
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her Training Ground

A Dark Femdom Romance of Discipline, Submission, and Total Female Control (The Obedience Program Book 1)


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.
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Chapter 1: The Consultation

Elliot sat, spine rigid, in the sterile waiting room of Kira’s facility. Silence clamped down, thick and suffocating. No hum of chatter, no clatter of life—just the faint whir of air conditioning and the restless rustle of his tailored suit as he shifted. He didn’t belong here. A litigation shark, fresh from a divorce that carved him hollow, now trapped in some court-ordered behavioral nonsense. Beneath him. A waste of his edge. His watch glared back—ten minutes late already. Jaw tight, he waited.

The room was barren. White walls. One black leather chair. A glass table, empty and cold. No distractions, no escape from the weight of his own thoughts. His fingers itched for his phone, but the sign forbade it. He sneered. Childish rules for a childish game.

A door clicked open. Heels struck marble. Sharp. Slow. Deliberate. Each step sliced the quiet, and Elliot’s back straightened before he could stop it. A reflex. Irritating.

Kira entered. Six feet of controlled power, heels adding a cruel edge. Black tailored trousers clung to long legs, silk blouse catching the sterile light with a subtle shimmer. Hair pulled tight, not a strand daring to stray. A thin file folder rested in her grip, her movements unhurried, as if time itself knelt for her. She filled the space, made it smaller. Made him smaller.

“Elliot.” Her voice, low and measured, wasn’t a greeting. It was a verdict.

He stood. Caught himself mid-motion, forced his shoulders down. “Ten minutes past. I’ve been waiting.”

Her eyes—dark, unblinking—locked on his. No flicker of apology, no rush. Just assessment. A gaze that stripped, layer by layer, before he could brace. It pressed him back, made his skin prickle. He hated it. Hated how it stirred something low, unbidden.

“Sit.” Her hand gestured to the chair, a precise movement, no excess.

Defiance flared. A beat of hesitation. Then he sat. Leather creaked, too loud in the suffocating hush. His hands gripped the armrests, betraying the calm he projected.

Kira didn’t sit. She stood, towering. Her height loomed, a physical weight that pressed the air thin. He shifted, discomfort crawling under his skin. Hated that he noticed. Hated the heat creeping up his neck.

“You’re here for the Obedience Program.” She opened the folder, eyes flicking to the page briefly before pinning him again. “Court-ordered. Six weeks. Non-negotiable.”

“I know.” His voice cut, sharp as a blade. The tone that shredded witnesses in court. “This is a formality. I don’t need fixing. I need to check the box and get out.”

Her expression didn’t shift. No irritation, no smirk. Just silence. It clawed at him, stretched until his nerves frayed. She watched. Waited. Let him squirm under that unrelenting gaze.

“You think it’s a box to check.” Her words dropped, slow, heavy. Each one a stone. “You’ll learn why the box exists.”

He scoffed. Opened his mouth to strike back. But her stare held him, words dying in his throat. His fingers tightened on the chair. Small. Exposed. He loathed it.

She stepped closer. Heels clicked, a steady metronome. Stopped just before him. Close. Too close. A hint of lavender—crisp, cold—hit him. Her height forced his head back to meet her eyes. His pulse kicked, traitorously.

“Intake starts now.” She set the folder on the glass table with a soft tap. “Answer honestly. Or don’t. I’ll know.”

Arms crossed. A shield. “Ask. Let’s end this farce.”

Her lips curved. Not a smile. Something sharper. Something that spiked his pulse again.

“When did someone last touch you?” Clinical. Detached. Like asking his blood type.

He blinked. Face stayed stone, but his grip on the chair dug deeper. “Irrelevant. Next.”

“It’s not.” Her head tilted, studying. “Answer.”

Eighteen months. Eighteen months since the divorce gutted him, since anyone breached the walls. He wouldn’t say it. Couldn’t. But her gaze pulled, relentless, fraying his edges.

“Doesn’t matter.” Voice tight. Barely holding.

“It matters because you’ve walled yourself off so tight, you’ve forgotten what’s inside.” She straightened, eyes never breaking. “You argue to win. Control to survive. But control isn’t power. It’s a cage.”

Breath hitched. He masked it with a brittle laugh. “You don’t know me. You’ve got a file. That’s not insight. That’s a guess.”

Silence. She let his words hang, let them rot under her stillness. Then spoke, voice low, unshaken.

“First, you haven’t been touched in over a year. Not from lack of want, but from fear of what happens when you let go.” A pause, words sinking like hooks. “Second, anger is your shield, but it’s why you’re here—your temper cost you in court, now it costs you time.”

Jaw locked. Fingers clawed leather. He wanted to tear into her, dismantle her like he did opponents. But she wasn’t done.

“Third, you’re reacting to me. Not with arguments. With your body.” Her gaze dropped briefly to his white-knuckled grip, then back. “Tense. Coiled. Yet you sit. You listen. That’s not defiance. That’s need.”

Heat burned his face. A flush, hot and unwanted, crawled up his neck. He shifted, desperate to dodge her stare, but it tracked him. Pinned him. His cock twitched, traitorously, a pulse of heat where it shouldn’t be. Shame stung, then deepened the ache. He cursed himself silently.

“You’re wrong.” Weak. Hollow. “I don’t need this. Or you.”

Kira stepped back. One step. A reprieve he didn’t deserve. She lifted the folder, flipped to a page. Her movements smooth, as if his pushback was nothing. Irrelevant.

“Hard limits.” Her tone stayed clinical, pen poised over paper. “State them.”

His defiance flared, grasping for ground. “Penetration. Pegging. Off the table. Completely. Non-negotiable.”

Her pen scratched briefly. No comment. Just that curve of her lips—not a smile, but something knowing. She continued as if he hadn’t spoken, flipping to the contract.

“You’ll sign.” She slid the paper across with a pen. “Six weeks. My facility. My rules. Non-compliance reports to the court.”

He stared at the contract. Mind raced for exits, for leverage. But her presence—her height, her calm, the way she’d carved him open with three truths—made his tactics feel frail. Brittle.

“And if I refuse?” Eyes on the paper. Not on her.

“You won’t.” Certainty, not arrogance. “Because you’re out of moves. And part of you—buried deep—wants to see what happens when you stop fighting.”

Hand hovered over the pen. Her words burrowed, hot under his skin. His body hummed, a current he couldn’t name, tied to her looming frame, her unyielding stare. Shame bit again, sharper, feeding the heat. He signed. Pen scratched, loud in the hush. Pushed the paper back, eyes averted.

Kira took it. Folded it neatly into the folder, fingers precise. Her gaze returned, heavier. A physical weight.

“Good.” One word. Calm. But it struck like a touch, warm and cutting. His chest tightened, a mix of anger and something deeper, something he refused to name. “Session one is Thursday at six. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He nodded. Involuntary. Small. Face burned as he stood, scrambling for control. She didn’t move. Just watched. Her height, her stillness—it shrank the room. Shrank him. His pulse thrummed, unchecked.

At the door, her voice stopped him. “Elliot.”

He turned. Braced for a final cut. Her expression was unreadable, eyes still locked.

“You did well. Most break during intake.” Even tone, but the praise sliced deep. Unexpected. Ruinous.

No response. Couldn’t. He left, heels clicking in his mind long after the door shut. The waiting room’s silence trailed him to the elevator. Hands shook as he adjusted his cuffs, trying to shed her words, her gaze. But they clung. Thursday at six. He wouldn’t be early. Wouldn’t be late.

He’d be there. And that terrified him most.


Chapter 2: Kneeling

Elliot stood in the training room, the silence thicker than the waiting room had been. The padded floor beneath his polished shoes gave slightly, a muted gray that swallowed sound. He adjusted his suit jacket, the tailored fabric suddenly too tight across his shoulders.

The room was sparse. A full-length mirror spanned one wall, reflecting his sharp features and the tension in his jaw. A single black chair sat in the center, empty for now, its leather gleaming under the soft overhead light.

He checked his watch. Six o’clock sharp. Not early, not late, just as she’d instructed. His pulse ticked faster than it should have, and he hated that he noticed.

The door opened behind him. The click of heels on the hard edge of the doorway cut through the quiet. Slow. Deliberate. Each step a command before a word was spoken.

Kira entered. She wore black again—tailored trousers, a silk blouse unbuttoned just enough to show the hollow of her throat. Her height loomed even from across the room, six feet of controlled power, heels adding an unnecessary edge.

She didn’t speak. She crossed to the chair, her movements unhurried, and sat. Legs crossed, hands resting lightly on the armrests, she looked at him. That gaze—dark, unblinking—pinned him where he stood.

“Take off your jacket.” Her voice was low, measured. Not a request. A certainty.

Elliot’s fingers hesitated at the buttons. He wanted to argue, to push back, but the weight of her stare pressed the defiance down. He shrugged the jacket off, folding it over his arm, feeling exposed even in his crisp white shirt.

“Place it on the floor. By the wall.” She gestured with a slight tilt of her head, her eyes never leaving his.

He moved. Placed the jacket down. The padded floor muted his steps, but his breathing sounded too loud in his ears. He straightened, waiting, unsure what came next but already feeling the shift in the air.

“Come here.” She pointed to a spot directly in front of her chair. Close. Too close.

He walked over. Each step felt heavier, the space between them shrinking until he stood just two feet from her. Her height, even seated, made him feel smaller. He hated that. Hated how it stirred something low in his gut.

“Kneel.” One word. Calm. Absolute.

His jaw tightened. Kneel? Here? Now? The word clawed at every instinct he’d built over years of standing tall, of dominating courtrooms, of never bending. But her gaze held him, and his body twitched with the need to obey before his mind caught up.

He didn’t move. Not yet. “Why?” The question came out sharp, a last grasp at control.

“Because I said so.” Her tone didn’t change. No irritation, no impatience. Just fact. “Kneel, Elliot.”

His knees bent before he could stop them. The padded floor pressed against his trousers, soft but unyielding, as he lowered himself. The position felt wrong, foreign, his spine stiff and his hands hovering awkwardly at his sides.

“Not like that.” Her voice cut through his thoughts. She leaned forward slightly, her eyes narrowing as she assessed him. “Knees apart. Wider. Spine straight. Hands on your thighs. Eyes down.”

He adjusted. Knees spread, the strain pulling at his inner thighs. Back rigid, shoulders squared despite the humiliation of the pose. Hands settled on his legs, fingers digging into the fabric. Eyes dropped to the floor, to the gray padding just in front of her polished heels.

“There.” She sat back, her voice softening just a fraction. “Your body found it before your mind did. That’s always how it works.”

His face burned. The words hit deep, peeling back a layer he’d kept buried. He wanted to argue, to stand, to walk out. But the pressure of his knees on the floor, the weight of her gaze above him—it rooted him in place.

“Hold it.” Her instruction was simple, but the weight behind it was immense. “Don’t move until I say.”

Time stretched. Minutes ticked by—five, maybe ten. His knees ached, the padding not as soft as it first seemed. His breathing grew louder, each inhale and exhale a confession of effort in the silent room.

He felt it at minute eleven. A twitch. Unwanted. Undeniable. His cock stirred beneath the tailored trousers, pressing against the fabric. Heat rose from his core, spreading up his chest, flushing his neck. He bit down on nothing, willing it away, but it wouldn’t stop.

She noticed. He knew she did. Her silence shifted, became heavier, more pointed. But she didn’t mention it. Didn’t need to. The weight of her attention was enough, pressing on the shame that fueled the arousal even more.

“Spine straighter.” Her voice broke the quiet, sharp and precise. No judgment, just correction.

He adjusted. Pulled his shoulders back, the movement shifting his weight on his knees. The ache deepened, but so did the heat. His cock throbbed now, hard and insistent, trapped against the seam of his pants. He hated it. Hated how his body betrayed him under her gaze.

“Good.” One word from her, and it hit like a touch. Warm. Sharp. Devastating. His breath caught, and the flush on his neck crept higher.

Fifteen minutes. Maybe more. The room was too quiet, his breathing too loud. The pressure in his knees turned to a dull burn, but he didn’t move. Couldn’t. Her presence above him, the sheer size of her even seated, made him feel small. Vulnerable. And that vulnerability fed the hardness between his legs.

“Eyes stay down.” Her voice again, a reminder. He hadn’t realized they’d drifted up, searching for her face in the reflection of her heels. He dropped them back to the floor, the shame of being caught twisting in his gut.

His hands twitched on his thighs. He wanted to shift, to ease the strain, to hide the bulge in his trousers. But he didn’t dare. Her silence was instruction enough—move, and she’d correct him. Speak, and she’d silence him. He stayed still, locked in the pose she’d crafted.

Twenty minutes. His mind raced, fighting the position, the arousal, the weight of her. But his body stayed. Obeyed. The betrayal loop spun tighter—shame at the erection, arousal from the shame, the hardness proving her point. He couldn’t escape it.

“Breathe slower.” Her voice was calm, but it carried command. “You’re fighting yourself. Stop.”

He tried. Inhaled deep, exhaled long. The rhythm steadied him, but it didn’t dull the heat. His cock pulsed, a traitor to every wall he’d built. Her gaze burned into the top of his head, even if he couldn’t see it. He felt it. Always felt it.

Twenty-five minutes. The ache in his knees was sharp now, a constant reminder of his position. Sweat beaded at the back of his neck, hidden under his collar. He wanted to wipe it away, to stand, to end this. But her presence held him down as much as her words.

“Almost there.” Her tone shifted, softer but no less firm. It wasn’t praise, not yet, but it was close. It made his chest tighten, made the heat in his core flare hotter.

Thirty minutes. He didn’t know how he knew—there was no clock, no signal. But the moment stretched, and then her voice came again, low and final.

“Stand.”

He moved slowly. Knees protesting, thighs trembling as he rose. He kept his eyes down, hands at his sides now, the bulge in his trousers painfully obvious. He didn’t look at her. Couldn’t. The shame was raw, the arousal sharper for it.

She stood too. Her height towered over him again, closer now than before. The click of her heels as she stepped forward was a hammer to his nerves. She stopped just in front of him, close enough that he caught the faint scent of lavender, crisp and controlled like her.

“Look at me.” Her command was quiet, but it pulled his gaze up before he could resist. Her eyes were dark, assessing, a faint flush on her cheeks that hadn’t been there before. Her breathing was steady, but deeper. She felt it too—the power, the control, the heat of his submission.

“You held position for thirty minutes.” Her voice was even, but the words carried weight. Praise, rare and cutting. “Next time, it’s forty-five. And next time, you won’t be wearing the suit.”

His breath hitched. The threat—or promise—landed hard, stirring the heat in his core even as his mind recoiled. He wanted to argue, to push back, but his body stood still, cock still hard, face still flushed under her gaze.

She stepped back, just one step, but it felt like a loss. Her eyes lingered on him, taking in every detail—the tension in his shoulders, the bulge he couldn’t hide, the way his hands twitched at his sides. Her lips curved, not a smile, just a hint of satisfaction.

“Go.” Her final word, simple and absolute. “Session two is tomorrow. Same time. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He nodded. Couldn’t help it. The movement was small, involuntary, and it burned him to make it. He turned, walking to where his jacket lay by the wall, each step stiff from the strain in his knees. He picked it up, shrugging it on, the fabric a weak shield against what had just happened.

Her gaze followed him to the door. He felt it on his back, heavy and unyielding, as he gripped the handle. He didn’t look at her as he left, couldn’t risk seeing that flush on her face again, or the way her eyes stripped him bare.

The hallway outside was silent, the same oppressive quiet as the waiting room. His knees still ached, a dull reminder of the thirty minutes he’d spent on them. His cock hadn’t softened, the arousal clinging to him like her gaze, shameful and undeniable.

He moved toward the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a flush on his neck and tension in every line of his body. He looked different. Felt different. Like she’d carved something out of him in that room.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone again with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed the session—knees on the floor, her voice in his ears, the heat of his own betrayal. Thirty minutes. Next time, forty-five. And no suit.

His stomach twisted. Anger, shame, arousal—all tangled together, pulling tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, the doors sliding shut. The quiet pressed in, but it couldn’t erase her words, her presence, the way his body had responded.

Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there. And the thought of what came next—what she’d strip away next—made his pulse race faster than he could control.

He leaned against the elevator wall, closing his eyes for a moment. The ache in his knees lingered, a physical echo of his submission. His cock throbbed, a reminder of the shame he couldn’t shake. And her voice, low and certain, played on loop in his head.

“Next time, you won’t be wearing the suit.” The words burrowed deep, a threat and a promise he couldn’t escape. He told himself he’d fight it, that he’d walk away, that he didn’t need this. But as the elevator descended, his body knew the truth before his mind did.

He’d be there. Knees ready. Suit or no suit. And that scared him more than anything.


Chapter 3: Bound Honesty

Elliot stood in the training room, the padded gray floor still soft under his polished shoes. His knees ached faintly from the previous session, a lingering reminder of the thirty minutes he’d spent kneeling for her. The mirror on the wall reflected his sharp features, the tailored suit, but also the tension in his jaw, the faint flush that hadn’t quite left his neck.

He checked his watch. Five minutes to six. He wasn’t early, not exactly, but he’d arrived ahead of her. Without thinking, he moved to the center of the room, near the black leather chair, and lowered himself to his knees. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down. The position came easier this time, and that realization burned him.

The door opened. The click of heels sliced through the silence, slow and deliberate. His pulse kicked up, a traitor to his control, as the sound grew closer.

Kira entered. He didn’t look up, but he felt her presence, tall and unyielding, filling the room. Her scent—crisp lavender—hit him first, followed by the faint rustle of her tailored black trousers and silk blouse as she moved.

She stopped in front of him. Her polished heels came into view, inches from his knees. He kept his eyes down, but the weight of her gaze pressed on him, heavy and inescapable.

“You’re in position already.” Her voice was low, measured, carrying that quiet certainty that made his skin prickle. “I didn’t expect that from you yet.”

The words weren’t praise, not fully, but they hit deep. A warmth spread through his chest, unwanted but undeniable. He clenched his jaw, fighting the flush creeping up his neck.

“Stand.” Her command was simple, absolute. No room for hesitation.

He rose, slower than he wanted, his knees protesting the movement. He kept his eyes on the floor, avoiding the mirror, avoiding her. But her height loomed even without looking, six feet of controlled power, heels adding an edge he couldn’t ignore.

“Face me.” Her tone didn’t shift, but the instruction pulled his gaze up. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, assessing. A faint flush colored her cheeks, subtle but there, and it stirred something low in his gut.

She stepped closer. The click of her heels was a hammer to his nerves. In her hand, she held something—black leather, metal glinting under the soft light. Wrist cuffs. His stomach twisted, a mix of dread and heat he couldn’t name.

“Today’s exercise is about honesty.” Her voice stayed calm, each word precise. “I ask questions. You answer truthfully. If I detect a lie, time is added.”

He swallowed. His throat felt tight, his suit suddenly too warm. He wanted to argue, to push back, but her gaze held him, peeling away the defiance before it formed.

“Hands out.” She gestured with a slight tilt of her head, the cuffs dangling from her fingers. “Palms up.”

His hands moved before his mind caught up. They trembled slightly as he extended them, palms exposed, vulnerable. He hated that she saw it. Hated how his body obeyed while his thoughts screamed.

She stepped even closer. Her long fingers worked with precision, wrapping the first cuff around his left wrist. The leather was cool at first, then warmed against his skin, the tightness firm but not painful. The metal buckle clicked as she secured it, the sound sharp in the quiet room.

“Other hand.” Her instruction came as she moved to his right wrist, her breath closer now, steady but deep. He caught the faint heat of her body, the lavender scent stronger, and his pulse raced faster.

The second cuff tightened. Leather pressed into his skin, the buckle clicking again, locking him in. His hands felt heavier, restrained even without a chain connecting them. The sensation crawled up his arms, settling in his chest, tight and hot.

