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Grace

“You have to understand, Grace,” said the kind-faced woman at Selecta Solutions, “that it has nothing to do with you, or your worth as a wife, let alone as a person. This was unfortunately our fault—well, NMB’s fault. As you know, we keep very close watch on our NMB couples, but this slipped through the cracks at the assessment level. We should have caught Jacob’s tendency to shirk his responsibilities.”

N. M. B. New Modesty Blue. The division of the Selecta Corporation that had made money by streaming the most intimate, embarrassing moments of my marriage.

The ones where I got spanked. The ones where the husband—the gorgeous, dominant man who had just, it seemed, left me—used me for his pleasure exactly as he chose.

The ones where I helplessly demonstrated that I loved being used that way. I had stopped loving Jacob, at some point, but I had never stopped getting wet at the feeling of his hands on my body, controlling me—draping me across his knee or bending me over the bed. Or the feeling of his hardness inside me, demonstrating his mastery and my obedience as wealthy men, I knew very well, enjoyed watching me submit from the comfort of their mansions, or planes, or whatever billionaire accommodations they happened to occupy at that moment.

Any given moment when my husband had decided to punish and fuck me in front of the ever-present NMB cameras, for the vicarious enjoyment of the channel’s subscribers.

I couldn’t look at the woman—Mrs. Chen, said the nameplate on her desk. My face had gotten hot and, I felt certain, very red. Tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered, though I wasn’t sure what I was apologizing for. For crying in her office? For the failure of my marriage? For the shameful way my body still responded to memories of Jacob’s dominance even now, when he had abandoned me for another woman?

Mrs. Chen’s voice softened. “Grace, you have nothing to apologize for. The fault lies entirely with our screening process. As I said, we failed to identify Jacob’s… character deficiencies during the initial assessment phase.”

I finally managed to look up at her, blinking back the tears that threatened to spill over. “What happens to me now?” The question came out smaller than I’d intended, like a child asking what would become of her after her parents had decided they no longer wanted her.

“That’s why I asked you to come in today.” Mrs. Chen opened a folder on her desk, her movements precise and businesslike despite the gentleness in her tone. “Selecta takes full responsibility for this situation. We have several options available to you.”

My hands trembled slightly in my lap. Everything I had known, everything I had built my identity around for the past two years, had crumbled in the space of a single phone call from Jacob. He hadn’t even had the courtesy to tell me in person that he was leaving me for his secretary—a woman who, he’d informed me with clinical detachment, “better understood his needs.”

“The first option,” Mrs. Chen continued, “is financial compensation. A settlement that would allow you to start fresh, completely independent of the New Modesty program.”

Independent. The word sent a chill through me. I had never been independent, not really. I had gone from my father’s house to the New Modesty program to Jacob’s control. The thought of navigating the world entirely on my own felt both terrifying and oddly thrilling.

“Another option,” Mrs. Chen said, her fingers moving to another section of the folder, “would be to re-enter the courtship program. We have several highly suitable candidates who are looking for wives with your experience and training.”

A restless energy coursed through me at those words. The thought of going through it all again—the careful presentation of myself to another man, the evaluation period, the slow dance of submission and acceptance—made something inside me want to pace the small office. I shifted in my chair, my hands clenching and unclenching in my lap.

“And,” Mrs. Chen continued, studying my face with what seemed like professional interest, “there is a third option. One that might be particularly well suited to you, given your test scores when you first entered the New Modesty program.”

My restlessness stilled. “My test scores?”

“You demonstrated exceptionally high aptitude in analytical thinking and problem-solving. Far above average, actually.” She pulled out what looked like a standardized test report. “Have you ever heard of Selecta’s business education program?”

My heart began to beat faster, though I tried to keep my expression neutral. A business education program. Something that had nothing to do with marriage or courtship or presenting myself for another man’s approval.

“The biz ed program would require you to submit to a rigorous interview process,” Mrs. Chen said, her eyes never leaving my face. “It’s quite intensive.”

I swallowed, hoping she couldn’t see how the mention of a rigorous interview had made my pulse quicken. There was something about the word ‘rigorous’ that sent an unwelcome flutter through my stomach—a response I recognized all too well from my two years with Jacob. “What… what would the interview involve?”

Mrs. Chen’s smile was knowing, almost maternal. “I’m quite confident you would pass, Grace. The interview process is designed to ensure that all female candidates fully understand Selecta’s traditional corporate culture and, most important, the prominent role that corporal punishment plays in maintaining proper workplace discipline and hierarchy.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. My breath caught, and I felt that familiar heat spreading through my body—the same shameful response I’d had to Jacob’s dominance, now triggered by the mere mention of corporate corporal punishment. I pressed my thighs together under the desk, praying Mrs. Chen wouldn’t notice the way my breathing had changed.

“The business world can be quite demanding,” she continued, her tone still professional, but with an undertone I couldn’t quite identify. “Selecta believes that women in corporate positions must demonstrate their ability to accept correction gracefully and learn from structured feedback.”

“If I don’t pass the interview,” I said quietly, my voice barely above a whisper, “could I still take the financial settlement instead?”

Mrs. Chen’s expression brightened, as if I’d asked exactly the right question. “That seems like a very smart approach to me, Grace. You have nothing to lose by trying. In fact, Selecta will even cover your housing while you do your first internship.”

The relief that washed over me was immediate and overwhelming. I had an escape route. Whatever this interview process entailed, I wouldn’t be trapped if I couldn’t handle it.

Three days later, I found myself standing outside an office door on the fifteenth floor of the Selecta building, my palms damp with nervous perspiration. The nameplate read ‘Sharon Fagan, Director of Education.’

“Come in,” came a crisp voice after I knocked.

Sharon Fagan was exactly what I had expected from a Selecta executive—impeccably dressed in a charcoal gray suit, her dark hair pulled back in a severe chignon. She gestured for me to sit in the chair across from her massive mahogany desk.

“Grace, I want to begin by expressing my sympathy for your situation,” she said, her tone professional, but not unkind. “However, I need you to understand that I cannot and will not go easy on you during this interview process. The standards for our business program are non-negotiable.”

I straightened my shoulders, trying to project more confidence than I felt. “I wouldn’t expect any special treatment, Ms. Fagan. I want to earn my place here.”

She studied me for a long moment, then leaned back in her chair. “Excellent. In that case, please remove your clothes.”

The words hit me like a slap. My mouth fell open slightly, and I felt that familiar heat creeping up my neck. “I’m sorry, what?”

“Remove your dress, Grace. I want to see you in your underwear.”

After two years of being filmed in my most intimate moments for NMB, I was amazed that I could still feel this embarrassed, this exposed, by a simple command. But I did. My hands trembled as I gripped the arms of my chair.

“Could I… maybe keep my clothes on?” I asked, hating how small my voice sounded.

Sharon’s expression remained unchanged. “I know you’re no stranger to traditional discipline, Grace. Your NMB records make that quite clear. What’s becoming apparent, however, is that being made subordinate to another woman presents a particular problem for you.”

My cheeks burned. She was right, and we both knew it. With Jacob, submission had felt natural, even arousing. But this—being commanded by this stern woman—felt different. More challenging. More threatening to whatever sense of self I had left.

“You have two choices,” Sharon continued, her voice level. “Remove your dress now so we can proceed with the interview, or call this whole thing off and go back to the folks at Selecta Solutions to explore your other options. I should also say that from this point on, though, disobedience is going to be punished in accordance with our corporate practices. The next time you fail to comply with an instruction, you’ll learn how little the company paddle feels like your ex-husband’s hand, firm as it might have been.”

My hands shook as I reached for the hem of my simple navy dress. The fabric felt impossibly heavy as I pulled it over my head, the air conditioning in the office making my skin prickle with goosebumps. I folded the dress carefully and placed it on the chair beside me, trying to maintain some semblance of dignity even as I stood before this stern woman in nothing but my plain white cotton bra and beige panties.

Sharon’s eyes swept over me with detached assessment, and I saw her mouth tighten with disapproval. “That underwear is completely unacceptable for a Selecta business candidate. It’s dowdy and unfeminine.”

My cheeks burned with shame as she opened a drawer in her desk and withdrew a set of delicate pink lace lingerie. The bra was sheer with tiny rosettes along the cups, and the matching panties were barely more than scraps of lace held together with satin ribbons.

“Put these on instead,” she commanded, placing the lingerie on the edge of her desk. “You’ll be wearing them for the remainder of your interview process—first with me, and then with the team leader for the team you’ll be joining as an intern.”

I stared at the provocative undergarments, my stomach dropping. “I… I can’t wear those. This is supposed to be a business interview.”

Sharon’s expression hardened. “I thought I told you exactly what would happen if you disobeyed again, Grace.”

Before I could respond, she was opening another drawer and withdrawing a stark white paddle emblazoned with Selecta’s red logo. The sight of it made my knees weak with a mixture of fear and that shameful arousal I couldn’t suppress.

“Bend over the desk,” she ordered, standing and moving around to my side.

Panic flooded through me. I dropped to my knees, scrambling for my dress on the floor. “This was a terrible mistake,” I gasped, tears already starting to flow. “I need to leave. I need to go right now.”

“Do you need help bending over the desk, Grace?” Sharon’s voice was perfectly calm, which somehow made it more terrifying.

I heard the soft click of the office door locking behind me, and a sob escaped my throat. There was no escape now. I looked up at the terrifying woman who loomed over me with the horrid paddle in her hand. I swallowed so hard it hurt.

I remembered how this had felt with the husband I’d thought I’d loved: how his physical presence and his handsome face had somehow helped me—as well as knowing, I suddenly realized, that he never spanked me very hard. It seemed utterly different to submit to discipline from this woman I had just met, here in her office.

Trembling violently, I slowly stood and took the two steps that brought me to her imposing desk. I bit my lip as I leaned forward over the polished surface, my hands gripping the far edge as Sharon positioned herself behind me.

“We’ll have these down,” she said matter-of-factly, and I felt her hand inside the waistband of my panties. “You’re no stranger to bare-bottom discipline, are you, Grace?”

“Oh, no… please…” I murmured, trying to twist my hips so she couldn’t get the underwear down my thighs. “I… not on the bare, please?”
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Grace

“Don’t be silly, Grace,” Sharon said in a scornful tone, as she expertly pulled the garment down almost to my knees. “You of all people understand why naughty girls have their panties taken down.”

Without further warning, the first stroke of the paddle across my bare bottom sent fire through my entire body. I cried out, my back arching involuntarily.

“You have twelve swats, and you’ll count each one,” she instructed. “And you’ll thank me afterward.”

“One,” I gasped through my tears. I felt bizarrely, embarrassingly grateful that at least I knew how to accept an old-fashioned punishment. “Thank you, Ms. Fagan.”

“You know, Grace,” Sharon said conversationally as she delivered the second brutal swat, “judging from your NMB videos—which were some of our highest-rated streams, I should mention—most people would assume you enjoyed being punished.”

“Two,” I sobbed. “Thank you, Ms. Fagan.”

The paddle connected again with vicious precision, and I could feel my composure crumbling completely. The pain seemed so much sharper than anything Jacob had ever given me—businesslike and unforgiving rather than delivered out of anything like affection or even simple lust.

“Three. Thank you, Ms. Fagan.”

“But assessment knows better, doesn’t it?” Sharon continued, her voice maddeningly steady as she undoubtedly raised the paddle again, ready to continue my horrid lesson. “Assessment knows that you need punishment, but don’t like it one bit. There’s quite a difference.”

The fourth swat landed lower, catching the sensitive spot where my bottom met my thighs, and I nearly lost my grip on the desk edge.

“Four! Thank you, Ms. Fagan!”

How could she know that? How could she see through the facade that had fooled even Jacob? I had spent years convincing myself and everyone else that I craved discipline, that submission came naturally to me. But she was right—I needed it in some fundamental way I didn’t understand, even as every fiber of my being rebelled against it.

The remaining eight swats blurred together in a haze of fire and tears. By the time I choked out “Twelve, thank you, Ms. Fagan,” I was sobbing so hard I could barely speak.

“Stand up and take off your panties and bra,” Sharon commanded, returning the paddle to her drawer with businesslike efficiency and then sitting back down in her desk chair.

I straightened up, blinking at her through my tears. Somehow it hadn’t fully occurred to me that to put on the pink lingerie she had presented to me, I would have to take off my own underwear completely. My resistance had come just from the idea of having to wear the embarrassing new things—I hadn’t even thought of this stage, the nudity.

“That’s the other intriguing thing about you, isn’t it, Grace?” Sharon asked. “You were a porn star, really, but⁠—”

“No!” I said. “I… no, I was…” I didn’t know what to say, except no. I wasn’t a porn star at all. I… well, I had been featured on a streaming service, yes. Getting spanked and fucked, yes. But… Jacob had done those things to me. Even when he had made me kneel down and I had had to worship his rigid penis while the cameras watched, he had made me do that. I was his wife, and I had to, or he would spank me harder, the way he should because he had the responsibility of disciplining me and keeping me in line.

“I was a… you know, a wife,” I whispered, my hands going in front of me to cover my pussy as I belatedly realized that my panties had remained around my knees.

“Yes, you were,” Sharon said, her voice taking on an almost clinical tone. “And that’s exactly what assessment finds so fascinating about you, Grace. Despite having appeared on NMB, despite being watched by thousands of subscribers while your husband disciplined and used you, you’re still genuinely modest and embarrassed about nudity.”

I felt my face burn even hotter as she spoke so matter-of-factly about the strange but also strangely welcome course my life with Jacob had taken for two years. My hands remained pressed protectively over myself, and I could feel fresh tears threatening to spill over.

“You’ll probably never lose that modesty completely,” Sharon continued, and something in her tone suggested she found this satisfactory rather than problematic. “Which is actually a good thing. It makes you… authentic. Genuine in a way that’s quite valuable.”

She leaned back in her chair, studying me with those sharp eyes. “Nevertheless, now that you’re interviewing for the Selecta Business University program, you’ll have to learn a different kind of obedience. Hands at your sides, Grace.”

The command was delivered so casually that I almost obeyed without thinking. Then I caught myself, my arms tightening across my body. “I… please, Ms. Fagan…”

“Do you want more paddling?” she asked, her hand already moving toward the drawer where she’d replaced that terrible implement.

“No!” The word came out as a strangled gasp. Trembling, I forced my arms down to my sides, every instinct screaming at me to cover myself again. The air conditioning seemed suddenly arctic against my exposed skin.

Sharon’s gaze swept over me with professional assessment. “You’ve done a good job keeping your pussy groomed,” she observed, and I wanted to die of mortification. “Even though Jacob left two weeks ago, you’ve maintained your shaving routine. Very disciplined of you.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, unable to bear the clinical way she discussed my most private areas. It was true—even in my despair and anger over Jacob’s abandonment, some deeply ingrained habit had kept me maintaining the grooming standards he had demanded.

“Your pussy will look quite sweet and sexy in the pink panties,” Sharon continued, her tone as businesslike as if she were discussing quarterly reports. “Much more appropriate for a Selecta candidate than those dreadful beige things you came in wearing.”

The conflicting emotions churning through me were almost unbearable. Part of me—the part that had been trained so thoroughly by Jacob and the New Modesty program—responded to her authoritative tone with that familiar flutter of arousal. But another part recoiled from the humiliation, from being discussed and evaluated like a piece of merchandise.

“Now,” Sharon said, tapping her fingers impatiently on the desk. “Are you going to put on the lingerie I selected for you, or shall I retrieve the paddle?”

My hands shook as I finally pushed my panties down the rest of the way and stepped out of them. The bra followed, and I stood completely naked before her, fighting the overwhelming urge to flee. The pink lingerie lay on the desk like a taunt, those delicate scraps of lace that I knew would make me feel more exposed than nudity itself.

“Much better,” Sharon said, picking up the bra and holding it out to me. “Put this on first.”

I took it with trembling fingers, the lace impossibly soft against my skin as I slipped my arms through the straps. The cups barely contained me, the sheer fabric doing nothing to hide my nipples, which had hardened from the cold air and all the stuff I didn’t want to acknowledge. The tiny rosettes along the edges seemed to mock the severity of this supposed business interview.

“Now the panties,” Sharon instructed, watching me with that same clinical detachment.

I stepped into them, pulling the delicate lace up my thighs. They sat low on my hips, the ribbons at the sides making me feel like a present waiting to be unwrapped. The back provided minimal coverage, and I could feel the cool air against the still-burning skin of my punished bottom.

“Turn around,” Sharon commanded. “Let me see.”

I rotated slowly, my face burning with humiliation as she inspected me like I was modeling for a catalog. When I faced her again, she was pulling something else from her desk drawer—a thick folder that she opened with practiced efficiency.

“Now then,” she said, as if I weren’t standing before her in lingerie that belonged in a honeymoon suite rather than an office, “let’s discuss why you might actually be valuable to Selecta, despite your obvious challenges with female authority.”

She spread several documents across her desk. “Are you familiar with our New Modesty training underwear product line?”

The question caught me so off guard that I almost laughed. “I… what?”

“Training underwear,” Sharon repeated patiently. “Selecta manufactures a line of thick, absorbent undergarments for young women in the New Modesty program who require additional behavioral modification.”

I felt a lurch in my belly as understanding dawned. I knew exactly what she meant—I had worn them myself during my first months in the program, when my foster parents had decided I needed the extra humiliation to break my willfulness.

“I see from your expression that you’re familiar with the product,” Sharon observed. “In fact, according to your file, you wore them for approximately three months.”

The memory of those awful, bulky things made my cheeks burn even hotter. They had been like wearing diapers, making me aware of them with every movement, feeling almost visible under even the loosest skirts. And they came with the humiliating recommendation that the wearer’s toileting be monitored. The shame of having to ask permission to use the bathroom, of having my foster mother check them for accidents that never came, but were always threatened as a possibility if I misbehaved and had permission to use the toilet denied…

“Yes,” I whispered, unable to meet her eyes.

“Good. Then you can provide valuable consumer insight.” Sharon pulled out a market analysis chart. “Sales have been declining. The foster families are still ordering them, but at lower rates. Assessment believes the product line needs refreshing.”

I shifted uncomfortably in the revealing pink lingerie, acutely aware of how the delicate lace felt against my skin compared to those horrible training garments. “What kind of refreshing?”

“That’s what I’m asking you.” Sharon leaned forward, her fingers steepled. “You’ve worn them. You understand the psychological impact. What would make them more effective?”

The question hung in the air between us. I knew exactly what would make them more effective—I’d thought about it endlessly during those three humiliating months. But admitting that knowledge felt like betraying every girl who would suffer because of my suggestions.

“I…” I swallowed hard. “The washing instructions.”

Sharon’s eyebrow arched. “Go on.”

“They’re machine washable,” I said quietly, hating myself for each word. “But if girls had to hand wash them—had to spend time every evening scrubbing them clean—it would reinforce the lesson. Make them really think about why they’re wearing them.”

“Interesting.” Sharon made a note. “What else?”

My mind raced back to those awful months, to the specific moments of deepest shame. “The coverage. They’re designed to be modest, to cover everything completely. But that’s… that’s not the only point, is it? The point is humiliation. Part of that comes from the modesty involved, but could there be… more?”

“Continue.”

“A cutout,” I whispered, my face burning. “Over the… over the middle of your bottom. So that if a foster parent or a suitor needs to correct her… you know… that way…”

To my dismay I flashed back to a vivid memory of Jacob correcting me that way, with his middle finger up my anus as a quick, quiet admonishment to behave myself.

Sharon had raised her eyebrows as she waited for me to finish. I swallowed hard.

“Well… she doesn’t have to have them pulled down. She’s already exposed. Already vulnerable. And… she knows that… you know, when she puts them on, and when she’s allowed to use the… the toilet, too.”

Sharon’s pen moved quickly across her notepad. “That’s brilliant, Grace. Absolutely brilliant. You understand the psychology perfectly.”

I wanted to sink through the floor. I had just suggested ways to make an already humiliating product even more degrading for young women like I had been. But the way Sharon looked at me—with genuine professional approval rather than the clinical assessment from before—made something twist in my chest.

“This is exactly the kind of insight Selecta needs,” Sharon said, closing the folder with satisfaction. “Someone who understands our products from personal experience, but can think strategically about market positioning.”

She stood, moving around the desk to face me directly. “I’m very impressed, Grace. Very impressed indeed. I think you might be exactly what Scott Yellen has been looking for.”

“Scott Yellen?” The name was vaguely familiar from Selecta’s corporate communications.

“Head of programming. He’s been searching for a special candidate to serve as his personal intern.” Sharon’s smile had an edge to it that made my insides flutter nervously. “Someone with your unique combination of experience and analytical ability would be perfect.”
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Sharon returned to her desk drawer, pulling out more items. My eyes widened as I recognized a garter belt and stockings in the same delicate pink as the lingerie I wore, along with matching heels.

“Put these on,” Sharon instructed, gesturing to the items on the desk. “The panties go over the garter straps, not under. I want you to understand that distinction clearly.”

I blinked at her, not sure what she meant, but Sharon only looked back at me steadily and with clearly growing disapproval despite her words of praise only a few moments before. I lowered my eyes to the floor so that I wouldn’t have to see her expression, my cheeks burning at having to take the lacy panties off again in order to wear these lovely, degrading garments correctly.

Awkwardly I removed them and put them on the chair, and then my hands trembled as I picked up the garter belt, the pink lace so delicate it felt like it might tear at the slightest wrong movement. I wrapped it around my waist, fumbling with the tiny hooks in back while Sharon watched with that same clinical assessment that made my skin burn.

“You’re taking too long,” she observed. “In a corporate environment, efficiency matters.”

I finally managed to secure the belt, then sat in the chair to roll the stockings up my legs. The sheer pink fabric felt impossibly soft against my skin, and I tried not to think about how I must look—like something out of a lingerie store rather than a serious business candidate. The clips that attached the stockings to the garter belt proved even more challenging than the hooks, my fingers clumsy with nervousness.

“Stand up,” Sharon commanded once I’d managed to attach all four clips. “Now the panties.”

As I reached for the wisp of fabric I suddenly understood what she had meant by her order—with the panties over the straps, they could be removed without unfastening the stockings. The implication made me quiver with that familiar mixture of dread and unwanted arousal. Everything about this arrangement suggested easy access, suggested availability in a way that made my cheeks burn.

I drew the delicate pink panties back up, settling them over the garter straps as instructed. The heels came last—not impossibly high, but enough to change my posture, to make me acutely aware of every step.

“Good,” Sharon said, moving around the desk to inspect me. “Now your dress.”

Relief flooded through me as I reached for my navy dress, pulling it over my head with desperate gratitude for even this small covering. But I could feel everything underneath—the lace against my skin, the pull of the garter straps with each movement, the way the heels made me stand differently.

Sharon returned to her seat, pulling out a tablet and making several quick notes. “Scott’s office is on the twentieth floor. Suite 2012. You’re expected there immediately.”

“Now?” My voice came out higher than intended. “Like this?”

“Yes, like this.” Sharon’s tone brooked no argument. “And Grace? Remember that Scott’s standards are even higher than mine. He’s accustomed to absolute obedience from his interns.”

I stood frozen for a moment, acutely aware of the pink lingerie beneath my conservative dress, of how the stockings whispered against each other when I moved. But Sharon’s expression made it clear that hesitation would only earn me another session with that horrible paddle.

“Yes, Ms. Fagan,” I whispered, turning toward the door.

“Oh, and Grace?” Sharon called as my hand touched the doorknob. “Scott will want to verify that you’re properly dressed according to company standards. He has the right to inspect you as he chooses. Don’t be surprised if he checks that you’ve followed instructions correctly.”

