a cocky personal trainer only days ago. Women stared at his hairy, muscular legs in the gym. Now those legs yielded to her razor stroke by stroke.

The betrayal made him harder. His erection proved her control. That proof only deepened the shame and kept his cock leaking.

Nadia's pussy grew wetter. She felt the slickness coat her inner thighs. The sight of his smooth upper body combined with his exposed leg made her clit throb.

She pulled the top of her dress down again. Her small firm breasts spilled free. Her nipples had already tightened into dark pink points.

Nadia cupped the back of Ryan's head. She brought his mouth to her right breast even with his arms still strapped high.

"Suck while I finish this leg."

Ryan latched on immediately. His lips closed around her nipple. He sucked with deep, hungry pulls that made her moan softly.

The position stretched his body. Arms locked high. Mouth full of her breast. Cock aching and exposed from his briefs.

Nadia reached for the razor once more. She applied more cream to his calf. Her free hand stayed tangled in his thick beard.

She shaved his lower leg with the same precision. Long strokes removed every hair. His sucking made her pussy clench with each pull.

Wetness soaked through her panties completely. A trickle ran down her leg under the dress. Ryan moaned around her nipple. The vibration shot straight to her core.

Nadia rocked her hips once against the chair edge. She edged closer to her own pleasure. His submission fed her like fuel.

She finished the calf completely. The skin looked pale and smooth from knee to ankle. Nadia wiped away the last traces of cream.

"Good boy. One leg stripped." She switched to his left leg. The chair mechanism adjusted smoothly to elevate it.

Ryan kept nursing at her breast. His tongue swirled around her hardened nipple. The fresh smooth skin on his right leg tingled in the air.

Nadia pumped more cream onto his left thigh. She spread it thoroughly. Her hand brushed close to the bulge in his briefs on purpose.

His cock jumped at the contact. Pre-cum flowed freely now. The front of his briefs grew dark and wet.

She shaved the left thigh next. The razor glided in steady passes. Each stroke revealed more smooth skin. Ryan's body trembled harder in the straps.

Nadia's free hand slid under her dress. Two fingers found her soaked pussy. She circled her swollen clit while she continued shaving.

The wet sounds of her fingers mixed with the razor's scrape. Ryan sucked harder on her nipple. His smooth chest flushed darker with arousal and shame.

Her orgasm built fast. Nadia pumped her fingers deeper inside herself. Her thighs shook as she pressed her breast firmer into his mouth.

The climax hit her hard. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers. A low moan escaped her lips while her body trembled against him.

Wetness flooded her hand. She rode the waves slowly. Her slender frame shook with each contraction as Ryan continued to suck.

When it passed she pulled her hand free. She wiped her fingers on a towel. Her cheeks carried a fresh flush of satisfaction.

"You made me cum again just by yielding your legs." Her voice remained calm. "Your body knows its place."

Nadia completed the shaving of his left calf. Every hair vanished. Both legs now matched his upper body in perfect smoothness.

She set the razor aside. Ryan's mouth stayed latched to her breast. His sucking had grown desperate during her orgasm.

Nadia pumped oil into both hands. The scent filled the room. She rubbed her palms together to warm it.

Her hands met his right thigh first. She massaged the oil in deep. Every inch of the new smooth skin received her full attention.

Ryan gasped around her nipple. The hypersensitive skin sent sparks straight to his cock. His erection strained painfully against the briefs.

Nadia worked down his calf. Her fingers traced every curve. The oil made his legs glisten under the lights.

She switched to the left leg. Her touch stayed firm and sensual. Ryan's hips tried to buck but the chair held him in place.

The betrayal loop spun tighter. His legs felt lighter now. Exposed. The smooth skin marked another surrender.

He had mocked vulnerability in his old life. Now he sat stripped to his briefs with his entire body hairless from the neck down. His cock leaked like a faucet. The shame only made him ache more.

Nadia stepped back to admire her work. Both legs gleamed with oil. Smooth from thighs to ankles. The contrast with his remaining briefs looked obscene.

She adjusted the chair once more. The mechanism lowered his legs but spread them wider. The new position exposed his lower body completely while keeping his arms raised.

Ryan sat there in only his black briefs. The thin fabric clung to his wet cock and heavy balls. His entire body felt transformed.

Nadia ran one finger along his newly smooth thigh. The touch made him jerk in the straps. Fresh sensitivity raced across his skin.

"These legs belong to me now." She spoke with quiet certainty. "Every smooth inch from thigh to ankle stays exactly like this."

Ryan whimpered around her breast. The words sank deep into him. His cock pulsed visibly in the briefs as another drop of pre-cum soaked through.

Nadia finally pulled her breast from his mouth. A wet pop echoed in the quiet room. His lips looked swollen and shiny.

She tucked her breasts back into the dress. The damp spot between her legs had grown obvious again. Her own arousal still pulsed through her body.

Nadia wiped his smooth legs with a soft cloth. The touch tormented his fresh skin. She cleaned away any remaining oil from her hands.

Ryan trembled in the adjusted chair. Arms still locked high. Upper body smooth and oiled. Legs now stripped bare and glistening. Only the black briefs remained.

The private room felt even smaller. Hotter. Every breath made his hypersensitive skin tingle.

Nadia picked up her notebook. She wrote precise notes about the new state of his body. Her handwriting stayed neat as always.

She glanced at his exposed form. Satisfaction glowed in her quiet gaze. The cocky trainer had been dismantled further.

Ryan's mind spun. Shame burned hot in his chest. Yet his body craved her next command. The loop refused to break.

His smooth legs felt foreign. Lighter. Owned. The oil kept them electric and aware.

Nadia stepped close again. She traced a single finger from his ankle up to his inner thigh. The path ended just below his balls.

"So much progress in one session." Her voice brushed his ear. "Tomorrow after closing we address that leaking cock properly. But you will keep everything exactly like this until then."

Ryan nodded weakly. His voice came out rough.

"Yes. They belong to you too."

The admission cost him everything. His smooth legs tightened with the words. His cock jumped inside the briefs.

Nadia smiled with quiet triumph. She did not release the straps. Ryan remained displayed and trembling in the chair.

The full treatment had claimed his legs. His arrogant swagger felt like a distant memory. In its place sat a man stripped bare and craving more.