“Sit.” She pointed to the black chair behind her, stepping back to give him space. Her eyes never left his, that relentless gaze stripping him layer by layer.

He moved to the chair. The leather creaked under him as he sat, the cuffs shifting against his wrists. His hands rested on his thighs, the black leather stark against the gray of his trousers. He felt exposed, even fully clothed, and the heat in his core grew sharper.

Kira stood in front of him, towering again, her posture unhurried. She crossed her arms, the silk of her blouse catching the light, and tilted her head slightly. Her eyes dropped to his hands, then back to his face, a faint curve to her lips—not a smile, but satisfaction.

“First question.” Her voice cut through the silence, low and deliberate. “Why did you kneel before I arrived?”

His face burned. The truth sat heavy in his throat, bitter and raw. He didn’t want to answer, didn’t want to admit it, but the cuffs felt like a confession already, binding him to her will.

“I don’t know.” His voice came out tight, clipped. A half-lie. He knew part of it—her presence lingered even when she wasn’t there, her commands echoing in his head. But he wouldn’t say that.

Her eyes narrowed, just a fraction. “Time added. Five minutes.” She didn’t explain, didn’t need to. Her certainty was enough, and it stung more than the words.

He shifted in the chair. The leather cuffs pressed harder against his wrists, a reminder of his position. His breathing grew louder, and he hated how it betrayed him, how it filled the quiet room.

“Second question.” She stepped closer, her heels clicking once, twice, stopping just in front of him. “When was the last time you felt powerless?”

His jaw clenched. The question dug deep, pulling at memories he’d buried—courtroom losses early in his career, the divorce that stripped him raw, nights alone with nothing but anger to hold onto. He didn’t want to answer. Couldn’t.

“Years ago.” His voice was rough, evasive. “Doesn’t matter.”

Her gaze didn’t waver. “Another five minutes.” Her tone stayed even, no anger, just fact. “You’re lying. I can see it in your shoulders, in the way your hands twitch against the cuffs.”

He looked down. His fingers had curled into the fabric of his trousers, gripping too tight. The leather cuffs creaked as he moved, and the shame of being caught fueled a heat he couldn’t control.

“Third question.” Her voice dropped lower, closer, as she leaned in just enough that her breath brushed his ear. “Why is your cock hard right now?”

His breath stopped. The question hit like a physical blow, raw and direct. He felt it—his erection straining against the fabric of his trousers, painfully obvious, a betrayal he couldn’t hide. His face flushed hot, the shame twisting into something sharper, something that throbbed between his legs.

“I—” He couldn’t finish. The words choked in his throat, his hands twitching in the cuffs, wanting to cover himself, to hide. But the leather held him, made honesty feel inevitable.

She straightened, her eyes locking on his again. That faint flush on her cheeks deepened, her breathing heavier now, though still controlled. She noticed his arousal, reveled in it, and the knowledge made his cock pulse harder.

“Your cock answered before you did.” Her voice was silk and steel, cutting through him. “I appreciate honesty, wherever it comes from.”

The words sliced deep. Praise, rare and devastating, mixed with humiliation. His erection throbbed, the shame of it feeding the heat, the arousal proving her point. He couldn’t escape the loop, couldn’t stop the way his body responded to her control.

She stepped back, just one step, but her presence didn’t lessen. Her eyes lingered on the bulge in his trousers, unapologetic, and then flicked back to his face. Her lips curved again, that faint satisfaction, and he saw the heat in her gaze, the way her thighs pressed together for a moment before she masked it.

“Fifteen minutes total added.” Her tone was clinical now, but the undercurrent of arousal was there, in the depth of her voice, the slight quickening of her breath. “We’ll sit with that. Let it sink in.”

He nodded without meaning to. A small movement, involuntary, and it burned him to make it. The cuffs felt heavier now, the leather warm against his skin, the metal buckles a constant reminder of her control over him.

Time stretched. Five minutes, maybe more. The silence pressed in, broken only by his uneven breathing and the faint creak of the chair as he shifted. His cock stayed hard, trapped against the seam of his trousers, each throb a confession of his submission.

She watched him. Always watched. Her gaze was a physical weight, pressing on the shame, on the heat, on the need he couldn’t name. Her own arousal was subtle but undeniable—her chest rising faster, her eyes darker, a faint wetness he imagined between her legs.

Ten minutes. His hands twitched in the cuffs, wanting to move, to adjust, to ease the pressure in his trousers. But he didn’t dare. Her silence was instruction enough—move, and she’d correct him. Speak, and she’d silence him.

“Almost there.” Her voice broke the quiet, softer but no less firm. It wasn’t comfort, not exactly, but it stirred something in him, made the heat flare hotter. He hated that. Hated how her words controlled him as much as the cuffs.

Fifteen minutes. The added time felt endless, each second dragging under her gaze. His erection hadn’t faded, the arousal tied to the humiliation, to the leather around his wrists, to the way she stood over him, unhurried and absolute.

“Time’s up.” Her voice was final, a quiet command that released him from the silence. She stepped closer again, her heels clicking, and reached for the cuffs. Her fingers brushed his skin as she unbuckled the first one, the contact brief but electric, sending a jolt through him.

The leather loosened. She moved to the other wrist, her touch deliberate, her breath close enough to feel. The second cuff came off, and his hands felt oddly light, empty, as if he missed the restraint already. The thought burned him, fueled the heat still throbbing between his legs.

“Stand.” Her instruction came as she stepped back, the cuffs now in her hand, dangling from her fingers. Her eyes lingered on him, taking in the flush on his neck, the bulge he couldn’t hide, the tension in every line of his body.

He rose. His legs trembled slightly, the strain of sitting so long catching up. He kept his eyes on her, unable to look away now, caught in the weight of her gaze. Her own arousal was clearer up close—her cheeks flushed deeper, her breathing heavier, her presence electric with control and want.

“You did well.” Her voice was low, the praise cutting through him again, sharp and warm. “Most don’t last the full time on their first restraint. I’m impressed.”

The words hit hard. Devastating. His cock throbbed again, the arousal spiking with her approval, the shame of it twisting tighter. He wanted to argue, to push back, but his body stood still, drinking in her words like a touch.

She stepped closer one last time. Her height towered over him, her scent enveloping him, lavender and heat. Her eyes dropped to his trousers, lingered on the evidence of his need, and then returned to his face with that faint curve of satisfaction.

“Next session, you’ll answer those same questions without the suit between us.” Her voice was a promise, a threat, low and deliberate. “Think about that tonight.”

His breath hitched. The words landed heavy, stirring the heat in his core, the dread and want tangling together. He couldn’t respond, couldn’t find words under the weight of her gaze, under the promise of what came next.

“Go.” Her final command, simple and absolute. She stepped back, giving him space to move, but her presence followed him, heavy and unyielding.

He turned, walking to the door, each step stiff from the tension in his body. His hands twitched at his sides, the ghost of the cuffs still on his skin, the leather’s warmth lingering. He didn’t look back, couldn’t risk seeing that flush on her face, the heat in her eyes that mirrored his own.

The hallway outside was silent, the same oppressive quiet as always. His cock hadn’t softened, the arousal clinging to him, shameful and undeniable, fueled by her words, by the promise of tomorrow. His wrists felt bare, exposed, and he hated how much he noticed it.

He moved toward the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a deeper flush, a rawness he couldn’t hide. He looked different again, felt different, like she’d carved another piece away in that room.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed the session—cuffs tightening, her voice in his ear, the betrayal of his own body. “Without the suit between us.” The words echoed, pulling at something deep, something he couldn’t fight.

His stomach twisted. Shame, arousal, dread—all tangled together, pulling tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, the doors sliding shut. The quiet pressed in, but it couldn’t erase her presence, her control, the way she’d stripped him bare without even touching him.

Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there, suit or no suit, and the thought of her questions, her gaze, her cuffs—it made his pulse race faster than he could control.

He leaned against the elevator wall, closing his eyes for a moment. The ghost of the leather lingered on his wrists, a physical echo of her power. His cock throbbed, a reminder of the honesty she’d pulled from him, the honesty he couldn’t deny.

Tomorrow. Without the suit. Her voice played on loop, a quiet command settling into his bones. He told himself he’d fight it, that he’d walk away, that he didn’t need this. But as the elevator descended, his body knew the truth before his mind did.

He’d be there. Hands out. Ready for her. And that scared him more than the cuffs ever could.


Chapter 4: Service

Elliot stood in the hallway outside the training room, the silence of Kira’s facility pressing against him. His wrists still carried the faint warmth of the leather cuffs from yesterday, a ghost of restraint that made his pulse tick faster. The tailored suit felt heavier today, a shield he wasn’t sure would hold.

The door at the end of the hall opened. Not the training room this time. A different one, unmarked, its black surface gleaming under the sterile light.

Kira stepped out. Her height dominated the narrow space, six feet of unyielding power even without the heels she wore—black, sharp, polished. Today, her silk blouse was a deep charcoal, tucked into tailored trousers that hugged her long legs. Her gaze found him instantly, dark and unblinking.

“Come.” One word, low and measured. It wasn’t a question. It was a certainty.

He moved toward her, each step deliberate, the marble cold under his shoes. His stomach twisted with something he couldn’t name—dread, heat, the weight of her eyes tracking him. He stopped just outside the door, close enough to catch the faint lavender scent of her.

“Inside.” Her voice stayed calm, but it pulled him forward. She stepped aside, gesturing with a slight tilt of her head, her posture unhurried as always.

He crossed the threshold. The space beyond was nothing like the training room. It was private quarters—her quarters. A living area with a sleek black couch, a low glass table, and a single armchair facing a wide window. Everything was immaculate, controlled, just like her.

The air felt different here. Warmer. More intimate. His chest tightened at the realization—he was in her personal space, a place he hadn’t known existed until now.

“Close the door.” Her instruction came from behind him, her presence a weight at his back. He obeyed, the soft click of the latch sounding too loud in the quiet room.

She moved past him, her heels clicking softly on the hardwood floor. She stopped near the armchair, turning to face him, her gaze pinning him where he stood. Her lips curved just a fraction—not a smile, but something that made his skin prickle.

“Today’s exercise is service.” Her voice was silk and steel, each word precise. “You’ll prepare my tea. Draw my bath. Fold my clothing. Every task done to my standard, or you’ll repeat it.”

His jaw clenched. Service. Domestic tasks. The idea clawed at his pride, at the image of himself as a litigation attorney who commanded boardrooms, not kitchens. But her gaze held him, and the heat in his core stirred before he could stop it.

“Start with the tea.” She gestured toward a small counter in the corner, where a kettle, a porcelain teacup, and a tin of loose leaves waited. “Black tea. Two minutes steep. No sugar. Bring it to me.”

He moved to the counter, his hands stiff as he reached for the kettle. The metal was cool under his fingers, grounding for a moment, but her eyes followed every movement. He felt them, heavy and relentless, as he filled the kettle with water from a nearby pitcher.

The water heated slowly. Too slowly. His breathing grew louder in the quiet, the weight of her observation pressing on him. He measured the tea leaves, careful not to spill, his fingers trembling just enough to notice.

She didn’t speak. She sat in the armchair, legs crossed, hands resting lightly on the armrests. But her silence was louder than words, a constant reminder of who controlled this space, this moment, him.

The kettle clicked off. He poured the hot water into the cup, the steam rising in soft curls, warming his hands as he watched the leaves steep. The faint aroma of black tea filled the air, sharp and grounding, but it couldn’t dull the heat building in his core.

Two minutes. He counted silently, hyper-aware of her gaze, of the way his suit felt too tight across his shoulders. He strained the leaves, the porcelain cup warm in his grip, and turned to face her.

He carried it over. Each step felt measured, the cup steady in his hands despite the tremor in his chest. He stopped in front of her, lowering the tea to the small table beside her chair, careful not to let it clink.

She didn’t touch it. Her eyes flicked to the cup, then back to him, assessing. “Good. No spills. But your posture needs work. Spine straighter when you serve.”

The correction stung. Not harsh, just precise, and it fueled a flush up his neck. He straightened, shoulders back, hating how his body obeyed before his mind agreed.

“Now the bath.” Her voice stayed low, a command wrapped in calm. “Through that door. Hot water, not scalding. Add the oil on the shelf. I’ll inspect it when you’re done.”

He nodded without meaning to. A small movement, involuntary, and it burned him to make it. He moved to the door she’d indicated, pushing it open to reveal a bathroom as sleek as the rest of her space—white marble, a deep tub, a single shelf with a bottle of oil.

He turned on the faucet, the rush of water loud in the tiled space. Steam rose quickly, filling the room, clinging to his skin through the fabric of his shirt. He adjusted the temperature, testing it with his fingers, the warmth grounding him even as his pulse raced.

The oil bottle was glass, cool in his hand. He poured a small amount into the water, the scent of lavender—her scent—spreading through the steam. It hit him hard, a reminder of her presence even when she wasn’t in the room, and his cock twitched in his trousers.

He hated that. Hated how the act of preparing her bath, of serving her in this intimate way, stirred something deep. The shame of it fueled the heat, his erection pressing against the fabric, a betrayal he couldn’t hide.

The tub filled. He turned off the water, the silence returning, heavier now with the steam and the scent surrounding him. He stepped back, hands at his sides, waiting for her inspection, knowing she’d find something to correct.

She entered without a sound. Her height filled the small space, her heels clicking once on the marble as she stopped beside the tub. Her eyes took in every detail—the water level, the faint sheen of oil, the steam still rising.

“Adequate.” Her tone was even, but the word carried weight. Not praise, not fully, but close enough to make his chest tighten. “Temperature?”

He swallowed. “Hot. Not scalding. As instructed.”

She dipped her fingers into the water, testing it herself. The movement was slow, deliberate, her long fingers catching the light as they broke the surface. Her breathing deepened for a moment, a subtle shift, and he saw the faint flush on her cheeks, the way her thighs pressed together briefly.

She felt it too. The intimacy of this. The control. And it made his cock throb harder, the shame and arousal twisting tighter under her gaze.

“Acceptable.” She straightened, her eyes locking on his again. “Now the clothing. On the counter. Fold each piece as I’ve shown you in the manual you received. Precision matters.”

He moved to the counter, where a small stack of her clothing waited—silk blouses, tailored trousers, a black lace bra that made his breath catch. His hands hesitated over the fabric, the softness of the silk against his fingers too intimate, too personal. His erection strained, painfully obvious now, and he knew she saw it.

She stood back, watching. Always watching. Her gaze was a physical weight, pressing on every movement as he lifted the first blouse, folding it with care, the silk slipping against his skin. His fingers trembled, not from effort but from the heat building low, from the way her eyes cataloged every mistake.

“Too loose.” Her voice cut through the quiet, sharp and precise. “Fold it again. Edges aligned. No wrinkles.”

He unfolded it. Started over. The silk felt warmer now, heated by his hands, by the flush creeping up his neck. He aligned the edges, pressed the creases flat, his breathing louder in the steamy room.

She stepped closer. Her presence loomed, the click of her heels a hammer to his nerves. She stopped just behind him, close enough that he felt the heat of her body, caught the deeper rhythm of her breath. Her arousal was undeniable now, subtle but there, fueling his own.

“Better.” Her voice was softer, closer, brushing his ear. The word hit like a touch, warm and sharp, making his cock pulse against the seam of his trousers. “You fold my clothes better than you fold your arguments. Interesting.”

The praise sliced through him. Devastating. Rare. His face burned, the shame of it mixing with the heat, his body responding before his mind could fight. He wanted to push back, to argue, but the silk in his hands, the weight of her gaze—it rooted him in place.

He moved to the trousers next. Folded them with precision, hyper-aware of her standing there, of the way her eyes tracked his hands, his posture, the bulge he couldn’t hide. The lace bra waited last, and his fingers shook as he touched it, the delicate fabric a stark contrast to the hardness between his legs.

She noticed. Her gaze dropped to his trousers, lingered on the evidence of his need, then flicked back to his face. Her lips curved, that faint satisfaction, and her breathing quickened just enough to hear. She was wet, he knew it, could sense it in the way her thighs shifted, in the heat radiating from her.

“Finish it.” Her command was quiet, but it carried weight. “Then kneel. By the tub. Wait for me.”

He folded the bra, hands unsteady, the lace catching on his fingers. He placed it atop the stack, the neatness of the pile a small victory under her scrutiny. Then he moved to the tub, lowering himself to his knees on the hard marble, the ache from yesterday returning instantly.

Knees apart. Spine straight. Hands on thighs. Eyes down. The position came too easily now, and the shame of that burned hot. His cock throbbed, trapped against the fabric, each pulse a confession of how serving her—preparing her tea, her bath, folding her intimate things—had stripped another layer away.

She didn’t move for a long moment. Just stood there, watching. Her gaze was heavier in this space, more personal, pressing on the vulnerability of kneeling in her bathroom, surrounded by her scent, her things. His breathing grew uneven, the steam still clinging to his skin, the heat in his core unbearable.

“Stay.” Her voice was low, final, as she stepped closer to the tub. She reached for the edge of her blouse, unbuttoning it slowly, deliberately, the silk parting to reveal the curve of her breasts, the black lace beneath matching what he’d just folded. His breath hitched, his cock straining harder, the sight of her undressing a punch to his already fraying control.

She didn’t look at him. Not directly. But she knew he watched, knew the effect it had, and her movements were calculated, each button a tease, each inch of skin revealed a command to stay still, to serve, to want. Her blouse fell to the floor, followed by her trousers, leaving her in lace, her body tall and powerful, her arousal clear in the flush on her chest, the quickness of her breath.

She stepped into the tub. The water shifted, a soft sound in the quiet, as she lowered herself, the oil-slick surface catching the light on her skin. Her eyes finally met his, dark and unyielding, a faint flush deepening on her cheeks as the warmth surrounded her.

“You’ve done well so far.” Her voice was softer now, but no less firm. The praise hit hard, cutting through the shame, fueling the heat in his core. “Most don’t manage precision on their first service day. I’m impressed.”

The words landed heavy. Devastating again. His cock pulsed, the arousal spiking with her approval, the shame of it twisting tighter. He wanted to speak, to push back, but his body stayed still, knees aching on the marble, hands gripping his thighs, drinking in her words like a physical touch.

She leaned back in the tub, her long legs stretching out, water lapping at her skin. Her gaze stayed on him, relentless, taking in the flush on his neck, the tension in his shoulders, the bulge he couldn’t hide. Her own arousal was clearer now—her nipples hard under the lace, her thighs pressing together beneath the water, her breath deeper, heavier.

“Tomorrow, you’ll serve me dinner.” Her voice dropped lower, a promise wrapped in command. “You’ll cook it, plate it, and kneel beside the table while I eat. Then we’ll discuss whether you’ve earned yours.”

His breath caught. The threat—or promise—hit like a wave, stirring the heat in his core, the dread and want tangling together. Kneeling while she ate, serving her in yet another intimate way, waiting for her judgment on whether he’d earned anything—it stripped him further, and his cock throbbed at the thought, shameful and undeniable.

She shifted in the tub, water moving with her, her eyes never leaving his. The steam clung to her skin, to his, the lavender scent thick in the air, tying him to this moment, to her control, to the service she’d demanded. Her lips curved again, that faint satisfaction, and he knew she saw every reaction, every twitch, every sign of his submission.

“Go.” Her final word, simple and absolute. “Session over. Same time tomorrow. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He rose slowly, knees protesting, thighs trembling from the strain of the position. He kept his eyes down for a moment, unable to meet her gaze, the bulge in his trousers painfully obvious. But her presence pulled him up, forced him to look, and he saw the heat in her eyes, the way her chest rose faster, the undeniable want mirroring his own.