My legs felt unsteady as I made my way to the elevator, each step a reminder of the heels and the way the stockings pulled against the garter clips. Other Selecta employees passed me in the hallway, and I wondered if they could tell—if they could somehow see through my modest navy dress to the scandalous pink beneath. My face burned with the certainty that everyone must know exactly what kind of ‘interview’ I was undergoing.

The elevator ride to the twentieth floor seemed endless. I stood in the corner, trying to take up as little space as possible, terrified that someone might brush against me and somehow feel the lace through my dress. When the doors finally opened, I found myself in a hushed corridor lined with dark wood paneling and thick carpet that muffled the click of my heels.

Suite 2012 was at the end of the hall, the nameplate reading ‘Scott Yellen, Head of Programming’ in elegant gold lettering. I raised my hand to knock, then hesitated. Sharon’s words echoed in my mind—absolute obedience, even higher standards. What if I couldn’t do this? What if I broke down sobbing the way I had in Sharon’s office?

But I needed this. I needed something beyond being someone’s discarded wife, beyond the humiliation of Jacob leaving me for his secretary. I knocked.

“Come in.”

The voice was deep, assured, and something about it made my pulse quicken even before I opened the door.

Scott Yellen was nothing like what I’d expected. Where Sharon had been severe and businesslike, he possessed an almost relaxed confidence, leaning back in his leather chair with the easy grace of someone who never doubted his own authority. He was handsome in a way that brought butterflies to my belly—mid-forties, I guessed, with silver just beginning to touch his temples and eyes that seemed to take in everything about me in a single sweeping glance.

“Grace,” he said, and the way he said my name—like he already knew everything about me, like he’d been expecting me specifically—made my knees feel weak. “Sharon speaks very highly of your potential.”

I stood just inside the doorway, unsure whether to sit or wait for permission. The office was larger than Sharon’s, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a spectacular view of the city below. Everything about the space radiated power and control.

“Thank you, Mr. Yellen,” I managed, hating how breathless I sounded.

“Scott,” he corrected, standing with fluid grace. “We’re not that formal here, despite what Sharon might have led you to believe.” He moved closer, and I caught a hint of expensive cologne—something subtle and masculine that made my head swim slightly. “Though I understand she’s already introduced you to some of our corporate standards.”

My face flamed as his eyes traveled over me, and I knew with horrible certainty that he was aware of exactly what I wore beneath my dress. Worse, that I wore the lacy panties over a bottom that Sharon had had to paddle to correct my hesitancy. “Yes, sir. I mean… she did.”

Scott smiled, and something about that smile made my breath catch. It wasn’t cruel like Sharon’s clinical assessment, but there was a knowing quality to it that suggested he understood exactly how difficult this was for me.

“Good,” he said simply. “I have something I’d like to show you. A new series we’re developing for NMB.”

My stomach dropped. Of course this would involve NMB. Everything in my life seemed to circle back to those cameras, to the streaming service that had broadcast my most intimate moments to paying subscribers.

“Follow me,” Scott said, moving toward a door I hadn’t noticed before, set into the wood paneling of his office wall.

I followed on unsteady legs, intensely aware of how the stockings whispered against each other with each step, how the heels changed my gait. The door opened into a small screening room with a large monitor and two leather chairs. The space felt intimate, almost uncomfortably so.

“Sit,” Scott instructed, gesturing to one of the chairs.

I lowered myself carefully, trying to keep my dress from riding up, though I knew the effort was pointless. Scott would see whatever he wanted to see before this interview was over.

He picked up a remote and the screen flickered to life. “This is Annabelle’s Story,” he said, settling into the chair beside me. Close enough that I could feel the warmth radiating from his body. “Our newest premium series. I’d like your professional opinion.”

The image on screen showed a young woman, perhaps twenty-two, with long auburn hair and wide green eyes. She knelt on a plush carpet in what looked like an upscale living room, completely naked except for what I immediately recognized as her training underwear—the thick, clinging waist-to-knees panties and the matching halter. The camera angle was intimate but not crude, artistic in a way that made it somehow more shocking.

“This is Annabelle,” Scott explained as the scene continued. “She’s been with her foster family for six months now. Her foster father Kevin is preparing her for courtship.”

On screen, a man entered the frame—handsome, authoritative, perhaps forty. He wore work jeans and a flannel shirt with the sleeves rolled up. The way Annabelle’s eyes followed his movement, the mixture of fear and anticipation in her expression, made my chest tighten with recognition.

“Open,” Kevin commanded on screen, and Annabelle’s mouth fell open obediently.

I shifted in my chair, pressing my thighs together as Kevin positioned himself in front of the kneeling girl. Behind him, a woman appeared—blonde, matronly… and holding a riding crop.

“That’s Lara, Annabelle’s foster mother,” Scott said conversationally, as if we were discussing a nature documentary rather than what was about to happen. “As you probably know from your own experience with your New Modesty fosters, she assists with the training.”

I watched, transfixed and horrified, as Kevin unfastened his pants. The camera cut back and forth between Annabelle’s wide eyes and the enormous, rigid penis that her foster father withdrew from his fly. Annabelle’s cheeks had gone red, but I thought my own could give them serious competition.

“Take it in your mouth, Annabelle,” Kevin instructed, his voice patient but firm.

I watched as the girl on screen leaned forward hesitantly, her lips parting to accept him. The camera captured every detail—the way her eyes watered as she struggled to accommodate his size, the way Lara moved behind her with the crop raised.

When Annabelle gagged slightly and pulled back, the crop came down across her bottom with a sharp crack that made me jump in my chair.

“All the way, sweetheart,” Lara said gently, even as she raised the crop again. “You need to learn to please your future husband properly.”

My breathing had become shallow, and I was desperately aware of Scott beside me, of how he must be cataloguing every reaction. The scene continued—Annabelle trying again, taking Kevin deeper this time, Lara providing correction with the crop whenever the girl’s technique faltered. The combination of tenderness and discipline, of Lara’s maternal encouragement paired with the sting of the crop, created something that made my belly lurch with unwanted recognition.

“What do you think?” Scott asked, his voice low and intimate in the small screening room.

I couldn’t look at him. My face burned so hot I thought I might combust. “I… it’s very well shot,” I managed, my voice barely above a whisper.

“That’s not what I’m asking.” He shifted in his chair, angling toward me. “What do you think of the content? The dynamic?”

On screen, Annabelle had found a rhythm now, her head bobbing steadily while Lara stroked her hair with one hand, the crop still ready in the other. Kevin’s expression remained controlled, almost businesslike, as if this were simply another training exercise.

“It’s…” I swallowed hard, trying to find words that wouldn’t reveal how wet I’d become, how my body had responded to watching this despite my mind’s protests. “It’s effective. The… the contrast between Lara’s gentleness and the discipline. It creates a complex emotional response.”

“Go on,” Scott prompted, and I could hear the smile in his voice.

“The viewer can identify with Annabelle’s struggle,” I continued, hating myself for the analysis even as my marketing training kicked in. “The foster mother’s presence adds a layer of… of safety, even while she’s enforcing the training. It’s not just about submission to the male authority figure.”

“Interesting.” Scott leaned back slightly. “What would you add to make it more compelling?”

The question hung in the air while on screen, Kevin finally climaxed, holding Annabelle’s head firmly in place as she struggled to swallow. Lara’s crop came down twice more when the girl tried to pull away too soon.

“Good girl,” Kevin said on screen, finally releasing her. “You’re learning.”

A thought rose unbidden in my mind, something so mortifying I couldn’t believe it had come from my brain.

“She… she should have to watch them… her foster parents, I mean,” I whispered.
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“Watch them do what?” I asked, studying Grace’s lovely, bright pink face very closely.

Her face somehow managed to go even redder, and she pressed her thighs together in that telltale way that told me exactly how aroused she’d become watching Annabelle’s training. I waited, letting the silence stretch between us until she had no choice but to answer.

“Have… have relations,” Grace finally whispered, her voice so soft I had to lean closer to hear. “While she watches. To show her what’s expected in marriage.”

Perfect. Absolutely perfect. Sharon had been right about this one—Grace had exactly the kind of mind we needed, coupled with that delicious combination of genuine modesty and reluctant arousal that our viewers craved.

“That’s an excellent suggestion,” I said, keeping my tone professional even as I noted every small reaction—the way her breathing had quickened, the slight tremor in her hands as she gripped the arms of her chair. “In fact, we’ve already filmed something similar. Would you like to see it?”

“I…” She swallowed hard, and I could see the war playing out behind those wide eyes. The part of her that had been trained to please did obvious battle with the part that wanted to flee. “Yes, sir.”

I clicked to the next scene, watching her face as the screen filled with the image of Kevin and Lara’s bedroom. Annabelle knelt in the corner, still in her training underwear, hands clasped behind her back as she faced the bed where her foster parents were beginning to undress each other.

“Oh,” Grace breathed, and the sound went straight to my cock.

On screen, Lara was explaining to Annabelle exactly what Kevin liked, how a good wife should touch her husband, while Kevin demonstrated wordlessly on Lara’s body how a husband expects to fuck—hard and fast, from behind, as his wife cries out in mingled need and discomfort. The camera work was exquisite, cutting between the couple on the bed and Annabelle’s face as she watched, her expression a mixture of embarrassment, curiosity, and unmistakable arousal.

“Your body seems to be responding to the material,” I observed, deliberately keeping my voice neutral. “That’s good. It means you understand our target audience.”

Grace’s hands fluttered to her lap, as if she could somehow hide her reaction from me. “Mr. Yellen… Scott… I don’t think…”

“Stand up,” I commanded, using the tone I’d perfected over years of managing exactly this type of woman—the ones who needed authority, but fought against it every step of the way.

She stood immediately, her body obeying even as her face showed her dismay at her own compliance. Interesting. Jacob had trained her well in some ways, but there were clearly gaps. Gaps I would very much enjoy filling—even as I filled Grace’s sweet, pleasurable holes.

“Sharon told me she had you change into appropriate interview attire,” I said, moving to stand directly in front of her. Close enough that she had to tilt her head back to meet my eyes. “I need to verify that you followed her instructions fully and correctly.”
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Grace

My breath caught in my throat as Scott’s words hung in the air. The screening room suddenly felt impossibly small, the leather chair beneath me a trap I couldn’t escape from. On the monitor, Annabelle still knelt in the corner while her foster parents demonstrated what a husband expected from his wife, but I couldn’t focus on anything except Scott’s presence looming over me.

“I…” My voice came out as barely a whisper. “Ms. Fagan already checked.”

“Sharon checks for compliance with basic standards,” Scott said, his tone patient but firm. “I need to ensure you meet my specific requirements for this position.”

My hands trembled as I smoothed my navy dress against my thighs, knowing the gesture was pointless. He would see what he wanted to see. That was how it worked at Selecta. That was how it had always worked, even with Jacob, though somehow this felt different. More exposing. More terrifying.

“Lift your dress,” he commanded softly.

The words should have shocked me, but instead I felt that familiar flutter in my stomach—the one I hated, the one that meant my body was betraying me again. My fingers found the hem of my dress, and I slowly raised it, revealing the pink stockings inch by inch. The whisper of fabric against my skin seemed deafening in the quiet room.

“Higher,” Scott instructed when I paused at mid-thigh.

I closed my eyes, unable to watch his face as I lifted the dress to my waist, exposing the delicate pink panties and the garter belt Sharon had made me don. The cool air of the office against my barely covered skin made me shiver.

“Open your eyes, Grace.”

I obeyed, meeting his gaze with difficulty. His expression remained professionally neutral, but there was something in his eyes—a heat, an appreciation—that made my knees feel weak.

“Good,” he said simply. “The panties are correctly positioned over the garter straps. Sharon instructed you properly.” His fingers brushed against my hip, adjusting the small pink bow on the side of the panties, and I gasped at the contact. “These are from our executive line. Much more appropriate than what you came in wearing.”

“Thank you, sir,” I whispered, not knowing what else to say.

“You can lower your dress now.”

I dropped the fabric immediately, my face burning with humiliation even as that terrible warmth continued to build between my legs. Behind Scott, the scene on the monitor had progressed—Lara moaned into the mattress as Kevin gripped her hips and firmly pounded her shapely bottom with his strong hips. From her corner Annabelle watched intently, her brow furrowed and her cheeks bright pink.

“Sit here, with me,” Scott said, settling back into his chair and patting his thigh.

The command brought new butterflies to my tummy. I stared at him, frozen, as he waited with that same patient confidence that seemed to radiate from every gesture. My legs moved before my mind could form a protest, and suddenly I was perched awkwardly on his lap, my dress riding up despite my attempts to keep it in place.

His arm came around my waist, steadying me, and I could feel the solid warmth of his chest against my side. The position was impossibly intimate—far more so than anything Sharon had demanded. I could smell his cologne, feel his breath against my neck, and worst of all, I could feel the unmistakable hardness pressing against my bottom through his expensive suit pants.

“Much better,” he murmured, his free hand coming to rest on my knee. “Now we can watch together and discuss your observations properly.”

On the screen, Kevin had finished with Lara, and the camera focused on Annabelle’s face—flushed, confused, unmistakably aroused despite her obvious embarrassment. The foster mother was explaining something about a wife’s duties while smoothing down her skirt, but I couldn’t focus on the words. All I could think about was Scott’s hand on my knee, the way his thumb had started making small circles against my stocking.

“Tell me,” he said conversationally, as if I weren’t sitting in his lap like some kind of secretary from an old movie, “what you think Annabelle is feeling right now.”

I tried to gather my scattered thoughts, acutely aware of every place our bodies touched. “She’s… conflicted. Aroused, but ashamed of it. She knows she shouldn’t want what she’s seeing, but her body is responding anyway.”

“Hmm.” His hand moved slightly higher on my thigh. “And how do you know that’s what she’s feeling?”

The answer stuck in my throat because we both knew exactly how I knew. Because I was feeling the same thing right now—that horrible, wonderful, confusing mix of humiliation and desire that had haunted me throughout my marriage to Jacob and was now threatening to overwhelm me completely.

“Personal experience,” I whispered.

“Good girl,” he said, and those two words sent a shock through me that I felt all the way to my toes. “Honesty is essential in this position.”

His hand continued its slow exploration of my thigh, never quite reaching the top of my stocking, but making me intensely aware of how little separated his fingers from bare skin. On screen, the scene had shifted—Annabelle was now being instructed to undress for her evening bath while her foster parents watched, offering corrections on her posture and movements.

“We’re looking to develop an entire stream around Annabelle,” Scott explained, his professional tone at odds with the intimate position of his hand. “Something that follows her journey from initial training through eventual placement with a husband. Your insights would be invaluable in shaping that narrative.”

His fingers suddenly slipped further up, beneath the hem of my dress, trailing along the inside of my thigh above the stocking. I gasped, my whole body going rigid.

“I need to check something,” he murmured against my ear, his fingers continuing their journey upward until they found the edge of my panties. “Stay very still.”

I couldn’t have moved if I’d wanted to. His fingers pressed against the delicate lace, right over my most intimate place, and I knew he could feel how wet I’d become. The humiliation of it made me want to die, even as my traitorous body responded to his touch with a fresh surge of arousal.

“Just as I thought,” he said, his voice low and satisfied. “Soaking wet. You respond to authority even more strongly than your file suggests.”

He withdrew his hand and shifted me off his lap, setting me on my feet in front of him. My legs trembled, barely holding me upright.

“Take off your dress,” he commanded, leaning back in his chair to watch me.

My hands shook as they moved to the zipper at the back of my dress. This was happening so fast, so much more intensely than anything I’d experienced even in the New Modesty, where quick courtship was encouraged. The dress pooled at my feet, leaving me standing before him in nothing but the pink lingerie and heels.

“Turn around,” he instructed. “Slowly.”

I rotated, knowing he was examining every inch of me, evaluating every response. When I faced him again, he beckoned me closer with one finger.

“These need to come off,” he said, hooking his fingers in the waistband of my panties.

I made a small sound of protest that died in my throat as he slowly pulled them down my thighs, over the stockings, letting them fall to my ankles. The air against my exposed flesh made me acutely aware of how wet I was, how my arousal must be visible to him.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers trailing over the bareness between my thighs. “You’ve kept yourself perfectly groomed, even after your husband left. That shows real discipline.”

His fingers explored me with terrible precision, finding exactly the spots that made me gasp and tremble. One finger slipped inside my folds, gathering the moisture there, and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning.

“So responsive,” he said approvingly. “Turn around now. Bend over and hold your ankles.”

The position was impossibly exposing, worse than anything Sharon had demanded. I bent forward, my hands grasping my ankles, knowing that everything was on display for him. I felt his hands on my bottom, spreading me wider, examining me in a way that made my face burn with shame.

“Such a pretty little hole,” he said, his thumb brushing over my most private place. “Jacob enjoyed you here, I know, but I must say that watching your anal sessions I never thought he was really the right master for you.”

I could barely think straight as his thumb pressed gently against that forbidden entrance. The memory of Jacob’s fingers there flooded back unbidden—quick, perfunctory intrusions meant more to assert dominance than to truly possess. But Scott’s touch was different, deliberate and knowing, as if he understood exactly how deeply this particular violation affected me.

“Please,” I whispered, though I wasn’t sure if I was begging him to stop or continue. My legs trembled with the effort of holding the position.

“Stand up,” he commanded, and I straightened gratefully, my muscles already aching from the strain. “Now turn around and kneel here in front of me. You’re going to suck my cock.”
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I tried to stop myself, but I dropped to my knees immediately, the plush carpet soft against my skin. I knew what was coming—had suspected it, anyway, with an unwelcome thrill, from the moment he’d called me into his lap. But knowing didn’t make it any less overwhelming when he unfastened his belt as if it were the most normal thing in the world.

“Have you missed this, Grace?” he asked conversationally as he freed himself from his pants. “Having a man who knows exactly what you need?”

I stared at his erection, thick and imposing, and felt that familiar flutter of fear mixed with anticipation. Jacob had been well-endowed, but Scott was enormous. The head of his massive cock already glistened with pre-cum, and I could smell his arousal, musky and masculine.

“Answer me,” he said, his hand tangling in my hair.

“Yes,” I admitted, the word torn from me. “Yes, sir.”

“Good girl. Open.”

I parted my lips, and he guided himself into my mouth with slow deliberation. The taste of him opened like a hot flower on my tongue—salty and musky and male, making my body respond despite everything. He was thicker than Jacob, stretching my jaw uncomfortably, and I had to focus on breathing through my nose as he pushed deeper.

“Look at me,” he commanded, and I raised my eyes to meet his. The intensity in his gaze made me shiver. “That’s it. I want to see those pretty eyes while you worship my cock.”

His hand tightened in my hair, controlling my movements as he began to thrust shallowly. Behind him, the monitor continued playing Annabelle’s training, her soft whimpers mixing with the wet sounds I was making. The parallel seemed almost too obvious—I was being trained too, molded into whatever Scott wanted me to become.

His free hand reached down, fingers finding the still-tender flesh of my punished bottom. The touch made me whimper around him, the soreness from Sharon’s paddle flaring back to life as he squeezed and kneaded the abused skin.

“Such a pretty picture you make,” he murmured, his fingers tracing the edge of the garter belt where it framed my bottom. “Pink lace suits you far better than those dowdy things you came in wearing. You’re going to be quite a different girl now, Grace. Nice lingerie changes a woman, makes her understand both her place and her power in ways that cotton never could.”

I wanted to protest, to insist that I didn’t want to be different, that I was fine as I was. But even as the thought formed, I knew it was a lie. The delicate lace against my skin, the way it made me hyperaware of my body, the vulnerability of kneeling before this powerful man while dressed like something from a fantasy—it was already changing me. My arousal had become undeniable, a pulsing need below my waist that grew stronger with each degrading moment.

“I’m going to use your mouth properly now,” Scott announced, his grip tightening in my hair. “It’s going to be rough for a few moments while I take my pleasure. You’re going to take everything I give you, and you’re going to swallow it gratefully. Do you understand?”

I tried to nod, but his grip held me immobile. A muffled “yes, sir” escaped around his thickness.

“Good. If you do well, there’ll be a performance incentive. Something special just for my new intern.” His voice had taken on a darker edge. “Now hold still.”

Both hands gripped my head, holding me in place as he began to thrust in earnest. There was no gentleness now, no consideration for my comfort. He used my mouth with single-minded purpose, pushing deep enough to make me gag before pulling back just enough to let me breathe. Tears streamed down my face, and I knew my carefully applied makeup must be ruined.

The sounds were obscene—wet, desperate, punctuated by his low murmurs of pleasure. My jaw ached, my throat burned, but underneath it all was that terrible arousal that seemed to grow stronger the more he degraded me. My hands fluttered uselessly at my sides, not daring to push him away, but needing something to ground myself.

“That’s it,” he growled, his pace becoming erratic. “Such a good little cocksucker. Your husband never appreciated what he had.”

The mention of Jacob should have upset me, but at that moment, all I could focus on was the way Scott’s breathing had changed, the tension in his thighs that told me he was close. He thrust deep one final time, holding me there as he came with a deep growl.

The hot rush of his release filled my mouth, bitter and overwhelming. I struggled to swallow, my throat working desperately as he held me in place, ensuring I took every drop. When he finally released his grip on my hair, I gasped for air, coughing slightly as the last of it went down.

“Very good,” he said, tucking his cock, glistening from my mouth, back into his pants. “You managed that quite well for someone out of practice.”

Before I could respond or even catch my breath properly, his hands were on my arms, pulling me up and across his lap. The position was achingly familiar yet different—Jacob had spanked me this way countless times, but Scott’s thighs felt broader, more solid beneath me. My bare bottom was elevated, the garter belt framing it obscenely in my mind’s eye.

“Now then,” he said conversationally, his hand stroking over my exposed flesh, “let’s see how responsive you really are.”

His fingers found my wetness immediately, sliding through my folds, back and forth lightly and then with more pressure. I gasped at the contact, my hips jerking involuntarily.

“Tell me, Grace,” he said as his fingers began to circle my aching clit with maddening precision, “what do you think about when you touch yourself? What fantasies run through that pretty head when you’re alone in bed?”

“I don’t,” I gasped, squirming as his fingers continued their torment. “I never… I don’t do that.”

His hand stilled. “Never?”

“No, sir.” My face burned with the admission. “It wasn’t… Jacob didn’t like me to. And even before, in the program, it was forbidden.”

“And since Jacob left?” His fingers resumed their movement, slower now, teasing. “Two weeks of freedom, and you never once gave in to temptation?”

“No,” I whispered, though the word came out as more of a moan as he found a particularly sensitive angle.

“Interesting.” His other hand traced down the cleft of my bottom, making me tense. “And what about here? How did you feel when Jacob used this pretty little hole?”

His finger circled that forbidden entrance, and I couldn’t suppress the whimper that escaped me. The truth was complicated, shameful, but I knew he wanted the simple answer.

“I… I did it because I was supposed to,” I managed, trying to keep my voice steady even as his fingers continued their dual assault. “Because a good wife submits to her husband’s pleasure.”

“Hmm.” His finger pressed more firmly against the tight ring of muscle, not entering but threatening. “I don’t think you’re being entirely honest with me, Grace.”

“I am!” I protested, but even I could hear the lie in my voice.

“Your body tells a different story,” he murmured, and suddenly his finger pushed inside, just to the first knuckle. The intrusion made me cry out, my whole body clenching around him. “See? You’re practically pulling me deeper, begging for more.”

He worked his finger in further, past the tight resistance, and I sobbed at the burning stretch. It was so different from Jacob’s careful, almost hesitant treatment of my bottom hole—Scott took his time, letting me feel every millimeter as he claimed this most private part of me. His other hand never stopped its relentless circling of my clit, creating a maddening contrast between pleasure and the sharp discomfort of penetration.

“You’re so tight here,” he observed clinically, beginning to move his finger in shallow thrusts. “Your husband really didn’t use you properly at all, did he? Just quick little reminders of ownership, never taking the time to truly open you up.”