Nadia circled the chair slowly. Her eyes traced every smooth inch. The faint damp spot on her dress caught the light with each step.

Ryan closed his eyes for a moment. The trembling spread through his oiled and shaved body. He knew he would return for the after-hours session.

His briefs clung wetly to his denied cock. The chair held him perfectly exposed. Legs stripped. Identity peeled away one section at a time.

Nadia stopped in front of him. She pressed her palm against the wet front of his briefs. The pressure made him groan.

"This leaking cock waits until tomorrow." She squeezed once. "Feel how smooth your legs are while you sit here. Remember who owns them now."

Ryan's hips pushed forward into her hand before he could stop them. He hated how much he needed her touch. He hated how right it felt.

The betrayal loop held him tighter than the straps. Shame and arousal twisted together until nothing else remained.

Nadia stepped back to her station. She crossed her legs and watched him. Her expression stayed calm and in complete control.

Ryan remained in the chair. Arms elevated. Body smooth from neck to ankles. Only his briefs left. The next phase waited just beyond this moment.

He would meet it with trembling skin and aching need.

There was no escape from the full treatment.


Chapter 7: Intimate Terrain

Nadia stood between Ryan's spread knees. Her fitted black dress hugged every curve. The damp spot between her legs had spread wider since yesterday.

Ryan's arms stayed locked high behind the headrest. The light positioning straps bit into his wrists. His body gleamed from neck to ankles, every inch smooth and oiled except for the black briefs clinging to his aching cock.

She traced one finger along the waistband. The fabric was soaked at the front. His cock strained visibly beneath it, the head pushing out and leaking steadily.

"These briefs come off now." Her voice stayed low and even. "The last of your old armor."

Ryan's breath hitched. His smooth chest rose and fell faster. Shame burned in his gut, but his cock throbbed harder at her words.

Nadia hooked both thumbs into the waistband. She peeled the wet material down slowly. The briefs dragged over his swollen shaft. His cock sprang free at once, thick and purple, a long string of pre-cum stretching from the tip to the fabric.

She tugged the briefs down his smooth thighs and off his ankles. The garment landed on her station beside his folded clothes. Ryan sat completely naked now. Arms elevated. Legs spread wide. His entire body hairless and glistening except for the dark patch of pubic hair above his straining cock.

The betrayal hit him immediately. His erection stood tall and proud. It leaked another thick drop that rolled down his smooth shaft. He hated how hard he was. The shame only made him leak more.

Nadia's eyes moved over him. Her breathing deepened. She pressed her thighs together under the dress. The sight of his smooth body and desperate cock made her pussy clench.

She reached for the straight razor and a fresh hot towel. Steam rose as she unfolded it. The cloth draped across his pubic mound first. Heat sank into his skin.

Ryan gasped. The warmth made his balls draw up tight. Every nerve in his groin screamed with new sensitivity.

Nadia removed the towel after a minute. Cool air rushed over the damp skin. Goosebumps spread across his lower belly. His cock twitched violently in the open air.

She pumped shaving cream into her palm. The white foam looked stark against her slender fingers. She spread it slowly over his pubic mound in wide circles.

The cream felt cold. Ryan's hips jerked once. The straps held his arms useless above his head. He could only watch as she prepared him.

"Stay perfectly still." Nadia picked up the razor. The blade caught the light. "This area is delicate."

Her free hand cupped his smooth thigh for balance. She brought the razor to the top of his pubic mound. The first stroke glided downward.

Dark hair vanished. Pale skin appeared in a clean path. Ryan shuddered. The scrape felt too intimate. Too exposing.

Nadia wiped the blade on a towel. She made a second stroke beside the first. Then a third. Each pass removed more of his thick pubic hair. The mound grew smoother with every movement.

His cock stayed rock hard. It bobbed with each breath he took. Pre-cum dripped freely now, landing on his smooth lower belly.

The betrayal loop tightened. He had strutted through gyms with his hairy body and arrogant grin. Women had wanted that rough masculinity. Now a slender woman stripped it away stroke by stroke while his cock betrayed him completely.

Nadia noticed. A small smile touched her lips. "Your cock loves this. Look how it leaks while I shave you bare."

She continued working. The razor moved carefully around the base of his shaft. Ryan's breathing turned ragged. The blade came within inches of his most sensitive skin.

Her own arousal built. Nadia felt wetness coat her inner thighs. She pulled the top of her dress down without a word. Her small firm breasts spilled free. Her nipples stood tight and dark.

She cupped the back of Ryan's head. His arms remained strapped high, but she guided his mouth to her left breast anyway.

"Suck."

Ryan latched on at once. His lips closed around her nipple. He sucked with deep pulls that made her moan softly. The vibration traveled straight to her pussy.

Nadia returned to the razor. She applied more cream to the sides of his pubic mound. The blade scraped again. More hair disappeared. His skin turned pale and smooth under her precise strokes.

The wet sounds of his sucking mixed with the razor's scrape. Nadia rocked her hips slowly. Her free hand slid under her dress. Two fingers found her soaked folds.

She circled her swollen clit while she shaved him. Her breathing grew heavier. The power of making this once-cocky man smooth and exposed fed her pleasure.

Ryan kept nursing at her breast. His tongue swirled around her hardened nipple. The position stretched his neck painfully, but he did not stop. His smooth body trembled in the chair.

Nadia shaved lower now. She coated the base of his cock with cream. The razor touched the root of his shaft. One careful stroke removed the hair there.

His cock jumped at the contact. Ryan groaned around her nipple. The sensation of the blade on his cock made his balls ache with need.

"Such a good boy." She wiped the blade again. "Letting me make you completely smooth."

She worked down the left side of his shaft next. The razor glided with perfect control. Tiny hairs vanished. The skin underneath looked pink and hypersensitive.

Nadia's fingers pumped inside her pussy now. Wet sounds filled the private room. Her thighs shook. She pressed her breast deeper into Ryan's mouth.

The orgasm built fast. Her pussy clenched around her fingers. She kept shaving even as the climax approached. The blade moved to the right side of his cock.

Ryan sucked harder. His lips tugged desperately at her nipple. The dual sensations overwhelmed him. Blade on his cock. Her breast in his mouth. Total surrender.