He turned, moving to the door, each step stiff from the tension in his body. The warmth of the teacup, the steam of the bath, the silk of her clothing—it lingered on his hands, in his mind, as did the image of her in the tub, powerful and untouchable, yet aroused by his service. His cock hadn’t softened, the arousal clinging to him, fueled by her words, by the promise of tomorrow.

The hallway outside was silent, the oppressive quiet of her facility returning. He moved toward the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes, his reflection in the mirrored doors staring back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a raw flush, a vulnerability he couldn’t hide. He looked different again, felt different, like she’d carved another piece away in her private space.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed the session—tea in his hands, steam on his skin, silk under his fingers, her body in the tub, her voice promising more. “Kneel beside the table while I eat.” The words echoed, pulling at something deep, something he couldn’t fight.

His stomach twisted. Shame, arousal, dread—all tangled together, pulling tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, the doors sliding shut. The quiet pressed in, but it couldn’t erase her presence, her control, the way she’d stripped him bare without even touching him.

Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there, ready to serve, ready to kneel, and the thought of her judgment, her gaze, her next command—it made his pulse race faster than he could control.


Chapter 5: Correction

Elliot pushed through the heavy door of Kira’s facility, the silence inside swallowing the echo of his footsteps on the marble. His tailored suit felt like a lie tonight, the crisp lines hiding the tremor in his hands. He hadn’t slept, not after last night’s mistake—touching himself at 3 a.m., breaking a rule he didn’t even know existed until he reread the intake agreement in a cold sweat.

His stomach churned as he moved down the hallway. The memory of his own hand, the forbidden release, burned in his mind. Shame clung to him, heavier than the suit, and his cock twitched at the thought of facing her, knowing she’d see through him like always.

He stopped outside the training room. The black door loomed, unmarked, a barrier he didn’t want to cross but couldn’t avoid. His watch read 5:58. Not early. Not late. Just as she demanded.

The door opened before he could knock. Kira stood there, six feet of unyielding authority, her black trousers and silk blouse immaculate as ever. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, peeling back layers before a word was spoken.

“Inside.” Her voice was low, measured. A command, not a request.

He stepped in, the padded gray floor muting his steps. The full-length mirror on the wall caught his reflection—sharp features, tense jaw, a flush already creeping up his neck. The black leather chair sat in the center, empty, waiting.

“Close the door.” She didn’t turn to check if he obeyed. She knew he would.

He did. The soft click echoed in the quiet room, sealing him in with her presence. His pulse raced, the weight of last night’s violation pressing harder now, under her gaze.

She crossed to the chair, her heels clicking with deliberate slowness. She didn’t sit. Instead, she stood beside it, one hand resting lightly on the armrest, her posture unhurried, controlled, as if time itself bent to her will.

“You broke protocol.” Her words landed like stones, heavy and precise. No anger, just fact. “You touched yourself without permission. Didn’t you?”

His face burned. The truth clawed at his throat, raw and bitter. He wanted to lie, to argue, but her gaze pinned him, stripping the defiance away before it formed.

“Yes.” His voice came out tight, barely audible. He hated admitting it. Hated how it made his cock stir under the tailored trousers.

She nodded, just once, her expression unchanged. “You read the agreement after. You knew it was a violation. And yet, you came here anyway, knowing there’d be consequences.”

His hands twitched at his sides. He couldn’t deny it. The shame fueled a heat low in his core, his erection growing despite—or because of—her words.

“Take off your jacket.” Her instruction was calm, absolute. “Place it by the wall.”

He moved, shrugging off the jacket with stiff fingers. The fabric folded over his arm as he walked to the wall, setting it down, the padded floor too soft under his feet. He felt exposed, even in his shirt and trousers, under her relentless stare.

“Come here.” She pointed to a spot directly in front of her, close to the chair. Too close.

He walked over. Each step felt heavier, the space shrinking until he stood just a foot from her. Her height loomed, six feet plus heels, making him feel smaller, vulnerable, the heat in his core flaring hotter.

“Turn around.” Her voice stayed low, but it carried weight. “Face the mirror.”

He hesitated. A flicker of resistance. But her gaze pressed on him, and he turned, catching his own reflection—sharp features, flushed neck, tension in every line. He hated seeing himself like this, under her control, but couldn’t look away.

She stepped behind him. Her presence was a physical force, even without touch, the faint scent of lavender hitting him as she moved closer. Her heels clicked once, twice, stopping just at his back.

“Pants down.” Her command sliced through the quiet, direct and unyielding. “Underwear too. Now.”

His breath caught. The words hit hard, stripping away another layer of his armor. His hands shook as they moved to his belt, the metal clinking louder than it should as he unbuckled it.

He pushed the trousers down, the fabric pooling at his knees. His boxers followed, exposing his bare ass, his cock springing free, already half-hard from the shame, from her voice, from the mirror showing it all. His face burned hotter, the reflection a cruel witness to his vulnerability.

“Good.” Her tone softened just a fraction, but it wasn’t praise. Not yet. It was acknowledgment, and it made his cock twitch harder.

She moved to the chair, sitting now, her long legs crossed, her posture still unhurried. Her eyes flicked to his reflection in the mirror, taking in every detail—the tension in his shoulders, the flush on his skin, the erection he couldn’t hide.

“Over my knee.” Her instruction was simple, but the weight behind it was immense. “Head toward the mirror. Ass up. Now.”

His stomach twisted. Over her knee? Like a child being punished? The humiliation clawed at him, raw and deep, but his body moved before his mind caught up, stepping closer, lowering himself awkwardly across her lap.

Her thighs were firm beneath him, warm through the fabric of her trousers. His cock pressed against her leg, trapped between them, throbbing with each heartbeat. His bare ass felt exposed, vulnerable, the cool air of the room a stark contrast to the heat of his shame.

“Hands on the floor.” Her voice was calm, directing him with precision. “Keep your eyes on the mirror. Watch yourself.”

He obeyed. His palms pressed into the padded floor, steadying him, while his eyes lifted to the mirror. The reflection stared back—his sharp features contorted with tension, his bare ass raised over her knee, her tall frame dominating the frame behind him. The sight burned him, fueled the heat in his core.

Her hand rested on his lower back, light but firm, holding him in place. The contact sent a jolt through him, his cock pulsing against her thigh, the shame of it twisting tighter. She didn’t mention it, didn’t need to—her silence was louder than words.

“This is correction.” Her voice stayed measured, each word deliberate. “Ten strikes for the first offense. Each one counted. Each one explained. You’ll feel it, and you’ll learn from it.”

His breath hitched. Ten strikes. The anticipation clawed at him, mixing dread with the heat already throbbing between his legs. He wanted to argue, to push back, but her hand on his back, the weight of her gaze in the mirror—it rooted him in place.

The first strike landed. Her palm connected with his bare ass, sharp and stinging, the impact echoing in the quiet room. Heat bloomed across his skin, a quick burn that made him gasp before he could stop it.

“One.” Her voice was calm, almost clinical. “For touching without permission. You don’t own your pleasure anymore.”

The words cut deep. The sting lingered, spreading warmth across his ass, while his cock throbbed harder against her thigh. Shame fueled the arousal, the betrayal loop spinning—humiliation, heat, undeniable need.

The second strike came. Harder this time, the smack louder, the burn sharper. His body jerked slightly, hands gripping the floor, eyes locked on the mirror as his reflection flinched.

“Two.” Her tone didn’t waver. “For thinking you could hide it. I see everything, Elliot.”

His face burned. The heat on his ass spread, matching the flush on his neck, the throb in his cock. He hated how her words, her control, made him harder, how the mirror showed it all—his submission, his arousal, his shame.

Third strike. The impact stung, her palm precise, landing just below the last. His ass felt raw already, the warmth building into a steady ache, but his cock pulsed with each hit, trapped against her thigh.

“Three.” Her voice stayed low, measured. “For forgetting who decides when you feel pleasure. Not you. Me.”

He bit down on nothing. The words sliced through him, the shame of his erection growing, the heat in his core unbearable. The mirror showed his flushed face, his bare ass reddening under her hand, her tall frame unmoved behind him.

Fourth strike. The burn intensified, spreading across his skin, making him flinch harder. His cock ground against her thigh with the movement, a jolt of pleasure mixing with the pain, fueling the loop he couldn’t escape.

“Four.” Her hand lingered a moment after the strike, the warmth of her palm pressing into the sting. “For needing this reminder. You’re learning, even if you fight it.”

The praise—slight, cutting—hit hard. His cock throbbed, pre-cum leaking against her trousers, the shame of it raw and undeniable. He saw it in the mirror, saw his own need, saw her eyes watching his every reaction.

Fifth strike. The smack echoed, his ass burning now, the heat a constant ache. His body tensed, hands gripping the floor, cock pulsing harder with each wave of pain and humiliation.

“Five.” Her voice softened, just a fraction. “Halfway. You’re taking it better than I expected.”

The words landed heavy. Devastating. His breath caught, arousal spiking with her approval, the shame of being hard from punishment twisting tighter in his gut.

Sixth strike. Harder, sharper, the sting biting deep. He gasped, the sound loud in the quiet, his ass raw under her hand, his cock throbbing uncontrollably against her thigh.

“Six.” Her tone stayed calm, but he heard the depth in it, the subtle quickening of her breath. “For the shame you feel right now. It’s teaching you more than the pain.”

His face burned hotter. The mirror showed it—the red on his ass, the flush on his neck, the erection he couldn’t hide. Shame fueled the heat, his body betraying him with every strike, proving her point.

Seventh strike. The impact rocked him, the burn spreading wider, his ass aching with each breath. His cock ground against her thigh, the friction unbearable, pre-cum slicking the fabric, the humiliation raw.

“Seven.” Her hand rested on his ass again, warm against the sting, her breath deeper now. “For how hard you are. Your body knows this is right, even if you don’t.”

He groaned. Couldn’t stop it. The words, the pain, the heat—it overwhelmed him, his cock pulsing hard, the shame of being aroused by punishment ripping through him.

Eighth strike. The smack was precise, hitting a spot already raw, the burn flaring hot. His body jerked, cock rubbing against her thigh, pleasure and pain tangling until he couldn’t tell them apart.

“Eight.” Her voice dropped lower, closer, brushing his ear. “For needing my control. You crave it, even if you hate admitting it.”

The truth stung worse than her hand. His cock throbbed, leaking more, the mirror showing every detail of his submission—red ass, flushed face, erection pressed against her. He hated it. Hated how it made him ache for more.

Ninth strike. The pain was sharper now, his ass burning with every hit, but the heat in his core matched it, his cock so hard it hurt. He gasped again, hands trembling on the floor, eyes locked on the mirror.

“Nine.” Her tone carried weight, a mix of calm and something hotter, her breath quickening. “For the way you’re trembling. You’re close, aren’t you?”

He was. Too close. The edge loomed, his cock throbbing with each word, each strike, the shame and arousal pushing him toward release. He bit his lip, fighting it, but his body wouldn’t listen.

Tenth strike. The hardest yet, the smack echoing loud, the burn searing across his raw ass. He groaned, low and broken, his cock pulsing hard against her thigh, pre-cum dripping, the edge so near he could taste it.

“Ten.” Her voice was final, her hand resting on his burning skin, warm and firm. “For completing this correction. You’ve earned the lesson.”

He panted. The pain throbbed, matching the ache in his cock, the heat unbearable. He was right there, on the brink, needing just one more touch, one more word, to tip over.

Her hand moved. Not to strike, but lower, sliding between his legs, fingers brushing the base of his cock. The contact was electric, a jolt through his entire body, his breath hitching as she gripped him, firm but light, controlling.

“You’re hard from being punished.” Her voice was silk and steel, cutting deep. “I could shame you for that, but I’d rather teach you to accept it.”

The words hit like a wave. Her fingers stroked once, twice, slow and deliberate, pushing him closer, his cock throbbing in her grip, pre-cum slicking her hand. He moaned, couldn’t stop it, his body trembling on the edge.

Then she stopped. Her hand pulled away, leaving him aching, desperate, the denial a punishment worse than the strikes. His cock pulsed, untouched now, the edge so close but unreachable, his groan of frustration raw in the quiet.

“Not yet.” Her tone was calm, absolute, as she shifted beneath him, guiding him off her lap. “You don’t cum until I say. That’s the real lesson.”

He stood, shaky, trousers and boxers still around his knees, cock throbbing hard, ass burning with the heat of ten strikes. The mirror showed it all—his flushed face, his raw skin, the erection leaking pre-cum, the shame written in every line of his body.

She rose too. Her height towered over him, her own arousal clear now—a faint flush on her cheeks, her breathing deeper, her thighs pressing together for a moment before she masked it. She felt it, reveled in it, and it made his need sharper, more humiliating.

“You took ten well.” Her voice was low, the praise cutting through him again, devastating. “Most don’t last past five on their first correction. I’m impressed.”

The words fueled the heat, his cock pulsing again, the denial aching deeper with her approval. He wanted to beg, to plead for release, but her gaze held him, silenced him, made him stand there, raw and exposed.

She stepped closer. Her scent—lavender and heat—enveloped him, her eyes lingering on his cock, on the evidence of his need, before flicking back to his face. Her lips curved, that faint satisfaction, and he knew she saw every tremble, every sign of his submission.

“That was ten.” Her voice dropped lower, a quiet threat wrapped in calm. “The agreement says twenty for a second offense. Don’t make me count higher than that.”

His breath hitched. The promise—or warning—landed heavy, stirring the heat in his core, the dread and want tangling tighter. Twenty strikes. The thought alone made his cock throb, the shame of wanting it, of needing her control, burning him raw.

“Go.” Her final command, simple and absolute. “Session over. Same time tomorrow. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He nodded. Couldn’t help it. The movement was small, involuntary, and it burned him to make it. He pulled up his boxers and trousers, wincing as the fabric brushed his raw ass, his cock still hard, still aching, the denial a weight he couldn’t shake.

He turned, walking to where his jacket lay by the wall, each step stiff from the pain, from the tension in his body. Her gaze followed him, heavy and unyielding, as he shrugged the jacket on, the fabric a weak shield against what had just happened.

The hallway outside was silent, the oppressive quiet of her facility returning. His ass throbbed with each step, a reminder of her hand, her control, the lesson she’d burned into him. His cock hadn’t softened, the arousal clinging to him, shameful and undeniable, fueled by her words, by the promise of twenty.

He moved toward the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a deeper flush, a rawness in his eyes, a vulnerability he couldn’t hide. He looked different again, felt different, like she’d carved another piece away with each strike.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed the session—her palm on his ass, the sting of each hit, her fingers on his cock, the denial that left him aching. “Don’t make me count higher than that.” The words echoed, pulling at something deep, something he couldn’t fight.

His stomach twisted. Shame, arousal, dread—all tangled together, pulling tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, the doors sliding shut. The quiet pressed in, but it couldn’t erase her presence, her control, the way she’d stripped him bare with ten precise strikes.

Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there, raw and ready, and the thought of her hand, her gaze, the possibility of twenty—it made his pulse race faster than he could control.


Chapter 6: Denied

Elliot stood in the elevator, the hum of machinery a faint backdrop to the throbbing in his ass, the lingering sting of Kira’s ten strikes from yesterday’s correction. His tailored suit encased him, a brittle facade against the heat still simmering in his core, his cock half-hard and aching from the denial she’d enforced. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, flushed cheeks, a rawness in his eyes he couldn’t mask. The doors slid open. He stepped out, the marble of her facility cold under his shoes, each stride a reminder of the pain, the want, the unresolved tension coiled tight.

He reached the training room door. His watch read 5:59. Not early. Not late. Her rules, already embedded. He exhaled, unsteady, and pushed the door open. Kira stood there, her six-foot frame dominating the space, black trousers and silk blouse hugging her form with lethal precision. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, a faint curve of her lips hinting at calculated intent.

“Inside.” Her voice was low, a command that pulled him forward, no room for hesitation.

He stepped in. The padded gray floor swallowed his footsteps, the full-length mirror on the wall reflecting his tension—tight jaw, creeping flush on his neck. The black leather chair loomed in the center, a silent witness to his unraveling.

“Close the door.” She didn’t turn. She knew he’d comply.

He did. The soft click sealed him in with her presence, his pulse hammering under her gaze. His cock twitched in his trousers, a traitor already stirring at the memory of her touch, her denial.

She crossed to the chair, heels clicking slow and deliberate. She didn’t sit. Her hand rested on the armrest, posture unhurried, as if time bent to her will. “Strip.” Her command cut sharp, absolute. “Everything. Fold it by the wall.”

His breath snagged. The order stripped his armor before his clothes even hit the floor. His fingers trembled at his jacket, shrugging it off, folding it with forced precision. He moved to the wall, placing it down, each step heavier under her unyielding stare. Tie next, silk slipping through his grip. Shirt unbuttoned, exposing his lean chest, the flush deepening. Trousers dropped, boxers last, until he stood bare, cock already half-hard, the cool air biting at his vulnerability. He stacked the clothes by the wall. His ass still bore faint marks from her correction, a throbbing reminder of her hand.

“Come here.” She pointed to a spot inches from her, too close, the scent of lavender sharp in the air.

He moved. Bare feet on padded floor, cock bobbing slightly, shame fueling the heat in his gut. He stopped, her height towering over him, six feet plus heels, making him feel small, diminished.

“Kneel.” Her voice stayed low, pressing him down before thought could intervene.

His knees hit the floor. Padding softened the impact, but the ache from past sessions spread through his thighs. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down—the position came too easily now, burning him with how natural it felt.

“Good.” Her tone softened a fraction, the praise slicing deep. Warmth bloomed in his chest, unwanted, undeniable, his cock hardening fully under her approval.

She stepped closer. Heels clicked once, twice, stopping just before him. Her hand reached into a small black bag beside the chair, pulling out leather wrist cuffs, metal buckles glinting under the sterile light. “Hands behind your back.” Calm, precise, no room for delay.

He obeyed. Hands crossed at the small of his back, trembling slightly. The vulnerability seared him, his cock throbbing harder, pre-cum beading at the tip, shame twisting with arousal. Her fingers worked with clinical grace. Leather wrapped his left wrist, cool then warming, tight but not cruel. The buckle clicked, sharp in the silence. Then the right, another click, binding him. The weight of the restraints settled heavy, hot, his cock pulsing with each sound, each loss of control.

“There.” She stepped back, assessing. “Your body’s already ahead of you. Look at you, leaking before I’ve even started.”

His face burned. Her gaze dropped to his cock, lingered on the glistening tip, then flicked to his face. Shame fueled the heat, the betrayal loop spinning—humiliation, arousal, raw need. She sat, legs crossed, hands light on the armrests. Her posture stayed composed, but her eyes were relentless, a faint flush on her cheeks, her breathing deeper. She felt it too—the power, the heat of his submission.

“Today’s lesson is restraint.” Her voice was silk and steel, each word deliberate. “Not just the cuffs. Your pleasure—it’s mine now. You don’t decide. I do.”

His breath hitched. The threat landed heavy, stirring the ache in his core, his cock throbbing painfully, trapped by her words alone. He wanted to protest, to push back, but the cuffs, her gaze, her presence—they rooted him.

She leaned forward. Her hand dipped into the bag, pulling out black latex gloves, the material snapping softly as she tugged them on. The sound echoed, a sharp promise, making his cock twitch harder. “Eyes on me.” Her command locked his gaze to hers as she adjusted the gloves, latex gleaming, her chest rising faster, thighs pressing together briefly, her own arousal betraying her control.

She stood. Moved closer. Her gloved hand brushed his face, latex cool against flushed skin, sending a jolt through him. His cock pulsed, pre-cum dripping, shame raw under her touch. “So hard already.” Her voice dropped, close. “Pathetic. Just kneeling for me, and you’re this desperate.”