I couldn’t form words, could only whimper as he established a rhythm—his finger pressing deep into my bottom while his other hand worked my clit with devastating skill. The combined sensation was overwhelming, unlike anything I’d experienced. Even through the burn and stretch, I could feel something building, a pressure that seemed to come from somewhere deeper than just physical stimulation.

“That’s it,” he murmured, adding a second finger to my bottom without warning. I cried out at the fuller intrusion, my body trying to pull away even as his hand on my clit kept me pinned in place. “You’re going to come for me now, Grace. You’re going to come with my fingers in your ass, and it’s going to be better than anything that fumbling boy ever gave you.”

His fingers curled inside me, finding some spot that drew a sob from deep in my chest. Combined with the relentless pressure on my clit, it was too much. The orgasm hit me like a physical blow, ripping through me with an intensity that made me scream. My whole body convulsed, clenching around his fingers as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. It went on and on, far longer than anything I’d experienced with Jacob, until I was sobbing and shaking over his lap.

“There we go,” Scott said with satisfaction, slowly withdrawing his fingers. “That’s what you’ve been missing.”

I lay limp across his lap, utterly spent, my mind struggling to process what had just happened. My body still trembled with aftershocks, and I could feel tears and mascara streaking my face.

“Get up,” he commanded, his voice returning to its businesslike tone. “You may get dressed.”

I struggled to my feet on shaking legs, bending to retrieve my panties from where they’d fallen. Every movement reminded me of what had just happened—my jaw ached, my bottom burned from his fingers, and the lingering sensitivity between my legs made me gasp as I pulled the delicate lace back into place.

“Your dress,” Scott prompted, standing himself now and looking back at me over his shoulder as he moved to the door of the screening room.

I pulled the navy dress over my head with trembling hands, trying to smooth my hair back into some semblance of order.

“You may have the rest of the day off,” Scott told me. “There’s a mirror on the back of the cabinet door over there, so you can fix your makeup in here, and you should stop at Human Resources to finish your intake—they’ll give you the code for the app that opens the door to your new apartment.”

I blinked at him. “New apartment?”

Scott smiled. “Nothing huge, but comfortable and very new. I’ll think about your qualifications, Grace, and figure out by tomorrow whether you’re a good fit for my team.”

My face went hot as I tried to subdue the warmth already regathering down there, at the condescension in his tone and the double entendre I couldn’t help finding in his words.

“Thanks for being a good girl for me,” he said, opening the door. “It’s definitely one of the most important things I look for in an intern.”

He vanished through the door, closing it behind him.

I stood there in the empty screening room for several minutes, staring at my reflection in the mirror. My makeup was indeed ruined—mascara streaked down my cheeks, lipstick smeared, my hair a tangled mess. I looked like exactly what I was: a woman who had just been thoroughly used by her potential new boss.

With shaking hands, I did my best to clean up my face using tissues from my purse, then made my way to the elevator. The journey to Human Resources felt endless. Every person I passed in the hallway seemed to know what had just happened, though rationally I knew that was impossible. Still, I kept my eyes down, clutching my phone like a lifeline.

The HR department was on the third floor, a bustling open office space that felt jarring after the intimate darkness of Scott’s screening room. A cheerful receptionist directed me to a cubicle where a young man in his twenties waited with a tablet.

“Ms. Whitcomb,” he said brightly, not seeming to notice my disheveled appearance. “I’m Tyler. Ms. Fagan has put through your paperwork, so I can get you set up for your new home.”

I managed a weak smile. “Thank you.”

“Let me just sync your handheld.” He took my device, connecting it to his tablet with practiced efficiency. “The keycode app is downloading now. Your apartment is in Building C of the Selecta Residential Complex, unit 1247. The app will handle everything—entry, climate control, even ordering groceries.”

As he spoke, I watched icons appear on my screen. One caught my eye—a small camera symbol in the corner.

“What’s that?” I asked, pointing.

Tyler’s smile never wavered. “Oh, that’s the security monitoring indicator. For your safety and protection, of course. All Selecta housing units have comprehensive surveillance systems.”

My insides lurched. “Surveillance?”

“Standard for Selecta housing,” he said, as if this was perfectly normal. “The cameras are discreet—built into the fixtures and walls. You won’t even notice them after a while.”

“Who has access to the feed?” My voice came out smaller than I intended.

“Your direct supervisor, naturally. In your case, that’s Sharon Fagan as of now. Also security, in case of emergencies.” Tyler handed my device back. “The bathroom has privacy mode, activated by voice command, though that can be overridden by your supervisor if they think it necessary.”

I stared at him, trying to process this information. Not only would I be working for a company where paddling was a standard form of reprimand, but my boss would have access to watch me in my most private moments at home. The thought should have been horrifying, but after what had just happened in Scott’s screening room, I felt that familiar, unwanted flutter of arousal.

“You’re all set,” Tyler told me. “The shuttle to your complex leaves every fifteen minutes, twenty-four/seven, from Parking Level 1.”


CHAPTER 6
[image: ]


Grace

The shuttle dropped me at Building C fifteen minutes later, and I stood for a moment in the sleek lobby, my handheld clutched in trembling fingers. The keycode app glowed on the screen, a small green icon that somehow seemed to have its own weight. In fact, it almost felt heavier than the device itself. Unit 1247. My new home, courtesy of Selecta Corporation.

The elevator whisked me to the twelfth floor in near silence, opening onto a hallway that looked more like a luxury hotel than corporate housing. Soft lighting, deep carpet, abstract art on the walls. My apartment door was a rich mahogany color, the number etched in brushed steel beside it.

The app chirped softly as I approached, and I heard the lock disengage with a subtle click. The door swung open to reveal a space that took my breath away.

It was stunning. Floor-to-ceiling windows dominated the far wall, offering a view of the city skyline that seemed like the opposite of the little garden I had looked out at from my kitchen window three weeks ago, when my life seemed settled. The living area was open and airy, furnished with a cream-colored sofa and matching chairs that looked impossibly soft. A kitchen with granite countertops and stainless steel appliances gleamed to my left. Everything was modern, sophisticated, expensive.

I walked through slowly, running my fingers along the smooth surfaces. The bedroom looked equally impressive—a king-sized bed already made with crisp white linens, a walk-in closet stocked with hangers, a vanity with perfect lighting. The bathroom featured a deep soaking tub and a separate glass shower with multiple jets.

It was everything I’d never dared dream of having. And yet…

My eyes kept catching on tiny details. The smoke detector in the bedroom ceiling seemed unusually large. The decorative mirror in the living room had an odd sheen to its surface. Even the elegant light fixtures appeared to have small dark spots at their centers.

Cameras. They were everywhere, just as Tyler had said—discreet, built into the architecture itself.

I sank onto the sofa, my legs suddenly weak. Someone could be watching me right now. Sharon Fagan could be sitting in her office, pulling up my feed on her computer, observing me as I explored my new cage. The thought should have been terrifying.

Instead, I felt that too-familiar warmth beginning between my thighs.

I pressed my legs together, trying to ignore it, but the sensation only intensified. Every movement I made felt performative now, knowing unseen eyes might be tracking me. When I stood to get a glass of water, I was acutely aware of how my dress swayed, how the pink stockings whispered against each other. When I bent to look in the refrigerator—featuring a display screen I couldn’t figure out and already stocked with fresh produce as well as bottles of expensive sparkling water—I wondered if someone was admiring the view.

Stop it, I told myself firmly, but my body had already begun its betrayal. The delicate lace of my panties felt damp against my sensitive flesh, still swollen from Scott’s humiliating exploration in the screening room. My nipples had hardened beneath the sheer cups of my bra, making them visible through the thin fabric of my dress.

My handheld chimed with an incoming message. Sharon Fagan’s name appeared on the screen, and my stomach clenched with a mixture of dread and that terrible anticipation I couldn’t seem to control.

I trust you’re settling in comfortably. Please be aware that as part of your probationary period, certain behavioral standards must be maintained even in your private residence. The employee handbook has been uploaded to your device.

I opened the attachment with trembling fingers. The handbook was extensive—pages and pages of rules and expectations. But one section made my breath catch: ‘Personal Conduct in Company Housing.’

Female employees residing in Selecta housing are expected to maintain appropriate behavioral standards at all times. Masturbation without explicit permission from one’s direct supervisor is strictly prohibited and will result in disciplinary action.

I stared at the words, reading them three times to make sure I understood correctly. They were monitoring not just my safety, but my sexuality, my most intimate moments. They had made rules about what I could do with my own body.

The warmth below my belly had become an ache now, a pulsing need that seemed to mock the very rule I’d just read. It had been over two weeks since I’d had any release except for what Scott had given me—no, forced on me—in his office. Even with Jacob, as controlling as he’d been, I’d never been explicitly forbidden from touching myself. I’d simply chosen not to, trained by years of the New Modesty program to view my own pleasure as something dangerous.

But now, knowing I couldn’t, knowing someone might be watching to ensure I didn’t… the desire became almost unbearable.

I paced the apartment, trying to distract myself. I unpacked the few belongings I’d brought from my old life—some clothes, a few books, a photograph of my parents. Everything else had belonged to Jacob, or to the marriage that no longer existed.

But with each movement, I felt the shift of lace against my skin, the pull of the garter straps, the lingering soreness where Scott’s fingers had violated me. My body seemed determined to remind me of every humiliating moment from today, replaying them in vivid detail.

I tried to read, curling up on the sofa with a thriller everyone seemed to love, but the words swam before my eyes. All I could think about was Scott’s voice, low and commanding: You’re going to come with my fingers in your ass. The memory alone made me clench involuntarily, a fresh wave of arousal washing over me.

The sun was setting now, painting the apartment in shades of gold and pink. I should eat something, I told myself. Take a shower. Do something, anything, to stop this endless cycle of need.

But when I stood to go to the kitchen, my legs were shaking. My panties were soaked through, the delicate lace clinging uncomfortably to my bare, wet pussy. I needed to change, at least. That would be acceptable, wouldn’t it? Simply changing into something dry?

I made my way to the bedroom, acutely aware of the cameras tracking my movement. The walk-in closet held my meager wardrobe, but when I opened the built-in dresser, I found it already stocked with new items. More lingerie, all in delicate pastels and black lace. Sleepwear that consisted of sheer baby dolls and tiny shorts. Thankfully whoever had prepared the apartment had put my own underwear in the drawer, along with the simple white nightgown that had featured in so many episodes of my own humiliating stream on NMB.

I pulled out the familiar white cotton panties with their tiny blue flowers—so innocent compared to the lace I currently wore. The simple nightgown felt like armor as I changed quickly, trying not to think about invisible eyes watching me undress. The cotton was soft against my skin, a relief after the day’s elaborate lingerie.

Back in the living room, I scrolled through the entertainment options on the large wall-mounted screen. A romantic comedy seemed safe—something light and distracting. I settled into the sofa as the opening credits rolled, but within minutes my mind began to wander.

What would Scott do if he walked through that door right now? The thought came unbidden, making my breath catch. He’d probably shake his head at my plain nightgown, tell me it was inappropriate for his intern. He’d make me change into one of those sheer baby dolls from the closet, the pink one perhaps, barely covering anything. He’d sit right here on this sofa and have me kneel between his legs, those strong hands tangling in my hair as he guided my mouth onto him…

A sharp, unfamiliar alarm pierced the air. I jumped, my handheld buzzing insistently on the coffee table. The screen displayed a red warning of a kind I hadn’t seen before:

Behavioral Alert: High arousal detected. Physical indicators suggest imminent violation of Personal Conduct Policy 3.7. Please review employee handbook immediately.

My face burned with mortification. They weren’t just watching—they were monitoring my body’s responses. Ugh. Of course. The perineal sensor. I hadn’t thought about the thing in months: installed between my thighs to ‘optimize my responsiveness’ with Jacob when they had put us on NMB.

“No, no, no,” I whispered, clutching the handheld. Sharon must know. She’d probably received an alert that I was sitting here getting wet just thinking about Scott. The humiliation was overwhelming, but worse, it only intensified the ache in my core.

I forced myself to focus on the romantic comedy, but the cheerful banter between the leads felt hollow. My body refused to calm down. Every shift against the sofa cushions reminded me of how sensitive I’d become, how desperately I needed release. The cotton panties, which should have felt safe and familiar, were already growing damp.

I had to do something, get control of the situation somehow. A wild thought came to me, and I started acting on it before I could chicken out.

I fumbled with my handheld, opening the app with shaking fingers. There had to be some way to handle this officially, some protocol. And there it was—a discreet icon labeled ‘Personal Request Form.’ My heart pounded as I tapped it.

The form that appeared was mortifyingly specific. ‘Request for Self-Pleasure Permission’ read the header, followed by fields for ‘Current Arousal Level (1–10),’ ‘Time Since Last Orgasm,’ and ‘Reason for Request.’ My face burned as I filled it out, selecting ‘9’ for arousal level, typing ‘three hours’ for the time field, and hesitating over the reason.

‘Unable to concentrate due to physical need,’ I finally typed, then hit submit before I could lose my nerve.

The response came almost immediately. My insides quivered as I read:

Ms. Whitcomb,

Effective immediately, Scott Yellen has assumed direct supervision of your probationary period. All personal requests should be directed to him, in particular when they concern your needy pussy.

Sharon Fagan

I stared at the message, my whole body going hot and cold at once. Scott was in charge of me now? In charge of… everything? The implication made my stomach clench with a mixture of dread and that shameful excitement I couldn’t suppress.

Did that mean I had to ask him? Ask Scott for permission to touch myself? The thought was so mortifying I wanted to sink through the floor. But the ache between my legs had become almost painful, a throbbing need that demanded attention.

Before I could decide what to do, my handheld chimed again. Scott’s name appeared on the screen, and my heart nearly stopped.

Grace, I see you’ve submitted a rather urgent request. Your arousal metrics are quite impressive—sustained elevation for the past forty minutes. You’re going to do exactly as I tell you. Go to your bedroom and take off your sweet little nightgown. Put on the black lace set in the second drawer—the bralette and the crotch-less panties. Then return to the living room.

My hands trembled as I read his message. Crotch-less panties? The humiliation of it made my face burn, but I was already standing, already moving toward the bedroom. My body obeyed even as my mind reeled.

The lingerie was exactly where he’d said it would be—a delicate black lace bralette that would barely cover anything, and matching panties with an obscene opening right where… I couldn’t even finish the thought. I changed quickly, trying not to think about Scott watching.

I’d barely settled back on the sofa when the wall screen flickered to life. My breath caught as I recognized the now-familiar setting of Annabelle’s Story. But this scene was different.

Annabelle stood in what looked like a punishment room, her hands bound above her head to a hook in the ceiling. She was naked except for those awful training panties, now down around her knees, and tears streaked her face. Behind her stood Kevin with a leather strap.

“This is what happens to girls who touch themselves without permission,” Kevin said on screen, his voice stern, but not unkind.

The strap came down across Annabelle’s little bottom with a sharp crack that made me flinch. She cried out, her body jerking against the restraints.

My handheld buzzed: Spread your legs.


CHAPTER 7
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Scott

I smiled at the notification that popped up on my screen—Grace’s arousal metrics were rising beautifully. The combination of the punishment scene and my command had pushed her exactly where I wanted her. Through the surveillance feed on my secondary monitor, I watched her obey, those lovely legs spreading wide on the cream sofa, the obscene gap in the crotch-less panties revealing everything.

My cock hardened at the sight, but I maintained my composure. This was about her training, not my immediate gratification. I’d already sampled her mouth earlier—now it was time to see how well she could follow instructions, and in particular instructions delivered at a distance.

I typed my next message:

Watch Annabelle’s punishment. Count the strokes aloud. Do not touch yourself.

On my screen, I saw Grace’s hands clench at her sides as she focused on the wall monitor. Her voice came through the audio feed, soft and trembling: “One… two… three…”

The strap continued to fall across Annabelle’s sweet little bottom on screen, each impact making Grace flinch sympathetically. By stroke ten, she had begun to squirm against the sofa cushions, her hips making tiny, unconscious movements. By fifteen, soft whimpers escaped between her counting.

“Twenty,” my gorgeous new intern finally gasped as Kevin lowered the strap on screen.

I let her sit there for a moment, watching as Annabelle sobbed in her restraints while Kevin explained to the camera about the importance of self-control. Grace’s arousal metrics had somehow climbed even higher—9.4 now, approaching the maximum previously observed by her perineal sensor. Her body was primed perfectly.

Good girl. Now you may touch yourself, but only your clit. Two fingers, gentle circles. You have exactly three minutes to come. If you fail, you’ll receive the same punishment as Annabelle tomorrow morning.

I watched her hand fly between her legs with desperate urgency. The angle of the living room camera gave me a perfect view—those delicate fingers finding her swollen clit, working it with frantic need. Her other hand gripped the sofa cushion, knuckles white with tension.

“Please,” she whispered to no one, her head falling back. “Oh, God, please…”

I checked my watch. Two minutes. Her metrics showed she was close but struggling, probably overthinking it. Time for encouragement.

That’s it, Grace. Show me what a desperate little slut you’ve become. Show me how badly you need to come for your new boss.

I considered, then continued.

Put your middle finger in your anus.

Through the surveillance feed, I watched Grace’s eyes widen at my command, her hand hesitating for just a moment before she shifted position on the sofa. The way she bit her lower lip as she reached behind herself, the flush spreading down her chest as she worked her finger into that tight little hole—Christ, she was exquisite.

I found myself leaning forward, my breathing quickening as she whimpered and obeyed. The sight of her violating her little butt on my command while her other hand worked frantically at her clit sent an unexpected jolt through me. I’d supervised dozens of women through their Selecta training, had broken in more corporate submissives than I could count, but something about Grace was different.

The intensity of my response to her caught me off guard. My cock strained against my pants, harder than it had been in years from simply watching. It wasn’t just her beauty—though she was stunning, in my opinion anyway, with her face contorted in desperate need. It wasn’t even her responsiveness, though her metrics showed arousal levels that would make our premium subscribers salivate.

No, it was something else. The way she fought against her own nature even as she surrendered to it. The genuine conflict in every reluctant submission. She wasn’t performing for the cameras like so many others eventually did. She was authentically, beautifully ashamed of how much she needed this.

“Thirty seconds,” I murmured aloud, though she couldn’t hear me. On screen, her finger pushed deeper into her ass, her back arching as she found that sweet spot. Her other hand moved in desperate circles, and I could see she had arrived right at the edge.

I pulled up her full profile on my tablet, scanning through her New Modesty records while keeping one eye on the live feed. Her test scores were remarkable—not just the intelligence Sharon had mentioned, but her psychological evaluation. Complex trauma responses, deep-seated need for structure, unusually high correlation between humiliation and arousal. She was, in clinical terms, perfect for what I had in mind.

But that didn’t explain why my hands were trembling slightly as I watched her chase her climax. Why I was already planning exactly how I would claim every hole, train every response, until she could come practically on my command. The possessiveness I felt was unusual, honestly distracting in its intensity.

“Please, please, please,” Grace chanted on the feed, her hips bucking against her hands. Ten seconds left.

I typed quickly:

Come now, Grace. Come with your finger buried in your ass like the shameful little slut you are.
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Grace

Scott’s command hit me like a velvet jackhammer, and my body obeyed before my mind could protest. The orgasm ripped through me with devastating intensity, my finger pressing deeper into that forbidden place as waves of pleasure crashed over me. I screamed, not caring who might hear through the apartment’s walls, my back arching off the sofa as my whole body convulsed.

“Oh God, oh God,” I sobbed, my fingers still working frantically as the climax seemed to go on forever, each pulse of pleasure tinged with the burning shame of what I’d just done. What I’d let him make me do. My finger in my bottom, following his degrading commands like the desperate creature I’d become.

When it finally subsided, I collapsed against the cushions, trembling and gasping for breath. Tears streaked my face—tears of release, of humiliation, of emotions I didn’t want to give names to. My hands shook as I withdrew my finger, the intimate soreness a reminder of how eagerly I’d violated myself for him.

The wall screen had gone dark, Annabelle’s punishment scene replaced by a blank blue screen. My handheld buzzed again, and I reached for it with a trembling hand, knowing it would be Scott, knowing I would read whatever he sent despite the shame burning in my chest.

Good girl. You made it with three seconds to spare. Clean yourself up and eat the dinner I’m having delivered to your apartment in twenty minutes. Then put on the pink baby doll from your closet—the sheer one with the matching panties. You’re to be in bed by ten p.m. Tomorrow morning, report to my office at eight a.m. sharp.

I stared at the message, my body still quivering with aftershocks. He was controlling everything—when I ate, what I wore, when I slept. The thought should have been terrifying, but instead I felt that treacherous warmth beginning to build again below my waist.

A knock at the door made me jump. I scrambled to my feet, acutely aware of my state of undress, the obscene gap in the crotch-less panties still revealing everything. I grabbed my nightgown from where I’d left it, pulling it on hastily before answering.

A delivery person stood in the hallway with a white bag marked with the logo of an upscale restaurant. “Dinner delivery for Grace Whitcomb?”

“Thank you,” I managed, taking the bag with hands that still trembled slightly. The delivery person’s expression remained professionally neutral, but I wondered if he could tell what I’d just been doing. Could he see the flush still coloring my skin? Could he smell my arousal, even, maybe? I felt my cheeks go hot as the terrible possibility occurred to me.

I closed the door and leaned against it, clutching the bag. Inside was a container of grilled salmon with roasted vegetables and a small salad. Healthy, sophisticated, carefully chosen. Even my meals were under his control now.

I ate mechanically, barely tasting the food despite its obvious quality. My mind kept returning to Scott’s instructions, to the pink baby doll waiting in my closet. Every bite reminded me that even this simple act of eating had become part of his control over me.

After dinner, I cleaned up carefully, placing the containers in the recycling bin like a good girl following rules. The thought made me flush with renewed shame. Was that what I was becoming, even after I had thought myself rid of that life? Scott’s good girl, obedient and eager to please?

I showered quickly, trying not to think about the cameras that might be watching even here. The bathroom supposedly had privacy mode, but Tyler from Human Resources had said it could be overridden. Was Scott watching me wash away the evidence of my shameful display? The possibility made my hands tremble as I soaped down there, my slit still sensitive from my desperate self-pleasure.

The pink baby doll hung in the closet like an invitation to immodesty. I held it up to the light, noting how the sheer fabric would hide nothing. The matching panties were equally revealing, just a wisp of pink lace that would barely cover the shaven cleft of my pussy. My brow furled hard as I put them on.

I caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror and immediately looked away. The baby doll made me look like something from a soft-focus honeymoon ad, softly feminine and readily available. My nipples were clearly visible through the sheer pink fabric, and the panties sat low on my hips, emphasizing the curve of my bottom. I looked like exactly what I was becoming—not a Midwestern small-town girl, but a kept woman, dressed for a man’s pleasure even when alone in my monitored apartment.

The bed seemed enormous, the white sheets crisp and expensive. I slipped between them, hyperaware of how the nightgown rode up, how the delicate fabric felt against my skin. It was only 9:30, but Scott had said to be in bed by ten, and I didn’t dare disobey. Not after seeing what happened to Annabelle for touching herself without permission.

The early bedtime meant that when the alarm—which I hadn’t set—woke me at 6:30 I came awake immediately.

I lay there for a moment, blinking in the soft morning light filtering through the floor-to-ceiling windows. My body felt heavy, languid in a way that reminded me immediately of what I’d done last night. The memory made me squeeze my eyes shut, heat flooding my face.

The pink baby doll had ridden up during sleep, bunched around my waist, and the delicate panties felt damp against my skin. Had I been dreaming? I couldn’t remember, but my body seemed to have continued its betrayal even in unconsciousness.