Nadia gasped. The climax crashed through her. Her pussy spasmed hard around her fingers. Wetness flooded her hand and trickled down her wrist. She rode the waves without rushing, her slender body trembling against him.

A low moan escaped her lips. Her cheeks flushed with satisfaction. When the orgasm faded she pulled her hand free and wiped it on a towel.

"You made me cum while I shaved your cock." Her voice remained calm. "Your submission tastes so good."

She set the razor down for a moment. Ryan's mouth stayed latched to her breast. He sucked slower now, almost reverent. His own cock stood completely exposed and coated in cream at the base.

Nadia picked up the razor again. The most delicate part remained. She coated his scrotum with fresh cream. The skin there looked tight and vulnerable.

"Spread your legs wider for me."

The chair mechanism whirred as she adjusted it. Ryan's thighs parted further. His balls hung heavy in the cool air. The cream felt icy against them.

She pulled the skin taut with her free hand. The razor made its first careful pass over his scrotum. Ryan whimpered around her nipple. The scrape felt electric.

Every tiny hair disappeared. Nadia worked with extreme precision. She stretched the skin in different directions. The blade glided over the wrinkled surface again and again.

His cock leaked constantly now. A steady stream of pre-cum ran down the smooth shaft and pooled at the base. The head glistened under the salon lights.

Shame flooded Ryan's system. He could see his reflection in the mirror across the room. Arms locked high. Body smooth from neck to ankles. Cock and balls covered in cream and being methodically stripped bare.

The cocky personal trainer was gone. In his place sat a trembling man with a leaking erection. His body proved her control with every pulse of his cock.

Nadia wiped the razor frequently. She coated his balls again with cream and continued. The final strokes left his scrotum completely smooth. Pale and tight and hypersensitive.

She moved back to his pubic mound for any missed spots. The razor found them all. Soon his entire groin matched the rest of his body. No hair remained from his lower belly to his ass.

Only smooth skin. Only exposure.

Nadia set the razor aside at last. She wiped his entire intimate area with a warm cloth. The touch made Ryan jerk in the straps. His cock strained upward, harder than ever.

She pumped oil into both hands. The scent filled the room again. Her palms rubbed together to warm it. Then she massaged the oil into his smooth pubic mound.

Her fingers worked slowly. Sensually. They traced every new inch of bare skin. Ryan moaned loudly around her breast. The oil made his groin glisten like the rest of him.

She oiled his shaft next. Her slick hand stroked him from base to tip. Not fast enough to finish him. Just enough to torment.

His hips tried to thrust. The straps held him firm. Pre-cum flowed over her fingers. She smeared it back down his smooth cock.

"Look at you." Nadia finally pulled her breast from his mouth. A wet pop echoed. "Completely smooth everywhere now."

Ryan's lips looked swollen. His eyes were glassy with need. His cock and balls shone with oil. The erection strained painfully. The head leaked a fresh bead that dripped onto his smooth balls.

Nadia wrapped her hand around him fully. She stroked with long, slow pulls. Her thumb circled the sensitive head on every upstroke.

Ryan gasped. The pleasure built fast. His balls drew up tight. His smooth thighs trembled.

She brought him right to the edge. His cock swelled thicker in her fist. The first spasms started deep in his groin.

Then she stopped.

Her hand left him completely. Ryan whimpered. The denial hurt worse than anything. His smooth cock bobbed in the air, desperate and denied.

Nadia wiped her hands on a fresh towel. Her dress still hung open at the top. Her nipples remained hard. The damp spot between her legs had grown even darker.

She looked at his reflection with him. The mirror showed everything. His oiled body gleamed under the lights. No hair anywhere. His cock stood out obscenely smooth and hard.

The shame hit him like a wave. His face burned. His chest tightened. Yet his erection refused to soften. It proved her point with every throb.

"Your pubic region, cock, and balls belong to me now." Nadia spoke with quiet certainty. "Keep them exactly like this. Smooth. Leaking. Ready for whatever I decide next."

Ryan nodded weakly. His voice came out hoarse and broken.

"Yes. They belong to you."

The words cost him the last piece of his old self. Shame flooded his system completely. His smooth cock strained and leaked in agreement.

Nadia adjusted the straps one final time. She did not release him. He remained displayed in the chair. Arms high. Legs spread. Entire body hairless and oiled from neck to ankles.

She stepped back to admire her work. Her pussy still pulsed from her earlier orgasm. The sight of him like this made fresh heat pool between her legs.

Ryan closed his eyes. The trembling would not stop. His smooth balls felt cool and exposed. His cock ached with unspent need.

The private salon room felt hotter than ever. The air itself stroked his new skin. Every breath reminded him of what she had taken.

Nadia wrote in her notebook. Her handwriting stayed neat and precise. She noted the exact state of his groin. The way his cock continued to leak. The depth of his surrender.

She already planned tomorrow's after-hours session. The full treatment had only begun. Deeper control waited just beyond this moment.

Ryan remained strapped and exposed. His smooth pubic area gleamed under the lights. His erection showed no sign of softening.

Shame and craving twisted together inside him. The betrayal loop held him tighter than the straps ever could.

There would be no hiding anymore.

Nadia crossed her arms and watched him. Her calm gaze never wavered. She looked satisfied. Triumphant. Completely in control of the man she had stripped bare.

The intimate terrain now belonged to her entirely.

And Ryan's body had already accepted it.


Chapter 8: Final Contours

Nadia circled the chair once. Her bare breasts swayed with each step. The dark wet patch on her dress had soaked through completely.

Ryan hung in the straps. Arms locked high behind his head. His smooth oiled body gleamed under the lights from neck to ankles.

Only tiny patches remained. Dark hairs still clung to his perineum. Inner thighs showed faint stubble. His buttocks held a few stubborn patches near the cleft.

His cock stood rigid. Purple and leaking. The head glistened with steady pre-cum.

Nadia reached behind her station. She lifted a thick metal cock ring. The steel caught the light.

"This comes first." Her voice stayed soft and certain. "Your cock needs to learn restraint before the final passes."

She coated the ring with oil. Her slender fingers slid it down his throbbing shaft. The metal settled tight at the base of his smooth cock and balls.

Ryan gasped. The pressure squeezed him immediately. His erection swelled harder against the ring. Fresh pre-cum bubbled from the slit and rolled down the oiled shaft.