The words cut deep, delivered with a warmth that contradicted their bite, a twisted affection that burned him raw. His cock throbbed harder, proving her right with every drip. Her hand trailed lower. Latex glided over his chest, circling a nipple, the coolness making him gasp. His body trembled, hands twitching in the cuffs, unable to hide. She noticed. Her lips curved faintly, satisfied, as her fingers pinched lightly, the sharp sensation shooting to his cock. He moaned, low, broken, the sound loud in the quiet, shame tightening with each reaction she drew.

Her hand dropped further. Latex traced his stomach, slow, deliberate, the coolness stark against his heat. His breathing turned ragged, desperate, each breath a confession under her gaze. She stopped just above his cock. Fingers hovered, not touching, the anticipation a worse torture. His cock throbbed, pre-cum dripping to the floor, the edge so close he could feel it.

“Look at that.” Her voice was soft, cutting, as her gloved hand finally gripped his shaft, latex slick and cool against burning skin. “So eager. But not yet.”

He groaned. Couldn’t stop it. Her grip was firm, slow, stroking once, twice, pushing him closer, hips twitching toward her touch. She stopped. Her hand pulled away, leaving him aching, desperate, the denial a sharp pain. His cock pulsed, untouched, pre-cum dripping faster, frustration raw in a stifled whine.

“Not yet.” Her tone was absolute as she sat back, gloved hands on the armrests. “You don’t cum until I decide. We’re nowhere near that.”

His body trembled. The edge retreated, leaving him raw, the denial worse than any strike. His cock stood hard, leaking, shame and arousal tangling under her gaze. She leaned forward again. Her gloved thumb brushed the tip of his cock, collecting pre-cum slowly, the latex cool on the sensitive head. He gasped, hips jerking, the sensation too much, too close.

“You’re dripping for me.” Her voice was low, warm, mockery laced with approval, burning him. “Your body knows who owns this.”

The words hit hard. His cock pulsed under her thumb, latex spreading the wetness, pushing him to the edge again, breathing desperate, ragged. He wanted to beg, but her gaze silenced him, kept him kneeling, trembling. She stroked again. Slow. Deliberate. Her gloved hand moved along his shaft, pressure perfect, building him up, the edge rushing back. His moans grew louder, broken, hands straining in the cuffs, needing release.

She stopped. Again. Her hand pulled away just as he teetered on the brink, leaving him gasping, cock throbbing, pre-cum dripping. The denial burned, a physical ache, frustration spilling in a desperate sound. “Pathetic.” Her voice was silk, cutting deep as she sat back, hands casual on her lap. “So close, and all it took was me stopping. That’s how little control you have.”

Humiliation seared him, fueling the heat, his cock pulsing harder, proving her right. He hated it—hated how her denial made him ache for more, made him want to plead. She stood. Moved closer. Her breath brushed his ear as she leaned in, gloved hand tilting his chin up, forcing eye contact. But she didn’t touch further. Instead, her voice dropped, a whisper laced with command. “Think about it. My hand. My control. How close you were. Feel it build again.”

Her words alone dragged him back. No touch, just her voice, low and intimate, pulling at the conditioned heat in his core. His cock throbbed, painfully hard, pre-cum leaking as her gaze pinned him, her breath warm on his skin. He trembled, the edge creeping closer, built purely on her words, her presence, the memory of her touch. His hips twitched, desperate for contact that wasn’t there, moans spilling unbidden.

She stepped back. Just as the edge loomed, her silence snapped it away, leaving him teetering, aching, denied again. “Not yet.” Her tone was final, a blade through his need. His body shook, the third edge fading, leaving him raw, cock still hard, leaking onto the floor.

She peeled off the gloves with a slow snap of latex, the sound making him twitch again. Her eyes lingered—on his trembling frame, his throbbing cock, the evidence of his desperation. Her own arousal was clear now—chest rising faster, nipples hard under silk, a faint flush on her cheeks. Her control never wavered, but her want mirrored his, fueling his shame, his need.

Time stretched. Minutes ticked by, his knees aching, hands bound, cock throbbing with each heartbeat. Her gaze pressed on him, relentless, stripping every vulnerability bare. “Stand.” Her command came finally, releasing him from the position but not the tension.

He rose slowly. Knees protested, thighs trembling, hands still cuffed, cock slick and hard. He kept his eyes down, shame burning hot. She moved behind him, fingers unbuckling the cuffs, leather falling away, leaving his wrists bare, oddly empty. The loss of restraint seared him, the heat still throbbing between his legs.

“Face me.” Her instruction pulled his gaze up, locking with hers as she stepped forward, towering again. She took in every detail—flushed neck, tense shoulders, erection he couldn’t hide. “You did well.” Her voice was low, praise cutting sharp and warm. “Most don’t last three edges without breaking. I’m impressed.”

The words struck hard. His cock pulsed, arousal spiking with her approval, shame twisting tighter from the denial. He wanted to plead, but her gaze silenced him, kept him standing, raw and exposed. She stepped closer. Her scent—lavender and heat—enveloped him, her eyes lingering on his cock, then flicking to his face. Her lips curved, satisfied, seeing every tremble, every sign of submission.

“You don’t cum until I decide you’ve earned it.” Her voice dropped, a quiet threat wrapped in calm. “We’re not close to that yet.”

His breath caught. The words landed heavy, stirring dread and want, the denial stretching ahead, promising more edges, more ache, more of her control. His cock throbbed at the thought, shameful, undeniable.

“Go.” Her final command, simple, absolute. “Session over. Same time tomorrow. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He nodded, involuntary, the movement burning him. He moved to his clothes by the wall, each step stiff, cock still hard, aching. Dressing felt wrong—boxers brushing sensitive skin, making him wince, trousers trapping heat, shirt and jacket failing to shield his rawness. Her gaze followed, heavy, as he adjusted his tie, the suit a weak armor against what she’d done.

The hallway outside was silent, the oppressive quiet of her facility pressing in. His cock hadn’t softened, arousal clinging, fueled by her words, the memory of three edges, the promise of tomorrow’s denial. His wrists felt bare, the ghost of cuffs lingering, a reminder of her power.

He moved toward the elevator, marble cold underfoot. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but a deeper flush, raw desperation in his eyes, vulnerability he couldn’t hide. He looked different, felt different, like she’d carved deeper with each denied edge.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum. His mind replayed it—knees on the floor, latex on his cock, her voice in his ear, three edges stopped cold. “We’re not close to that yet.” The words echoed, pulling at something he couldn’t fight. His stomach twisted. Shame, arousal, dread—tangled tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, doors sliding shut. The quiet pressed in, but it couldn’t erase her control, the way she’d stripped him bare without letting him release. Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there, aching for her decision, and the thought of her gaze, her next move—it made his pulse race faster than he could control.


Chapter 7: Caged

Elliot paced outside the training room, the cold marble of Kira’s facility echoing under his polished shoes. His tailored suit clung to him, a brittle shield against the heat still simmering from yesterday’s denial. His cock twitched at the memory of her gloved hand, the aching edge she’d left him on, and his hands clenched, fighting the urge to adjust himself before stepping through that door.

The silence pressed in. His watch read 5:59. Not early. Not late. Just as she demanded.

The door opened without a sound. Kira stood there, her six-foot frame dominating the threshold, black trousers and a silk blouse hugging her form with lethal precision. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, and a faint curve of her lips hinted at something calculated.

“Inside.” Her voice was low, a quiet command that pulled him forward.

He stepped in. The padded gray floor swallowed his footsteps, the full-length mirror on the wall reflecting his sharp features, the tension in his jaw, the flush creeping up his neck. The black leather chair waited in the center, a silent witness to his unraveling.

“Close the door.” She didn’t turn. She knew he’d obey.

He did. The soft click sealed him in with her presence, his pulse already hammering under her gaze. His cock stirred in his trousers, a traitor he couldn’t control, fueled by the memory of her latex touch, her relentless denial.

She crossed to the chair, heels clicking slow and deliberate. She didn’t sit. Her hand rested on the armrest, posture unhurried, as if time bent to her will. In her other hand, she held something small, metal, glinting under the sterile light.

“Strip.” Her command cut through the quiet, simple and absolute. “Everything. Fold it by the wall.”

His breath caught. The order stripped his armor before his clothes even came off. His fingers hesitated at his jacket, trembling as he shrugged it free, folding it with forced precision. He moved to the wall, placing it down, each step heavier under her unyielding stare.

Back to her. Tie next, silk slipping through his grip. Shirt unbuttoned, exposing his lean chest, the flush deepening on his skin. Trousers dropped, boxers last, until he stood bare, cock already half-hard, the cool air biting at his vulnerability.

He stacked the clothes by the wall. His ass still carried faint marks from her correction two days ago, a dull ache lingering. He turned, facing her, raw and exposed, his erection growing under her gaze.

She watched. Her eyes cataloged every detail—tense muscles, flushed skin, the way his cock twitched as she held that metal object. A faint flush colored her cheeks, her breathing deeper, though still controlled. She stepped closer, the object now clear in her palm—a chastity cage, small, cold, undeniable.

“Come here.” She pointed to a spot directly in front of her, too close, her height looming over him.

He moved. Bare feet on the padded floor, cock bobbing with each step, shame burning low in his gut. He stopped inches from her, the scent of lavender sharp, her presence a physical weight making him feel small, defenseless.

“Kneel.” Her voice stayed low, pressing him down before thought could resist.

His knees hit the floor. The padding softened the impact, but the ache from past sessions spread through his thighs. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down—the position was second nature now, and the ease of it burned him.

“Good.” Her tone softened a fraction, hitting deep. His cock hardened fully, pre-cum beading at the tip, fueled by her quiet approval.

She crouched slightly, bringing the cage level with his groin. The metal gleamed, cold and unyielding, a stark contrast to the heat throbbing in his core. Her fingers—bare, long, precise—brushed his inner thigh as she positioned the device, the contact sending a jolt through him.

“Hold still.” Her instruction was calm, but it carried weight. “This locks your pleasure. Mine to control. Not yours.”

His breath hitched. The words landed heavy, stirring the heat, his cock pulsing even as the cold metal ring slid around the base of his shaft. Her touch was clinical, detached, yet devastating—each brush of her fingers making him throb harder against the cage’s constraint.

The front piece came next. Metal encased his erection, tight, unyielding, pressing his cock down into a confined curve. He groaned, the sensation strange, restrictive, the cold biting into his heated skin. His hands twitched on his thighs, wanting to stop her, but her gaze pinned him still.

She adjusted it. Her fingers worked with precision, ensuring the fit, the metal pressing against every inch of him, trapping his arousal. His cock strained uselessly, pre-cum slicking the inside of the cage, shame and need tangling tighter with each second.

The lock clicked. A sharp, final sound in the quiet room. His eyes dropped to her neck, where a small key now hung on a thin silver chain, resting just above the hollow of her throat. The sight burned him—her holding his release, literally, against her skin.

“Stand.” Her command came as she rose, towering over him again, the key glinting under the light.

He stood slowly. Knees ached, thighs trembled, the cage a heavy presence between his legs, cold metal encasing his hard cock. Each movement shifted it, pressing against him, a constant reminder of her control, his submission.

She stepped back. Her eyes lingered on the cage, on the way his cock strained within it, then flicked to his face. A faint flush deepened on her cheeks, her breathing heavier, her thighs pressing together for a moment before she masked it. She felt it too—the power, the heat of his confinement.

“You’ll wear this home.” Her voice was silk and steel, cutting deep. “You’ll wear it to work. You’ll wear it for three days straight. Every step, every shift, every moment will remind you who holds the key.”

His stomach twisted. Three days. Locked. The thought clawed at him, dread and arousal tangling, his cock throbbing uselessly in the cage, the metal biting into his need. He wanted to argue, to beg, but her gaze silenced him, rooted him in place.

“Feel it.” Her command was quiet, but it pulled his focus down. “Move. Sit in the chair. Stand again. Let it settle.”

He moved. Stepped toward the chair, the cage shifting with him, pressing against his cock, cold and unyielding. He sat, the metal digging into his groin, a sharp reminder with each adjustment. Standing again, the weight pulled, his arousal trapped, shame burning hot.

She watched. Always watched. Her gaze was a physical weight, pressing on every movement, every twitch of his body, every sign of his struggle. Her own arousal was clear—her chest rising faster, her eyes darker, a faint wetness he imagined between her legs.

“It suits you.” Her voice dropped lower, warm with a hint of mockery. “Pathetic, in the best way. Locked up, hard for me, with no way out.”

The words sliced through him. Vernederende taal met affectie—humiliation wrapped in warmth, burning him raw. His cock strained in the cage, the metal holding him tight, pre-cum leaking inside, the shame fueling a heat he couldn’t escape.

She stepped closer. Her hand reached out, fingers brushing the edge of the cage, not touching his skin, just the metal, the contact still electric through the barrier. His breath hitched, hips twitching toward her involuntarily, the cage biting harder as he moved.

“You’ll feel this at work tomorrow.” Her voice brushed his ear, low and deliberate. “Sitting in your meetings, arguing your cases, the cage pressing against your suit trousers. Everyone watching, unaware, while you’re locked for me.”

His face burned. The image hit hard—sitting in a boardroom, polished and sharp, while the cage trapped his cock, her key hanging around her neck miles away. Shame twisted into arousal, his cock throbbing painfully in its prison, proving her point with every pulse.

She stepped back. Her eyes lingered on the cage, on his flushed skin, the tension in his shoulders. Her lips curved, that faint satisfaction, and she adjusted the key on her chain, letting it rest prominently against her silk blouse.

“Three days.” Her tone was final, a quiet threat wrapped in calm. “No touching. No release. If you break a rule, it’s a week. Understood?”

He nodded. Couldn’t stop it. The movement was small, involuntary, burning him with shame. His cock pulsed in the cage, the metal a cruel barrier, the weight of three days—possibly a week—settling heavy in his core.

“Go.” Her command was absolute. “Session over. Same time in three days. Don’t be early. Don’t be late. Dress before you leave.”

He moved to his clothes by the wall, each step stiff, the cage shifting with him, pressing against his trapped erection. Dressing felt wrong—the boxers brushing the metal, trousers trapping the weight, shirt and jacket a weak mask for the flush on his neck, the rawness in his eyes.

The hallway outside was silent, the oppressive quiet of her facility returning. The cage felt heavier with each step, a constant presence, cold metal encasing his hard cock, reminding him of her key, her control. His pulse raced, shame and arousal tangling, fueled by the thought of wearing this to work, to home, everywhere.

He reached the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a deeper flush, a tension he couldn’t hide. The cage pressed against his trousers, invisible but undeniable, a secret submission burning under his armor.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed her words—three days, locked, every moment a reminder of her. The cage shifted as he leaned against the wall, metal biting into his need, pre-cum slicking inside, shame twisting tighter.

His phone buzzed in his pocket. He ignored it. Work could wait. All he could think of was the weight between his legs, the key around her neck, the way her voice had promised control over every second of his next three days.

The elevator descended. His stomach churned, dread and arousal pulling tight. Three days. Meetings, arguments, sleepless nights—all with the cage pressing against him, her presence lingering even when she wasn’t there. His cock throbbed uselessly, trapped, proving her power with every ache.

---

The first day was torture. Elliot sat in a boardroom, polished and sharp, arguing a case with the precision that made him feared. But the cage pressed against his suit trousers, cold metal biting into his cock with every shift in his chair, a secret weight that made his voice catch mid-sentence.

Colleagues stared. Not at the cage—they couldn’t see it—but at the faint flush on his neck, the way he adjusted his posture too often. He felt their eyes, felt the shame of being observed, and it fueled the heat in his core, his cock straining in its prison, pre-cum slicking the metal.

He typed notes, hands steady on the laptop, but his mind was elsewhere. Kira’s key, hanging against her skin. Her voice, promising three days of this torment. Each thought made the cage tighter, the arousal sharper, the humiliation raw under the weight of being watched by unaware eyes.

Lunch came. He stayed at his desk, avoiding the break room, the risk of movement, of someone noticing his stiffness. The cage pressed harder as he sat still, metal unyielding, a constant reminder of who controlled him. His cock throbbed, trapped, aching for a release he couldn’t have.

By evening, he was raw. Driving home, the cage shifted with every turn, every stop, biting into his need. He gripped the steering wheel too hard, pulse racing, shame burning as he imagined her watching, knowing, reveling in his struggle miles away.

Night fell. He lay in bed, suit discarded, the cage still locked tight around his cock. Sleep wouldn’t come—each movement under the sheets pressed the metal deeper, his erection straining, pre-cum leaking, the ache a physical weight tying him to her.

At 2 a.m., he broke. Not a rule, not physically, but mentally. He grabbed his phone, fingers trembling, typing a message to her: “I can’t stop thinking about you.” Sent. The shame of admitting it burned hot, his cock pulsing in the cage, the metal biting harder.

He stared at the screen. No reply. Minutes stretched into hours, his body aching, trapped, the cage a cruel reminder of her absence, her control. He tossed, turned, the metal shifting, pressing, until dawn crept through the window.

At 8 a.m., his phone buzzed. Her name on the screen made his breath catch. The message was short, precise: “That’s the point.”

His face burned. The words hit deep, her voice echoing in his head, warm and cutting. His cock throbbed in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside, shame and arousal tangling tighter, proving her point with every pulse. She knew. She always knew.

---

Day two was worse. Another meeting, more eyes on him, the cage pressing against his trousers as he stood to present. His voice stayed sharp, but his hands trembled, the metal biting into his cock with every gesture, every step.

A colleague leaned in, asking if he was okay, noting the flush on his neck. He lied, said it was stress, but the shame of being observed, of almost being caught, fueled the heat in his core. His cock strained, trapped, the cage a secret submission under their clueless stares.

By afternoon, he was fraying. Sitting at his desk, the cage dug in, cold and unyielding, each shift a reminder of her key, her control. He typed furiously, trying to distract himself, but his mind replayed her words, her gaze, the click of the lock.

Night came again. No sleep, just the cage pressing, his cock aching, pre-cum leaking inside the metal. He didn’t text her this time—couldn’t bear the shame of another confession—but her presence lingered, heavy, even in her absence.

---

Day three dragged. Work was a blur, the cage a constant weight, pressing against his suit trousers during every meeting, every argument. His colleagues’ eyes followed him, unaware of the metal trapping his cock, but their attention burned him, the public exhibition of his hidden submission fueling his shame, his arousal.

He stood in the bathroom stall, hands gripping the sink, staring at his reflection. Sharp features, tailored suit, but eyes raw with need, neck flushed with heat. The cage bit into him, cold and cruel, his cock throbbing uselessly, pre-cum slicking inside, her key a ghost against her neck in his mind.

By evening, he was broken. Not in defiance, but in need. Driving to her facility for the next session, the cage shifted with every turn, pressing, reminding, tying him to her before he even arrived. His pulse raced, shame and anticipation tangling, his cock aching in its prison.

He reached the hallway outside the training room. The silence pressed in, heavier now, the cage a physical weight between his legs, cold metal encasing his hard cock. His watch read 5:59. Not early. Not late. Just as she demanded.

The door opened. Kira stood there, her height dominating, black trousers and silk blouse immaculate, the key glinting on its chain against her throat. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, a faint curve of her lips hinting at satisfaction.

“Inside.” Her voice was low, a command pulling him forward.

He stepped in. The padded floor muted his steps, the mirror reflecting his tension, the flush on his neck, the cage hidden but undeniable under his suit. The black leather chair waited, a silent witness to his return.

“Close the door.” She didn’t turn. She knew he’d obey.

He did. The click sealed him in, his pulse hammering, the cage pressing harder with each breath, his cock throbbing inside, shame burning under her gaze. She crossed to the chair, heels clicking, posture unhurried, the key swinging slightly against her blouse.

“You texted me at two in the morning because a piece of metal reminded you I exist.” Her voice was silk and steel, cutting deep. “That’s not frustration. That’s devotion.”

His face burned. The words sliced through him, raw and true, his cock pulsing in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside, the shame of his confession fueling the heat. He stood there, trapped, owned, her key glinting as a promise of more.