I sat up slowly, acutely aware that cameras were recording my every movement. Did Scott review the overnight footage? The thought of him watching me sleep in this ridiculous nightgown, perhaps shifting restlessly as my body processed yesterday’s overwhelming events, made my belly lurch with that now-familiar mixture of shame and arousal.

I padded to the closet on bare feet, the baby doll swishing against my thighs. Inside, a new garment bag hung on the back of the door. My hands trembled slightly as I unzipped it.

A blue lingerie set, delicate as butterfly wings—a demi-cup bra that would barely contain me, matching panties with tiny bows at the hips, and a garter belt with nude stockings. Over this, a floral dress in soft pastels that looked innocent enough, but was clearly chosen to emphasize the contrast with what lay beneath. The dress was shorter than anything I would have chosen myself, hitting just above my knees, with a fitted bodice and flowing skirt that would move with every step.

I noticed immediately what was missing from my new wardrobe. No business suits like the ones Sharon wore, no professional blazers or sensible slacks. Everything was dresses—soft, feminine, subtly evoking my New Modesty origins. The message was clear: I wasn’t being groomed to be a corporate executive. I was being positioned as something else entirely.

The thought should have angered me. Instead, I felt that treacherous flutter in my insides as I began to dress.

The blue lingerie felt like sin against my skin. The bra pushed my breasts up and together, creating cleavage I’d never had in my modest cotton undergarments. The panties sat low on my hips, the delicate fabric doing nothing to contain the heat already building between my legs. The garter belt and stockings transformed my legs, making them look longer, more elegant. More available.

I pulled the floral dress over my head, smoothing it down over the lingerie. The contrast between the innocent exterior and what lay beneath made my cheeks burn. In the kitchen, my stomach rumbled, reminding me I hadn’t eaten since the carefully portioned dinner Scott had sent.

The refrigerator door’s display, a sleek digital interface, lit up as I approached. When I opened it, I found an array of prepared breakfast items—overnight oats with fresh berries, hard-boiled eggs, Greek yogurt parfaits, whole grain muffins. Everything was labeled with precise calorie counts.

As I reached for the yogurt parfait and a muffin, the display registered my selections with soft beeps. “387 calories selected,” it announced in a pleasant feminine voice. “Recommended daily intake for optimal BMI maintenance: 1,450 calories. Remaining: 1,063.”

My face flushed. Even my eating was being monitored, calculated, controlled. I took my breakfast to the small dining table, trying not to think about how the system must be tracking everything—not just what I ate, but when, how much, how often.

The food was exquisite. The yogurt was thick and creamy, layered with honey and granola that crunched perfectly. The muffin was studded with fresh blueberries, moist and just sweet enough. Everything tasted expensive, carefully crafted. Another reminder that Selecta controlled even the smallest details of my life now.

I was just finishing the last bite when a chiming alarm pierced the quiet morning air. My handheld lit up with an alert: Shuttle arriving in five minutes. Please proceed to lobby.


CHAPTER 8
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Grace

Five minutes? My heart leaped into my throat. I scrambled to my feet, nearly knocking over my water glass. I hadn’t even brushed my teeth yet. Racing to the bathroom, I brushed quickly, applied a touch of the makeup I found in the vanity drawer—just mascara and lip gloss, nothing that would suggest I was trying too hard.

I grabbed my handheld and practically ran to the elevator, my heels clicking against the hallway floor. The stockings whispered against each other with each hurried step, reminding me constantly of what I wore beneath the innocent dress. The elevator seemed to take forever, and I watched the seconds tick by on my phone. Three minutes. Two minutes.

I burst through the lobby doors just as the sleek black shuttle pulled up to the curb. The driver, a middle-aged man in a Selecta uniform, didn’t even glance at me as I climbed aboard, slightly out of breath. There were already several other passengers—all women, I noticed, all young, all dressed in similarly feminine attire that somehow suggested we were in the same position.

One of them, a redhead in a yellow sundress, gave me a knowing look as I settled into a seat. She didn’t say anything, but something in her expression suggested she understood exactly what my morning had been like. The monitoring, the careful orchestration of every detail. We rode in silence, each lost in our own thoughts, as the shuttle wound through the morning traffic toward Selecta headquarters.

The building loomed ahead, all glass and steel reaching toward the clouded sky. My tummy churned with nervous energy as we pulled into the underground parking garage. The other women filed out ahead of me, dispersing toward different elevators with practiced ease. I followed the signs to the main bank, my fingers trembling as I pressed the button for the twentieth floor.

The elevator was crowded with morning commuters, men in expensive suits who barely glanced at me, women in sharp business attire who made my floral dress feel even more out of place. When the doors opened on twenty, I stepped out on legs that felt like water.

Scott’s office door stood at the end of the hall, that same gold nameplate gleaming in the morning light. I knocked softly, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Come in.”

His voice sent an immediate shiver through me. I pushed open the door to find him standing by the windows, hands clasped behind his back as he surveyed the city below. He didn’t turn immediately, letting me stand there in the doorway, waiting.

“Close the door, Grace.”

I obeyed, the soft click of the latch seeming to echo in the spacious office. Only then did he turn, his eyes conducting a slow, thorough examination that made my skin prickle with heat.

“Good morning, Grace.” His tone was businesslike, professional, as if yesterday hadn’t happened. As if I hadn’t knelt between his legs, hadn’t writhed over his lap while his fingers… I forced the memory away, trying to focus. “You look appropriate today. Floral suits you.”

“Thank you, sir.” My voice came out steadier than I felt.

He moved to his desk, gesturing for me to take the chair across from him. I sat carefully, aware of how the dress rode up slightly, how the stockings pulled against the garter clips.

“As you’ve probably gathered, I’ve decided to offer you the internship position,” he said, pulling a folder from his drawer. “Your basic duties will be standard—data entry, filing, answering phones, fetching coffee. The usual intern responsibilities.”

Relief flooded through me, followed immediately by confusion. After yesterday’s intense, humiliating experiences, I’d expected… what? Something more degrading? More personal?

“However,” he continued, and my stomach clenched, “I also have a special project in mind for you. Something that utilizes your unique background and analytical abilities.”

He turned his computer monitor toward me. The NMB logo filled the screen, that familiar blue that had haunted two years of my marriage.

“You’re going to watch NMB content,” he said matter-of-factly. “Specifically, our newer series. I want you to analyze what works, what doesn’t, and most important, how to make it hotter.”

My face burned. “You want me to…”

“Watch erotic content, yes. Your erotic content, essentially, since you understand the genre intimately.” He leaned back in his chair, studying me. “You’ll write a detailed report on each video—what aroused you, what didn’t, specific suggestions for improvement. Once a week, we’ll review your findings together.”

The implication hit me like a physical blow. I would have to watch couples in the midst of the most intimate acts… eligible girls and young wives being disciplined, being used, being humiliated. And then I would have to sit in this office with Scott and discuss my arousal, my reactions, my shameful suggestions for making it more arousing for the wealthy men and women who watched the streams.

“We’ll watch some of the videos together during our weekly meetings,” he added, his tone still maddeningly professional. “So I can fully understand your recommendations.”

My thighs pressed together involuntarily. The thought of sitting beside him, watching those intimate scenes while he observed my every reaction… My body was already responding, that familiar warmth building despite my horror at the assignment.

“Is that clear?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.” The words came out as a whisper.

“Good.” He slid a tablet across the desk. “This has your first assignment loaded. Three videos from our ‘Foster Daughter’ series. I want your reports by Thursday.”

I took the tablet with trembling hands, waiting for him to mention last night. To acknowledge what he’d made me do, the shameful way I’d obeyed his remote commands. But he simply returned to his computer, pulling up a spreadsheet.

I waited in the charged silence, unsure if I should say something else or if the meeting was over. Scott’s attention seemed entirely focused on his computer screen now, his fingers moving across the keyboard with practiced efficiency.

“You can go see Kara now,” he said without looking up. “She’s the office manager—third cubicle from the elevator on this floor. She’ll get you settled in your workspace.”

Relief washed over me as I stood, clutching the tablet against my chest. I turned toward the door, my legs still unsteady from the intensity of our conversation.

“Grace.”

His voice stopped me mid-step. I turned back to find him watching me with that same assessing gaze that brought a quiver to my belly.

“Come here. Put the tablet on the coffee table, then bend over the desk.”

The commands were delivered so casually that for a moment I thought I’d misheard. But his expectant expression left no room for doubt. My feet moved of their own accord, carrying me back to his massive mahogany desk. I bent forward slowly, my hands gripping the edge as I’d done in Sharon’s office yesterday, though this felt entirely different. More intimate. More dangerous.

I felt his presence behind me before his hands touched me. Then his fingers were at the hem of my dress, lifting it with deliberate slowness. The cool office air hit my exposed skin, and I bit my lip to suppress a whimper.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, his hand smoothing over the blue lace. “This color suits you perfectly. And your bottom…” His palm cupped one cheek, squeezing gently. “Just a little bruising from Sharon’s paddle yesterday. Very pretty.”

His hands continued their exploration, tracing the edge of the panties, following the line of the garter belt. Each touch was light, almost casual, but I felt them like brands on my skin. My breathing had become shallow, my body responding despite my mind’s protests.

“I need you to understand something, Grace,” he said, his fingers trailing along the sensitive skin of my inner thigh just above the stocking. “This will happen whenever I want it to. When you bring me coffee, when we’re reviewing reports, when you least expect it. I’ll have you bend over, and I’ll touch you however I please. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

His hand moved higher, fingers brushing against the damp lace. I couldn’t suppress the gasp that escaped me.

“Nice and wet,” he observed with satisfaction. “You know how to be a very good girl, don’t you?”

He continued fondling me for what felt like hours but was, I knew, only a minute or two, his touches never quite enough to push me close to the edge, but keeping me in a constant state of desperate arousal. Finally, his hands withdrew.

“You may stand up and fix your dress.”

I straightened on shaking legs, smoothing the floral fabric back down with trembling hands. My face burned with humiliation and unsatisfied need.

“I’ll see you for our weekly meeting on Friday,” he said, returning to his desk. “That gives you three days to complete your first assignment.”

I nodded, turning once more toward the door, desperate to escape the charged atmosphere of his office before my body betrayed me further.

“Oh, Grace.” His voice stopped me just as my hand touched the doorknob. “One more thing about your assignment.”

I turned back, my stomach dropping at the slight smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

“When you watch each video,” he said, leaning back in his chair with that casual authority that made my knees weak, “you’re to masturbate. I want you fully engaged with the material, understanding it on every level.”

My mouth fell open slightly, but he wasn’t finished.

“You’ll do this wearing only your lingerie. You will keep your panties on while you are playing with your sweet little pussy. And after you climax—because you will climax to each video, Grace—you’ll remove the panties and place them in a zip-top bag. Label it with the video title and date.” He paused, letting the implications sink in. “You’ll bring all three bags to our Friday meeting.”

The room seemed to spin slightly. I gripped the doorknob for support, my face burning so hot I thought I might combust.

“I’ll ensure your dresser is stocked with sufficient lingerie for this purpose,” he continued conversationally. “In fact, I want you to use the blue ones you’re wearing right now for the first video. They’re already quite damp, I noticed. By the time you’ve finished with them, they should carry the unmistakable scent of a grateful girl who appreciates the privilege of being allowed to come.”

The words hit me like physical blows. I couldn’t speak, could barely breathe.

“Is that understood?” he asked, his tone suggesting this was the most normal request in the world.

“Yes, sir,” I managed, my voice barely a whisper.

“Good. Run along now. Kara’s waiting.”

I fled his office on unsteady legs, my mind reeling from his instructions. The hallway seemed too bright, too normal, after the intensity of what had just transpired. Other employees passed by, chatting about meetings and deadlines, completely unaware that I’d just been told to masturbate to porn in my panties and save them for my boss’s inspection.

I found Kara exactly where Scott had said—a cheerful woman in her forties with graying hair pulled back in a neat bun. She looked up from her computer with a warm smile that made me want to cry.

“You must be Grace! Scott told me to expect you.” She stood, smoothing her sensible gray skirt. “Let me show you to your workspace.”

She led me through a maze of cubicles, past the soft murmur of phone conversations and keyboard clicks. My desk was in a corner, small but neat, with a computer, phone, and filing cabinet. A window offered a view of the building next door.

“This is perfect,” I said, trying to match her friendly tone despite the chaos in my mind.

“The phone system is straightforward,” Kara explained, demonstrating the various buttons. “Scott’s extension is 2012, obviously. He’ll probably have you screening his calls within a few days. The coffee station is just around the corner—he takes his black, no sugar.”

She continued with practical details about office supplies and lunch schedules, but I could barely focus. The tablet Scott had given me felt like it weighed a hundred pounds in my hands. Inside were videos I would have to watch, alone in my apartment, touching myself while couples performed their most intimate moments for strangers’ entertainment.

“Are you alright, dear?” Kara’s concerned voice broke through my spiraling thoughts. “You look a bit pale.”

“I’m fine,” I managed, forcing a smile. “Just a lot to take in on the first day.”

She patted my shoulder sympathetically. “Scott can be intense, but he’s brilliant at what he does. You’ll learn so much from him.”

If only she knew what kind of education he had in mind.


CHAPTER 9
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Grace

When I finally got back to my apartment that evening, my whole body ached with a peculiar exhaustion. Not physical tiredness from filing or fetching coffee—those tasks had been almost laughably simple. No, this was something deeper, a bone-deep weariness from maintaining constant awareness of my body, my responses, the cameras that tracked my every movement.

I set the tablet on the coffee table and stared at it as if it might bite me. Three videos waited inside, each one a test I had to pass in the most humiliating way possible. My hands trembled as I poured myself a glass of water from the kitchen, trying to delay the inevitable.

The refrigerator’s display chirped helpfully as I opened it to retrieve something for dinner. “Daily caloric intake: 1,087 of 1,450 consumed. Suggested dinner options highlighted in green.”

I selected a pre-made salad and grilled chicken breast, barely tasting either as I ate mechanically at the small dining table. My eyes kept drifting to the tablet, to the bedroom door beyond, to the dresser where I knew fresh lingerie, for future days, waited.

By seven o’clock, I couldn’t postpone it any longer. I carried the tablet to the bedroom with the solemnity of someone approaching their own execution. The blue lingerie I still wore felt damp and uncomfortable after the long day, Scott’s earlier exploration having left me in a state of frustrated arousal that had never quite subsided.

I sat on the edge of the bed and powered on the tablet. The NMB logo filled the screen, that familiar blue that made my insides lurch. A folder labeled Assignment 1—Foster Daughters contained three video files: Debbie’s Arrival, Morning Corrections, and Ruth’s Punishment.

My finger hovered over the first video. Once I started this, there would be no going back. I would become complicit in my own degradation, actively participating in the creation of content designed to arouse subscribers. Worse, I would have to analyze my own arousal, document it, package it for Scott’s review.

With a blush I remembered that I had forgotten an essential part of his instructions: Just your lingerie. Nothing else.

I stood and removed my dress with shaking hands, hanging it carefully in the closet. The mirror reflected a woman I wished I didn’t recognize, from my own time as a subject of NMB video, rather than a reluctant critic—flushed cheeks, dilated pupils, chest rising and falling with quickened breaths. The blue lingerie transformed me into something from a catalog, my curves enhanced, my pale skin accentuated.

Settling back on the bed, I propped myself against the pillows and started the first video.

The production quality was immediately apparent—soft lighting, multiple camera angles, the kind of careful attention to detail that made everything feel both intimate and performed. A young woman with honey-blonde hair stood at the doorway of a suburban home, a small suitcase at her feet. This had to be Debbie.

“Welcome, sweetheart,” a woman’s voice said warmly as the door opened. The foster mother, Ruth, was perhaps forty-five, with kind eyes and an apron that suggested domestic perfection. “Come in, come in. Abe is so looking forward to meeting you.”

I watched as Ruth ushered Debbie inside, the camera following them through a spotless living room decorated with old family portraits. Everything about the scene felt calculated to evoke traditional domesticity, a wholesome facade that I knew would soon give way to something else entirely.

“Abe,” Ruth called toward the kitchen. “She’s here.”

The man who emerged made my breath catch involuntarily. Not because he was particularly handsome—though he was attractive in a paternal, authoritative way—but because of how he carried himself. That same casual dominance I’d seen in Scott, the unquestioned assumption that his word would be obeyed.

“Hello, Debbie,” he said, his voice deep and measured. “Turn around, let me look at you.”

The girl obeyed immediately, rotating slowly as his eyes conducted a thorough examination. The camera captured her nervous fidgeting, the way her hands smoothed her modest skirt repeatedly. I recognized that gesture—I’d done it myself countless times.

“Very pretty,” Abe pronounced. “Ruth, take her upstairs and help her change into something more appropriate. The white dress we selected.”

My hand had somehow found its way between my legs without conscious thought. Through the damp lace of my panties, I pressed against my clit as I watched Ruth lead Debbie upstairs. The camera followed, showing a bedroom decorated in soft pinks and whites—a little girl’s room, despite Debbie clearly being in her early twenties.

“Take everything off, sweetheart,” Ruth instructed gently. “We need to make sure you’re properly presented for your first inspection.”

I bit my lip as Debbie undressed with trembling hands, revealing a body that could have been mine a few years ago—soft curves, modest breasts, the slight tremor that betrayed her nervousness. Ruth helped her into the white dress, which was shorter than anything the New Modesty program would typically allow, hitting mid-thigh. The material was thin enough to hint at everything beneath.

“Now then,” Ruth said, leading Debbie back downstairs where Abe waited in what appeared to be a study. “Let’s see what we’re working with.”

What followed made my fingers move faster against the already soaked blue lace that covered my bare pussy. Debbie was made to bend over the back of the living room couch, her face in the cushions and her backside raised and offered. Abe had Ruth lift Debbie’s dress. Debbie whimpered as her new foster father drew her white cotton panties down to her knees, then she cried out while he conducted what he called a ‘purity check,’ his fingers exploring between her legs with clinical precision while Ruth held the girl’s hands, murmuring encouragement. The cuts between the close-ups of Debbie’s brimming eyes and her quickly moistening vagina made me bite my own lip and whimper as I watched and worked the fabric of my much naughtier panties up and down against my own soaking slit.

“Still intact,” Abe announced with satisfaction, though his fingers continued their investigation. “But very responsive. Feel how wet she’s getting, Ruth.”

I gasped as Ruth’s hand joined her husband’s, both of them touching Debbie while she whimpered and squirmed. The camera captured everything—the girl’s flushed face, her grip on the cushion’s edges, the way her hips moved involuntarily despite her obvious embarrassment.

My own hips had begun moving in rhythm with their touches, small circles against the damp lace as I watched Abe’s fingers slip inside Debbie, testing her tightness while explaining to the camera about the importance of proper preparation for eventual marital duties.

“Please,” Debbie whimpered on screen, “oh… please…” The ambiguity of the word made my breath catch, my fingers pressing harder through the thoroughly soaked fabric.

“Good girls learn to accept inspection gracefully,” Ruth said, stroking Debbie’s hair while Abe added a second finger, stretching her carefully. “This is for your own good, sweetheart. Your future husband will expect you to be properly trained.”

The camera angle shifted, showing Abe’s face—that expression of detached concentration that reminded me so viscerally of Scott examining me in his office. My back arched off the bed as the memory merged with what I watched, as Abe’s fingers pumped steadily in and out of Debbie’s virgin pussy while she sobbed into the couch cushions.

“She’s close,” Abe observed clinically. “Her vaginal walls are beginning to flutter. Should we allow it, Ruth?”

“Not yet,” Ruth replied, and both sets of hands withdrew, leaving Debbie gasping and trembling. “She needs to learn that her pleasure comes only when permitted.”

The scene cut to later that evening. Debbie knelt in the corner of what appeared to be the master bedroom, still in the white dress but now with her hands clasped behind her back. She faced the bed where her foster parents were beginning their nightly routine, Abe reading while Ruth brushed her hair at the vanity.

“Are you watching, Debbie?” Abe asked without looking up from his book. “You need to understand what’s expected in a marriage.”

What followed was almost too much. Ruth moved to the bed, removing her robe to reveal a mature but well-maintained body. She positioned herself on all fours while Abe set aside his book with deliberate calm. The camera captured Debbie’s face—the flush spreading down her neck, the way she bit her lip, the unmistakable arousal in her dilated pupils as she watched her foster father mount his wife.

My fingers worked frantically now, pushing the soaked lace aside just enough to find direct contact with my swollen clit. The sounds from the tablet—Ruth’s moans, Abe’s grunts, Debbie’s soft whimpers from her corner—filled the bedroom as my own climax built with shameful intensity.

“Do you see how she takes it?” Abe asked Debbie conversationally, even as he pounded into his wife. “This is what good wives do. They submit completely to their husband’s needs.”

That did it. My orgasm crashed over me just as Ruth cried out on screen, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure mixed with burning humiliation. I pressed my free hand over my mouth to muffle my scream, my hips bucking against my hand as the intensity of it overwhelmed me completely. The tablet slipped from my other hand, landing on the bed beside me as I rode out the aftershocks, my whole body trembling.

When I finally caught my breath, the video had ended, replaced by the NMB menu screen. My panties were utterly drenched, soaked through with evidence of my shameful response. With shaking hands, I peeled them off, the blue lace clinging to my sensitive flesh. The scent of my arousal filled my nostrils. I bit my lip, considering for a moment, terribly tempted but feeling my face heat to furnace level as I thought about the possibility of Scott watching me do what it had just occurred to me to do.

With a little whimper I gave in. I looked closely at the cotton-lined gusset of the panties, and saw how my need and my self-pleasure had stained them. As if in slow motion, my hands brought them closer and closer to my face, until I could sniff them up close, my cheeks burning like the sun at the smell of my naughtiness, my helpless lust at the sight of poor Debbie’s initiation into the New Modesty.

My breathing had sped up, my heart had begun to race. With a shudder, I fetched one of the zip-lock bags that someone had—at Scott’s instruction, of course—left on the nightstand, along with a marker to write on the white space provided. I put the panties inside, closed the seal, and carefully labeled the bag ‘Debbie’s Arrival’ with the date.

I stared at the panties in their transparent container for a moment, this physical proof of my degradation that I would have to hand to Scott on Friday. The thought made fresh heat pool in my pussy despite the orgasm I’d just experienced. I had gotten through the first video, but I had no idea how I could do this tomorrow, and then the day after—and then meet with Scott to go through it all.

On the other hand… as my body began to relax and my memories, shameful though they were, of the video and my reaction to it, began to work their way into my mind, I realized that the next part of my assignment made a new sort of sense to me. I did have something to say about what I’d watched.

I practically leaped from the bed, grabbing the silky blue robe from the hook behind the door. The fabric whispered against my bare skin as I tied it loosely around my waist, acutely aware of my nakedness beneath—the bra and garter belt still in place but my pussy and bottom completely exposed under the thin material.

I padded barefoot to the living room where my Selecta-issued laptop waited on the coffee table. The cool air against my exposed flesh made me shiver as I settled onto the sofa, tucking my legs beneath me in an attempt at modesty that felt ridiculous given what I’d just done.

The laptop hummed to life, and I opened a new document, my fingers hovering over the keys. Where did I even begin? How did I articulate the complex mixture of arousal and critique that swirled through my mind?


CHAPTER 10
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Scott

I sat at my desk the next morning, sipping coffee as I opened Grace’s report titled Video Analysis: Debbie’s Arrival. From the first page I couldn’t help but admire the girl’s ability to maintain a professional tone despite the content that I knew she found so unsettling. Assessment’s analysis of Grace’s needs, included prominently in her dossier, indicated clearly that the sweet young woman, so disappointed by her worthless ex-husband, would have to confront her submissive nature in a way she strangely enough hadn’t yet had to do.