The ring trapped the blood. His cock turned deeper purple. The veins stood out thick and pulsing.

Nadia adjusted the chair controls. The mechanism hummed. His hips tilted upward and forward while his arms stayed locked high.

His buttocks parted slightly. The position exposed the last hidden areas. Perineum. Inner thighs. The smooth curve of his ass.

"Perfect." She ran one finger along his oiled inner thigh. The touch made his trapped cock jerk hard.

Ryan's stomach twisted. He had walked into this salon as a cocky trainer. Women used to trace those same thighs with hungry eyes. Now the hair was gone and a metal ring owned his cock.

His body betrayed him again. The shame made him leak faster. The ring kept him painfully hard.

Nadia pumped fresh cream into her palm. She spread it over his perineum in slow circles. The cold foam made his tight hole twitch.

"Stay very still." She picked up the straight razor. The blade looked sharp and steady in her hand.

The first stroke glided across the sensitive skin between his balls and ass. Dark hairs disappeared. Pale skin emerged smooth and pink.

Ryan moaned low. The scrape felt too intimate. Every nerve ending screamed with fresh sensitivity.

Nadia wiped the blade on a towel. She made another pass. Then another. Her free hand rested on his smooth oiled thigh to steady him.

His cock throbbed violently in the ring. The metal dug in. Pre-cum dripped in a constant stream now, landing on his oiled lower belly.

Nadia's breathing changed. Her nipples hardened into tight points. She pressed her thighs together under the dress.

She pulled the top of her dress down further. Both breasts spilled completely free. The damp spot between her legs grew darker.

"Open your mouth." She cupped the back of his head despite the straps.

Ryan latched onto her right breast. His lips sealed around the hard nipple. He sucked deep and hungry while she continued shaving.

The position stretched his body tight. Arms high and useless. Mouth full of her breast. Cock ring squeezing him mercilessly.

Nadia shaved with precision. The razor scraped the last patches from his perineum. Each stroke revealed more smooth skin. She stretched the delicate area with careful fingers.

Her own pussy throbbed. Wetness coated her inner thighs. The sight of his smooth body yielding to her blade made her clit ache.

She switched to his inner thighs. Cream went on thick. The razor followed in long careful strokes. The final faint hairs vanished completely.

Ryan sucked harder. His tongue swirled around her nipple. The vibrations traveled straight to her core. She rocked her hips against the chair edge.

"Good boy." Her voice remained calm even as her breathing quickened. "Every inch belongs to me now."

The betrayal hit Ryan harder than before. His cock stayed rock hard in the steel ring. It proved her words with every desperate throb. The shame burned in his chest but his hips tried to push toward her anyway.

Nadia finished the inner thighs. She wiped the razor clean. Only his buttocks remained.

She adjusted the chair once more. The mechanism tilted him further forward. His ass lifted and spread wider in the restraints.

Her hands spread his cheeks gently. The last small patches of hair sat exposed in the cleft. She applied cream there with slow deliberate fingers.

The cold touch made Ryan whimper around her breast. His smooth balls drew up tight against the cock ring. Pre-cum flowed freely now, coating his shaft and the metal.

Nadia brought the razor to his ass. She shaved with extreme care. Long slow strokes removed every hair. The skin underneath turned pale and hypersensitive.

Each scrape sent sparks through his body. His hole clenched visibly. The cock ring kept him edged and aching without relief.

Nadia's free hand slid under her dress. Two fingers pushed into her soaked pussy. She pumped them slowly while she shaved his ass completely bare.

Wet sounds filled the room. Her fingers moved in and out. Her breast pressed firmer into Ryan's mouth.

She moaned softly. The climax built fast. Her thighs began to shake.

Ryan kept sucking desperately. His lips tugged at her nipple with every stroke of the razor on his ass. The shame of being shaved there made his trapped cock pulse painfully.

Nadia's fingers moved faster. Her pussy clenched hard around them. The orgasm crashed through her without warning.

Her body trembled. A low gasp escaped her lips. Wetness flooded her hand and ran down her wrist in clear streams. She rode the pleasure while keeping the razor perfectly steady on his final patch.

When the waves faded she pulled her fingers free. She wiped them on a fresh towel. Her cheeks glowed with satisfaction.

"You made me cum while I shaved your ass." She spoke with quiet triumph. "Your body truly knows its owner."

She set the razor down. Ryan's mouth stayed latched to her breast. He sucked slower now, almost worshipful. His entire body from neck to ankles gleamed completely smooth.

Nadia pumped oil into both hands. The scent bloomed rich and warm. She rubbed her palms together then spread the oil over his freshly shaved perineum.

Her fingers traced every new inch. They circled his tight hole teasingly. Ryan moaned loudly around her nipple.

She oiled his inner thighs next. Long sensual strokes made the skin glisten brighter. His cock strained harder in the ring from the hypersensitive touch.

Finally she focused on his buttocks. She spread his cheeks wide. The oil dripped down into his cleft. Her fingers massaged it in deep.

One fingertip circled his hole. She pressed lightly. Ryan's whole body jerked in the straps.

"This is the finishing treatment." Nadia reached for a small black plug from her station. It was smooth and tapered with a wide base.

She coated it generously with oil. The plug caught the light as she brought it to his ass.

"Relax for me."

The tip pressed against his smooth hole. She pushed slowly. The first inch slid inside. Ryan gasped around her breast.

She worked it deeper. Inch by inch. The plug stretched him open. His cock ringed erection throbbed wildly as the toy rubbed against his prostate.

Nadia twisted it gently. The full length sank inside. His hole closed around the narrow neck. The wide base sat flush against his smooth ass.

Ryan's body shook. The pressure on his prostate made pre-cum shoot from his cock in thick ropes. It splattered his oiled belly without him cumming.

The fullness overwhelmed him. Every small movement shifted the plug. It pressed his prostate relentlessly.

Nadia stepped back to admire her work. His body gleamed completely smooth from neck to ankles. The cock ring kept him painfully hard. The black plug base nestled between his oiled buttocks.

She finally pulled her breast from his mouth. A wet pop echoed in the quiet room. His lips looked swollen and red.

"Look at yourself." She turned the mirror toward him.