“Three days.” Her tone softened, just a fraction, the praise devastating. “And you didn’t break a single rule. Imagine what a week does. We’ll find out.”

His breath caught. A week. The threat—or promise—hit hard, stirring the heat in his core, dread and want tangling tighter. His cock throbbed in the cage, metal biting into his need, her control a weight he couldn’t escape, and the thought of seven more days burned him raw.


Chapter 8: Conditioned

Elliot stood rigid in the training room, the padded gray floor muting the tension in his stance. The mirror on the wall reflected his sharp features, the faint flush on his neck, and the tailored suit that hid the chastity cage locked tight around his cock. His pulse hammered, the metal pressing against his trapped erection with every breath, a cruel reminder of Kira’s key dangling around her neck.

The door clicked open behind him. The deliberate sound of heels sliced through the silence, slow and unyielding. His spine straightened before he could stop it, the weight of her presence already pressing down.

Kira entered. Six feet of controlled power, her black trousers and silk blouse immaculate, the silver chain with the key glinting against her throat. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, peeling back layers without a word.

“Stand there.” Her voice was low, measured, pointing to a spot directly in front of the black leather chair. “Don’t move until I say.”

He obeyed. His feet shifted to the spot, the cage biting into his cock as he moved, a sharp reminder of the three days he’d endured. Shame burned in his chest, fueling the heat trapped in the metal.

She didn’t sit. She circled him, heels clicking with precision, her height looming even as she kept her distance. The scent of lavender trailed her, crisp and commanding, making his trapped cock twitch uselessly.

“You’ve worn it for three days.” Her voice came from behind him now, steady and calm. “No rules broken. No complaints. Your body is learning faster than I expected.”

The words hit deep. Not quite praise, but close enough to make his face burn, his cock straining harder against the cage. He hated how her approval stirred him, even locked as he was.

She stopped in front of him. Her gaze dropped to his trousers, lingering on the hidden bulge of the cage, then flicked back to his eyes. A faint flush colored her cheeks, her breathing deeper, though still controlled.

“Kneel.” One word, delivered with absolute certainty. It pressed him down before his mind could resist.

His knees buckled. They hit the padded floor, the ache from past sessions spreading through his thighs. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down—the position came too easily, and the shame of it burned hot.

“Good.” Her tone softened a fraction, cutting through him. His cock pulsed in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside the metal, the heat of her approval mixing with humiliation.

She stepped closer. Her heels clicked once, twice, stopping inches from his knees. The key on her chain swayed slightly, catching the light, a silent taunt of his confinement.

“Hands behind your back.” Her instruction was calm, precise, leaving no room for hesitation.

He moved. His hands crossed at the small of his back, trembling just enough to notice. The vulnerability of the pose made his trapped cock throb harder, shame twisting with need under her gaze.

She reached into a black bag beside the chair. Leather wrist cuffs emerged, the metal buckles glinting as she held them up. His stomach twisted, dread and arousal tangling at the sight.

Her fingers worked with precision. The leather wrapped around his left wrist, cool at first, then warming against his skin, the tightness firm but not painful. The buckle clicked, sharp in the quiet, locking him in.

The second cuff followed. Leather pressed into his right wrist, the buckle clicking again, binding his hands together. The weight of the restraints settled heavy in his chest, his cock straining uselessly in the cage.

“There.” Her voice brushed close as she stepped back, assessing him. “Your body is already responding. Look at how tense you are, even locked up.”

His face burned. The words cut deep, her gaze lingering on his trousers, on the hidden cage, then flicking to his flushed neck. Shame fueled the heat, his cock throbbing in its prison, proving her control with every pulse.

She sat now. Legs crossed in the chair, hands resting lightly on the armrests, her posture unhurried. Her eyes stayed relentless, dark and unyielding, a faint flush deepening on her cheeks as she watched him kneel.

“Today’s exercise is conditioning.” Her voice was silk and steel, each word deliberate. “Your body will learn to respond to my words, not your thoughts. We start simple.”

His breath hitched. Conditioning. The idea clawed at him, stripping another layer of his will, but his cock pulsed in the cage, the metal biting into his need, anticipation burning under her gaze.

She leaned forward slightly. Her eyes locked on his, the key on her chain glinting as she spoke. “When I say ‘kneel,’ you feel it in your legs before you think. Understand?”

He nodded. Couldn’t stop it. The small movement burned him with shame, his trapped cock throbbing harder, pre-cum slicking inside the metal.

“Kneel.” Her voice was low, testing, even though he was already down.

His knees pressed harder into the floor. The ache deepened, an involuntary response, his body reacting before his mind processed the word. Shame burned hot, his cock straining in the cage, proving her point.

“Good boy.” Her tone dropped, warm and cutting, the praise devastating. Her hand reached out, gloved fingers grazing the top of the cage through his trousers, the contact electric even through fabric.

His breath caught. His cock pulsed hard, pre-cum leaking through the metal slots, the shame of his reaction twisting with arousal. He hated how two words and a touch made him drip for her, locked or not.

She noticed. Her lips curved, that faint satisfaction, as her fingers pressed slightly harder against the cage. “I said two words, and you leaked through the cage. Your body doesn’t belong to you anymore, Elliot. It responds to me.”

The words sliced through him. Raw and true, they burned in his chest, his cock throbbing painfully in its prison, shame fueling the heat he couldn’t escape. His hands twitched in the cuffs, wanting to hide, to resist, but her gaze pinned him still.

“Stand.” Her command came sharp, pulling him up before thought could intervene.

He rose. Knees ached, thighs trembled, the cage shifting with him, pressing against his trapped erection. His hands stayed bound behind his back, the leather creaking as he moved, vulnerability burning under her stare.

She stood too. Her height towered over him, heels clicking as she circled again, her presence a physical weight. The key swayed on her chain, taunting him with every step, his cock throbbing uselessly in response.

“Stand straighter.” Her voice came from behind, calm but firm, correcting him. “Shoulders back. Chin up. Show me you’re listening.”

He adjusted. Shoulders pulled back, spine rigid, chin lifting despite the humiliation of obeying so quickly. The cage bit harder as he shifted, pre-cum slicking inside, shame twisting with the heat of her control.

“Good boy.” Her voice brushed his ear now, closer, the praise cutting deep again. Her hand grazed the cage through his trousers once more, fingers pressing just enough to make him gasp.

His cock pulsed. Pre-cum leaked faster, seeping through the metal, the shame of his body’s betrayal raw and undeniable. Her words, her touch—two simple triggers, and he was dripping for her, locked and helpless.

She stepped in front of him. Her eyes locked on his, dark and unyielding, the faint flush on her cheeks deepening as her breathing grew heavier. She felt it too—the power, the heat of his submission, her own arousal clear in the way her thighs pressed together.

“Kneel.” Her command tested him again, delivered with that same quiet certainty.

His knees buckled instantly. They hit the floor, the ache flaring through his thighs, his body responding before his mind caught up. Shame burned hot, his cock straining in the cage, proving her conditioning was already taking hold.

“Perfect.” Her tone softened, devastating him. Her gloved hand reached out, fingers tilting his chin up, forcing his eyes to meet hers, the contact electric through the fabric.

His breath hitched. His cock throbbed painfully, pre-cum dripping inside the metal, the shame of kneeling on command mixing with the heat of her approval. He hated how his body obeyed, how it craved her words, her touch.

She stepped back. Her gaze lingered on his trousers, on the hidden cage, then flicked to his flushed face. Her lips curved again, satisfaction clear, as she crossed her arms, the key glinting against her silk blouse.

“Stand.” Her voice pulled him up, sharp and unyielding, testing the trigger once more.

He rose. Legs trembled, the cage pressing harder with the movement, his cock aching in its prison. Hands still bound, he stood straighter as instructed, shame burning under her relentless stare.

“Good boy.” Her praise sliced through him, warm and cutting, her hand grazing the cage again, fingers pressing just enough to draw a whimper from his throat.

His cock pulsed hard. Pre-cum leaked through the slots, the metal slick inside, shame twisting with arousal as her words sank deeper. He whimpered again, couldn’t stop it, the sound raw in the quiet room.

She noticed. Her eyes darkened, her breathing quickening, a faint wetness he imagined between her legs as she watched him tremble. Her own arousal fueled his, the loop of shame and need tightening under her control.

“Kneel.” Her command came faster this time, testing the speed of his response.

His knees dropped. No hesitation, no thought—just the ache flaring through his thighs as he hit the floor, the cage biting into his cock. Shame burned hotter, his body a puppet to her voice, proving her power with every movement.

“Excellent.” Her voice dropped lower, the praise devastating, as she stepped closer, her hand brushing his shoulder, the contact sending a jolt through him.

His cock throbbed. Pre-cum dripped faster, slicking the metal, the shame of kneeling on command raw and undeniable. He wanted to resist, to fight the conditioning, but her voice, her touch—they owned him already.

Time stretched. She repeated the cycle—stand, kneel, stand again—each command pulling him faster, his body responding before his mind could protest. Each “good boy” cut deeper, his cock straining in the cage, pre-cum leaking with every word.

Minutes passed. His knees ached, thighs burned, the cage a constant weight pressing against his trapped erection. Sweat beaded on his neck, hidden under his collar, but her gaze saw it all, cataloging every sign of his struggle.

She stopped pacing. Stood directly in front of him as he knelt again, her height looming, heels inches from his knees. Her eyes locked on his, dark and unyielding, the key on her chain glinting with promise.

“Stand.” Her voice tested him one last time, sharp and absolute.

He rose. Legs shook, the cage shifting, pressing hard against his aching cock, pre-cum slick inside. Hands bound behind him, he stood straighter, chin up, shoulders back, obeying without thought.

“Good boy.” Her tone was warm, devastating, as her gloved hand pressed against the cage, fingers curling slightly, the pressure drawing a low moan from his throat.

His cock pulsed hard. Pre-cum leaked through the metal, the shame of his reaction burning in his chest, arousal spiking with her approval. He moaned again, couldn’t stop it, the sound broken in the quiet room.

She stepped back. Her gaze lingered on his trousers, on the cage hidden beneath, then flicked to his flushed face. Her lips curved, satisfaction undeniable, as her own arousal showed in the quickness of her breath, the flush on her chest.

“You’re conditioned now.” Her voice was low, a quiet truth that burned him. “My words move you before you decide. Kneel, stand, tremble—it’s mine to command.”

His breath caught. The words hit deep, raw and undeniable, his cock throbbing in the cage, shame fueling the heat he couldn’t escape. His body was hers, responding to her voice, her will, and the realization burned him raw.

She leaned closer. Her scent—lavender and heat—enveloped him, her eyes dark with want, her breathing heavier, thighs pressing together beneath her trousers. She felt it too, reveled in it, and it made his need sharper, more humiliating.

“Kneel.” Her final test, delivered with that same quiet power.

His knees dropped. No thought, just the ache flaring through his thighs, the cage biting into his cock, his body hers before he could resist. Shame twisted with arousal, proving her conditioning, her control.

“Perfect.” Her praise sliced through him, devastating, as she stepped back, her gaze heavy on his trembling form. Her own arousal was clear—nipples hard under her blouse, a faint wetness he sensed, her chest rising faster.

Time lingered. He stayed kneeling, knees aching, hands bound, cock throbbing in the cage, pre-cum dripping inside. Her gaze pressed on him, relentless, taking in every sign of his submission, every tremble, every flush.

She moved behind him. Her fingers worked the buckles of the cuffs, leather loosening, falling away, leaving his wrists bare, light, oddly empty. The loss of restraint burned, fueled the heat still aching in his core.

“Stand.” Her command pulled him up, voice low and final.

He rose slowly. Knees protested, thighs trembled, the cage pressing harder against his trapped cock. He kept his eyes down, unable to meet her gaze, shame burning hot under the weight of his conditioning.

She stepped in front. Her height towered over him, her eyes locking on his, taking in the flush on his neck, the tension in his shoulders, the hidden cage he couldn’t escape. Her lips curved again, satisfaction clear.

“You’ve done well.” Her voice was low, the praise cutting through him, sharp and warm. “Most don’t condition this fast. Your body obeys me faster than your mind now.”

The words hit hard. Devastating. His cock pulsed in the cage, arousal spiking with her approval, shame twisting tighter at how true it felt.

She leaned closer. Her breath brushed his ear, her scent enveloping him, the key on her chain glinting as a reminder of her control. Her own arousal was undeniable—her chest rising fast, her eyes dark with want, fueling his need.

“Next session, we test that in front of an audience.” Her voice dropped lower, a quiet threat wrapped in promise. “Your body will respond to my words while others watch. Think about that tonight.”

His breath stopped. An audience. The thought clawed at him, dread and arousal tangling, his cock throbbing painfully in the cage, shame burning at the idea of public submission, of being seen.

“Go.” Her final command, simple and absolute. “Session over. Same time tomorrow. Don’t be early. Don’t be late.”

He nodded. Couldn’t help it. The movement was small, involuntary, burning him with shame. He turned, moving to the door, each step stiff from the ache in his knees, the cage pressing against his trapped cock.

The hallway outside was silent, the oppressive quiet of her facility returning. His cock throbbed in the cage, pre-cum slick inside, shame and arousal clinging to him, fueled by her words, by the promise of an audience tomorrow.

He moved toward the elevator, the marble cold under his shoes. His reflection in the mirrored doors stared back—sharp features, tailored suit, but now with a deeper flush, a raw desperation in his eyes, a vulnerability he couldn’t hide.

The elevator dinged. He stepped inside, alone with the hum of machinery. His mind replayed the session—kneeling on command, her voice in his ear, the conditioning sinking deep, the threat of being watched.

His stomach twisted. Shame, dread, heat—all tangled together, pulling tight. He pressed the button for the ground floor, the doors sliding shut, the cage biting into his cock with every thought of tomorrow.

Tomorrow at six. Same time. He wouldn’t be early. He wouldn’t be late. But he’d be there, conditioned and ready, and the thought of her words, her gaze, an audience witnessing his submission—it made his pulse race faster than he could control.


Chapter 9: The Demonstration (Public)

Elliot’s polished shoes clicked against the marble hallway of Kira’s facility, the sound sharp and defiant in the oppressive silence. His tailored suit clung to him, a fragile armor over the chastity cage that bit into his cock with every step. His pulse thrummed, a mix of dread and heat, as he approached the main hall—a space he’d only seen empty until tonight.

The double doors loomed ahead, black and unyielding. His watch read 5:59. Not early. Not late. Just as she commanded.

He pushed them open. The hall beyond was vast, its high ceiling amplifying every sound. Six chairs formed a neat semi-circle in the center, each occupied by a silent figure—men and women, all dressed in muted tones, their faces unreadable. A spotlight burned above, casting a harsh glow over the polished floor where he’d soon kneel.

His stomach twisted. Six pairs of eyes turned to him, assessing, waiting. The cage pressed harder against his trapped cock, pre-cum already slicking inside, shame burning hot in his chest.

Kira stood at the far end, near a small table draped in black cloth. Her six-foot frame dominated the space, black trousers and silk blouse immaculate, the silver key to his cage glinting on its chain against her throat. Her posture was unhurried, her dark eyes locking on his with that relentless certainty.

“Enter.” Her voice was low, measured, slicing through the silence. It wasn’t a request. It was fact.

He stepped forward. The doors closed behind him with a soft thud, sealing him in with the weight of their gazes. His cock throbbed in the cage, the metal biting into his need, each step echoing in the hall as he moved toward her.

“Stop there.” She pointed to a spot directly under the spotlight, the center of the semi-circle, fully exposed to the audience. “Face them.”

His breath caught. Face them? The command clawed at his pride, at the litigation attorney who’d stared down juries without flinching. But her gaze pinned him, and his feet turned before his mind could resist, positioning him under the searing light.

He felt it instantly. Six pairs of eyes boring into him, cataloging his tailored suit, the tension in his jaw, the faint flush creeping up his neck. Shame burned hotter, his cock straining in the cage, the metal slick with pre-cum, a secret submission hidden beneath his trousers.

Kira moved closer. Her heels clicked slow and deliberate, each sound a hammer to his nerves as she stopped just behind him. The faint scent of lavender hit him, crisp and commanding, making his trapped erection pulse harder.

“Tonight is a demonstration.” Her voice stayed low, projected just enough for the audience to hear, each word precise. “You are the lesson. They will see what obedience looks like when it’s shaped by control.”

His face burned. A lesson. Publicly displayed, stripped of his courtroom armor, reduced to an example under their stares. His cock throbbed painfully in the cage, shame fueling the heat, the betrayal loop spinning tight.

“Strip.” Her command sliced through the silence, simple and absolute. “Everything. Fold it on the table.”

His hands trembled. Strip in front of them? The weight of their gazes pressed harder, six silent witnesses to his impending exposure. But Kira’s voice was a tether, pulling his fingers to his jacket before defiance could form.

He shrugged it off. Folded it with forced precision, the fabric warm from his body, and walked to the table, each step stiff under the spotlight. The audience watched, unblinking, as he placed it down, their silence heavier than any sound.

Back to the center. Tie next, silk slipping through his grip. Shirt unbuttoned, exposing his lean chest, the flush deepening on his skin as cool air hit him. Trousers dropped, revealing the cage—metal gleaming under the light, encasing his hard cock, pre-cum visible through the slots.

A murmur rippled through the audience. Soft, barely audible, but it burned him raw. His face flushed hotter, hands shaking as he folded the trousers, then the boxers, stacking them on the table, fully bare now, the cage a stark confession of his submission.

He returned to the spotlight. Naked, vulnerable, the cage pressing against his throbbing cock, his ass still carrying faint marks from her earlier correction. Six pairs of eyes took in every detail—his tension, his flush, the metal trapping his need.

Kira stepped in front of him. Her height loomed, her gaze unyielding, a faint flush on her cheeks showing her own arousal at his exposure. The key on her chain glinted, a silent promise, as her lips curved with faint satisfaction.

“Kneel.” One word, delivered with quiet power, pressing him down before thought could resist.

His knees buckled. They hit the cold, polished floor, the impact echoing in the silent hall, a sharp ache spreading through his thighs. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down—the position came instantly, conditioned by her voice, and the shame of it seared him.

A soft gasp came from the audience. Barely there, but it hit like a strike, their observation amplifying his humiliation. His cock strained in the cage, pre-cum dripping through the metal, pooling on the floor under the spotlight.

“Good boy.” Her voice dropped, warm and cutting, the praise devastating in front of them. It sliced through him, his trapped cock pulsing hard, shame twisting with arousal as six pairs of eyes witnessed her approval.

She circled him. Heels clicked slow, deliberate, each sound a reminder of her control as she moved behind him. Her presence was a weight, even unseen, pressing on his vulnerability, on the heat burning in his core.

“Hands behind your back.” Her instruction came calm, precise, leaving no room for hesitation.

He obeyed. His hands crossed at the small of his back, trembling under the audience’s stare. The position exposed him further, chest forward, cage glinting under the light, his cock throbbing painfully in its prison.

She reached into a black bag on the table. Leather wrist cuffs emerged, metal buckles catching the spotlight as she approached. The audience leaned forward slightly, their silence heavier, anticipation thick in the air.

Her fingers worked with precision. Leather wrapped around his left wrist, cool then warming against his skin, the tightness firm but not painful. The buckle clicked, sharp and loud, echoing in the hall as the first cuff locked in place.

The second followed. Leather pressed into his right wrist, the buckle clicking again, binding his hands together. The weight of the restraints settled heavy, his cock pulsing in the cage, shame burning under the weight of being bound before them.

“There.” Her voice brushed close as she stepped back, assessing him. “Your body is already ahead of your mind. They see it too—how you obey before you think.”