The parts of her experience with NMB that had fulfilled Grace in ways she couldn’t yet admit had become confused with Jacob Whitcomb’s failure to accept his marital responsibilities. When I had developed my plan for her training as a member of my programming team, my friend Van Gregory in Assessment had called it unorthodox, but had praised my idea’s ingenuity, and approved my moving forward with Grace’s re-education.

This report seemed to confirm the wisdom of my approach. Grace’s initial observations about the video caught my attention immediately: she noted that the production quality exceeded expectations, with the suburban setting convincingly creating a wholesome facade that contrasted with the corruption narrative. Then she very cannily suggested enhancements to boost viewer engagement. Grace’s insights were sharp, and I imagined her fingers flying over the keyboard as she articulated her thoughts.

The pacing during the initial inspection scene moves too quickly to build proper anticipation, she wrote. When Abe conducts the ‘purity check,’ the camera should linger longer on Debbie’s face, capturing each micro-expression as she processes the violation. The audience needs to see her internal struggle—the war between her training to be modest and her body’s involuntary response.

I paused, intrigued by Grace’s analytical depth. I could almost hear her voice as I moved on to her next point.

Additionally, Ruth’s role could be expanded. Her gentle encouragement while participating in Debbie’s first violation creates a fascinating dynamic—the maternal figure who enables rather than protects. This psychological complexity would resonate with viewers who understand that the most effective training comes from caring authority.

I took a long breath through my nose. I could feel the intensity of Grace’s observations, and I was taken aback by how much they felt like my own. Her analysis was surprisingly comprehensive, and I found almost every detail compelling and well supported.

The bedroom scene where Debbie watches her foster parents copulate is conceptually strong, but could benefit from more explicit dialogue. Abe’s clinical instruction to Debbie about ‘what good wives do’ should be interspersed with specific commands about her future duties. Perhaps he could describe exactly how her eventual husband will use her while demonstrating on Ruth.

I smiled, warmth growing in my chest as I realized the sexy, wonderfully degrading nature of Grace’s suggestions. I couldn’t deny her ability to dig deep into the psychological layers, even if it meant delving into the more provocative elements.

On the other hand, I knew Van would tell me that Assessment liked to see girls like Grace develop a little more freedom of expression than my sweet new intern seemed able to demonstrate at the moment. For a young woman who had starred in her own explicit streams, Grace’s vocabulary seemed a bit limited. I double-clicked on the final paragraph to insert a comment that would ping her email.

What should Abe have said, exactly?
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Grace

I thought all morning about Scott’s comment on my report. He didn’t mention it—or refer to the video assignment at all—when I brought him his afternoon coffee.

He did have me close the door of his office and raise my skirt to show him the black lingerie I had chosen this morning. He put his hand between my thighs without saying anything, just looking into my eyes. My forehead creased hard at the humiliating, possessive caress, and I chewed the inside of my cheek, wondering what would happen next.

But Scott merely took his hand away and said, “You may lower your skirt, Grace, and go. Have a good afternoon.”

Walking back to my cubicle, his comment played again in my head. What should Abe have said?

My face blazed as the answer came to me once again—the same words that I had thought, but not written, the previous night.

Your husband will fuck your tight little cunt just like this, Debbie. He’s going to have a good time when he pops your sweet cherry.

How could I even think those words, let alone write them?

By the time I got back to my apartment, my nerves felt shot. I stood in my apartment’s entryway, my handbag sliding from my shoulder as exhaustion hit me. The refrigerator display chirped its greeting, reminding me I’d only consumed 892 calories so far. My stomach rumbled in response, but as I reached for the handle, another thought struck me with the force of a physical blow.

The second video. I had to watch Morning Corrections tonight.

My hand froze on the refrigerator handle. The memory of this morning flooded back—standing before my mirror in the black lingerie I’d selected with trembling fingers. The bra had delicate lace and strategic cutouts, pushing my breasts up scandalously. But it was the thong that had made my breath catch. A tiny triangle of black lace in front, with a string that disappeared between my cheeks, leaving me essentially bare. I’d turned slowly, examining myself from every angle, and felt a shameful thrill at how… sexy I looked. How unlike the demure girl from the New Modesty program.

My tummy flipped with something that wasn’t hunger. I should eat first, I told myself. Be sensible. But my body was already responding to the mere thought of what waited on that tablet, warmth spreading below my belly where the tiny thong pressed against increasingly sensitive flesh.

I abandoned the refrigerator and walked to the bedroom on unsteady legs. My fingers fumbled with the zipper of my dress, and I let it pool at my feet. The full-length mirror reflected again what Scott had seen earlier—the black lace barely concealing anything, my nipples already visible through the sheer fabric, the thong showing vividly how bare I was required to keep myself down there.

I bit my lip hard, my hand drifting toward my breast before I caught myself. Not yet. I had to watch the video first, follow his instructions exactly.

I grabbed the tablet with shaking hands and settled onto the bed, propping myself against the pillows. The NMB logo made my tummy flip all on its own as I navigated to the second video. Morning Corrections appeared on the screen, and I pressed play before I could lose my nerve.

The scene opened in Debbie’s pink and white bedroom. Morning light streamed through sheer curtains as Ruth entered, her expression stern but not unkind.

“Time for your morning inspection, sweetheart,” she announced, pulling back Debbie’s covers.

Debbie sat up groggily, wearing a thin white nightgown that had ridden up during sleep. Ruth’s eyes immediately narrowed.

“Stand up and remove your nightgown,” she instructed.

I watched as Debbie obeyed, her movements still sluggish with sleep. When the nightgown dropped, revealing her completely naked body, Ruth’s expression darkened further.

“Turn around, hands on the wall.”

The camera captured everything as Ruth conducted her inspection, running her hands along Debbie’s body with detached precision. When her fingers reached between the girl’s legs, she made a disappointed sound.

“What did I tell you about not giving in to temptation?” Ruth’s voice was sharp with disapproval.

My hand moved between my own legs almost involuntarily, fingers finding the damp lace of my thong as I watched Ruth withdraw her hand and show the camera—and Debbie—the evidence of the girl’s arousal glistening on her fingers.

“I’m sorry, ma’am,” Debbie whimpered. “I tried not to touch myself, but… I had a dream, and…”

“Dreams are no excuse for giving into idle pleasure,” Ruth said firmly. “Abe will need to correct this behavior immediately.”

My breathing quickened as Abe entered the frame, already dressed for work in slacks and a button-down shirt. His expression when he saw Debbie’s position—hands against the wall, legs spread, Ruth’s fingers still displaying her wetness—made my stomach clench with recognition. It was the same look Jacob had gotten when he found a reason to discipline.

“How many times have we discussed this, Debbie?” Abe asked, his voice dangerously calm as he removed his belt with practiced efficiency.

“Three times, sir,” Debbie whispered, her whole body trembling.

“And yet here we are again.” The leather made an ominous creaking noise as he doubled it over. “Twenty lashes. Count them.”

I pressed my fingers harder against my clit through the soaked lace as the first strike landed across Debbie’s bottom. Her cry echoed through my bedroom, mixing with my own soft gasp. The camera work was exquisite—cutting between Debbie’s face contorted in pain, the red stripes blooming across her pale skin, and Ruth’s expression of maternal concern mixed with approval.

“One! Thank you, sir!” Debbie sobbed.

By the tenth lash, to my mingled dismay and helpless excitement, I had done something so naughty it made my head spin: I had pulled the thong inside the lips of my soaking pussy, one hand’s fingers working frantically around it and over my bare flesh while the other tugged the panties against my swollen clit. Debbie’s bottom was a canvas of red welts, and tears streamed down her face, but the camera also captured how her thighs glistened with fresh arousal. The contradiction made me feel faint—the pain clearly genuine, the humiliation absolute, yet her body betrayed her just as mine betrayed me now.

“You’re getting wetter,” Abe observed after the fifteenth lash, pausing to run his fingers through her folds. “This correction is arousing you.”

“I’m sorry, sir!” Debbie wailed. “I can’t help it!”

“That’s exactly the problem,” Ruth said, moving to stroke Debbie’s hair. “Good girls learn to control their responses. Perhaps we need to add another element to your training.”

My fingers stilled as Ruth produced something from the dresser drawer—a thick rubber plug that made my own bottom clench in remembered sensation.

“Oh, no, please,” Debbie begged, but Ruth was already coating it with lubricant as Abe delivered the final five lashes of the girl’s punishment.

“Now the plug, to help you remember to maintain proper control,” Abe said. “Go ahead, Ruth. Give her a taste of what a husband does to make sure his wife obeys him. Debbie, honey, reach back and spread those cheeks for us. You’ll thank your foster mother once she’s got your butt nice and full.”

Debbie cried out as Ruth worked the plug into her thoroughly whipped bottom.

The combined sight and sound of Debbie’s punishment and violation pushed me over the edge. My orgasm crashed through me as I watched Ruth seat the plug fully between the firm little cheeks and trembling thighs where Abe’s belt had painted such vivid stripes. I bit down hard on my tongue to muffle my scream, my hips bucking wildly as the thong cut into my sensitive flesh, the friction almost painful in its intensity.

“Thank you, ma’am!” Debbie sobbed on screen, her legs shaking as she struggled to maintain position with the plug stretching her uncomfortably.

“Good girl,” Abe said, his tone shifting to something almost tender. “Now Ruth will help you get dressed for breakfast. You’ll wear your training underwear today as a reminder.”

The scene shifted to the breakfast table, where Debbie sat gingerly on a cushion, her discomfort obvious despite her attempts to eat normally. The thick training underwear showed clearly through her thin dress, and every few minutes she would shift, a small whimper escaping as the plug made its presence known.

I lay panting on my bed, the tablet sliding onto the mattress beside me. My panties were utterly ruined, twisted and soaked beyond salvation. With trembling fingers, I peeled them off, gasping as the fabric pulled away from my oversensitive flesh. The scent of my arousal filled the air—musky, unmistakable, shameful.

I held the destroyed garment up to examine it, my face burning at the evidence of my desperation. The delicate lace was stretched and distorted where I’d pulled it, the black fabric darkened further with my wetness. Without letting myself think too hard about it, I brought it to my face and inhaled deeply, the concentrated scent making my head swim and sending an aftershock of pleasure through my still-trembling body.

After sealing the thong in its labeled bag, I grabbed my laptop with shaking hands. Scott’s comment on my first report burned in my mind. He wanted specifics. He wanted me to write the words that made my face flame with embarrassment.

Video Analysis: Morning Corrections

The morning inspection scene effectively establishes the power dynamic but could benefit from more explicit dialogue during the punishment sequence. When Abe observes Debbie’s arousal, he should be more specific in his degradation.

I paused, my fingers hovering over the keys. Then, with my face burning, I forced myself to continue:

He should say something like: “Look how wet your tight little cunt is getting from your punishment, Debbie. Your pussy is practically dripping for the belt. What kind of shameful slut gets this aroused from having her ass whipped?”


CHAPTER 11
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Grace

The next morning I chose an ivory lingerie set that seemed a little more elegant than most of the others Selecta had put in my now embarrassingly full underwear drawer. Mostly satin rather than lace—though with some lovely trim—it felt almost protective against my skin as I dressed in the cream-colored shift dress I’d noticed in the closet yesterday for the first time. In the mirror, I looked a bit more sophisticated than usual, though definitely still on the innocent side of sophistication. The thought of Scott seeing me that way brought a blush to my cheeks, and I turned quickly away.

But Scott, I learned from Kara, was traveling today. He would be back tomorrow for our meeting, she assured me, but I could work on my coursework in the time I would usually be attending to his secretarial needs. I tried to keep the pink from my face when Kara mentioned my meeting—the one where I would have to bring the panties in their plastic bags—but I thought she had probably noticed, because she had a knowing smile on her lips when we passed in the hall later on.

I honestly tried to work on the mission statement that Sharon had assigned, but my mind refused to stop dwelling on the title of the video I knew I would have to watch tonight. Ruth’s Punishment.

The hours dragged by with agonizing slowness. I stared at my computer screen, the cursor blinking mockingly in the middle of a half-formed sentence about Selecta’s commitment to traditional values. How could I focus on corporate platitudes when those two words kept echoing in my mind? Ruth’s Punishment. Not Debbie’s punishment, not another training session, but Ruth herself being disciplined. The foster mother who had seemed so in control, who had administered corrections with such maternal authority.

My fingers drummed nervously on my desk as I tried to imagine what Ruth could have done to warrant punishment. The possibilities made my insides flutter with that familiar, unwanted anticipation. Would Abe use his belt on his wife? Would Debbie be forced to watch? The questions circled endlessly, making productive work impossible.

By lunch, I’d managed only three paragraphs of corporate nonsense. The cafeteria’s daily special—grilled salmon with quinoa—sat untouched on my tray as I picked at the edges, my appetite completely gone. The other interns chatted around me about weekend plans and office gossip, but their voices felt distant, muffled by the roaring in my ears.

“Grace?” A hand touched my shoulder, making me jump. One of the other interns, a brunette named Jessica, looked at me with concern. “You okay? You seem really distracted today.”

“Just tired,” I managed, forcing a smile that felt brittle on my face. If only she knew what occupied my thoughts—the shameful videos I’d already watched, the soaked panties sealed in bags in my apartment, the obscene, impossibly arousing story that waited for me tonight.

I fled back to my cubicle as soon as I could, but the afternoon proved even worse. Every time someone walked past, I minimized my work, terrified they might somehow see into my mind, might know what I was thinking about. When Kara stopped by to check on me, I could barely meet her eyes.

At three o’clock I got a notification in my email that Scott had left a comment on my latest report, the one about Morning Corrections. My cheeks burned as I opened the document. He had put the comment on the passage where I had suggested that Abe should have said that Debbie’s tight little cunt had gotten wet. The comment consisted of two words: Excellent work.

The praise brought an instant warmth to my chest, but that pride itself—and a dismaying, perverse surge of genuine affection for my new boss—made my face burn with fresh humiliation. He’d read my degrading words about Debbie’s ‘tight little cunt,’ had approved of them, wanted more. The ivory satin of my bra suddenly felt too tight, too warm against my skin.

At four-thirty, I gave up any pretense of working. I saved my pathetic attempt at a mission statement and began shutting down my computer. My hands shook as I gathered my things, the tablet weighing heavily in my bag. The shuttle ride home felt endless, every bump and turn reminding me of what waited.

The moment my apartment door closed behind me, I went straight to the bedroom. No dinner, no pretense of delaying. I couldn’t bear the anticipation any longer. My fingers fumbled with the zipper of my dress, and I let it fall to the floor in a heap. The ivory lingerie looked almost virginal in the mirror, a stark contrast to the depraved thoughts racing through my mind.

I grabbed the tablet and settled onto the bed, my heart already pounding. Ruth’s Punishment. My finger trembled as I pressed play.

The scene opened in what looked like the same study where Debbie had first been inspected. But this time, Ruth stood in the center of the room, her hands clasped in front of her, head bowed. She wore a simple housedress that I recognized from the previous videos. Abe sat behind his desk, his expression stern.

“Do you know why you’re here, Ruth?” His voice carried a weight that made my tummy flip.

“Yes, sir,” Ruth whispered, and hearing her use that deferential tone sent a shock through me. This was the woman who had so brazenly guided Debbie’s training, who had administered punishments with maternal authority.

“Tell me,” Abe commanded.

Ruth’s face flushed deep red. “I… I overspent on clothes shopping. fifty dollars over our agreed budget.”

My hand drifted to my breast, fingers finding my nipple through the satin as I watched Abe stand and move around the desk. The dynamic had shifted completely. Ruth was no longer an authority figure but a wife who had transgressed.

“And what did we agree would happen if you exceeded the budget again?” Abe asked, his hand lifting Ruth’s chin to force eye contact.

“That I would… that I’d get… the belt,” Ruth said, her voice barely audible.

“Just like Debbie does,” Abe agreed, nodding. “And?”

“That… that Debbie would… would watch me get it.”

My breath caught. The camera panned to show Debbie sitting in a chair in the corner, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and something else—something that looked dangerously like arousal. She wore the white dress from her first day or one just like it, her hands folded primly in her lap.

“Remove your dress,” Abe instructed his wife.

I pressed my thighs together as Ruth obeyed with trembling fingers, revealing practical white underwear—so different from the lingerie I wore. Abe’s expression remained impassive as he pointed to the desk.

“Bend over. Debbie, come here.”

The younger woman approached hesitantly, her face flushed. “Yes, sir?”

“You’re going to count the strokes,” Abe said, removing his belt with the same clearly practiced motion I’d seen before. “And you’re going to understand that everyone in this household is subject to discipline when they misbehave—just as your husband will keep you in line.”

My fingers had found their way inside my panties now, circling my clit as I watched Ruth position herself over the desk. The first lash from the belt made her cry out, her composure cracking immediately.

“One,” Debbie said, her voice high and uncertain.

The camera captured Ruth’s knuckles going white as she gripped the desk’s edge. Her practical cotton panties had been pulled down to her knees, and I could see the angry red stripe already forming across her pale bottom. The sight made my fingers move faster against my swollen clit, the ivory satin of my panties already growing damp.

“Louder,” Abe commanded, bringing the belt down again with a sharp crack that echoed through the study.

“Two!” Debbie called out more clearly, and I noticed how her breathing had quickened, how she shifted her weight from foot to foot as if fighting her own body’s response.

By the fifth stroke, Ruth had begun to sob openly, all her maternal authority stripped away. She looked so vulnerable, so human, bent over that desk with her bottom turning progressively darker shades of red. The contrast with her role in the previous videos made my head spin with arousal.

“Please, sir,” Ruth gasped after the tenth stroke. “I’m so sorry. I won’t overspend again.”

“We’re only halfway done,” Abe said calmly, and the belt whistled through the air again.

“Eleven!” Debbie’s voice had taken on a breathy quality that I recognized all too well. The camera caught her pressing her thighs together, her hands no longer folded primly but clutching the fabric of her dress at her sides.

I slipped my fingers inside myself, gasping at how wet I’d become. The ivory panties might be ruined, but I didn’t care. All I could focus on was Ruth’s complete submission, the way her hips had begun to move slightly after each stroke, not just from pain but from something else.

“Look at this,” Abe said suddenly, pausing after the fifteenth stroke. His fingers traced between Ruth’s legs, and when he held them up to the camera, they glistened with her arousal. “My wife is getting wet from her punishment. Just like a certain young lady we know.”

The camera swung to Debbie, whose face had gone scarlet. “I… sir…”

“It’s natural,” Abe said, his tone almost professorial as he delivered the sixteenth stroke. “Women need discipline. Their bodies understand this even when their minds resist.”

“Sixteen!” Debbie gasped, and I saw her hand drift unconsciously toward her lap before she caught herself.

I worked my fingers deeper, curling them to find that needy spot that Scott had discovered so easily. The memory of his fingers in my bottom while I came made me whimper, and I found myself wishing desperately that I had something to fill that aching emptiness.

The final strokes were delivered with methodical precision, each one drawing increasingly desperate sounds from Ruth. By twenty, she was practically writhing over the desk, her bottom a canvas of overlapping welts.

“Twenty,” Debbie whispered, her voice thick with obvious arousal.

I watched, transfixed, as Abe pulled Ruth up from the desk, her legs barely supporting her. He guided her to his leather desk chair and sat her down on it.

“No, sir,” Ruth begged desperately. “Please, no… not… not in front of Debbie? Not on my… not with her here?”

I swallowed hard as I began to understand, watching Ruth shake with fear.

“Do you want more, Ruth?” Abe asked sternly. “You know what you’re getting, and you’re not getting out of it.”

Abe hooked his hands under Ruth’s knees and pulled them up and apart, exposing her shaved pussy and bottom-hole completely. Her plain white panties were still tangled around one ankle, and the position left nothing hidden. I could see how swollen and wet she was, her arousal glistening in the study’s warm lighting.

“Debbie,” Abe said, his voice taking on that instructional tone again. “Come closer. You need to see this part of a wife’s correction.”

Debbie moved forward as if in a trance, her eyes fixed on Ruth’s exposed sex. She stood just a few feet away, close enough that the camera could capture both her mesmerized expression and Ruth’s vulnerable position in the same frame.

Abe picked up something from his desk—a thin leather strap, different from his belt. More like a ruler but flexible. My heart skipped a beat as I realized what was about to happen.

“When a wife’s arousal during punishment becomes excessive,” Abe explained calmly, as if lecturing to a classroom, “additional measures are sometimes necessary. Watch carefully, Debbie.”

The first lash of the leather strap on Ruth’s exposed pussy made her scream. Not a cry or a sob like before, but a raw, primal scream that made me jerk my fingers out of myself in shock. The camera zoomed in, showing the immediate redness blooming across her most sensitive flesh.

“That’s one,” Abe said conversationally, though his wife writhed desperately over the seat of the chair, trying instinctively to close her legs. His grip remained firm, keeping her splayed open. “Two more.”

The second lash landed with vicious precision, and Ruth’s scream broke into desperate sobs. “Please! Oh, God, please, sir, I can’t⁠—”

“You can and you will,” Abe said firmly. “Debbie, what do you observe?”

Debbie’s voice came out strangled. “She’s… she’s getting wetter, sir. Even though it hurts.”

“Exactly.” The third stroke was the hardest, the leather making a wet sound as it connected with Ruth’s soaked flesh. Her entire body convulsed, and then, to my complete shock, she climaxed. Hard. Her back arched against the back of the chair as waves of orgasm crashed through her, her cries shifting from pain to unmistakable release.


CHAPTER 12
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Grace

I sat frozen on my bed, my hand still between my legs but unmoving, too stunned by what I was witnessing. The intensity of Ruth’s punishment had me in an almost trance-like state, my body aching with a need I couldn’t quite comprehend. I had never had my pussy spanked or whipped, and the idea of it seemed both terrifying and intoxicating. The mix of pleasure and pain that Ruth experienced was something I could barely fathom, yet it sent a surge of heat through me that I couldn’t ignore.

Debbie stood there, her eyes wide with a mixture of shock and arousal. I could see her thighs pressing together, her hands toying with the fabric of her dress in a way that made me swallow hard. She was obviously just as turned on as I was, maybe even more so, because she was right there, witnessing it all firsthand. The scent of my own arousal filled the air, making me feel faint with the overwhelming need building inside me.

Abe didn’t give Ruth any reprieve. As she slumped in the chair, still trembling from her orgasm, he pulled her up off the chair, then turned her around and bent her over. He made her support herself on her elbows atop the leather seat, her back arched and her knees bent.

Abe’s hands gripped his wife’s hips, pulling her back slightly so that she could present herself even more fully over the chair, her bottom still bright red and the tiny button of her anus much too visible. I watched in disbelief as he undid his belt and lowered his pants, revealing his thick, erect cock. He was going to fuck her, and I knew with a terrible certainty that he didn’t mean to comfort Ruth with his tool in her pussy. He didn’t mean to fuck her anywhere so pleasurable for her—Abe meant to take her anally, to complete her punishment.

Ruth began to sob again, but in her cries I could hear unmistakable lust, the evidence that told me she needed this final humiliation. It was a completion of her punishment, an act of complete submission that would leave her utterly degraded and yet fulfilled. I pressed my fingers back inside myself, working them feverishly as I watched Abe position himself at the wrinkly pink entrance to his wife’s whipped bottom.

“Debbie,” Abe commanded, his voice firm and unyielding. “Pull your training panties down and hike your dress up so I can see your sweet little cunt. You’re going to play with yourself as you find out the full extent of a wife’s duties.”

Debbie hesitated for only a moment before complying. She reached under her dress with both hands and drew the thick panties down to her knees. She took the hem of the dress in her left hand and raised it up while she put her right in front of her shaven pussy, the fingers clearly trembling in the close-up on my screen—as if she desperately wanted to play with herself but still couldn’t quite bring herself to do it.