Ryan saw everything. The once arrogant trainer was gone. Smooth skin everywhere. Cock trapped and leaking. Plug buried deep in his ass. Arms still locked high in surrender.

His mind reeled. The shame sat heavy in his gut. Yet his trapped cock kept pulsing. His hole clenched around the plug with involuntary need.

Nadia ran one finger along the base of the plug. She pushed it slightly deeper. Ryan whimpered.

"You will wear the ring and the plug until tomorrow's after-hours session." Her voice stayed calm and low. "Every smooth inch stays exactly like this."

Ryan nodded weakly. His voice came out broken.

"Yes, Nadia."

The admission sent fresh shame through him. His prostate throbbed against the plug. More pre-cum leaked down his smooth shaft.

Nadia wrote in her notebook. Her notes were precise. She recorded the exact placement of the ring. The depth of the plug. The complete smoothness of his body.

She crossed her legs and watched him. Her own pussy still pulsed with aftershocks. The sight of him fully transformed made fresh wetness gather between her thighs.

Ryan trembled in the chair. The plug shifted with every small movement. His smooth skin felt electric in the cool air. His cock ached in its steel prison.

He had nothing left to hide. No hair. No pride. Only smooth exposed skin and desperate need.

Nadia smiled with quiet satisfaction. She did not release the straps yet. He remained displayed perfectly.

"Tomorrow we begin the deeper work." She traced one finger down his oiled chest. "This was only the final contours."

Ryan's hole clenched around the plug again. The pressure made his cock jump in the ring. The betrayal loop held him completely now.

His old life felt like a distant dream. The cocky personal trainer who mocked softness had been erased stroke by stroke.

In his place sat a smooth, plugged, ringed man who craved her next command.

Nadia stood and straightened her dress slightly. The damp spot remained obvious. She gathered fresh towels but left him exactly as he was.

The private salon room felt thick with heat and surrender. The plug kept constant pressure on his prostate. His smooth body tingled everywhere.

He would stay like this until she decided otherwise.

There was no going back from the full treatment.

Nadia leaned close to his ear. Her breath brushed his skin.

"You look so much better this way. Completely mine."

The words sank deep. Ryan's trapped cock gave one final desperate throb. The plug shifted again. Fresh pre-cum dripped steadily onto the chair.

She stepped back to her station and began cleaning her tools with unhurried movements. Her eyes never left his transformed body.

Ryan hung there in the straps. Smooth. Owned. Filled. The metal ring and black plug marked him as hers now.

Tomorrow waited with deeper control. He both feared it and needed it more than his next breath.

The chair held him perfectly exposed. His smooth ass clenched around the plug with every heartbeat. The cock ring kept him hard and leaking.

Nadia glanced at the clock. The salon had been closed for hours. She still did not release him.

Instead she picked up the oil bottle once more. One final application across his buttocks made the skin shine even brighter.

The plug base glistened with oil. Ryan felt every tiny movement deep inside.

His submission felt total now. The last patches of hair were gone. The last pieces of his old armor had been stripped away.

Nadia wrote one final note in her book. She closed it with a soft click.

"Rest in this position a while longer." Her voice wrapped around him like silk. "Let the plug settle while you feel how smooth you are for me."

Ryan closed his eyes. The trembling would not stop. His smooth skin cooled in the air. His prostate throbbed steadily against the toy.

The full treatment had claimed its final contours.

And his body had accepted every single inch of it.


Chapter 9: The Body's Confession

Nadia set her notebook down with a soft click.

She stepped close to the chair again. Her eyes moved over Ryan's completely smooth body like she was reading a map she had drawn herself.

The metal cock ring still bit tight at the base of his cock and balls. The black plug sat flush between his oiled ass cheeks. His wrists remained locked high behind the headrest. His thighs stayed spread wide by the tilted chair.

Ryan breathed fast through his nose. Every inch of his skin felt raw and alive. The oil made him glisten under the salon lights. His cock throbbed deep purple and leaked steadily onto his lower belly.

Nadia picked up the oil bottle. She poured more into her palm. The rich scent filled the room once more.

"Time for inspection." Her voice stayed low and calm. "I need to check every new inch."

She started at his shoulders. Her slick hands glided down his arms in long strokes. The smooth skin drank in the oil. Ryan shuddered hard. The straps held his arms useless above his head.

Her fingers traced the shaved pits. No stubble remained. Only hypersensitive flesh that twitched under her touch.

"Completely bare here." She pressed her thumbs along the muscle. "No more hiding anything."

Ryan's cock jumped in the ring. Fresh pre-cum oozed from the slit and rolled down his shaft. The shame hit him fast. His body answered her words with another thick drop.

Nadia noticed. A faint smile touched her lips. She moved to his chest next.

Her palms circled his pecs. The oil made his skin shine brighter. She brushed over his nipples with her thumbs. They stiffened instantly into tight pink points.

Ryan gasped. The sensation shot straight to his trapped cock. He had never felt this exposed. Every nerve ending screamed with new sensitivity.

She pinched one nipple lightly. Then the other. His back arched as much as the restraints allowed. A low moan escaped his throat.

"Your nipples betray you too." Nadia rolled them between her fingers. "They get so hard for me."

She leaned down. Her mouth closed over his left nipple. She sucked gently while her hand continued massaging the right side of his chest. The wet heat of her tongue made his smooth skin prickle.

Ryan's hips tried to buck. The chair mechanism kept him perfectly displayed. His plugged ass clenched around the black toy. The pressure on his prostate made more pre-cum leak in a steady stream.

Nadia straightened up. Her cheeks looked flushed. The damp spot on her black dress had grown darker. She poured more oil and moved lower.

Her hands worked his oiled belly in slow circles. The skin there felt impossibly smooth. She traced the lines of his abs that now stood out even more without hair.

"Look at this." She ran one finger down the center of his lower belly. "All the way to the base of your cock. Not a single hair left."

Ryan stared at the ceiling. His face burned hot. The cocky trainer who used to flex in gym mirrors had disappeared. In his place sat a smooth, leaking man strapped open for her inspection.

Nadia's hand brushed the side of his throbbing cock. She did not stroke it yet. She only teased the smooth skin where his pubic hair used to grow. The touch felt electric.

His balls looked tight and shiny inside the steel ring. She cupped them gently. The weight of them filled her palm. Ryan whimpered.