His face burned raw. The words cut deep, the audience’s gaze pressing harder, taking in his bound hands, his kneeling form, the cage trapping his erection. Pre-cum dripped faster, shame fueling the heat, proving her point to them all.

She moved to stand in front of him again. Her height towered, her eyes dark with control, a deeper flush on her cheeks now, her breathing heavier though still measured. Her own arousal was clear, mirroring his, intensifying his humiliation.

“Look at them watching you.” Her voice was silk and steel, low but carrying to every chair. “Now look at yourself. You’re harder than you’ve ever been.”

His breath stopped. He couldn’t look—didn’t want to—but her command pulled his eyes up, catching the audience’s stares, their silent observation burning him. Then down, to the cage, his cock straining against the metal, pre-cum glistening, undeniable under the spotlight.

Shame seared him. His face flushed hotter, the heat in his core unbearable, his cock throbbing painfully in its prison. The betrayal loop spun tighter—humiliation at their gaze, arousal from the shame, the cage proving her words true.

She stepped closer. Her hand reached out, fingers brushing the edge of the cage, not touching his skin, just the metal, the contact still electric through the barrier. His hips twitched toward her involuntarily, the cage biting harder, a low moan escaping his throat.

The audience heard it. Their silence shifted, a faint rustle of fabric as they adjusted in their seats, witnessing his desperation. His face burned, pre-cum leaking faster, the shame of being seen like this fueling his need.

“Pathetic.” Her voice was warm, cutting, delivered with that devastating affection. “All it takes is their eyes on you, and you’re dripping through the cage. Your submission is a lesson for them.”

The words sliced through. Humiliation burned raw, his cock pulsing hard in the cage, pre-cum pooling on the floor, the audience’s gaze a physical weight amplifying every reaction. He hated it—hated how being watched made him ache more.

She stepped back. Her eyes lingered on the cage, on the evidence of his need, then flicked to his flushed face. Her lips curved, satisfaction clear, as she turned slightly to address the audience, her posture still unhurried.

“Observe his posture.” Her voice projected, calm and precise. “Knees apart for stability. Spine straight to show surrender. Hands bound to remove choice. This is obedience, crafted through control.”

Their eyes followed her words. Cataloging his kneeling form, the leather cuffs, the cage glinting under the spotlight. His shame twisted tighter, cock throbbing in its prison, the public dissection of his submission burning him raw.

She moved behind him again. Her heels clicked, slow and deliberate, as she reached into the bag once more. The sound of metal and leather rustled, anticipation clawing at him, the audience’s gaze pressing harder as they waited.

A collar emerged. Black leather, a silver buckle glinting, a small ring at the front for a leash she didn’t produce—yet. His stomach twisted, dread and heat tangling, his cock straining in the cage at the thought of being collared before them.

“Head up.” Her command was quiet, but it pulled his chin higher, exposing his neck under the spotlight. The audience watched, unblinking, as she stepped close, the scent of lavender enveloping him, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape.

The leather touched his throat. Cool at first, then warming against his flushed skin, the tightness firm as she wrapped it around his neck. The buckle clicked, loud in the silent hall, locking the collar in place, a stark symbol of ownership under their stares.

His breath hitched. The collar pressed against his throat, a constant reminder of her control, his submission, the audience witnessing every second. His cock pulsed hard, pre-cum dripping through the cage, shame searing him as he felt their eyes on the leather.

“Good boy.” Her praise cut deep, warm and devastating, echoing in the hall for all to hear. His cock throbbed painfully, arousal spiking with her approval, the shame of being collared in public twisting tighter in his gut.

She stepped in front of him. Her hand reached down, fingers hooking into the ring on the collar, tugging lightly, not pulling, just testing. The small movement sent a jolt through him, his cock straining in the cage, a low gasp escaping under the spotlight.

They heard it. The audience’s silence pressed heavier, their observation a cruel mirror to his humiliation. His face burned, pre-cum leaking faster, the collar and cage tying him to her will, displayed for their lesson.

“Stand.” Her command came sharp, pulling him up before thought could resist, conditioned by her voice over days of training.

He rose. Knees ached, thighs trembled, the cage shifting with him, pressing against his trapped cock. Hands bound behind his back, collar tight around his neck, he stood under the spotlight, fully exposed to their gaze.

A faint murmur rippled through the audience again. Soft, curious, it burned him raw, their attention on his bound form, the leather at his throat, the metal encasing his erection. Shame fueled the heat, his cock throbbing uselessly, proving her power to them all.

She circled him once more. Heels clicked, slow and deliberate, her presence a constant weight as she stopped in front of him again. Her eyes locked on his, dark with control, a deeper flush on her cheeks, her breathing heavier now.

“Serve.” Her voice was low, a command meant for him but heard by all. “Crawl to the table. Fetch the cloth in your teeth. Bring it back. Show them service.”

His stomach dropped. Crawl? In front of them? The humiliation clawed at him, raw and deep, but her gaze pinned him, and his body moved before defiance could form, lowering to all fours despite the bound hands.

The floor was cold under his knees. Each movement shifted the cage, metal biting into his cock, pre-cum dripping as he crawled, the collar pressing against his throat. Six pairs of eyes followed, their silence deafening, witnessing his degradation.

He reached the table. The black cloth lay there, folded neatly, a small test under their stares. He leaned forward, teeth gripping the edge, the fabric soft in his mouth, shame burning as he turned, crawling back, fully aware of their gaze on his bound, collared form.

He stopped at her feet. Dropped the cloth from his mouth, the act of service complete, his face flushed hot, cock throbbing in the cage, pre-cum pooling on the floor. The audience watched, unblinking, their observation a weight he couldn’t shake.

“Good boy.” Her praise sliced through, warm and cutting, echoing in the hall. Her hand reached down, fingers brushing his cheek, the contact electric, sending a jolt through him, his cock pulsing hard in its prison.

His breath caught. Shame twisted with arousal, the public praise, the touch, the eyes on him—it overwhelmed him, pre-cum leaking faster, the cage biting into his need. He wanted to hide, to resist, but her control, their gaze, it rooted him in place.

She stepped back. Her eyes lingered on his kneeling form, the collar, the cage, then flicked to the audience, addressing them again. Her posture stayed unhurried, her voice calm but carrying.

“Service is surrender.” Her words projected, each one precise. “He crawls because I command it. He wears the collar because I own it. This is obedience, shaped by control, and witnessed by you.”

Their eyes stayed on him. Taking in the collar, the bound hands, the cage, the flush on his skin, the evidence of his submission. Shame burned hotter, his cock throbbing painfully, the public lesson stripping him raw under the spotlight.

Time stretched. He stayed kneeling, knees aching on the cold floor, hands bound, collar tight, cage pressing against his trapped erection. The audience’s gaze pressed harder, relentless, each second amplifying his humiliation, his need.

She moved behind him. Her fingers worked the buckles of the cuffs, leather loosening, falling away, leaving his wrists bare, light, oddly empty. The loss of restraint burned, the collar still pressing against his throat, a reminder of her ownership.

“Stand.” Her command pulled him up, voice low and final, testing his conditioning before them.

He rose slowly. Knees protested, thighs trembled, the cage shifting, metal biting into his aching cock. The collar stayed tight, a public mark under their stares, shame twisting with the heat in his core.

She stepped in front. Her height towered over him, her eyes locking on his, taking in the flush on his neck, the tension in his shoulders, the cage he couldn’t escape. Her lips curved, satisfaction undeniable, as her own arousal showed in the quickness of her breath, the flush on her chest.

“You’ve done well.” Her voice was low, the praise cutting through, sharp and warm, echoing for all to hear. “Most don’t serve under observation on their first display. I’m impressed.”

The words hit hard. Devastating. His cock pulsed in the cage, arousal spiking with her approval, shame twisting tighter at being praised in front of them. Their eyes lingered, witnessing his reaction, burning him raw.

She leaned closer. Her breath brushed his ear, her scent—lavender and heat—enveloping him, the key on her chain glinting as a reminder of her control. Her own arousal was clear—nipples hard under her blouse, thighs pressing together, fueling his desperation.

“They all want to know how long it took to get you here.” Her voice dropped lower, a quiet truth meant just for him, yet carrying in the silent hall. “I told them: he was always here. He just needed someone to show him the door.”

His breath stopped. The words sliced deep, raw and undeniable, his cock throbbing in the cage, shame and heat tangling under the weight of her truth, under their gaze. He stood there, collared, caged, displayed, owned—her lesson complete for tonight.


Chapter 10: The Last Wall

Elliot stood under the harsh spotlight of the main hall, the cold polished floor biting into his bare feet. The collar around his neck pressed tight, a leather reminder of his public submission from moments ago, while the chastity cage gripped his throbbing cock, metal slick with pre-cum from the audience’s lingering stares. His wrists, though unbound now, still felt the ghost of the cuffs, and the weight of six pairs of eyes lingered even as they’d been dismissed, leaving only Kira’s gaze to strip him further.

“Follow me.” Her voice cut through the silence, low and unyielding, pulling him from the center of the hall toward a side door.

He moved. Each step shifted the cage, metal biting into his aching cock, shame burning hot in his chest. The collar tugged at his throat, a mark of ownership he couldn’t shake, as he followed her towering frame—six feet of controlled power in tailored black trousers and silk blouse, the key to his cage glinting on its chain.

She led him into a smaller room. The space was clinical, intimate—padded bench in the center, black walls absorbing sound, a single overhead light casting sharp shadows. A table stood to the side, draped in black cloth, items hidden beneath, waiting for her command.

“On the bench.” Her instruction came calm, precise, as she gestured to the padded surface. “Face down. Now.”

His stomach twisted. Face down meant exposure, vulnerability, a position he couldn’t defend. But her dark eyes pinned him, and his body obeyed before defiance could form, stepping to the bench, lowering himself onto the cool padding, chest pressed flat, ass exposed.

The cage pressed harder against the bench, trapping his cock beneath him, pre-cum leaking inside the metal. Shame fueled the heat in his core, his bare skin prickling under the air, under her gaze. He felt the collar shift as he adjusted, a constant weight at his throat.

She moved to the table. The soft rustle of cloth revealed her tools—items clinking, deliberate, as she prepared. His breath caught, anticipation clawing at him, dread and arousal tangling as he lay there, unable to see, only to wait.

“Wrists.” Her voice was low, a command that pulled his arms to the sides of the bench without hesitation.

He extended them. Leather cuffs wrapped around each wrist, cool at first, warming against his skin as she buckled them tight. The metal clicked, sharp in the quiet, securing his hands to the bench’s edges, binding him in place, fully at her mercy.

“Ankles.” Her tone didn’t waver, and his legs shifted, spreading slightly as she fastened more cuffs, locking his ankles to the bench’s lower frame.

He couldn’t move now. Spread out, face down, ass exposed, cock trapped in the cage beneath him, the collar pressing into his neck as he breathed harder. Shame burned raw, his body trembling under the restraints, arousal pulsing through the metal despite—or because of—his helplessness.

She stepped behind him. Her hand rested on the small of his back, warm and firm through the silk of her glove, the contact sending a jolt through him. His cock throbbed in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside, as her touch grounded him in his submission.

“You asked me not to do this.” Her voice was silk and steel, low and measured, as her hand pressed slightly harder. “Session one. You drew a line. Remember?”

He did. His jaw clenched, the memory sharp—his defiant list of boundaries, pegging at the top, a wall he swore she’d never cross. His face burned, trapped cock pulsing, shame twisting as he lay bound, knowing she’d dismantle that wall tonight.

“I remember.” His voice came out tight, rough, barely audible against the padded bench.

Her hand slid lower. Fingers traced the curve of his ass, light but deliberate, the glove’s silk a stark contrast to his bare skin. His body tensed, cock straining in the cage, pre-cum dripping, as anticipation clawed deeper.

“I’m crossing that line now.” Her tone stayed calm, each word precise. “But I’ll ask once. Do you want me to stop?”

His breath stopped. The question hung heavy, a rare offering of choice, but her hand on his ass, the restraints, her presence—it all pressed on him. He didn’t want to stop. Couldn’t. The shame of admitting it burned, but his cock throbbed harder, betraying him.

“No.” The word slipped out, raw and quiet, a surrender he couldn’t take back.

Her hand paused. A faint shift in her breathing—deeper, quicker—betrayed her arousal at his answer. Then her voice came again, warm with devastating approval. “Good boy. I didn’t think you’d stop me.”

The praise hit hard. His cock pulsed in the cage, shame and heat tangling, pre-cum leaking faster as her words sank in. He hated how they owned him, how they made him ache for what came next, bound and exposed on her bench.

She moved to the table again. The sound of items shifting, a soft clink of glass, filled the quiet. Then she returned, her presence behind him a weight, as the cold drip of lube hit his skin, sliding between his cheeks, slick and shocking against his heat.

He gasped. The chill spread, her gloved fingers following, spreading the lube with slow precision, circling his tight entrance. His body tensed, cock throbbing in the cage, shame burning as her touch prepared him, intimate and unyielding.

“Relax.” Her voice was low, a command wrapped in calm, as her finger pressed gently, testing, not entering yet. “Breathe slow. Let it happen.”

He tried. Inhaled deep, exhaled shaky, his body trembling under her touch, the collar pressing into his neck with each breath. The cage bit harder, pre-cum slicking inside, as her finger pushed in, slow and deliberate, stretching him with cold lube.

A low moan escaped. The intrusion burned at first, a strange pressure, but her finger moved with care, easing deeper, spreading the slickness inside. Shame seared him, his cock pulsing, arousal spiking with the humiliation of being opened by her.

“Good.” Her tone softened, cutting through him, as she added a second finger, stretching him wider. “You’re taking it better than I expected.”

The praise sliced deep. His cock throbbed painfully, trapped in metal, pre-cum dripping as her fingers worked him, slow and precise, the burn fading into a heat he couldn’t name. His face burned, bound hands twitching against the cuffs, helpless under her control.

She withdrew her fingers. The loss felt sharp, empty, but then a new pressure came—cool, firm, a plug pressing against him, wider than her fingers, slick with lube. His breath hitched, body tensing, cock straining as she pushed it in, slow and unyielding.

“Take it.” Her voice was silk, firm, guiding him through the stretch as the plug settled inside, filling him, heavy and undeniable. “Hold it there. Feel it.”

He groaned. The weight pressed deep, a constant presence, stretching him, shame burning raw as his cock pulsed in the cage, pre-cum leaking onto the bench beneath. The collar tightened with each ragged breath, tying him to her will.

She stepped back. The sound of fabric shifting, a soft clink of metal, filled the quiet as she prepared the next step. His stomach twisted, anticipation clawing, knowing what came after the plug, dreading and wanting it in equal measure.

Her presence returned. Her hips brushed against his ass, the firm shape of a strap-on pressing through her trousers for a moment, a promise of what she’d wield. Then she adjusted, the cool tip of the dildo—slick with lube—touching him as she removed the plug, slow and deliberate.

He tensed. The emptiness ached for a second, then the dildo pressed in, wider, harder, stretching him further than the plug. A sharp gasp tore from him, the burn intense at first, his bound hands gripping the bench edges, cock throbbing painfully in the cage.

“Slow.” Her voice was calm, grounding, as she eased in, inch by inch, her hips controlled, deliberate. “You can take it. Let me in.”

He groaned again. The stretch burned, then eased, her rhythm steady, pushing deeper, filling him completely. Shame seared him, his cock pulsing hard, pre-cum dripping, as her hips pressed flush against his ass, the strap-on buried to the base.

“There.” Her tone dropped, warm with satisfaction, as she held still, letting him feel every inch. “You took it all. My pathetic little thing, opened up for me.”

The words cut raw. Humiliation burned, her warmth making the degradation sharper, his cock straining in the cage, proving her power. His face flushed hot, moans spilling out, broken and desperate, under her control.

She moved. Slow at first, pulling back, then thrusting in, her hips firm against his ass, the dildo sliding deep, hitting a spot inside that sent a jolt through him. His moan turned sharp, cock throbbing, pre-cum leaking faster, as pleasure spiked through the shame.

Her rhythm built. Each thrust was precise, controlled, her hips driving the strap-on deeper, hitting his prostate with every push. His body trembled, bound wrists straining, the collar pressing into his neck, moans growing louder, raw in the quiet room.

“Feel that.” Her voice was low, close, as her hand gripped his hip, steadying him for harder thrusts. “Your body knows what it needs, even if you hate it.”

He did hate it. Hated the pleasure, the shame, the way his cock pulsed in the cage, desperate for release, pre-cum slicking inside. But her thrusts, her words, her control—they owned him, pushing him toward an edge he couldn’t reach trapped in metal.

She leaned closer. Her breath brushed his ear, her silk blouse grazing his back, her own arousal clear in the quickness of her breathing, the faint flush he couldn’t see but felt. Her hand slid around, fingers brushing the cage, not unlocking, just pressing, teasing.

“You’re close.” Her voice was silk and steel, cutting deep, as her thrusts grew sharper, hitting his prostate hard. “I can feel it. Your ass clenching around me, your cock leaking through the cage.”

He moaned. Loud, broken, the sound echoing in the small room as her words, her dildo, pushed him to the brink. His body shook, bound and helpless, the pressure building inside, a prostate orgasm looming, raw and intense, despite the cage.

She thrust harder. Her hips slammed against his ass, the strap-on driving deep, relentless, each push hitting that spot, sending waves of pleasure through him. His moans turned to gasps, cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum dripping onto the bench, the edge so close.

Then it hit. A sharp, shattering release, not from his cock but deep inside, his prostate pulsing, a dry orgasm ripping through him, contractions tight and intense. He cried out, a sound that wasn’t a word, raw and desperate, body trembling under her thrusts, the cage holding his cock tight as waves crashed through him.

No cum came. The cage trapped it, his cock throbbing uselessly, but the release was devastating, shaking him to his core, moans spilling out as his ass clenched around the strap-on. His face burned, shame twisting with the aftershocks, knowing she’d forced this from him without even touching his cock.

She slowed. Her thrusts eased, hips pressing flush against his ass, holding the dildo deep as his body trembled, aftershocks rippling through. Her hand rested on his back again, warm through the glove, grounding him in the raw aftermath.

“Good boy.” Her voice dropped, warm and devastating, slicing through the haze. “You took every inch. And you came without me touching your cock. That’s called surrender.”

The praise burned. His cock pulsed in the cage, still hard, still aching, shame and arousal tangling in the wake of her words. He panted, bound wrists twitching, collar tight, as her approval sank deep, owning him further.

She pulled out. Slow, deliberate, the dildo sliding free, leaving him empty, aching, the lube slick on his skin. His body trembled, ass raw from her thrusts, cock throbbing in the cage, pre-cum a constant drip in the aftermath of that shattering release.

Her hands moved. Unbuckling the ankle cuffs first, leather loosening, freeing his legs, then the wrists, leaving his skin bare, light, oddly empty. The collar stayed, a lingering mark of her ownership, pressing into his neck as he breathed hard.

“Sit up.” Her command was quiet, pulling him from the bench, slow and shaky, to sit on the edge, legs trembling, cock still trapped in the cage beneath him.

He looked at her. Couldn’t help it. Her height towered over him, a faint flush on her cheeks, her breathing deeper, thighs pressing together beneath her trousers, her own arousal undeniable after taking him apart. Her dark eyes locked on his, unyielding, cataloging every tremor, every flush.

She stepped closer. Her hand reached out, fingers tilting his chin up, the silk glove cool against his heated skin, forcing his gaze to stay on hers. Her lips curved, that faint satisfaction, as she took in the raw mess she’d made of him.

“There it is.” Her voice was low, a quiet truth that burned him. “The last thing you swore you’d never let happen. How does it feel to have nothing left to protect?”

His breath caught. The words sliced deep, raw and undeniable, his cock throbbing in the cage, shame and heat tangling under the weight of her truth. He sat there, collared, caged, broken open by her strap-on, nothing left to hide, her control absolute.