At last, with a little cry, as Abe’s hard penis pressed more firmly at his wife’s smallest opening, and Ruth cried out in mingled alarm and arousal, Debbie’s fingers pressed inward. She let out a sob of helpless pleasure.

The sight of her obeying, of her surrendering to her own arousal, sent another wave of heat through me. As she began to rub frantically at her clit, I was masturbating just as fervently as she was, my body on fire with need.

Abe pulled back half a step. He spat on his hand and pumped his cock to ready himself. He put the head of his rigid tool up against the tiny hole again. Ruth sobbed and shuddered, and the camera caught the little push back she made with her hips, the slight surge of her bottom that I knew from terrible experience meant she had pushed that mortifying way—the way a good wife lets her husband into her asshole.

Abe thrust into Ruth’s punished bottom with a single, forceful motion, and she screamed—a sound part pain, part ecstasy. He didn’t hold back, didn’t give her time to adjust. He fucked her hard and fast, his hips slamming against her red, welted backside. Ruth’s cries filled the room, a clamor of submission and desperate need.

I couldn’t look away. My fingers moved in rhythm with Abe’s thrusts, my body echoing Ruth’s cries with my own gasps and moans. The sight of him taking her so roughly in her most private hole moved me in a way I could barely understand.

I couldn’t believe I was watching this. The camera captured every detail of Ruth’s complete submission—the way her fingers clawed at the leather chair, how her body jerked with each brutal thrust, the tears streaming down her face even as desperate moans escaped her lips.

My own fingers worked frantically down there, the ivory satin of my panties soaked through now. Remembering how naughty it had felt before, I gathered the front of them into a rope and pulled it against my clit, working the bunched, sopping fabric between my private lips.

“Tell Debbie what this means,” Abe commanded his wife, never slowing his punishing rhythm. “Tell her what happens to wives who misbehave.”

Ruth sobbed, her voice broken and raw. “This is… oh, God… this is what naughty wives get. When we forget our place… when we disobey… our husbands have to… have to use our bottoms to teach us who’s in charge.”

I bit down hard on my lip, my free hand gripping the sheets as my arousal built to an unbearable peak. The words should have horrified me, but instead they sent lightning through my core. I remembered Jacob’s cock there, always seeming hesitant, nothing like this complete claiming that Abe was demonstrating.

On screen, Debbie’s fingers moved faster, her face flushed crimson as she watched her foster mother’s anal punishment. She was close—I could see it in the way her thighs trembled, how her breath came in short gasps. We seemed synchronized somehow, three women bound by this moment of absolute degradation.

“Please, sir,” Ruth begged, though I couldn’t tell if she was pleading for him to stop or continue. “I’ll be good. I’ll follow the budget. I’ll⁠—”

“You’ll take what you’re given,” Abe interrupted, driving particularly deep and making her scream. “And Debbie will learn exactly what marriage means. Won’t you, Debbie?”

“Yes, sir,” Debbie gasped, her fingers working desperately at her clit. “I understand. Wives must… must submit completely.”

That did it. My orgasm crashed over me just as Ruth screamed through another climax, her body convulsing around Abe’s punishing cock. I pressed my face into the pillow to muffle my cries, my hips bucking wildly as waves of pleasure mixed with burning shame. Through my haze, I heard Debbie’s soft cry as she came too, all three of us together in this moment of complete surrender.

Abe finished with a growl, burying himself deep in his wife’s whipped bottom. The camera lingered on Ruth’s face—tearstained, exhausted, but with an expression of something like peace. She’d been corrected, claimed, put firmly back in her place.

As the scene faded to black, I lay gasping on my bed, the tablet sliding onto the mattress beside me. My panties were in desperate shape, the delicate fabric stretched as well as sopping with my juices. With trembling fingers, I drew them off, the ivory satin adhering slightly to my bare pussy lips as I drew it away from my body.

I held the drenched garment in unsteady hands, my eyes drawn inexorably to the gusset where the evidence of my shameful arousal had pooled. The delicate fabric was darkened, twisted from where I’d pulled it against myself so desperately. I knew I shouldn’t, knew it was wrong, but my hands seemed to move of their own accord, bringing the soaked panties closer to my face.

The scent hit me immediately—musky, intimate, undeniably feminine. My body clenched with fresh need despite the orgasm that had just racked me, a whimper escaping my lips as I inhaled deeply. The smell of my own arousal, concentrated in the ruined satin, made my head swim. I pressed the damp fabric against my nose, breathing in the evidence of what Ruth’s punishment had done to me, how watching her complete degradation had affected me.

“Oh, God,” I whispered against the panties, my free hand drifting back between my legs to find myself still swollen, still sensitive, still shamefully wet. The knowledge that Scott might be watching this moment of private depravity only intensified the heat building again in my core.

With shaking hands, I sealed the panties in their plastic bag, labeling it carefully, though in shaky handwriting. Three bags now. Three pieces of evidence of my descent into this world of submission and humiliation, so different from the one I had known as a New Modesty girl myself. Tomorrow I would have to hand them to Scott, would have to sit in his office knowing he could see the evidence of my need through the plastic, knowing exactly what I’d done to create each stain.

I grabbed my laptop before my body could betray me further, pulling the sheet over my naked lower half as I began to type. The words came more easily now, my inhibitions lowered by the intensity of what I’d just witnessed and experienced.

Video Analysis: Ruth’s Punishment

The reversal of authority in this scene creates exceptional psychological complexity. Ruth’s transition from disciplinarian to disciplined wife demonstrates the universal nature of female submission within the household structure. The addition of Debbie as witness/participant elevates the training aspect significantly.

I paused, my fingers hovering over the keys as I remembered Scott’s comment about being specific. He wanted details, wanted me to articulate the degrading dialogue that made these scenes so effective. My face burned as I continued:

The anal punishment sequence is particularly powerful as it represents complete claiming and correction. However, the narrative could be enhanced by introducing external elements. For instance, Abe might arrange a meeting with a potential suitor for Debbie—perhaps showing the young man footage of Debbie masturbating during Ruth’s punishment. This would serve multiple purposes: establishing the suitor’s authority before formal courtship begins, demonstrating Debbie’s responsiveness to discipline scenarios, and deepening her humiliation through exposure of her most private moments.

I bit my lip, imagining such a scene. Debbie sitting in that same study, watching a video of herself touching her shaven pussy desperately while her foster mother got it in the ass. A handsome man in his thirties sitting beside Abe, both of them observing her reaction as she squirmed with mortification.

My fingers flew across the keyboard, the scenario becoming more vivid in my mind:

The suitor could be invited to comment on specific aspects of Debbie’s arousal response—perhaps noting how her fingers moved more urgently when Ruth screamed, or how her thighs trembled when Abe first penetrated his wife anally. This clinical discussion of her most intimate responses, conducted as if she weren’t present, would reinforce the power dynamic essential to the New Modesty courtship structure.

Additionally, Abe might have the suitor demonstrate his disciplinary capabilities by having him administer a ‘mild’ correction to Debbie for her wanton display during Ruth’s punishment—perhaps ten strokes with his hand while she remains in position with her training panties down, forced to thank him after each one while Ruth also watches, kneeling at Abe’s feet.

I saved the document and closed my laptop, my body still thrumming with residual arousal. Tomorrow’s meeting with Scott loomed in my mind—the plastic bags I’d have to hand over, the discussion we’d have about my reports, the possibility that he might make me watch something with him. The thought made me clench involuntarily.

I padded naked to the bathroom, avoiding my reflection in the mirror. The shower’s hot water did little to wash away the feeling of shame that clung to my skin. As I toweled off, I caught sight of the dresser drawer where tomorrow’s lingerie waited. I would have to choose something, wouldn’t I? Something Scott would be sure to see, because of course he would raise my skirt… fondle my pussy and my bottom… make me…

With a little whimper I pushed the thoughts away. Back in my bedroom, I pulled on a simple cotton nightgown—one of the few modest items that had made it into my new wardrobe. But even its familiar softness couldn’t quiet my racing thoughts. I kept imagining Scott reading my report, seeing my suggestion about Debbie’s humiliation, perhaps deciding to implement something similar with me. Would he show someone a video of me touching myself? The thought should have been horrifying, but instead I felt that treacherous warmth beginning below my waist again.

I pressed my thighs together hard, remembering the rule against touching myself without permission. The frustration of denied release only intensified my arousal, creating a vicious cycle that kept me tossing and turning for hours. When I finally drifted off, my dreams were filled with leather straps and firm hands, with Scott’s voice commanding me to spread wider, to take more, to thank him for my correction.


CHAPTER 13
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Scott

I reviewed Grace’s latest report Friday morning with considerable satisfaction. Her analysis of Ruth’s Punishment demonstrated again exactly the kind of psychosexual insight I’d hoped my lovely, still in many ways wonderfully innocent new intern could develop under this unorthodox method of cultivation. The suggestion about introducing a suitor to witness Debbie’s arousal was particularly inspired—creative, degrading, ultra-hot, and perfectly aligned with our target demographics’ preferences for the darker extremities of discipline and submission delivered with a wholesome sweetness.

I glanced at my watch. Grace would arrive in a few minutes for our first weekly meeting. The thought of her walking through my door, clutching those plastic bags containing her soiled panties, sent a pulse of anticipation straight to my cock. I’d watched the surveillance footage of her completing each assignment. The way she’d twisted the sophisticated ivory satin panties into her needy slit, working the fabric desperately between the pouting pink lips during Ruth’s punishment, had been particularly captivating. But there was something about making her hand over the physical evidence, forcing her to acknowledge what she’d done, that appealed to me on an even deeper level.

My phone buzzed with a message from Van Gregory in Assessment. Got to hand it to you. Grace’s metrics look very promising. She recalibrated last night while she was watching the video.

I smiled at the news. A recalibration—a girl’s feeling more physical pleasure than yet recorded in her data feed—was a highly unusual occurrence for a young woman with so much experience of New Modesty life and its regular wifely duties in service of a husband’s pleasure.

Grace was different from other women I’d trained for Selecta. Her genuine conflict between arousal and shame, the way she fought against her nature even as she surrendered to it, made every interaction electric. I’d supervised dozens of corporate submissives, but none had captured my attention quite like this former New Modesty bride with her analytical mind and responsive body.

A soft knock interrupted my thoughts. “Come in.”

Grace entered. Her face was already flushed, and she clutched a small paper bag against her chest like armor. She wore a white dress, its hem reaching to just above her knees. She seemed to me so innocent in it that it made my heart ache even as my cock gave a little leap against my thigh.

“Good morning, Grace. Please, sit.” I gestured to the chair across from my desk, deliberately maintaining the professional tone that I knew would confuse her after the intimacy of our previous encounters.

She sat carefully, the dress riding up slightly to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. I let my gaze linger just long enough for her to notice before returning my attention to my computer screen.

“Your reports have been excellent,” I said, pulling up her latest analysis. “The suggestion about the suitor is particularly compelling. We’re going to film something similar next week.”

Her eyes widened. “You are?”

“Based on your recommendation, yes.” I leaned back in my chair, studying her reaction. “Your insights are shaping our content, Grace. How does that make you feel?”

She shifted uncomfortably, her thighs pressing together in that telltale way. “I… I don’t know, sir.”

“I think you do.” I stood and moved around the desk, stopping directly in front of her. “Put the bag on the coffee table.”
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Grace

I watched, my face burning hotter than the sun as Scott took the plastic bags from the paper bag. My hands gripped the arms of the chair as he lifted each one to the light, examining the contents with unmistakable satisfaction. The blue lace from the first video, twisted and stained. The ruined black thong. The ivory satin, darkened with evidence of my desperate need.

He opened the first bag slowly, deliberately, and pulled out the blue panties. The scent hit me immediately—musky, intimate, shameful, filling his office with the unmistakable evidence of what I’d done. My pussy clenched with mortification and that terrible, unwanted arousal as he held them up, letting the delicate fabric dangle from his fingers.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, bringing them closer to examine the stained gusset. “You really soaked these, didn’t you? I watched the footage, of course, but there’s something about the physical evidence…” He inhaled deeply, and I wanted to die from embarrassment even as fresh wetness gathered between my thighs.

He set the blue panties on the coffee table, moving the empty bags to his desk. He opened the second plastic bag, extracting the destroyed black thong. “This one’s my favorite,” he said conversationally, stretching the fabric to show how I’d pulled it, twisted it in my desperation. “You worked so hard to get yourself off, pulling this between your pussy lips. Such dedication to your assignment.”

“Please,” I whispered, though I didn’t know what I was begging for. For him to stop? To continue? My body couldn’t seem to decide, caught between humiliation and arousal.

The ivory panties came last, and he spent the longest time with these, turning them over in his hands, running his thumb across the darkened satin. “Ruth’s punishment really affected you, didn’t it? The anal discipline, the complete submission…” He looked directly at me. “Stand up, Grace.”

I obeyed on trembling legs, smoothing my white dress with nervous hands.

“I want to try something with you,” he said, setting all three pairs of panties on the coffee table in a neat row. “To see how suitable you are for advancement within my department. This is a test of sorts.”

My stomach dropped. “A test?”

I understood at some deep level what the test would be—or maybe just how utterly degrading—before he even spoke the words. My legs felt like water as he gestured to the floor beside the coffee table.

“Kneel here,” he commanded softly.

I sank to my knees on the plush carpet, feeling the shortness of the white dress acutely. The three pairs of panties lay before me like evidence at a trial, each one telling its own shameful story. The scent of my arousal from them mixed in the air, making my head swim.

Scott moved behind me, his hand tangling in my hair with surprising gentleness. “I’ve watched you, Grace,” he murmured, firmly guiding my head down toward the coffee table. “After each video, when you thought you were alone. The way you like to see what you’ve done… how naughty you’ve been… to smell it, even.”

My face burned with fresh humiliation. Of course he’d seen. The cameras saw everything.

“I find it charming,” he continued, pressing my face closer to the blue panties. “The way you can’t resist knowing what your desperation smells like.”

My nose touched the stained fabric, and the concentrated scent of my shame filled my nostrils. A whimper escaped me as he rubbed my face against them, the still-damp evidence of my arousal clammy against my skin.

“Tell me what you want,” he said, moving my face to the black thong next. “Be honest, Grace.”

“I don’t know,” I gasped against the ruined fabric.

“Yes, you do,” Scott said, pressing my nose harder against the thong’s ruined gusset. The scent was overwhelming—obvious evidence of how desperately I’d pulled the fabric against myself during Morning Corrections. “You know exactly what you want. Even when I give you permission to touch yourself, Grace, there’s always a price for naughtiness.”

He moved my face to the ivory panties next, rubbing the stained satin against my cheeks, my lips. I could taste myself on the fabric, salty and shameful. “Three videos, three pairs of ruined panties. Three times you’ve proven what a desperate little slut you are.”

His hand released my hair, and I stayed there on my knees, breathing hard, my face burning from both the physical friction and the humiliation.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

I raised my eyes to find him watching me with that intense gaze that made my insides flutter.

“Tell me what you need,” he said. “Ask for it properly.”

The words stuck in my throat. I knew what he wanted to hear, what my body was already begging for, but saying it out loud felt impossible.

“I…” My voice came out as a whisper. “Please, sir.”

“Please what?” His tone was patient but firm.

“Please spank me,” I managed, the words burning my tongue. “I need… I need you to punish me for being so desperate.”

“And?”

I closed my eyes, unable to look at him as I spoke the rest. “And fuck me. Please, sir. I need you to spank me and then fuck me.”

“Better,” he said. “Stand up.”

I rose on shaking legs, my knees aching from kneeling on the carpet. My white dress felt too short, too thin, too everything.

“Show me what you’re wearing underneath,” he instructed, settling back into his desk chair to watch.

My hands trembled as I lifted the hem of my dress, revealing the white lace panties I’d chosen that morning—delicate, innocent-looking, already damp from this encounter. The matching garter belt held up nude stockings that made my legs look longer, more elegant.

“Very pretty,” he observed. “Now take them off.”

I hooked my thumbs in the waistband, pushing the panties down over the stockings, stepping out of them carefully. The cool air against my exposed flesh made me shiver. I held the delicate white lace in my hand, unsure what to do with it.

“Give them to me,” Scott commanded.

I walked to him on unsteady legs, extending the panties. He took them, examining the damp gusset with clinical interest.

“Kneel,” he said simply, pointing to the floor in front of his chair.

I dropped to my knees immediately, the automatic obedience making my face burn even hotter. He held my white panties in front of my face, the damp fabric inches from my nose. I could smell my arousal on them, fresh and undeniable.

“You’re going to wear these,” he said softly, “but not how you’re used to.”

Before I could process his words, he began stretching the delicate lace, pulling the leg openings wider. My breath caught as I realized what he intended. “Please, sir, I⁠—”

“Shh.” He positioned the panties above my head, then slowly, deliberately, began pulling them down. The waistband caught on my hair, tugging slightly as he worked them lower. The leg openings framed my face obscenely, and then—oh, God—the soaked gusset pressed directly against my nose.

The scent of my arousal surrounded me, inescapable. Every breath I took filled my lungs with evidence of my desperation. I whimpered, the sound muffled by the fabric, as he adjusted the panties to ensure the wettest part sat perfectly over my nostrils.

“There,” he murmured with satisfaction. “Now you can’t pretend you’re not a desperate little slut, can you? Every breath reminds you of what you are.”

My pussy clenched hard at his words, at this complete degradation. How could I be aroused by this? How could my body respond with such urgent need when I was kneeling on his office floor with my own soaked panties over my head like some kind of perverted mask?

But that was the thing about Scott—he didn’t just dominate my body. He reached into the darkest corners of my mind and pulled out fantasies I didn’t even know I had. Jacob had been controlling, yes, had used my body according to his rights as my husband. But it had always felt… surface level. Obligatory. Like he was following a script from the New Modesty handbook.

Scott was different. He saw through me, into me, finding those shameful desires I’d buried so deep I’d forgotten they existed. And somehow, in the midst of this complete humiliation, he made me accept them. Made me accept myself.

The realization hit me like a physical blow: I was falling in love with him.

Not just attracted to him, not just submitting to his authority. Actually falling in love with this man who could strip me bare in every sense, who could make me beg for things that should horrify me.

“Stand up and turn around,” he commanded, breaking through my spiraling thoughts.

I obeyed, the panties still covering my face, my vision obscured by the white lace. I felt him move behind me, his hands on my hips, guiding me toward the easy chair next to the coffee table.

“Bend over,” he said. “Elbows on the seat of the chair. Just like Ruth when she got her bottom fucked.”


CHAPTER 14
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Grace

Unable to stop myself and unable to think about why, because the sheer humiliation of having my panties over my face seemed to turn the whole world hot and red, I positioned myself exactly as he commanded. My elbows sinking into the soft leather of the chair seat, forcing my back to arch further, my bare bottom to stick out more. I felt the white dress ride up immediately, exposing everything below my waist. The wet gusset of my underwear pressed against my nose making every breath a reminder of my shameful arousal. My backside felt impossibly vulnerable, raised and presented for whatever he intended.

He won’t… he won’t do that… will he? Not what Abe did to Ruth. Will he? I felt my forehead crease so hard it hurt. A tiny whimper escaped my chest.

I heard him moving behind me, the soft whisper of fabric that told me he was removing his belt. My whole body tensed in anticipation, remembering Sharon’s paddle, remembering Abe’s belt on Ruth’s bottom. But when the first strike landed, it wasn’t leather—it was his hand, hard and unforgiving against my right cheek.

The sharp crack echoed through the office, followed immediately by the burning sting. I cried out, the sound muffled by the panties over my face, my fingers clutching at the leather cushion. He didn’t pause, didn’t give me time to process. His hand came down again on my left cheek, then back to the right, establishing a punishing rhythm that had me sobbing within minutes.

Each strike seemed harder than the last, his palm covering so much more area than Sharon’s horrid paddle had. After thirty seconds, I was bouncing my knees, clenching my punished cheeks, trying desperately to escape the relentless punishment even as my pussy grew wetter with each impact. The contradiction made my head spin—the genuine pain mixing with undeniable arousal until I couldn’t separate them anymore.

“Hold still,” Scott growled, putting his left hand across my waist to grip my hip and hold me in place.

“Please!” I yelped, after what seemed like an eternity, but must have been less than a minute. “Please, sir!”

“Please what?” His right hand never stopped its assault on my burning bottom, his left hand tightening as my attempts to escape grew more frantic. “Please stop? Or please fuck you?”

“I don’t know!” I wailed, and it was the truth. My body wanted both, neither, everything.

He continued spanking me, harder now, the sound of a man’s firm hand on a naughty girl’s bottom filling the office. My world narrowed to the fire in my rear end and the desperate ache between my legs. Tears soaked into the panties covering my face, mixing with the scent of my arousal in a combination that seemed to capture my complete degradation.

When he finally stopped, I hung limp over the chair, gasping and sobbing. My bottom felt swollen, burning with a heat that radiated through my entire lower body. I could feel how wet I was, how my thighs were slick with evidence of my shameful response to the punishment.

Then I heard it—the unmistakable sound of his zipper.

“Please,” I whispered, my voice hoarse from crying. “Please… not my bottom?”

Even as I said it, part of me—a dark, desperate part—wanted exactly that. Wanted him to claim me the way Abe had claimed Ruth, to complete my punishment with that ultimate degradation. The thought made my pussy clench with a need so intense it frightened me.

“You haven’t earned my cock in your bottom yet,” Scott said, his voice full of the arrogance that sent a mortifying thrill to my clit.

Relief and disappointment warred in my chest. Yet? The word echoed in my mind, a promise or a threat, I couldn’t tell which. Then I felt him behind me, the blunt head of his cock pressing against the soaking entrance to my vagina. Without warning, he thrust inside, filling me completely in one brutal stroke.

I screamed into the panties covering my face, my body convulsing around him. He was so much bigger than Jacob, stretching me in a way that bordered on painful even as every nerve ending sang with pleasure. His hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise, holding me in place as he began to move.

“Such a wet little cunt,” he growled, punctuating his words with particularly deep thrusts. “All that spanking just made you needier, didn’t it?”

I couldn’t form words, could only whimper and moan as he fucked me with the same methodical intensity he’d used to spank me. Each thrust drove me forward against the chair, my elbows sliding on the leather, my breasts swaying beneath the thin dress. The position, bent over like Ruth had been, made everything more intense, more degrading, more perfect.

“Your response to Ruth’s pussy-whipping was particularly telling,” Scott said conversationally, as if he weren’t pounding into me hard enough to make the chair rock. “The way you wrote about it, the way your metrics spiked during that scene…”

Oh, God. He couldn’t mean⁠—

“I think you need that kind of correction soon, Grace. Your pussy needs to learn the same lessons your bottom is learning.”

The words hit me like lightning. The image flashed through my mind—me in Ruth’s position, legs held apart, that thin leather strap coming down on my most sensitive flesh. The thought of that exquisite agony, of Scott watching me climax from the pain itself…

I came instantly, violently, my whole body seizing as the orgasm ripped through me. I screamed into the soaked panties, my pussy clamping down on his cock as wave after wave of pleasure crashed over me. It seemed to go on forever, each pulse more intense than the last, until I thought I might actually pass out from the sensation.

“Good girl,” Scott murmured, never slowing his rhythm even as I convulsed around him. “But we’re not done yet.”

He fucked me through the aftershocks, his cock hitting something deep inside that sent fresh sparks through my oversensitive body. I sobbed into the panties, overwhelmed by sensation, by emotion, by the complete surrender of this moment. When his rhythm finally faltered, when he drove deep and held himself there as he came with a low growl, I felt a second, smaller orgasm rip through my body too.

For a long moment we stayed frozen in that position—my boss still buried inside me, my body draped over the chair, the panties clinging to my face with a mixture of tears and my pussy’s shameful desperation for just the kind of fucking I had now gotten. I felt his massive tool softening within me, and I could feel our combined fluids beginning to leak down my thighs. The silence in the office felt heavy, charged with the truth of my helpless submission.