"These belong to me now." She rolled them carefully. "So smooth. So full. And this ring keeps them exactly where I want them."

She squeezed just enough to make him feel the pressure. His cock swelled thicker against the metal. The veins stood out like ropes. Pre-cum dripped faster onto his oiled skin.

Nadia wiped her hands on a fresh towel. She walked around the chair and stood behind him. Her fingers found the back of his neck first. She massaged downward along his shoulders and upper back where she could reach.

The straps limited her access but she used it. Every touch reminded him he could not move. He could only receive.

She returned to his front. Her hands slid down his smooth thighs next. Long strokes from knee to groin. The inner thighs received special attention. She spread them even wider with her palms.

Ryan's breathing turned ragged. The skin there felt brand new. Her fingers came within inches of his leaking cock but never touched it. The denial already hurt.

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

Nadia paused. She looked up at his face. Her eyes held that same quiet intensity.

"Not yet." She poured more oil directly onto his left thigh. "I have not finished inspecting everything."

She massaged the oil into his calves. Then his ankles. Even his feet received slow attention. Her thumbs pressed into his arches until his toes curled.

Every new touch built the fire under his skin. The plug shifted slightly with his smallest movements. It kept constant pressure on his prostate. His cock ached in its steel prison.

Nadia stepped back. She studied him for a long moment. Her own thighs pressed together under the dress. The sight of his oiled, hairless body made her pussy throb.

She reached under her dress. Her fingers slid through her wet folds. A soft exhale left her lips. Ryan watched her touch herself. His mouth went dry.

"You make me so wet." She circled her clit slowly. "Seeing you like this. Completely smooth. Plugged. Ringed. Desperate."

Her words hit him like strokes. His cock twitched hard. More pre-cum leaked out and joined the mess on his belly. The betrayal loop tightened again. Shame fed his arousal. Arousal proved her power.

Nadia removed her hand. She wiped her fingers on his chest, leaving a faint trace of her scent on his skin. Then she finally wrapped her slick hand around his throbbing cock.

The first stroke was slow. Deliberate. Her thumb smeared the leaking pre-cum over the swollen head.

Ryan moaned loudly. His smooth balls tried to draw up but the ring held them tight. Pleasure raced up his spine.

She stroked him with perfect control. Five long pulls. Then she stopped completely. His cock bobbed in the air, angry and denied.

"No." The word came out broken.

"Yes." Nadia smiled calmly. "This is the body's confession. You do not cum until I allow it."

She poured more oil directly onto his cock. The cool liquid made him jerk. She rubbed it in with both hands now. One stroked the shaft while the other massaged his tight balls around the ring.

The dual sensation overwhelmed him. His prostate throbbed against the plug. His smooth skin drank in every touch. He felt like one giant exposed nerve.

Nadia brought him to the edge again. His cock swelled in her fist. His thighs trembled. The first deep contractions started in his groin.

She stopped.

Ryan cried out. His hips strained uselessly against the chair. Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes.

She repeated the process. Stroke. Tease. Stop. Each time she pushed him closer. Each time she pulled back at the exact moment before release.

His breathing came in short gasps. Sweat mixed with the oil on his smooth chest. The plug felt bigger inside him. Every denial made his hole clench around it harder.

Nadia leaned close. She pulled the top of her dress down again. Her firm breasts spilled free. The nipples stood tight and dark.

"Suck while I edge you." She guided his head forward as much as the straps allowed. "Show me how grateful you are."

Ryan latched onto her right breast. He sucked with desperate pulls. His tongue swirled around the hard nipple. The taste of her skin filled his mouth.

Nadia moaned softly. She stroked his cock faster now. Her hand twisted on every upstroke. The wet sounds of skin on skin filled the private room.

Her own arousal grew. She rocked her hips against the edge of the chair. Wetness coated her inner thighs. The power of controlling his pleasure made her pussy clench rhythmically.

Ryan nursed harder. His lips tugged at her nipple while she brought him right to the brink again. His cock pulsed in her fist. The head turned an even deeper purple.

She stopped once more.

Tears spilled from Ryan's eyes. They ran down his smooth cheeks. The frustration felt unbearable. His body screamed for release that she refused to give.

Nadia pulled her breast from his mouth with a wet pop. She wiped the tears from his face with her thumb. Then she tasted them.

"These tears are beautiful." Her voice remained soft and certain. "They tell me everything your pride still tries to hide."

She stroked him again. Slower this time. Torturously slow. Her fingers traced every vein along his smooth shaft. She circled the sensitive head with her palm.

Ryan sobbed quietly. The sounds came out broken and needy. His smooth body trembled in the restraints. The oil made every shift of his skin feel like another caress.

Nadia's breathing grew heavier. She slipped two fingers into her own pussy while she edged him. The wet sounds mixed with his desperate whimpers.

Her fingers pumped in time with her strokes on his cock. She brought herself close while keeping him on the edge. Her thighs shook.

The orgasm hit her first. She gasped sharply. Her pussy spasmed around her fingers. Clear wetness ran down her wrist and dripped onto the floor. She kept her hand moving on his cock the entire time.

When her climax faded she pulled her hand free. She smeared her wetness across his smooth chest like a mark of ownership.

Ryan's tears kept falling. His cock looked painful now. The ring kept him trapped at maximum hardness. Pre-cum flowed almost constantly from the slit.

Nadia finally released his cock completely. It bobbed angrily in the air. The denial felt like fire in his balls.

She stepped back and looked at him. Her eyes moved from his tear-streaked face down to his leaking cock and plugged ass. Satisfaction glowed in her expression.

"Your body confesses everything now." She spoke with quiet triumph. "It leaks. It trembles. It cries for me."

Ryan could only nod weakly. His voice had deserted him. The smooth skin felt hypersensitive in the cool air of the salon. Every breath made the oil shift across his body.

Nadia adjusted the chair slightly. The tilt pushed his hips even more forward. The plug pressed deeper against his prostate. He whimpered at the new angle.

She gathered fresh towels but did not clean him. She wanted him to stay like this. Oiled. Leaking. Denied.

"Tomorrow's after-hours session will be much longer." She traced one finger along his inner thigh. "I will take even more from you then."

Ryan's tears continued to fall. The frustration mixed with deep craving inside his chest. His smooth cock gave one final hopeless throb in the ring.