Chapter 11: Overnight

Elliot sat on the edge of the padded bench, the cool surface grounding him after the raw intensity of Kira’s strap-on breaking through his last wall. The chastity cage still gripped his cock, metal slick with pre-cum, throbbing from the prostate orgasm that had shattered him moments ago. The collar around his neck pressed tight, a lingering mark of ownership, while his wrists and ankles bore the faint warmth of recently removed cuffs.

Kira stood over him. Her six-foot frame dominated the small, clinical room, black trousers and silk blouse immaculate despite the heat of their session. Her dark eyes locked on his, unblinking, a faint flush on her cheeks betraying her own arousal.

“Stand.” Her voice was low, measured, pulling him up before his mind could resist.

He obeyed. Legs trembled as he rose, the cage shifting with him, biting into his still-hard cock. The collar tugged at his throat, a constant reminder of her control, as he stood naked and raw under her gaze.

She stepped closer. Her scent—lavender and heat—enveloped him, her presence a weight he couldn’t escape. Her fingers brushed the collar, adjusting it slightly, the contact sending a jolt through his trapped erection.

“You’ve crossed every line you swore you wouldn’t.” Her tone was silk and steel, cutting deep. “There’s nothing left to hide. Tonight, you stay here.”

His breath caught. Stay here? Overnight? The idea clawed at him, stripping the last shred of independence he’d clung to, but his cock pulsed in the cage, shame and heat tangling under her words.

“Follow me.” She turned, heels clicking slow and deliberate on the hard floor, leading him out of the small room and down a narrow hallway.

He moved behind her. Each step shifted the cage, metal pressing against his aching cock, the collar tight with every breath. His nakedness felt heavier now, exposed even without an audience, her control a silent force guiding him forward.

They reached a door. Black, unmarked, it opened to reveal her private quarters—a space he’d glimpsed before, but never like this. A wide bed dominated the room, draped in dark sheets, while a thin mat lay at its foot, a folded blanket on top, no pillow in sight.

“Lie down.” She pointed to the mat, her posture unhurried, her voice carrying that quiet certainty.

His stomach twisted. Sleeping at her feet, like a pet, a servant—it burned through his pride, the litigation attorney in him recoiling. But her gaze pinned him, and his body lowered to the mat before defiance could form.

The surface was thin. Hard beneath his back, it offered no comfort, the blanket rough as he pulled it over his bare skin. The cage pressed against his cock, cold metal a constant ache, as he lay there, staring at the ceiling of her domain.

She moved to the bed above him. The faint rustle of fabric sounded as she settled, her breathing slow and steady, a rhythmic presence just out of reach. Her scent lingered in the air, lavender mixing with the heat of her, making his trapped cock twitch despite the exhaustion creeping in.

He couldn’t sleep. Not at first. The mat dug into his spine, the collar pressed into his neck, and the cage bit into his need with every slight shift of his body.

Her breathing deepened. A soft, even sound above him, it filled the quiet room, grounding him in a way he hated to admit. His cock throbbed in the cage, shame burning as he listened, so close to her, yet so far beneath.

Hours dragged. His mind raced—replaying the strap-on, the public display, every command she’d carved into him. But her steady breaths above slowly pulled him under, his body surrendering to sleep despite the ache, the metal, the mat.

Dawn crept in. Light filtered through a narrow window, pale and cold, stirring him awake before her. His knees ached as he shifted, the cage still tight around his cock, pre-cum slick inside from restless dreams of her voice, her control.

He sat up. Quiet, careful not to disturb her, he glanced at the bed. She lay still, face softened in sleep, yet even now her presence loomed, six feet of power even at rest.

A thought struck. Unbidden, untrained, but undeniable—he needed to serve. He rose silently, the mat creaking faintly, and moved to the small counter in the corner where a coffee maker sat, supplies neatly arranged.

He prepared it. Hands steady despite the cage, he measured the grounds, filled the water, the soft hum of the machine filling the quiet. The collar pressed into his neck as he worked, a reminder of his place, his cock twitching with each movement.

Coffee brewed. The rich aroma spread, warm and sharp, as he poured it into a porcelain cup, careful not to spill. He returned to the bedside, lowering himself to his knees on the hard floor, cup balanced in his hands, waiting for her to stir.

Minutes passed. His knees ached on the cold surface, the cage pressing harder as he knelt, but he didn’t move. His eyes stayed down, fixed on the cup, shame burning at how natural this felt, serving her before she even asked.

She stirred. A soft shift of sheets above, her breathing changing, deepening as she woke. He felt her gaze before he saw it, a weight pressing on him, cataloging his position, his offering.

“Elliot.” Her voice was low, still heavy with sleep, but carrying that unyielding certainty. “Look at me.”

He lifted his eyes. She sat up, silk sheets slipping to reveal the curve of her shoulder, her dark hair slightly tousled but her gaze sharp, piercing. A faint flush colored her cheeks, her breathing deeper as she took in his kneeling form, the coffee in his hands.

“You were awake before me, coffee made, kneeling in position.” Her tone softened, but the weight of her words cut deep. “I didn’t train you to do that this morning. You trained yourself.”

His face burned. The praise sliced through him, devastating, his cock throbbing hard in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside as shame fueled his arousal. He hated how true it felt, how his body had acted before his mind resisted.

“Bring it here.” She gestured to the bedside, her hand moving with precision, no wasted motion.

He rose slightly. Knees protesting, he shuffled closer on them, careful not to spill, and placed the cup on the small table beside her. His cock pulsed in the cage, the act of serving her so intimate, so humiliating, under her unrelenting stare.

She took the cup. Her long fingers wrapped around it, steam curling up as she sipped, her eyes never leaving his. The faint satisfaction in her gaze burned him, her breathing quickening just enough to notice, her own arousal subtle but there.

“Good.” One word, delivered with that devastating warmth, hit like a physical touch. His cock strained in the cage, shame twisting tighter, arousal spiking as her approval sank deep.

“Stay there.” Her command was quiet, but it rooted him to the floor, knees aching on the cold surface, collar pressing into his neck. “We’re not done with morning routine.”

He stayed. Knees burned, the cage a constant weight, his nakedness stark under her gaze as she sipped again, slow and deliberate. Shame seared him, his cock throbbing, pre-cum dripping inside the metal, her control absolute even in this quiet moment.

She set the cup down. Her movements were unhurried as she rose, the sheets falling away to reveal her tall frame, still dressed in the silk blouse and trousers from last night, slightly rumpled but no less commanding. Her eyes flicked to his cage, lingering on the hidden bulge of his trapped erection.

“Follow me.” She turned, heels clicking as she moved toward a door on the far side of the room, leading to a private bathroom.

He crawled at first. Knees aching on the hard floor, the cage shifting with each movement, until he stood, staggering slightly, to follow her. The collar tugged at his throat, shame burning as he trailed behind, naked and caged, her presence pulling him forward.

The bathroom was sleek. White marble, a wide shower with glass walls, a tiled floor cold under his bare feet. She stopped near the shower, turning to face him, her height looming even more in the confined space.

“Kneel.” Her voice was low, a command conditioned into his bones now, pressing him down before thought could resist.

His knees hit the tile. Cold, hard, the impact sent a sharp ache through his thighs, the cage pressing against his cock as he settled. Knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down—the position came instantly, shame searing him as he obeyed without hesitation.

She stepped closer. Her hand reached out, fingers tilting his chin up, forcing his eyes to meet hers. The contact was electric, her touch firm through the faint warmth of her skin, sending a jolt through his trapped erection.

“Morning inspection.” Her tone was clinical, but the undercurrent of arousal was there, in the quickness of her breath, the faint flush deepening on her cheeks. “Stay still. Let me see.”

His face burned. Inspection. The word stripped him further, reducing him to an object under her gaze, but his cock throbbed hard in the cage, pre-cum slicking inside as she began.

She crouched slightly. Her eyes dropped to the cage, taking in the metal, the way it encased his erection, the faint glisten of pre-cum through the slots. Her fingers brushed the edge, not touching his skin, just the barrier, the sensation still sharp enough to make him gasp.

“Still hard.” Her voice was low, warm with a hint of mockery. “Pathetic. You slept at my feet and woke up leaking for me.”

The words cut raw. Humiliation burned, her warmth making the degradation sharper, his cock straining in the cage, proving her point with every pulse. He wanted to hide, to argue, but her gaze pinned him, knees aching on the tile.

She straightened. Her eyes flicked to his posture, assessing his spine, the spread of his knees, the tension in his shoulders. Then to his face, lingering on the flush, the raw need in his eyes, her lips curving with that faint satisfaction.

“Eyes stay down now.” Her command was quiet, but it pulled his gaze to the tile, shame twisting tighter as he obeyed, unable to meet her stare during this intimate scrutiny.

Her hand moved to the collar. Fingers adjusted it, tugging lightly, the leather pressing into his neck, a reminder of her ownership. His cock pulsed in the cage, pre-cum dripping, as the act of being inspected, controlled, fueled his arousal despite the humiliation.

“You’ve held position well.” Her tone softened, the praise devastating, slicing through him. “Most don’t kneel this steady after a night on the floor. I’m impressed.”

His breath hitched. The words hit hard, his cock throbbing painfully, shame and heat tangling under her approval. He hated how it owned him, how kneeling for her, being inspected by her, made him ache more, even locked in metal.

She stepped back. Her heels clicked once on the tile as she moved to the shower, turning on the water with a sharp twist. Steam rose quickly, filling the space, clinging to his bare skin, the heat a stark contrast to the cold floor under his knees.

“Stay.” Her command was final, as she began to unbutton her blouse, silk parting to reveal the curve of her breasts, black lace beneath catching the light. His breath caught, cock straining in the cage, shame burning as he watched, unable to look away despite her order.

She noticed. Her eyes flicked to his, dark and unyielding, a faint flush deepening on her chest as she shed the blouse, trousers following, leaving her in lace, her tall frame powerful, arousal clear in the hardness of her nipples, the quickness of her breath.

Her gaze held him. She stepped into the shower, water cascading over her skin, steam obscuring but not hiding the lines of her body, the way her hands moved over herself, slow and deliberate. His cock throbbed hard, pre-cum leaking, shame searing him as he knelt, forced to wait, to want.

She washed herself. The sound of water, the faint scent of soap mixing with lavender, filled the space, her movements unhurried, each gesture a silent command to stay, to watch, to ache. His knees burned on the tile, the cage biting into his cock, arousal spiking with every second of denial.

Her breathing deepened. Through the steam, he saw her hand slide lower, fingers pressing between her thighs, a soft gasp escaping as she touched herself, her own need undeniable. His cock pulsed, shame twisting tighter, knowing she was wet, coming quietly under the water while he knelt, locked and helpless.

She shuddered. A low moan, barely audible over the water, but it hit him like a strike, his cock straining painfully in the cage, pre-cum dripping onto the tile. Her release burned him, the intimacy of witnessing it, the humiliation of being denied while she took hers, cutting deep.

Water shut off. Steam lingered as she stepped out, wrapping a towel around herself, her skin flushed, eyes dark with satisfaction as they locked on his again. Her arousal still clung to her, a mirror to his own, intensifying his shame, his need.

She moved closer. Wet hair framed her face, towel hugging her frame, her presence towering over his kneeling form on the cold tile. Her hand reached out, fingers brushing his cheek, the contact warm and damp, sending a jolt through his trapped cock.

“You stayed still.” Her voice was low, the praise cutting through, devastating as always. “Watching me, aching for me, and not moving an inch. That’s discipline.”

His face burned hotter. The words sliced deep, his cock throbbing in the cage, shame and heat tangling under her approval. He wanted to speak, to beg for release, but her gaze silenced him, knees aching, collar tight, as he drank in her words like a touch.

She stepped back. Her eyes lingered on the cage, on the pre-cum glistening through the slots, then flicked to his flushed face, the tension in his body. Her lips curved, satisfaction clear, as she adjusted the towel, water droplets still clinging to her skin.

“You slept better on my floor than you’ve slept in your own bed in eighteen months.” Her voice dropped lower, a quiet truth that burned him raw. “Stop pretending you don’t know why.”

His breath stopped. The words hit like a blade, raw and undeniable, his cock pulsing hard in the cage, shame searing him as the truth settled in. He knelt there, collared, caged, owned—knowing she was right, knowing he’d return to her mat, her feet, her control, night after night if she commanded it.


Chapter 12: Everything

Elliot knelt on the cold tile of Kira’s private bathroom, the lingering steam from her shower wrapping his bare skin in a damp heat that offered no relief from the chill biting into his knees. The chastity cage gripped his cock, metal slick with pre-cum, each desperate throb a cruel taunt of his denial. The leather collar pressed tight around his neck, an unyielding mark of her ownership, anchoring him in submission as his body ached, raw and exposed. Shame seared his chest, hot and jagged, as he held position, eyes downcast, waiting for her will to shape the next moment.

Kira stood before him, six feet of unshakable authority, her damp towel clinging to her frame, water droplets gleaming on her flushed skin under the dim light. Her dark hair framed a face of sharp, calculated beauty, her gaze slicing through him, unblinking, seeing every fracture he hid. The faint scent of lavender and soap curled around him, stirring his trapped cock, intensifying the ache as her presence dominated the space—and every inch of him.

“Stand.” Her voice cut sharp, low and deliberate, pulling him upright before resistance could even flicker.

He rose, legs trembling from the strain, the cage shifting with his movement, biting into his aching erection. The collar tugged at his throat, a constant weight as he stood naked, vulnerable under her piercing stare. His cock pulsed traitorously, shame fueling the heat spreading through his core, the betrayal loop igniting—humiliation at his helplessness, arousal from the shame, proving her control before she even touched him.

She stepped closer, her presence a tangible weight against his raw exposure, her hand reaching to adjust the collar, fingers brushing his skin with deliberate intent. The contact jolted him, his cock throbbing hard in the cage, pre-cum leaking as shame burned deeper. Her dark eyes locked on his, a faint flush on her chest betraying her own arousal, her breath quickening subtly as she assessed him.

“Follow.” She turned, bare feet silent on the tile, the towel slipping just enough to reveal the curve of her shoulder as she led him to her private quarters, each step a claim on his obedience.

He trailed her, the cage pressing with every move, metal tormenting his trapped cock, the collar tight with each ragged breath. His nakedness felt heavier now, exposure a constant under her command, as they entered the room where he’d slept on a thin mat at her feet—no pillow, no comfort, just her will. The air carried lavender and authority, grounding him in her domain.

She stopped near the bed, posture unhurried, turning to face him. Her dark eyes cataloged his trembling frame, the flush creeping up his neck, the cage glinting in the dim morning light. A faint satisfaction curved her lips, her breathing deeper, arousal evident in the intensity of her gaze as it stripped him bare before a word was spoken.

“Kneel.” Her command pressed him down, quiet but heavy, his body obeying before thought could intervene.

His knees hit the hard floor, ache flaring through his thighs, the cage biting harder as he settled into position—knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down. Shame burned raw, his cock throbbing in its metal prison, pre-cum slicking inside as he knelt for her again, her ownership sinking deeper with each second.

“Good boy.” Her voice dropped, warm and cutting, the praise slicing through him, devastating in its simplicity.

His face burned, the words striking deep, his trapped cock pulsing painfully, shame twisting with arousal under her approval. He hated how they owned him, how kneeling, broken and caged, made him ache for more of her control, her voice, her gaze. His breath hitched, body trembling as the betrayal loop spun tighter—humiliation at needing her praise, heat from the humiliation, proving her power over every inch of him.

She stepped closer, the towel rustling softly, her scent enveloping him—lavender, heat, the faint musk of her own arousal. His cock strained in the cage, metal a cruel barrier, as her presence loomed over his kneeling form, a tower of authority he couldn’t escape, didn’t want to escape.

“Today is full surrender.” Her tone was silk and steel, each word deliberate, heavy with promise. “Every technique, every lesson, every piece of you I’ve claimed—it converges now. You’ll give me everything, Elliot, and you’ll thank me for taking it.”

His breath caught, the words stripping the last shred of resistance he’d clung to, dread and heat tangling in his core as his cock throbbed uselessly, trapped by her control. Full surrender. The phrase echoed, a final breaking point, and his body answered before his mind could protest, arousal spiking through the shame as he knelt, waiting for her to dismantle him completely.

She moved to a drawer, the soft slide of wood and clink of metal piercing the quiet, a rustle of fabric as she gathered her tools. His stomach twisted, anticipation burning, knowing she’d wield everything to break him today—restraints, impact, denial, penetration—layered to strip him to his core. His cock pulsed in the cage, pre-cum leaking, shame searing as he watched her prepare, her movements precise, always one step ahead.

“Stand. Move to the bed.” Her command pulled him up, voice low and unyielding as she gestured to the wide bed draped in dark sheets, a stark contrast to the thin mat at her feet.

He rose, knees aching, thighs trembling, the cage shifting, pressing against his aching cock. He stepped to the bed, the sheets cool against his heated skin as he waited, naked and vulnerable, for her next instruction. The collar pressed tighter with each breath, shame burning hotter, his body already anticipating her will.

“Lie down. On your back. Spread-eagle.” Her instructions came calm, precise, no room for hesitation, her gaze locking on his as she approached, tools in hand.

He obeyed, the sheets cold against his flushed skin as he lay down, arms and legs stretching out, fully exposed. The cage pressed against his cock, pre-cum dripping inside, shame searing as he positioned himself for her, every movement a surrender. His breath hitched, heart racing, as her dark eyes cataloged him, a faint flush on her cheeks betraying her own anticipation.

She approached with black silk ropes and a blindfold, the fabric glinting under the dim light. His pulse quickened, dread and arousal tangling, cock throbbing in the cage as she prepared to bind him, her movements graceful, controlled, each gesture a silent command. The scent of lavender clung to her, grounding him in her dominance as she leaned closer.

“Arms first.” Her voice was steady, as she leaned over, the damp towel brushing his skin, sending a jolt through his trapped erection.

She worked with precision, silk rope wrapping around his left wrist, soft but firm, tying it to the bedpost with a tight knot. His breath hitched, the restraint settling heavy, cock pulsing as she bound his right wrist just as securely, leaving him stretched and helpless. Her fingers brushed his skin with each knot, deliberate, intimate, intensifying the ache in his core.

“Legs now.” Her tone unwavering, her hands moving to his ankles, silk rope looping around each, tying them to the lower bedposts, spreading him wide, fully at her mercy.

He couldn’t move, bound spread-eagle, exposed, the cage trapping his throbbing cock, collar pressing into his neck with each ragged breath. Shame burned hot, body trembling under the restraints, arousal spiking despite—or because of—his helplessness. His cock leaked inside the metal, the betrayal loop spinning—humiliation at being so vulnerable, heat from the humiliation, proving her absolute control.

She held up the blindfold, black silk dangling from her fingers, a promise of darkness. His stomach twisted, cock straining in the cage as she leaned closer, her scent enveloping him, her dark eyes locking on his with unyielding intensity.

“Eyes on me until it’s on.” Her command was quiet, pulling his gaze to hers, stripping him raw as she savored his submission, her own arousal clear in the quickness of her breath.

He stared, her eyes burning into him, until the silk covered his vision, darkness swallowing him as she tied it tight behind his head. The world shrank to sound and sensation, his cock throbbing harder, shame fueling the heat as he lay blind and bound, every rustle and breath amplified in the void she’d created.

Her breath brushed his ear, warm and close, sending a shiver through him, his trapped cock pulsing painfully. “You’ll feel everything now. No sight to distract. Just me, taking you apart.”

His breath stopped, her words hitting like a strike, dread and want tangling as his cock ached in the cage, her voice his only anchor in the darkness. The rustle of her towel dropping, the soft clink of items on a tray, her steady breathing near him—every sound sharpened his anticipation, body trembling under the restraints as he waited for her touch.