When he finally withdrew, I whimpered at the loss, at the sudden emptiness. My legs trembled so badly I thought I might collapse. I heard him moving behind me, the rustle of clothing as he tucked himself away, zipped his pants. Professional again, while I remained bent over his chair with my bottom on fire and my pussy dripping with his seed.

“Stay there,” he commanded softly.

I heard his footsteps cross to his desk, a drawer opening and closing. When he returned, I felt something soft against my inner thigh—a handkerchief, I realized, as he began to clean me with surprising gentleness. The tender gesture after such brutal use made my eyes well with fresh tears beneath the panties.

“You may stand now,” he said when he’d finished.

I pushed myself up on shaking arms, my whole body protesting the movement. Everything ached—my jaw from crying, my bottom from the spanking, my pussy from being fucked so thoroughly. I reached up with trembling fingers to remove the panties from my face, but his hand caught my wrist.

“No,” he said. “I’ll do that.”

His hands were gentle again as he lifted the soaked white lace from my head, peeling it away from my tearstained face. The cool air of his office hit my flushed skin, and I blinked in the sudden brightness, my vision blurry from crying. Scott held the ruined panties up, examining them with that same clinical interest he’d shown before.

“These are mine now,” he said simply, folding them and placing them in his jacket pocket. “You’ll go without for the rest of the day.”

The thought of walking around Selecta headquarters with nothing beneath my dress, my thighs still sticky with evidence of what we’d just done, made my face burn anew. But I just nodded, unable to form words.

“Sit,” he commanded, gesturing to the chair I’d just been bent over.

I lowered myself gingerly onto the leather seat, wincing as my punished bottom made contact. The surface was still warm from where my elbows had pressed into it, and I could feel the slight dampness where my tears had fallen. Sitting like this, in the exact spot where he’d just used me so thoroughly, felt like another layer of humiliation.

Scott returned to his desk, pulling up something on his computer with the same casual efficiency he might use for any business matter. As if he hadn’t just spanked and fucked his intern into sobbing submission.

“You’ve passed the test,” he said, his tone shifting back to that maddeningly professional register. “Your responses, both physical and analytical, show you’re ready for more advanced assignments.”

I shifted on the chair, trying to find a position that didn’t make my bottom throb. “Thank you, sir.”

“Your next project involves our newest series—Leah’s Firm Suitor.” He turned his monitor toward me, showing a title card with elegant script over an image of a young woman in a modest dress standing beside a burly police officer about five years older than Leah seemed to be.

“We’ve just started filming their story, and both Leah and Brian—he’s the policeman, obviously—are showing enough promise that we want them to make a splash.”

He clicked through to a folder containing the video files. “I need you to watch the first three episodes and provide recommendations for the trailers we’re going to put on the NMB preview channel. What moments would best capture viewer interest? What scenes would make subscribers eager to watch the full episodes?”

I nodded, already imagining the kind of content that might be in those videos. “When do you need the report?”

“Tuesday.” He paused, his eyes holding mine with an intensity that made my pulse quicken. “But there’s a condition for this assignment.”

Of course there was. “What condition?”

“You’re not allowed to touch yourself while watching.” His words were delivered calmly, but I felt the blood drain from my face. Not touch myself? After what he’d made me do while watching Debbie’s story? The very thought of that restriction made my already sensitive body clench with anticipation.

“I…” My voice came out as a whisper. “I don’t know if I can obey that, sir.”

The admission burned my tongue, but lying to him felt impossible. My body had already proven its treacherous nature, responding to every humiliation with shameful arousal. How could I possibly watch an entire series without giving in to the desperate need that would surely build? The need that Scott himself had trained me to gratify?

“Thank you for your honesty,” Scott said, and I was surprised to hear genuine approval in his voice. “I have something that will help.”

He rose from his desk and crossed to a cabinet built into the wall near the windows. When he opened it, I caught a glimpse of various implements—paddles, straps, things I couldn’t identify but that made my stomach lurch with nervous anticipation. He pulled out something made of black leather and metal, turning back to me with it in his hands.

“Stand up and lift your dress,” he commanded.

I obeyed on trembling legs, gathering the white fabric up to my waist. The cool air against my bare pussy—still swollen and sensitive from his use—made me shiver. Scott approached with what I now recognized with horror as some kind of chastity belt, its leather straps and metal shield gleaming in the afternoon light streaming through his office windows.

“Here,” he said, handing it to me. “Put this on.”


CHAPTER 15
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Grace

The leather was soft but sturdy in my hands, heavier than I’d expected. My fingers shook as I tried to work out how it fastened, but the weight of his gaze and my own overwhelming arousal made me clumsy. The belt slipped from my grasp, clattering to the floor between us.

“I’m sorry,” I gasped, dropping to my knees to retrieve it. As I picked it up, I noticed something that made my breath catch—small metal fittings on the inside of the strap that I knew must be intended to cover my pussy and my bottom crack, attachment points for something—somethings—that could only be…

“Yes,” Scott said, reading my expression. “It has fittings for a dildo and a butt plug, to fill a girl up. If you’re a very good girl, or a very bad one, I might use those features with you. The constant fullness would be a reminder of who owns your pleasure now.”

The thought of walking around filled, plugged, unable to touch myself or find relief, made my pussy clench so hard it almost hurt. I stood slowly, the belt clutched in my trembling hands, trying again to work out the straps.

“Here,” Scott said, his voice taking on that patient, instructional tone that somehow made everything more mortifying. “The waist strap goes first. It sits just above your hipbones. This will look quite fetching with your suspenders and stockings, I think.”

He took the belt from my shaking hands and held it up, showing me how the leather pieces connected. The main waist strap was about two inches wide, with a sturdy clasp that looked like it could withstand considerable struggle. From it hung a wider strap that would pass between my legs.

“Turn around,” he commanded softly.

I obeyed, my bare bottom still burning from his spanking. I felt him step close behind me, his breath warm against my neck as he reached around to position the waist strap. His fingers brushed my skin as he adjusted it, making sure it sat properly on my hips, over my garter belt.

“Not too tight,” he murmured, fastening the clasp on my right hip with a decisive click that made me swallow hard. “You’ll be wearing this for extended periods. It needs to be secure, but not uncomfortable.”

The leather felt strange against my skin, foreign and constraining even though it wasn’t fully fastened yet. I could feel the weight of the crotch strap hanging down behind me, and my face burned knowing what came next.

“Now for the interesting part,” Scott said, and I could hear the smile in his voice. “Spread your legs shoulder-width apart.”

I shuffled my feet apart, hyperaware of how exposed I was, how his seed was still leaking from my well-used pussy. He knelt behind me, and I felt his hand guide the crotch strap forward between my thighs. The leather was wider here, maybe three inches, designed to cover everything from my clit to the top of my bottom crack.

“This needs to be positioned precisely,” he explained, his fingers adjusting the strap so it sat perfectly against my swollen flesh. “Too far forward and it won’t cover your anus properly. Too far back and you’ll still be able to reach your clit.”

The clinical way he described it made my whole body flush with heat. I bit my lip hard as he continued his adjustments, his fingers occasionally brushing against my sensitive areas, each touch sending sparks through my already overwrought nervous system.

“You can feel these, I think.” On the outside of the strap, he traced his finger over the metal fittings I’d noticed earlier, the ones on the inside of the leather. “The dildo attachment goes here, right at your pussy. And this one,” his finger moved back, pressing against the leather that covered my bottom-hole, “is for the plug.”

A whimper escaped me at the thought. He stood, pulling the strap up snugly against me, and I gasped at the pressure against my sensitive flesh. The leather was soft but firm, pressing against my clit just enough to be maddening without providing any real stimulation. When I heard another click, from the clasp at the base of my spine, I couldn’t hold in a tiny sob.

He stepped back a pace. “You won’t be able to remove the belt yourself. I have the electronic key on my handheld.”

I felt the electronic lock engage with a soft beep that seemed to echo through my entire body. The finality of it made my knees weak. I was literally locked into this device, unable to access my own body without Scott’s permission.

“The belt is made of aerospace-grade materials,” Scott explained, circling me slowly as I stood there with my dress still bunched at my waist. “The leather exterior is just for comfort and aesthetics. It’s antibacterial and fully washable. Underneath, there’s a titanium mesh that makes it impossible to cut or tear. The electronic lock uses military-grade encryption—any attempt to tamper with it will trigger an alert on my phone.”

His fingers traced along the waist strap, and I shivered at the light touch. “It’s also equipped with sensors that expand on the data your perineal sensor is already giving me. Temperature, moisture levels, movement patterns. I’ll know if you’re aroused, if you’re trying to stimulate yourself through the belt, even if you’re having inappropriate dreams.”

“Dreams?” I whispered, horrified at the thought that even my unconscious mind would be monitored.

“The belt can detect the physical responses associated with erotic dreams,” he said matter-of-factly. “Increased blood flow, involuntary muscle contractions. If you have a particularly intense dream, I’ll receive a notification.”

I pressed my thighs together, feeling the strange pressure of the leather between them. It was wide enough that I couldn’t get any friction where I needed it most, but the constant presence against my sensitive flesh was its own kind of torment.

“There’s also a punishment feature,” Scott continued, and my tummy flipped. “If you attempt to remove the belt or stimulate yourself through it, it can deliver a corrective shock. Nothing dangerous, but quite unpleasant. Would you like a demonstration?”

“No!” The word burst out before I could stop it, and I immediately added, “No, sir. I believe you.”

He smiled at my panic. “Smart girl. The shock is calibrated to your individual sensitivity levels—another benefit of all that monitoring data Selecta has collected on you.”

He moved to stand directly in front of me, his eyes holding mine with that intensity that made my insides melt. “You’ll wear this until our meeting next Tuesday. Four days of complete denial, Grace. Four days of watching Leah’s story without any possibility of relief. You will ask me for permission to relieve yourself—and you will remember that your perineal sensor will alert me to any attempts at rule-breaking, even when you’re not in your belt. You will not wear any panties, of course.”

My breathing had become shallow, rapid. Four days? How could I possibly endure that? Even now, minutes after he’d fucked me so thoroughly, I could feel arousal building again just from his proximity, from the weight of his gaze.

“What if I… what if I can’t stand it?” I asked, my voice small.

“Then you’ll learn to stand it,” he said simply. “This is part of your training, Grace. Learning that your pleasure belongs to your superior. That your body’s responses are mine to control, to allow or deny as I see fit.”

He reached out and smoothed my dress back down over the belt. From the outside, you could barely tell I was wearing it—only a well-trained eye would suspect, I felt certain. On the other hand, I had no doubt that there were many such well-trained eyes at Selecta, and the thought made me swallow hard.

When I got home at last after a day of trying to concentrate on anything but the humiliating belt around my waist and between my thighs, I collapsed onto my sofa, every movement reminding me of the leather pressing against my most intimate places. The apartment’s familiar surroundings felt alien now, as if the belt had transformed not just my body, but my entire world.

My handheld buzzed with a message, and my heart leaped thinking it might be Scott. But it was just the refrigerator system reminding me I’d only consumed 743 calories today. Food was the last thing on my mind. How could I think about eating when every shift of my hips made the belt press against my swollen, needy flesh?

A sudden, urgent pressure in my bladder made me shift uncomfortably on the sofa. Oh no. I had managed to push away this most basic necessity since Scott had locked the belt on me. Could I actually bear to ask to use the bathroom?

With burning cheeks, I picked up my handheld and typed out a message, each word making my face grow hotter: Sir, I need to use the bathroom. Please.

The response came almost immediately: Of course. Give me a moment.

I heard a soft beep from the belt, and the electronic lock disengaged with a quiet click. Then another message appeared: Take off everything except your garter belt and stockings. I’ll be watching to ensure you follow instructions properly.

I felt dizzy. Of course he’d be watching. The cameras in my bathroom were supposedly for ‘safety,’ but we both knew better. With trembling fingers, I stood and made my way to the bedroom, pulling my white dress over my head and hanging it carefully in the closet. With a rush of heat to my cheeks, I unclasped my bra and put it away in the lingerie drawer.

The belt felt even heavier now that I could remove it. I unfastened the clasps with shaking hands, gasping as the leather came away from my sensitive flesh. The cool air against my newly exposed pussy made me shudder, and I couldn’t help the soft moan that escaped as the pressure released.

I caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror and froze. The image reflected back at me was obscene—the white garter belt framing my bare pussy and bottom, the stockings making my legs look long and somehow available, as if the translucent fabric were some kind of gift-wrap. My breasts were bare, nipples hard from arousal that never seemed to fully subside anymore. I looked like something from one of those videos I’d been analyzing, like a woman made for sex and submission.

My hand drifted toward my pussy without conscious thought, and I had to bite my lip hard to stop myself. The need was overwhelming, a constant ache that Scott’s earlier use had only temporarily satisfied. Even now, I could see the evidence of his mastery on my inner thighs, and the sight made me clench with fresh desire.

I forced myself to walk to the bathroom, hyperaware of every movement, of the cameras tracking my naked form. The toilet seat was cold against my punished bottom, making me wince. As I relieved myself, I tried not to think about Scott watching this most private moment, tried not to imagine him sitting at his computer, observing my humiliation with that intense gaze.

When I reached for the toilet paper, I tried to be clinical, efficient. But the moment the soft tissue touched my pussy, I couldn’t suppress the cry that escaped me. Even that light contact sent sparks through my oversensitive clit, making my whole body clench with need. I had to grip the edge of the counter to steady myself, my breathing ragged as I finished cleaning myself with trembling hands.

The belt waited on the bathroom counter where I’d left it. I picked it up with resignation, working the leather back into position. The moment it pressed against me, down there, though, I felt my inner muscles clench involuntarily, a fresh wave of arousal making me bite down hard on my lip. The pressure was maddening—not enough to provide relief, but more than enough to remind me of my desperate state. With shaking hands, I fastened the clasps, hearing them click into place with that awful finality. The electronic lock engaged with its soft beep, sealing me once again into this torment.

I walked back to the living room on unsteady legs, each step making the leather shift against me in ways that sent little sparks through my core. The tablet waited on the coffee table, and I knew I couldn’t delay any longer. Four days of this. Four days of watching without relief. The thought alone made me want to sob.

I settled onto the sofa, pulling my legs up beneath me in a futile attempt to find a position where the belt didn’t press quite so insistently. The NMB logo filled the screen as I navigated to the folder Scott had assigned. Three video files waited: Leah’s First Cock, Training Day, and Public Display. Even the titles made my face burn.

I pressed play on the first video before I could lose my nerve.


CHAPTER 16
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Scott

I had a mountain of reading to do before my meeting Monday with the heads of Strategy and Finance, but it was the weekend and I decided devoting an hour more to the bewitching Grace Whitcomb represented a better investment of my time. If I hadn’t already figured out that I’d started to fall for Grace, that decision—more of a necessity, frankly—would have tipped me off. But the sheer heat of our encounter that morning, the lingering sense-memory in my cock of her sweet pussy clenching around me as she came… they had already made it abundantly clear that my feelings of attraction, and affection, were only getting stronger.

Really I hadn’t even meant to fuck her, but she had looked absolutely irresistible with her panties over her face and my hardness had gotten the better of me. I didn’t regret it in the slightest though. I had no reason not to go all in with Grace—I would claim her completely, and we would see what came of it after that. On the other hand, I wanted to make certain that when I took that final step and gave her the pussy-whipping and bottom-fucking she so clearly needed, it would represent the step forward for her that it should.

I maximized the video window and manipulated the cameras in Grace’s apartment to give me three different images, in split screen: the video on Grace’s tablet on the left side and Grace’s face on the right, with a medium shot of Grace’s whole, lovely, nearly naked body underneath. The chastity belt had been a very good idea: my sweet intern looked simultaneously innocent and extremely naughty clad only in its leather confinement.

On Grace’s screen, I watched Leah’s story begin, in the episode called Leah’s First Cock.

The screen showed a modest living room, the kind you’d find in any small Midwestern town. Leah sat on a floral sofa, her hands folded nervously in her lap. She wore the standard New Modesty style of clothing—a knee-length navy dress with a high collar, her blonde hair pulled back in a simple ponytail. The camera captured her youth perfectly—she couldn’t have been more than twenty-one, with that particular combination of innocence and budding awareness that our subscribers found irresistible.

Through the surveillance feed, I watched Grace’s face transform as she recognized something of herself in Leah. Her teeth caught her lower lip, a gesture I’d catalogued as one of her tells when she was fighting arousal. The belt was doing its job—I could see her thighs pressing together, seeking friction that the leather wouldn’t allow.

On screen, a door opened and Brian entered the frame. The casting department had outdone themselves—he was everything a New Modesty suitor should be. Tall, broad-shouldered, his police uniform impeccable. About twenty-six, with the kind of quiet authority that came from years of training rather than natural dominance. Not like me, I thought with some satisfaction. Brian had to work at it. I simply was.

“Leah,” Brian said, his voice deep but gentle. “Come here.”

I watched Grace’s breathing quicken as Leah rose obediently and crossed to her suitor. The girl’s submission was textbook New Modesty—immediate but tinged with that delicious nervousness that suggested she didn’t quite know what would be expected of her.

“We’ve been courting for three months,” Brian said, his hand coming up to cup Leah’s chin. “Your guardian has given permission for us to progress to the next stage of our relationship.”

Grace made a soft sound—not quite a whimper, but close. Through the camera, I could see her hand drift unconsciously toward her lap before remembering the belt. Her fingers clenched against her thigh instead, and I made a note in her file about her exceptional responsiveness even through denial.

“I don’t understand,” Leah whispered on screen, though we all knew she understood perfectly well. The New Modesty program was nothing if not thorough in its education about marital duties.

“I think you do,” Brian said, echoing my thoughts. “But I’ll be patient with you. Get on your knees.”

The simplicity of the command, the matter-of-fact delivery—it was perfectly calibrated. I watched Grace’s entire body tense as Leah sank gracefully to her knees, her dress pooling around her. The camera angle shifted, showing Leah’s upturned face, those wide blue eyes fixed on Brian’s belt buckle.

“Take it out,” Brian instructed.

I zoomed in on Grace’s face just as Leah’s trembling fingers reached for Brian’s uniform pants. My intern’s pupils were fully dilated now, her chest rising and falling.
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Grace

I watched the scene on my screen with mingled dismay and helpless arousal.

With trembling hands Leah took out Brian’s cock. My breath caught at the sight—his massive tool was just as big as Scott’s, thick and already half-hard as it emerged from his uniform pants. The camera lingered on Leah’s face, capturing every flicker of emotion as she processed what she was seeing. Her lips parted slightly, a mix of fear and fascination crossing her features that I recognized all too well from my own experiences.

“I’m going to save your pussy and your bottom for our wedding night,” Brian said, his voice gentle but firm. “If we get married. But a good wife needs to know how to please her husband with her mouth.”

The conditional nature of his statement brought my heart into my mouth. If they got married. The reminder that Leah’s entire future depended on pleasing this man, on proving herself worthy of being his wife, hit far too close to home. I shifted on the sofa, the belt pressing maddeningly against my swollen flesh.

“Take out my balls too,” Brian commanded. “You need to learn all of me.”

I watched Leah’s delicate fingers fumble with his pants, pulling them down further to expose everything. The camera captured her sharp intake of breath as she took in the full sight of him—his heavy balls, the way his cock continued to harden under her innocent gaze. My own breathing had become shallow, and I had to fight to keep my hand from drifting to my lap even though I knew the belt would prevent any relief.

The leather covering my private parts felt slick already, and I could feel myself getting wetter by the second. The knowledge that Scott could see my arousal levels through the belt’s sensors made my face burn with humiliation, but I couldn’t control my body’s response to what I was watching.

“Have you ever done this before?” Brian asked, though he must have known the answer. New Modesty wives usually came to their marriages as virgins in every sense. If they weren’t, they had to disclose the fact when entering the program. When Brian was choosing Leah to court, he would have seen in her profile whether she had any sexual experience.

“No, sir,” Leah whispered, her voice barely audible.

“Then I’ll teach you.” He threaded his fingers through her ponytail, not roughly, but with clear possession. “Open your mouth.”

The camera angle shifted to show both of them in profile as Leah parted her lips. Brian guided himself to her mouth with his free hand, rubbing the head of his cock against her bottom lip, leaving a glistening trail of pre-cum that made her eyes widen.

“Lick it,” he instructed. “Just the tip at first. Get used to the taste.”

I pressed my thighs together hard as Leah’s pink tongue emerged, tentatively touching the swollen head. Her face scrunched slightly at the unfamiliar taste, but she didn’t pull away. Brian’s grip on her hair tightened fractionally.

“Good girl. Now take it in your mouth. Just a little.”

Leah opened wider, letting him push past her lips. The camera zoomed in on her face, showing the tears already gathering in her eyes as she struggled to accommodate his size.

I watched as Leah worked hard to take even an inch of Brian’s thick shaft, her jaw stretching uncomfortably wide. When she accidentally scraped him with her teeth, trying to manage his size, Brian tsked softly and pulled back immediately.

“No teeth,” he said sharply, then his expression softened slightly. “You need to learn control. Stand up.”

My heart raced as Leah scrambled to her feet, confusion and fear evident in her eyes. Brian sat down on the sofa and patted his lap. “Over my knee. A girl who can’t control her teeth needs a reminder to focus.”

I bit my lip hard as Leah positioned herself across his lap, her bottom raised in that familiar, vulnerable position. Brian flipped her dress up, revealing simple white cotton panties that reminded me painfully of my own New Modesty days. He pulled them down to her knees with practiced efficiency.

The first spank rang out sharp and clear, making Leah yelp. I counted along in my head as Brian delivered ten firm spanks, turning her pale bottom pink. Not a severe punishment, but enough to focus her attention. My own bottom clenched in sympathy, remembering Scott’s hand that morning.

“Now,” Brian said, helping her stand, “let’s try again. But first, take off your dress and bra. I want to see your sweet breasts while you practice.”

I watched Leah’s hands shake as she unbuttoned her dress, letting it fall to the floor. Her plain white bra followed, revealing small, perfect breasts with pink nipples already hard from arousal or embarrassment or both. Brian’s hands immediately went to them, cupping and squeezing as Leah gasped.

“Back on your knees,” he commanded, still playing with her breasts. “We’ll go slower this time.”

Leah sank down between his spread legs, her reddened bottom visible as she knelt. Brian guided himself back to her mouth, but this time he kept one hand on her breast, rolling her nipple between his fingers as she tentatively took him in.

“That’s better,” he murmured. “Use your tongue. Yes, just like that.”

For several minutes, I watched him teach her the basics—how to use her tongue along the underside, how to hollow her cheeks, how to breathe through her nose. Leah was a quick learner, and soon she was taking him deeper without gagging, her head bobbing with increasing confidence.

“Now my balls,” Brian said, pulling out of her mouth with a wet pop. “Lick them. Show me you’re grateful for this lesson.”

I squirmed on the sofa, the belt growing more torturous by the second as I watched Leah lean forward and tentatively lick at his heavy sac. Brian groaned appreciatively, his hand tangling in her hair to guide her movements. She lapped at him like a kitten with cream, her pink tongue working over every inch while he stroked himself, watching intently how Leah’s brow furled as she performed the lewd task he had set for her.

I watched her work, my body betraying me completely as the wetness between my legs increased despite the maddening confinement of the belt. The way she looked up at Brian with those innocent eyes while her tongue traced over his balls made my tummy flip with recognition. I’d done that same thing for Scott just hours ago, had felt that same mixture of humiliation and arousal at being reduced to such a base act of service.

“Good girl,” Brian praised, and I saw Leah’s whole body respond to those words, her back arching slightly as if the approval physically affected her. “Now I’m going to teach you something more advanced. Stand up.”