Nadia straightened her dress. The damp spot between her legs remained obvious. She picked up her notebook again and wrote a single line.

She closed it with a soft snap.

Ryan hung in the restraints. His oiled skin glistened. His plugged ass clenched rhythmically. Tears of frustrated need still shone in his eyes.

The body's confession was complete.

And Nadia had heard every single word of it.


Chapter 10: Begging for the Next Appointment

Nadia stood before the chair and held up the black silk blindfold. Ryan's eyes locked on it immediately. His chest rose and fell faster under the glossy oil that still coated every smooth inch from neck to ankles.

"You have seen enough of your new self for now." She leaned in. The fabric slid over his eyes and tied tight behind his headrest. Darkness swallowed him completely.

His other senses sharpened at once. The scent of the oil mixed with her arousal hung thick in the air. The plug pressed heavier against his prostate in the tilted position. His cock strained painfully in the metal ring.

Nadia ran one finger down the center of his oiled chest. The touch felt hotter without sight. Ryan shivered hard in the straps.

"Perfect." Her voice stayed low and steady. "Now the final balm. This will sink into every new inch of smooth skin and lock it in for me."

She uncapped a small jar. The balm smelled richer than the oil, almost sweet. Cool at first, it warmed quickly as she scooped it onto her palms.

Her hands started at his shoulders. She massaged the balm in slow circles. The thick cream coated his shaved pits and made the skin tingle. Ryan's breath hitched.

Every muscle in his arms twitched under the restraints. The wrist straps held firm. He could not lower them no matter how much the need built.

Nadia worked lower. Her fingers traced his pecs and rubbed the balm over his stiff nipples. They tightened even more under the attention. A soft groan left his throat.

"These stay sensitive now." She pinched one lightly. "No hair to hide behind. Just smooth skin that belongs to my hands."

Ryan's cock jerked in the ring. Fresh pre-cum leaked out and slid down his shaft onto his belly. The shame of his constant hardness hit him again. His body answered her touch whether he wanted it or not.

She continued across his belly. The balm spread in long strokes. It highlighted every ridge of his abs that now stood out sharper without any hair. Her touch stayed unhurried.

The plug shifted as his hips tried to move. The pressure on his prostate grew. It sent sparks up his trapped cock. He bit his lip to hold back another sound.

Nadia's dress rustled. She pressed her thighs together. The damp spot between her legs had grown wetter. Her own breathing carried a new edge.

She poured more balm onto her palms. The wet sound made Ryan's stomach tighten. Her hands reached his smooth thighs next.

Long strokes from knee to groin. She avoided his cock on purpose. The denial clawed at him. His balls ached inside the steel ring.

"Please." The word slipped out broken.

"Not yet." Nadia kept her voice calm. "I decide when you get more."

She massaged the balm into his inner thighs. The skin there felt brand new and electric. Her fingers came close enough that he felt their heat but never touched his leaking cock.

Ryan's head rolled against the headrest. The blindfold blocked everything. He could only feel her hands claiming him inch by inch. The plug kept rubbing his prostate with every small shift.

Nadia moved to his calves and feet. She worked the balm between his toes. Even there the skin felt hypersensitive. His body trembled harder in the chair.

When she finished his legs she stepped back. Ryan heard her open the jar again. She returned to his chest and added another layer over his nipples.

The balm warmed deeper this time. It made his skin feel tight and owned. His cock throbbed visibly. The purple head glistened with constant leaks.

Nadia's hand finally closed around his shaft. She stroked once. Twice. Slow and perfect.

Ryan gasped. Pleasure shot up his spine. His smooth balls tried to pull up but the ring stopped them. The edge rushed toward him fast.

She stopped.

His hips strained against the chair. A desperate whine escaped him. Tears soaked the blindfold at the corners.

"Good." Nadia sounded pleased. "That is exactly where I want you. On the brink."

She stroked him again. Her grip tightened at the base then slid up with the balm making everything slick. Five perfect strokes. Then nothing.

Ryan sobbed quietly. The emotional collapse pressed in from all sides. His old swagger felt like a joke now. This smooth, plugged, ringed man was all that remained.

Nadia pulled the top of her dress down. Her breasts spilled free. She guided his head forward as much as the straps allowed and pressed her right nipple to his lips.

"Suck while I finish the balm on your ass."

Ryan latched on immediately. He sucked with deep pulls. The taste of her skin grounded him even in darkness. His tongue circled the hard nipple.

Nadia reached behind him. Her fingers found the base of the plug and twisted it slowly. The movement rubbed his prostate directly. Pleasure spiked hard.

She coated her other hand with more balm and spread his cheeks. The cool cream met his freshly shaved skin around the plug. She massaged it in careful circles.

Ryan moaned around her breast. The dual sensation overwhelmed him. Mouth full of her. Ass full of plug and her fingers. Cock trapped and edged.

Her breathing grew heavier. She rocked against the chair edge. The wet sounds of her pussy filled the room as she pressed her thighs tight.

"You are doing so well." Her praise landed soft but devastating. "Sucking my breast like you need it to breathe. Your smooth body takes everything I give it."

She stroked his cock again. Faster this time. The balm made wet noises with every slide of her fist. Ryan's thighs shook.

The edge built faster. His prostate throbbed against the plug. His balls felt heavy and full inside the ring. The first contractions started deep in his groin.

Nadia stopped her hand completely. She pulled her breast from his mouth with a wet pop.

"No." Ryan's voice cracked. Tears flowed freely under the blindfold. "Please. I need it."

"You need what I decide." She wiped his tears with her thumb then tasted them. "And right now you need to listen."

She stepped away for a moment. Ryan heard her notebook open. The pen scratched across paper.

"The lawyer comes every Tuesday." Her tone stayed conversational. "He used to be arrogant like you. Big firm partner. Thick beard. Thought he was untouchable."

She closed the notebook with a soft click. "Now he arrives on time every week. Smooth from neck to ankles. He kneels in the waiting area before his appointment and thanks me for taking his pride."

Ryan's cock gave a helpless throb. The image burned into his mind. The plug felt even fuller.

Nadia returned to him. She adjusted the chair slightly. The tilt changed and pressed the plug deeper. He whimpered.