Her hand touched his chest, warm and bare, the contact electric, making him gasp. His cock strained, pre-cum slicking inside the metal, as her fingers trailed down, slow and deliberate, tracing the tension in his muscles, stopping just above the cage, not granting relief. His hips twitched toward her involuntarily, the cage biting harder, a low moan escaping into the darkness.

“Already leaking.” Her voice was low, mocking but warm, cutting deep. “Pathetic, Elliot. I haven’t even started, and your cock’s begging through the cage.”

His face burned, shame searing, the betrayal loop tightening—humiliation at her words, arousal from the shame, his cock throbbing to prove her point. He tugged at the ropes, wrists and ankles straining uselessly, the blindfold deepening his vulnerability as her control pressed down, inescapable.

Her fingers moved away, the loss burning, until a new sensation hit—cold lube dripping onto his skin, sliding between his cheeks, her fingers following, spreading it with slow precision. The chill spread, her touch intimate, unyielding, circling his tight entrance, preparing him as his cock throbbed in the cage. Shame seared hotter, blind and bound, her fingers pressing gently, testing, not yet entering.

“Relax.” Her voice was low, a command wrapped in calm, as her finger pushed in, slow and slick, stretching him with the cold lube. “Breathe slow. Let me take you.”

He groaned, the intrusion burning at first, a strange pressure, but her finger moved with care, easing deeper, spreading slickness inside. His cock pulsed hard, shame twisting with arousal, the humiliation of being opened by her overwhelming in the darkness. A second finger joined, stretching him wider, the burn fading into heat as she worked him, deliberate and precise.

“Good.” Her tone softened, cutting through him, as her fingers moved with purpose. “Taking it so well. Better each time, Elliot.”

The praise hit hard, his cock straining in the cage, pre-cum leaking faster, shame burning as her fingers prepared him, his moans growing louder, raw, blind to everything but her touch, her voice. Her fingers withdrew, leaving an aching emptiness, replaced by new pressure—cool, firm, the tip of a plug sliding against him, wider, slick with lube. His breath hitched, body tensing, cock throbbing as she pushed it in, slow and unyielding, the stretch intensifying.

“Hold it.” Her voice was firm, guiding as the plug settled inside, heavy, filling, stretching him further. “Feel it. Let it remind you who owns this.”

He moaned again, the weight pressing deep, shame burning raw as his cock pulsed in the cage, pre-cum dripping onto his stomach. The blindfold amplified every sensation, the ropes holding tight, her control absolute over his bound, filled body. But she wasn’t done. The bed creaked as her weight shifted, the sound of fabric and metal filling the quiet—her strap-on, he knew it. His stomach twisted tighter, anticipation clawing, cock aching as he waited, blind and helpless.

Her presence returned, her hips brushing his thighs, the firm tip of the dildo—slick with fresh lube—touching him as she removed the plug, slow and deliberate, leaving him empty for only a second. His breath hitched, body trembling, knowing what came next, wanting it despite the shame, or because of it.

“Take it.” Her voice was silk, firm, as the dildo pressed in, wider, harder, stretching him further than the plug. “Let me in, Elliot. All the way.”

He groaned, the stretch burning sharply at first, bound wrists straining against the ropes, cock throbbing painfully in the cage as she eased in, inch by inch, her hips controlled, deliberate. His moans turned raw, the blindfold deepening the intensity, every thrust a claim on his surrender. Unlike before, when resistance had clawed at him, this time his body yielded, hips tilting slightly to meet her, a whispered “please” escaping, unprompted, raw with need.

“There.” Her tone dropped, warm with satisfaction, her hips pressing flush against his ass, the strap-on buried deep. “Took it all. My perfect, broken thing. Begging for it now.”

Her words cut raw, shame searing through him, the warmth in her degradation sharpening it, his cock straining in the cage, proving her power. His moans spilled, desperate, blind to everything but her filling him, owning him. She moved, slow at first, pulling back, thrusting in, her hips firm, the dildo sliding deep, hitting his prostate with each push. His body trembled, moans louder, raw in the darkness, pleasure spiking through the shame as she built her rhythm, her own breath quickening, arousal clear in the sound.

“Feel that.” Her voice was close, breath brushing his ear through the blindfold, her hand gripping his hip, steadying him for harder thrusts. “Your ass clenches for me. Your cock leaks for me. You’re mine, Elliot.”

He cried out, her words and thrusts overwhelming, cock throbbing hard, pre-cum dripping, as the dildo drove deeper, hitting that spot relentlessly. His body shook, ropes holding tight, the edge of a prostate orgasm looming, raw and intense. Her rhythm sharpened, hips slamming against his ass, strap-on driving deep, each thrust precise, pushing him closer, his moans turning to gasps, blind and helpless under her control.

It hit, a shattering wave, his prostate pulsing, contractions tight and intense, a dry orgasm ripping through him without cum, his cock still trapped in the cage. He screamed, raw and broken, body trembling under her thrusts, aftershocks crashing as she held the dildo deep, letting him feel every pulse. “Thank you,” he gasped, unprompted, voice hoarse, shame and gratitude tangling as the words spilled, a surrender deeper than the physical.

She slowed, hips pressed flush, holding still as his body shook, moans fading to ragged breaths in the darkness. Her hand rested on his hip, warm, grounding, as aftershocks rippled, shame twisting with the raw pleasure she’d forced from him. “Good boy.” Her voice sliced through the haze, devastating, warm, cutting deep. “Came for me without freeing your cock. That’s total surrender.”

His breath caught, shame burning hotter, cock still throbbing in the cage, aching for more, her praise owning him deeper. She pulled out, slow and deliberate, the dildo sliding free, leaving him empty, aching, lube slick on his skin. His body trembled, ass raw from her thrusts, cock pulsing in the cage, the blindfold still pressing tight, amplifying the lingering sensation.

Her weight lifted, the bed shifting as she moved, her breath brushing his ear through the darkness, her arousal still sharp in the air, a mirror to his own. “Not done yet,” she murmured, her tone a promise wrapped in steel. “One more. To seal it.”

Her hands moved, the silk blindfold loosening, slipping free, light burning his eyes as he blinked up at her towering form, flushed and satisfied, dark hair framing her sharp features. The ropes untied next, wrists and ankles freeing, his skin bare, trembling in the aftermath as circulation returned, a dull ache spreading. “Sit up,” she commanded quietly, pulling him to the edge of the bed, slow and shaky, the cage still locked, body aching from the strain.

She stood before him, towel discarded, her flushed skin revealed, thighs pressing together, arousal clear after taking him apart. Her dark eyes locked on his, cataloging every tremor, every mark of surrender, as she retrieved a sleek leather paddle from the tray, the surface glinting in the dim light. His breath hitched, cock throbbing at the promise of impact, shame burning as she leaned closer, her scent enveloping him.

“Every lesson comes together now.” Her voice was low, measured, as she gripped his chin, forcing his gaze to hers. “Every command, every correction, every denial—you’ll feel it all. Bend over my lap.”

He moved, trembling, positioning himself over her lap as she sat on the bed, his caged cock pressing against her thigh, the contact electric after so long denied. Shame seared as she adjusted him, her hand resting on his lower back, steadying him, the paddle cool against his skin as she prepared. “Look at me,” she ordered, eyes burning into him, stripping him raw. “Good boy. So desperate, so broken for me.”

The praise hit like a blade, cock pulsing in the cage, moans spilling as she raised the paddle, the first strike landing sharp across his ass, pain blooming hot and sudden. He gasped, body jerking, the cage biting harder as she struck again, each hit precise, building heat and sting, memories of every session flashing—kneeling, edging, impact, denial—layering into this moment, her control absolute. Her breath quickened, arousal clear in her flushed cheeks, her own need mirroring his as she pushed him closer, her voice a weapon. “Cum for me, Elliot. Now.”

The command, paired with a final, searing strike, shattered him, a second prostate orgasm ripping through, dry and intense, his body shaking, cock pulsing uselessly in the cage as waves crashed, raw and overwhelming. He cried out, broken, trembling under her gaze, the release a final surrender to every technique she’d wielded. “Thank you,” he whispered again, unprompted, voice raw, gratitude and shame tangling as he met her eyes, owned completely.

She set the paddle aside, hand lingering on his heated skin, warm and grounding, as aftershocks rippled through him. Her lips curved, satisfaction clear, as her touch turned tender for a moment, brushing his cheek. “You’ve given everything today,” she said, voice low, a mix of warmth and steel. “Rest now. Tomorrow is your last mandated session. I’ll ask you one question. Think about your answer tonight.”

His stomach twisted, her words pressing harder than any restraint, dread and anticipation tangling, cock twitching weakly in the cage despite exhaustion, shame burning at what she might ask, what he might say. He slid off her lap, collapsing at her feet on the thin mat, collared, caged, aching, owned, knowing tomorrow would strip him further under her gaze, the question looming like a final test of his surrender.


Chapter 13: The Door

Elliot stood in the sterile glow of the elevator, the steel walls reflecting his tailored suit—his armor, meticulously chosen for this moment. His lean frame felt foreign beneath the crisp fabric, shirt collar hiding the weight of the leather still tight around his neck. No tension clenched his jaw now, no frantic glance at his watch. He knew where he was going. The hum of the elevator faded as the doors slid open, revealing the familiar hallway of Kira’s facility, the polished floor echoing under his steady steps. Each click of his polished shoes marked a surrender already made, a choice half-formed before he’d even reached her door.

The private quarters loomed ahead, the heavy door ajar, a silent invitation. He pushed it open. Kira stood there, six feet of unyielding presence, her black silk blouse and tailored trousers framing her like a blade. Her dark eyes met his, unblinking, cataloging every detail—his suit, his posture, the faint flush creeping up his neck. Her lips curved, a faint satisfaction, as she stepped aside, gesturing him in. The scent of lavender and authority clung to the air, grounding him in her domain.

“Sit.” Her voice, low and measured, sliced through the quiet, pointing to a chair by a small desk in the corner. No hesitation in her tone, no need to repeat herself.

He sat. The wood bit cold against his thighs through the fabric, a stark contrast to the heat already simmering in his core. The collar pressed tighter as he shifted, a constant reminder of her ownership. His cock twitched beneath the suit, traitorously stirring under her gaze, shame igniting the betrayal loop—humiliation at his readiness, arousal from the shame, proving her power before a word was spoken.

Kira moved with deliberate grace, her heels clicking softly as she retrieved a single sheet of paper and a pen from the desk drawer. She placed it before him, the title stark against the white—Voluntary Extension of Obedience Program. His breath caught, dread and heat tangling as his eyes flicked over the words. His cock pulsed, shame burning hotter, the suit feeling like a lie against his already broken state.

“Your court obligation ends today.” Her tone was steel, precise, as she towered over him, arms crossed, the faint flush on her cheeks betraying her own anticipation. “You can walk out that door, resume your life, never return. Or you can sign this. Choose to stay under my control. No mandate. Just your will.”

His face burned. The choice gutted him, stripping the last illusion of coercion. He could leave. He could reclaim the sharp, merciless Elliot who argued for a living. But his cock throbbed, pre-cum already dampening his briefs, the betrayal loop spinning faster—shame at wanting to stay, arousal from the shame, her unyielding gaze peeling him raw. She didn’t persuade. She didn’t need to. Her stillness, her certainty, the key hanging on a chain at her throat—it all pressed on him, heavier than any command.

“Look at me.” Her voice pulled his eyes to hers, dark and unrelenting, a blade of want in her stare.

He looked. Her gaze shredded him, exposing the need he couldn’t deny. His cock hardened fully now, straining against the fabric, shame searing as he felt small, owned, under her scrutiny. She saw it all—the flush, the tremor, the truth his body screamed before his mind could argue.

“You could walk out that door. You’ve chosen to sit here instead.” Her words landed like blows, quiet but devastating, cutting through the last of his resistance. “That’s not training, Elliot. That’s who you are.”

His breath stopped. The truth burned, raw and undeniable, his cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum slicking against his thigh. He hated it—hated how her words mirrored his deepest fracture, hated how his body agreed before he could fight. His hand trembled as it hovered over the pen, the weight of the decision crushing, yet inevitable.

“Sign it.” Her command was soft, a tether of certainty, wrapping around him like a restraint.

He did. The scratch of pen on paper sliced through the silence, sharp and final, as his name formed on the line. A choice made, not forced. His face burned hotter, shame twisting with arousal, his cock pulsing hard beneath the suit, proving her point with every stroke of ink. He set the pen down, trembling, the paper a new kind of collar, one he’d fastened himself.

Kira took the document. Her long fingers folded it with precision, placing it aside, her movements unhurried, as if time itself knelt to her. Her eyes flicked to his lap, lingering on the bulge betraying his need, before returning to his flushed face. A faint smile curved her lips, satisfaction and hunger mingling in her gaze.

“Good boy.” Her praise sliced deep, warm and devastating, owning him further.

His cock throbbed harder. Shame burned raw as her approval sank in, pre-cum leaking more, the betrayal loop relentless. He sat there, collared, suited but broken, signed over by choice, the weight of it a new restraint. Her hand reached out, fingers tilting his chin up, forcing his eyes to hers, the contact electric against his heated skin.

“You’ve earned a reward.” Her voice dropped, a quiet promise laced with intent, sending a jolt through his aching cock.

His breath hitched. Reward. The word stirred the heat in his core, dread and anticipation tangling as his cock pulsed painfully. He knew her rewards came with control, always stripping more, but he wanted it—needed it—after weeks of denial. She stepped back, her hand falling away, leaving a tingling absence as she gestured to the wide bed in the center of the room.

“Stand. Undress. Move to the bed.” Her command was precise, pulling him up, pointing to the dark sheets where he’d been broken before.

He stood. Legs trembled, the suit shedding like old skin as he stripped, shirt and trousers falling to the floor, revealing the collar still tight around his neck. His cock stood hard, pre-cum glistening at the tip, shame searing as he walked to the bed, waiting under her gaze. The cool air bit into his flushed skin, amplifying every sensation.

“Kneel for me first.” Her voice shifted, pulling him down before he could lie flat, a tether he couldn’t resist.

He knelt on the bed. Sheets bunched under his knees, ache flaring through his thighs as he assumed position—knees apart, spine straight, hands on thighs, eyes down. Shame burned hot, his cock throbbing before her, the collar pressing tight as he waited, vulnerable and owned. He chose this position, unprompted, the act a silent plea for her reward.

Her heels clicked closer. Fingers threaded into his hair, gripping lightly but firmly, tilting his head back to meet her gaze. The contact jolted him, his cock pulsing hard, pre-cum dripping onto the sheets, shame twisting with the heat of her control. Her dark eyes burned with want, a flush deepening on her cheeks, her arousal a mirror to his own.

“You chose this.” Her words cut deep, grip tightening in his hair. “Now feel what that choice earns.”

His breath caught. The promise—or threat—stirred his core, cock throbbing painfully, pre-cum slicking more as he waited. She released him, fingers sliding free, leaving a tingling warmth as she reached for the chain at her throat. The key dangled there, small and gleaming, a symbol of his denial since Chapter 7. His stomach twisted, anticipation and dread tangling as she unclasped it, holding it before him.

“Lie back.” Her command pulled him flat, voice low and final, as she climbed onto the bed, knees straddling his hips, not touching yet, just hovering with intent.

He lay back. Sheets shifted under him, cool against heated skin, cock standing hard against his stomach, pre-cum glistening as her weight settled above. Shame seared, breath uneven, the collar pressing tight under her looming presence. She leaned down, key in hand, her breath brushing his ear as she fit it to the lock at his base. The click echoed, sharp and devastating, metal falling away after weeks of confinement. Sensation flooded him, freedom raw and overwhelming, cock pulsing hard as blood rushed free, pre-cum dripping faster. His gasp broke the silence, body trembling under the sudden release.

“There it is.” Her voice was silk and steel, satisfaction lacing each word as she set the cage aside. “Feel that, Elliot. Freedom I grant, after all your surrender.”

His cock throbbed painfully, shame twisting with relief, the betrayal loop spinning—humiliation at his desperate need, arousal from the shame, her control absolute. Her hand wrapped around him, warm and firm, the contact electric after days of denial, a sharp moan escaping his throat. Hips bucked involuntarily, shame burning as she stroked once, slow and deliberate, building him with precision.

“You’ll cum when I say.” Her grip tightened, stroking again, her other hand sliding beneath her blouse, fingers pressing between her thighs, breath hitching with her own need. “But first, watch me take mine.”

His breath stopped. Words hit like a wave, cock throbbing in her hand, pre-cum slicking her fingers as he watched, helpless. Her fingers moved faster beneath the fabric, a soft moan breaking free, thighs trembling, arousal clear in the flush across her chest. Her release was quiet but shattering, a low gasp filling the room, wetness visible as she came, fueling his shame, his desperate ache.

She leaned closer. Breath uneven from her climax, hand stroking his cock again, slow and firm, building him to the edge. Her dark eyes pinned him, unyielding, satisfaction and hunger mingling. “Now, Elliot. Cum for me. Show me you’re mine.”

He couldn’t hold back. The edge crashed over, her hand stroking faster, pushing him past control. Cock pulsed hard, cum shooting out, hot and thick, spilling across his stomach, contractions sharp and devastating. He cried out, broken and raw, body trembling, cum dripping down his sides as the release shattered him—weeks of denial exploding in one earned, chosen climax. Aftershocks ripped through, each wave a surrender, her hand milking every drop, owning every tremor.

“Thank you.” The words slipped out, unprompted, voice hoarse, shame burning as he lay spent, collared, naked, her reward claiming him deeper.

“There it is.” Her voice was warm, satisfied, as her hand finally stopped, resting on his thigh. “You came exactly when I told you. Pathetic. Perfect.”

His face burned. Shame seared, the betrayal loop relentless—humiliation at cumming on command, arousal from her praise, proving her control. She shifted off him, flushed skin glistening as she stood, towering again, her own arousal clear in her quick breath, the wetness between her thighs. Her dark eyes lingered on his cum-covered stomach, the collar, his trembling form.

“Rest now.” Her command was quiet, heavy, as she pulled the sheets over his spent body. “Session one of the new agreement starts Monday. This time, you’ll know exactly what you’re walking into.”

His stomach twisted. The words landed like a promise, dread and heat tangling, cock twitching weakly despite exhaustion, shame burning at the thought of Monday. He lay there, collared, owned by choice, knowing he’d return to her control, knowing he craved it, under her unyielding gaze.

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories — each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control. 

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone…
this bundle was made for you. 

Continue here on Amazon Buy it here 

[image: ]


The Whisper Beyond the Page

Some stories are meant to be read. Others are meant to be heard.

Welcome to the world of Polly Bane—where submission is beautiful, control is intimate, and fantasy is never filtered. My voice carries the same stories you’ve just lived through: voice-led storytelling, whispered confessions, and dark invitations that blur the line between pleasure and surrender.

From adult regression to power exchange, from bottles and blushes to straps and surrender, I take you into the raw space where kink and love collide. Whether you ache for dominant Mommies, obedient toys, or the trembling thrill of being taken apart and rebuilt, you’ll find yourself at home when you listen.

This channel is not for the surface. It’s for those who crave more—for those who dream of diapers, discipline, and deep devotion whispered in their ears. I write it. I whisper it. I live it.

Strip away shame. Embrace desire. And if the page wasn’t enough, follow me into the sound.

Listen here → https://www.youtube.com/@pollybane


Disclaimer 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. 

Age Declaration 

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred. 

Image Disclaimer 

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional. 

Copyright 

© 2026 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
  

[image: ]

cover.jpeg
Her
Trainin
Groun

Polly Bane

-"V"Q .

— z-






OEBPS/image_rsrc119.jpg
Clalmed :

A
10 Taboo Regress1 n Tales






OEBPS/image_rsrc11A.jpg