"I want you here every week too." She traced one finger around the base of the plug. "Weekly full treatments. The complete grooming. The ring stays on longer each time. The plug gets bigger."

Ryan swallowed hard. His smooth skin tingled everywhere the balm had soaked in. The darkness made every word feel heavier.

"Say it." Nadia's voice remained calm. "Tell me you will come every Tuesday like the lawyer."

His pride tried one last time to resist. It crumbled quickly. The need won.

"I will come every Tuesday." His voice sounded raw. "Please. I need the next appointment."

Nadia rewarded him with three slow strokes on his cock. The pleasure made his head spin. She stopped again before he could tip over.

"More." She pressed her breast back to his mouth. "Beg properly while you suck."

Ryan nursed desperately. He tugged at her nipple with his lips and tongue. Between sucks he spoke the words she wanted.

"Please schedule me every week. I need this. I need to be smooth for you. I need the plug and the ring and your hands."

His words grew more broken. The blindfold kept him floating in sensation. The balm made his skin feel like it belonged to her completely. His cock leaked steadily onto his belly.

Nadia's hand worked between her own legs now. Wet sounds came fast and urgent. She moaned softly while he begged around her breast.

Her climax hit her hard. Her thighs shook. A low gasp escaped her. Wetness dripped down her wrist and onto his oiled thigh.

The scent of her pleasure filled his darkness. Ryan's own need spiked higher. He sucked harder, desperate to please her.

Nadia finally pulled away. She straightened her dress but left the damp spots visible. Her hands returned to his body with gentle touches.

The aftercare began. She massaged the balm deeper into his shoulders and chest. Her fingers moved softer now. Almost loving.

"You took everything so beautifully." Her praise wrapped around him. "Look at this smooth skin. Not a single hair left to hide behind. Your body confessed completely."

Ryan trembled under her care. The emotional collapse sat right at the surface. Tears kept coming but they felt different now. They felt like surrender.

Nadia released the wrist straps first. His arms ached as they lowered. She rubbed his shoulders gently and worked the circulation back.

She adjusted the chair until it sat upright. The plug still stayed deep inside him. His cock remained trapped and aching in the ring.

"Stand for me." She helped him up on shaky legs. The blindfold stayed on.

Ryan stood naked and smooth in the center of the room. Balm and oil made his skin gleam. The plug shifted with every small movement and kept his prostate stimulated.

Nadia brought his black shirt first. She slid it over his arms but did not button it. The fabric felt strange against his hairless chest. Too loose. Too exposing in a new way.

Next came his jeans. She pulled them up his smooth legs slowly. No briefs. The rough denim rubbed his oiled thighs and made his cock strain against the open fly.

She left the fly undone. His ringed cock stood out obscenely from the opening. Pre-cum dripped onto the dark fabric.

"Look at you." She ran her hands down his sides. "Dressed but still completely mine underneath."

Ryan swayed on his feet. The blindfold kept him off balance. The plug felt huge now that he stood. His ass clenched around it constantly.

Nadia finally reached behind him. Her fingers gripped the base of the plug.

"This comes out now." She twisted it gently. "But only because I choose. Breathe out."

The plug slid slowly from his smooth hole. Ryan moaned loudly as the widest part stretched him one last time. His prostate throbbed hard with the removal.

Empty now, his ass felt strangely hollow. The cool air touched his freshly shaved skin. He missed the fullness immediately.

Nadia set the plug aside. She removed the blindfold last.

Light flooded back. Ryan blinked at her. Nadia stood close, calm and elegant in her black dress. The damp spots showed exactly how much she had enjoyed breaking him down.

His cock still jutted from his open jeans. The metal ring kept him painfully hard. Smooth skin showed everywhere the clothes did not cover.

Nadia cupped his smooth cheek. Her thumb brushed away the last tears.

"Next Tuesday at seven." She spoke with quiet certainty. "You will arrive early. You will wait in the private room exactly as I instruct. The lawyer will be here too. He can watch your first weekly treatment if you please me."

Ryan's knees weakened. The thought should have horrified him. Instead his cock throbbed harder. Fresh pre-cum beaded at the tip.

"Please." His voice came out hoarse but certain. "I need the next appointment. I need all of them. Please keep grooming me."

Nadia smiled with deep satisfaction. She finally buttoned his shirt but left the top three open. The smooth skin at his throat and chest stayed visible.

"Such a good boy." She pressed a soft kiss to his forehead. "Your body already knew. Now your mind does too."

She walked him to the door of the private salon room. His legs felt unsteady in the loose jeans. Every step reminded him how smooth he was underneath. How empty his ass felt without the plug. How trapped his cock remained in the ring.

Nadia stopped him before opening the door. She slipped a small card into his shirt pocket.

"My personal number. Text me when you get home and tell me how the balm feels on your skin. Tell me how much you miss the plug already."

Ryan nodded. The emotional bond felt iron tight now. He had walked in as a cocky trainer with a thick beard and arrogance to match. He left smooth, edged, and begging for more.

"Thank you." The words came easily now. "For the full treatment."

Nadia opened the door. The salon lights in the main area looked too bright. She guided him out with one hand at the small of his back.

"Every Tuesday." She repeated it like a promise. "Until you no longer remember who you were before this chair."

Ryan stepped out into the night air. His smooth skin tingled under his clothes. The metal ring bit into him with every movement. His ass clenched on nothing and missed her control already.

He turned back once. Nadia stood in the doorway watching him. Calm. Unhurried. Completely in charge.

"I will be here." His voice carried across the empty parking lot. "I promise."

She simply nodded. The door closed behind her with a soft click.

Ryan stood alone under the streetlight. His body felt transformed and owned. The balm continued to warm his skin. His cock stayed hard in the ring inside his jeans.

The drive home would be long. The week until Tuesday would be longer.

But he already knew he would count every hour.

His smooth fingers touched the card in his pocket. The need sat deep in his chest now. Not just for release. For her. For the chair. For the next level of the full treatment.

He got into his car and started the engine. The leather seat felt cool against his oiled ass through the denim.

Ryan whispered the words again to himself in the dark.

"Please. I need the next appointment."

The engine purred. He drove into the night completely changed. The cocky trainer was gone. Only Nadia's smooth, desperate creation remained.

And he would return every Tuesday just like the lawyer.

Begging for more.
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