She rose on unsteady legs, her small breasts rising and falling with her quickened breathing. Brian stood too, towering over her, and positioned her back on her knees, but this time with her hands behind her back.

“Clasp your fingers together,” he instructed. “You’re going to learn to take me deeper without using your hands for control. This is about trust, Leah. Trusting me to guide you to give me pleasure.”

My breath caught as he gripped her ponytail firmly and brought her mouth back to his cock. This time, he controlled the pace entirely, pushing deeper than before. Leah’s eyes watered immediately, and I could see her fighting not to pull away.

“Relax your throat,” Brian coached, his voice surprisingly soft despite his firm grip. “Breathe through your nose. That’s it.”

I found myself unconsciously matching Leah’s breathing pattern, as if I could somehow help her through the screen. When she gagged slightly, Brian pulled back just enough to let her recover before pushing forward again. The camera captured everything—the tears streaming down her face, the way her throat worked to accommodate him, the desperate little sounds she made.

“You’re doing so well,” Brian murmured, and I hated how those words made my own body clench with need. “Such a fast learner. I think you’ve earned a reward.”

He pulled out completely, and Leah gasped for air, her lips swollen and glistening. Brian stroked himself slowly, deliberately, while looking down at her kneeling form.

“I’m going to come on your pretty breasts,” he announced matter-of-factly. “It’s called a pearl necklace, Leah. And you’re learning so fast, you’ll have a diamond ring to go with it very soon.”

The casual way he discussed marking her body, the assumption that she would accept his seed on her skin as naturally as she’d accept an engagement ring, made my face burn with fresh humiliation. I pressed my thighs together uselessly, the belt preventing even the smallest bit of friction where I needed it most.

“Ask for it,” Brian commanded, his hand moving faster now. “Show me you want to be mine.”

Leah’s voice came out hoarse from her throat’s recent use. “Please, sir. Please give me your… your pearl necklace. I want to be your good girl.”
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Grace

I let out a little sob of need at Leah’s submissive response. The words hit me like a physical blow, the desperate submission in them making my entire body ache with recognition. I knew that need, that terrible desire to be claimed and marked and owned. My fingers dug into my thighs as I watched Brian’s face contort with pleasure, his hand working furiously over his massive tool.

“Keep your hands behind your back,” he growled as the first rope of his release shot across Leah’s chest. She whimpered but obeyed, her small breasts thrust forward to receive his marking. The camera captured every detail—the way the white fluid painted streaks across her pink nipples, how it dripped down the valley between her breasts, the expression of mingled shame and arousal on her tearstained face.

“Don’t move,” Brian commanded when he’d finished, tucking himself back into his uniform pants with casual efficiency. “I want you to feel it drying on your skin. To understand what it means to wear my seed.”

He sat back on the sofa, pulling out his phone to check something while Leah knelt there, trembling, his release cooling on her bare breasts. The casualness of it, the way he left her there like a piece of furniture while he scrolled through his messages, made my stomach clench with a horrible recognition. This was what submission really meant—not just the intense moments of use, but the quiet degradation of being ignored afterward, of being reduced to nothing more than a receptacle for a man’s pleasure.

After what felt like an eternity but was probably only two or three minutes, Brian looked up from his phone. “Come here,” he said, patting his lap.

Leah rose on shaky legs and moved to sit beside him, but he shook his head. “No. On my lap, facing me. Straddle me.”

I watched her awkwardly position herself, her panties still tangled around one ankle, his drying seed still decorating her chest. The position forced her legs wide, and I knew from experience how exposed she must feel, how vulnerable.

“Now rub it in,” Brian instructed, his hands settling on her hips. “Massage my seed into your breasts like it’s expensive lotion. Show me you’re grateful for it.”

My own hands clenched into fists as Leah’s trembling fingers began spreading the cooling fluid across her skin. The camera zoomed in to show how she worked it into her flesh, her nipples hardening further as her own hands stimulated them. Brian watched with dark satisfaction, occasionally murmuring instructions—“Don’t miss that spot, kitten… Make sure you get it all, now.”

When she’d finished, her chest glistened with the residue, and her face had gone scarlet with humiliation. Brian pulled her forward to kiss her softly, an oddly tender gesture after such degradation.

“That was lovely, Leah,” Brian murmured against her lips. “But we’re not done with your first lesson. Stand up.”

She scrambled off his lap, and I watched with growing dread and anticipation as he guided her back over his knee, this time with her bottom raised high and her legs spread wider than before. The position left nothing hidden—I could see everything through the camera’s unblinking eye.

“You’ve been such a good girl,” Brian said, his hand smoothing over her pink bottom. “Your mouth is coming along very nicely. I think you deserve to learn how good it can feel when you please your husband.” His fingers traced lower, and Leah gasped as he found her the opening to her virgin pussy. “Oh, my. You’re absolutely soaking, aren’t you? And so beautifully bare. Did you shave yourself specially for our session today?”

“Y-yes, sir,” Leah whimpered, her hips already moving slightly against his exploring fingers. “The New Modesty guidelines said… said you would prefer it.”

“I do prefer it,” Brian confirmed, spreading her lips to examine her more thoroughly. “Such a pretty pink pussy, all smooth and soft. On our wedding night, I’m going to enjoy every inch of this sweet little cunt.”

I squeezed my thighs together with increasing desperation as he began stroking her with obvious skill, his fingers finding her clit with unerring accuracy. Leah’s soft cries filled my apartment, and I bit down hard on my lip, the belt feeling like torture as my body responded to the scene.

“But that’s not all I’ll be claiming on our wedding night,” Brian continued conversationally, as if he weren’t working Leah toward what was clearly her first orgasm. “Do you remember what I said about which parts of you I plan to use, Leah?”

“Which… parts?” she gasped, her hips bucking against his hand.

“Your mouth… and this sweet little pussy… and then your bottom,” he said bluntly, and I watched her whole body tense. “I’ll be training you to take me there too. We’ll start small, of course. A finger at first, then a small plug. By our wedding night, you’ll be ready to take my cock in your tight little asshole.”

Leah whimpered, whether from fear or arousal I couldn’t tell. Brian’s fingers never stopped their relentless stimulation of her clit as he continued his mortifying explanation.

“It’s the ultimate act of submission for a wife,” he explained, his free hand spreading her cheeks to expose the tiny pink star of her anus. “Feeling her husband use her there, where it’s meant only for his pleasure, not hers. Though you might be surprised—many wives learn to love it.”

He pressed his thumb against her rear entrance, not penetrating, just applying pressure that made Leah cry out. Combined with his fingers on her clit, it was clearly overwhelming her completely.

“Are you going to come for me, Leah?” Brian asked, his fingers moving faster. “Show me what a responsive little wife you’re going to make.”

I watched Leah’s body convulse over Brian’s lap, her cries echoing through my apartment as her first orgasm crashed through her. My own body clenched in sympathy, the belt becoming an instrument of torture as I witnessed her complete surrender. Brian’s fingers never stopped moving, drawing out her climax until she was sobbing and begging him to stop.

“Shh, that’s enough,” he finally said, removing his hand from between her legs. The camera captured the glistening evidence of her arousal on his fingers, and I couldn’t suppress my whimper when he brought them to Leah’s mouth. “Clean them.”

She obeyed without hesitation, her tongue working over his fingers with the same dedication she’d shown earlier. The sight of her tasting herself from his hand made my pussy clench against the unyielding leather of the belt.

“Good girl,” Brian praised, helping her to stand. Her legs shook so badly she had to grip his shoulders for support. “Get dressed now. Your guardian will be home soon.”

I watched Leah fumble with her clothes, pulling her panties back up over her bare, sensitive slit, fastening her bra over breasts still sticky with Brian’s dried seed. When she was fully dressed again, looking almost exactly as she had at the video’s beginning except for her swollen lips and dazed expression, Brian pulled her down for one more kiss.

“Next time,” he murmured against her mouth, “we’ll work on your gag reflex. I want you taking me all the way down that pretty throat.”

The video ended with Leah nodding obediently, her “Yes, sir” barely audible. The screen went black, returning to the menu showing the other two videos I still had to watch. Training Day. Wedding Night. The titles alone made my insides quiver with nervous anticipation.

I set the tablet aside with trembling hands, my whole body thrumming with frustrated arousal. Three more days of this. Three more days of watching without any possibility of relief. The thought made me want to scream. Already I could feel how swollen I was beneath the belt, how desperately my body craved the touch that the leather denied.

I clenched my fists, stretched them over my head, crossed my arms over my chest and squeezed.

I can do this, I told myself. Then, to my surprise, that same determined voice inside my head added, I want to do this.

Why, though? The answer came in an unexpected flash. For me. For myself—yes, for Scott, too… because he’ll spank me if I don’t do as he says, and… and he spanks my bare bottom so hard when I’m naughty… but…

But… really… for myself.

To understand myself. To learn about what kind of person I am—what Jacob couldn’t teach me, because he didn’t know either.

Scott, though… I felt my cheeks heat as if someone had just lit them with a blowtorch.

I had to distract myself from those thoughts. They seemed too real, too revealing of a truth I wanted to keep at arm’s length. I needed… I needed some way to deny it, some way to maintain a resistance—to Scott… and to myself.

I can do this.

I picked up the tablet, and noticed that Leah’s First Cock now had an icon I didn’t think I’d seen before—a pencil icon that must mean Edit. I tapped it.

The screen changed to show the video timeline with editing tools along the bottom—trim, cut, add text, export clip. My tummy fluttered as I realized what Scott had given me access to. I could create clips, add captions, make trailers from the raw footage.

Of course. This was my assignment—to identify the moments that would best capture viewer interest. But giving me the tools to actually create those moments myself? That felt like another test entirely.

I scrolled through the timeline, watching the preview thumbnails flash by. There—Leah’s face when she first saw Brian’s cock. The mixture of fear and fascination would definitely draw viewers. I selected a five-second clip, then hesitated over the caption options. What words would make someone desperate to see more?

Virgin soon-to-be bride meets her first cock, I typed, my face burning. Too clinical. I deleted it and tried again. Innocent Leah discovers what she’ll be swallowing every night. Better, but still not quite right. The caption needed to capture both the corruption aspect and the domestic sweetness that NMB viewers craved.

Watch sweet Leah learn why good wives always say thank you with their mouths full.

Perfect. Horrible and perfect. I saved the clip and moved on, the belt pressing against me with every shift of position as I worked.

The next clip I selected showed Brian holding Leah over his lap, her bottom pink from spanking. The caption came easier this time: Naughty girls who use teeth get their bottoms warmed before trying again.

I found myself getting lost in the work, my analytical mind taking over despite my body’s constant state of frustration. Each clip needed to tell a mini-story, to promise both punishment and pleasure. The moment when Brian made Leah rub his seed into her breasts like lotion—that would definitely sell subscriptions.

A good girl’s moisturizer comes fresh from her suitor, I typed, then immediately deleted it. Too crude. Learning to be grateful for every drop of her suitor’s attention. Yes, that captured the psychological element better.

By the time I’d created six clips from the first video, my fingers were flying over the tablet’s interface. I understood now why Scott had given me this capability. It wasn’t just about identifying good moments—it was about understanding how to frame them, how to present the degradation in a way that felt both shocking and inevitable.

I saved my work and set the tablet aside, suddenly exhausted. The sun had set while I worked, and my apartment felt too quiet, too empty. The belt’s constant pressure had become a dull ache, a reminder that I had no way to relieve the tension that had been building all day.

My handheld buzzed with a message. Scott: Excellent work on the clips, Grace. I particularly enjoyed the one about gratitude. You have a natural talent for this.


CHAPTER 18
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Grace

I spent the next thirty-six hours working on the trailers for Leah’s Story. Saturday blurred into Sunday in a haze of video editing and desperate arousal. I watched Training Day at least a dozen times, forcing myself to analyze each scene with clinical detachment even as my body betrayed me with every viewing. The episode focused on Brian teaching Leah both to deep-throat, using a training dildo first before moving to his actual cock, and to accept her first butt plug. The way she gagged and cried while he patiently but firmly pushed deeper made my own throat constrict in sympathy, and the sight of her adorable bottom with the pink plastic base of a training plug peeping out made me swallow so hard it hurt.

The belt had become my unceasing tormentor. Every movement reminded me of its presence, the leather growing slick with my arousal, but never providing the friction I craved. I’d taken to sitting with a pillow between my legs, pressing against it futilely while I worked, seeking any relief from the maddening pressure.

Every time I had to text Scott for permission to relieve myself or to shower felt like an impossible task, even though he was so responsive to my messages that I wondered if he had set some kind of bot up to just okay my requests and release the clasps. The mere sound of them unfastening, with a tiny but distinctly audible click began to make my clit throb with helpless anticipation of a release my master had forbidden me.

By Sunday afternoon, I’d created fifteen trailer clips, each one more degrading than the last. Good girls don’t need to breathe when their mouths are full. Watch Leah discover why wedding nights require anal training. A bride’s body belongs to her husband—see how deep that truth goes.

I was adding captions to a particularly intense scene where Brian made Leah practice saying “I love you” with his cock in her mouth when my phone rang. Scott’s name on the screen made my heart skip.

“Hello, sir,” I answered, my voice hoarse from disuse.

“Grace.” Just my name, but the way he said it made warmth pool low in my belly. “How’s the assignment coming along?”

“I’ve finished the first two episodes,” I said, shifting on the sofa and immediately regretting it as the belt pressed against my swollen clit. “I’m working on the wedding night footage now.”

“Excellent. I’ve been reviewing your clips. Very compelling work.” A pause. “How are you managing with the belt?”

My face burned. Of course he’d ask directly. “It’s… challenging, sir.”

“I imagine it is. Your biometrics show you’ve been highly aroused for the past thirty-six hours.” His voice held that hint of amusement that made me want to hide. “Have you been touching yourself through the belt?”

“No!” The denial came out too quickly, too desperately. “I mean… I’ve tried sitting different ways, but I haven’t been trying to stimulate myself. I know you’d know if I did.”

“Good girl.” Those two words made my whole body clench. “I’m pleased with your restraint. In fact, I think you deserve a reward.”

“A reward?” My voice cracked with hope. Would he unlock the belt? Let me find relief?

“I’m going to order dinner in for you tonight. My apartment, seven o’clock. Wear something nice—not office attire. Something you’d wear on a date.”

A date? My mind reeled. “I… yes, sir. Thank you.”

“Oh, and Grace? You’ll still be wearing the belt, of course. Just the belt underneath, with some of the thigh-high stockings in your lingerie drawer.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, and he ended the call without another word.

I stared at my phone for a long moment after he hung up, my heart racing. Dinner at his apartment. Something nice to wear. The implications made my tummy flip with nervous excitement even as the belt seemed to tighten around me, a reminder that this wouldn’t be a normal date by any stretch of the imagination.

I forced myself back to work on the Wedding Night footage, but concentration was impossible now. Every scene of Leah’s wedding night defloration, every cry as Brian claimed her virginity, seemed to blur together with thoughts of what might happen at Scott’s apartment. Would he finally release me from this torment? Or would he find new ways to test my submission?

The final scene of Wedding Night began playing on my tablet, and my breath caught in my throat. Leah laid on her stomach across the marital bed, still wearing her white wedding lingerie—a delicate lace teddy that Brian had pulled aside rather than removed. Her face was buried in a pillow, muffling her sobs from the intensity of already having her virginity taken in the missionary position just minutes before.

Brian knelt behind her, spreading her cheeks with his large hands to expose her tiny pink hole. The camera captured everything in merciless detail—the way she clenched reflexively, the sheen of lubricant he’d already applied, the slight gape from the training plugs she’d been wearing in preparation for this moment.

“This is important, Leah,” Brian said, his voice gentle but firm as he positioned himself. “I want us to have children soon—two or three at least. But we need time to enjoy our marriage first, to establish our dynamic properly.”

I found myself leaning forward, unable to look away even as my body ached with desperate need against the belt’s confinement. Brian pressed forward slowly, and Leah’s muffled scream made my own bottom clench in sympathy.

“So for the first year,” Brian continued, working himself deeper into his bride’s virgin bottom, “I’ll be finishing here most of the time when we make love. It’s the responsible thing to do.”

The casual way he discussed it, as if using his wife’s ass was simply practical birth control, made my face burn. But it was Leah’s response that truly undid me—the way she pushed back slightly, accepting him deeper despite her obvious discomfort, whimpering “Yes, sir” into the pillow.

“Good girl,” Brian praised, beginning to move with slow, deliberate strokes. “This is what marriage means, Leah. Complete submission to your husband’s needs and decisions.”

I pressed my thighs together uselessly as I watched him establish a rhythm, his hands gripping her hips as he impaled her thoroughly. The camera alternated between close-ups of the penetration and Leah’s tearstained face, capturing both the physical act and its emotional impact.

“Every morning before work,” Brian said conversationally, never breaking his rhythm, “and every night before bed. Sometimes during lunch if I can get home. You’ll learn to stay ready for me.”

My fingers gripped the tablet so tightly I thought it might crack. The thought of that frequency, that casual ownership of a wife’s most private place, made my whole body throb with a need I couldn’t satisfy. When Brian finally finished, burying himself deep in Leah’s bottom with a growl of satisfaction, I had to bite my lip hard to keep from crying out myself.

I tried to formulate some captions, but the sheer degradation, and the arousal it brought between my thighs, combined with the knowledge that I would be seeing Scott this evening, defeated me. I simply couldn’t think straight.

By five-thirty, I gave up pretending to work. I saved my progress and went to my closet, standing before it in just the horrid belt that had become my strange uniform these past two days. Something nice. Something I’d wear on a date. The problem was most of my wardrobe consisted of either New Modesty-appropriate clothing or the office attire Scott had specifically said not to wear.

My fingers traced over the hangers until they found a dress I’d almost forgotten about—a deep burgundy wrap dress that Jacob had bought me for our first anniversary but had never let me wear, saying it was too revealing. The fabric was soft and clingy, the neckline lower than anything I’d worn since joining the New Modesty program, the hem hitting mid-thigh. It was the kind of dress that suggested sophistication rather than innocence.

I pulled it on carefully, the silk whispering against my skin. The wrap style accommodated the belt without showing its outline too obviously, though I knew Scott would be able to tell. Looking in the mirror, I hardly recognized myself. Without panties, with just the belt beneath, I felt naked despite being dressed. The burgundy brought out the flush that seemed permanently painted across my cheeks these days.

I found the thigh-high stockings Scott had referred to, in the back of the drawer: black, with lace—of course—at their elastic tops. A pair of black heels made my stocking-clad legs look longer, more elegant. My hands shook as I applied a touch of makeup—nothing dramatic, just enough to make my eyes look bigger, my lips fuller. I left my hair down, the waves falling past my shoulders in a way that felt almost wanton after so many years of severe up-dos.

The shuttle ride to Scott’s building felt endless. Every bump in the road made the belt shift against me, and I had to grip the seat to keep from whimpering. Other passengers glanced at me occasionally—a young woman dressed for a date, heading to the expensive part of town—and I wondered if they could sense my desperation, if they could tell that beneath my sophisticated dress I was locked in leather, dripping with need I couldn’t satisfy.

Scott’s building was one of those gleaming towers that screamed money and power. The doorman nodded respectfully as I gave Scott’s name and apartment number, and the elevator that whisked me to the penthouse floor felt like ascending to judgment.

The door to Scott’s apartment opened before I could knock. He stood there in dark jeans and a charcoal sweater that made his eyes look even more intense than usual. For a moment we just stared at each other, the air between us electric with tension.

Then, without warning, he pulled me against him. His mouth crashed down on mine with a hunger that stole my breath. One hand tangled in my hair while the other pressed against my lower back, holding me tight against his body. I could feel his arousal through his jeans, pressing against my belly, and I whimpered into his mouth, my hands clutching at his shoulders.

The kiss was nothing like the controlled interactions we’d had in his office. This was raw, desperate, consuming. His tongue claimed my mouth with the same possessive intensity he’d shown when claiming my body. I melted against him, my legs going weak as waves of need crashed through me. The belt seemed to pulse down there, a cruel reminder of my enforced chastity even as every other part of me was on fire.

When he finally pulled back, holding me at arm’s length, we were both breathing hard. His hands gripped my upper arms, and I could see him fighting for control.

“I hadn’t meant to do that,” he said, his voice rougher than I’d ever heard it. “But Christ, Grace, when I saw you standing there in that dress… I couldn’t help myself. I didn’t want to help myself.”

My lips felt swollen, tingling from his kiss. “I… I didn’t mind,” I whispered, then immediately flushed at the inadequacy of the words. Didn’t mind? I’d nearly come just from his kiss, despite the belt’s imprisonment.

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. “Come in before I do something else I hadn’t planned.”

He stepped back, and I entered his apartment on unsteady legs. The space was exactly what I’d expected and yet nothing like it—modern and masculine, with floor-to-ceiling windows offering a spectacular view of the city lights. But there were surprising touches of warmth too: rich leather furniture, bookshelves lined with well-worn volumes, artwork that suggested actual taste rather than mere investment.

“You look beautiful,” he said, closing the door behind me. His eyes traveled slowly down my body, lingering on the way the wrap dress clung to my curves. “That color suits you.”

“Thank you,” I managed, hyperaware of how the silk felt against my skin, how naked I was beneath it except for the belt. “Your apartment is lovely.”

“Lovelier with you in it, my adorable little fuck toy.”


CHAPTER 19
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Scott

I watched, my eyes narrowing a little, as Grace absorbed the degradation of being called a fuck toy for the first time. Her face transformed through a spectrum of emotions—shock, humiliation, and then something deeper that made my cock stir. Her pupils dilated, her lips parted slightly, and I could see her pulse fluttering at the base of her throat. The burgundy dress seemed to highlight the flush spreading down from her cheeks to her chest.

“I…” she started, then stopped, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. The gesture was unconscious, nervous, and utterly captivating.

“You’re struggling with that term, I can see,” I observed, moving closer to her. “But your body is telling me everything I need to know. Just from looking at you, I know that the need between your legs just spiked significantly.” I pulled out my phone, showing her the real-time data from her belt’s sensors. “See? The moment I called you my fuck toy, the temperature of your sweet little cunt increased, and the moisture down there is out of control.”

She looked at the screen, her face burning even brighter. “That’s… that’s not fair. You can see everything.”

“Of course I can see everything,” I said, pocketing the phone. “That’s the point, Grace. That’s the way I want it. You have no secrets from me. Not your body’s responses, not your deepest shames, not your most desperate needs.” I traced a finger along her jawline, feeling her tremble. “And you love it, deep down where even you can’t really believe it. You love being exposed, being known, being owned.”

“I don’t—” she began, but I gripped the back of her neck gently, though with enough tension to let her feel my strength, and put my thumb firmly over her lips.

“Don’t lie to me. Or to yourself.” I let my hand drift down a little to rest against her throat, not squeezing, just reminding her of my control. “You’ve spent two days locked in that belt, watching Leah submit to increasingly degrading acts, and your arousal hasn’t decreased. If anything, the frustration has made you more responsive. More honest about what you really want.”

I guided her further into the apartment, my hand on the small of her back. She moved like she was in a dream, or perhaps a nightmare she didn’t want to wake from. The dining table was already set—candles, wine, the works. I’d ordered from her favorite restaurant, information gleaned from her corporate profile.

“Sit,” I commanded, pulling out a chair. She lowered herself carefully, and I didn’t miss the way she winced slightly as the belt pressed against her.

I poured wine for both of us, watching her over the rim of my glass as I took a sip. “Tell me about your work on the trailers.”

She seemed grateful for the shift to professional topics, though her voice remained unsteady. “I’ve identified a bunch of key moments from the first two episodes. The clips focus on… I guess you could call it the corruption arc—Leah’s transformation from innocent bride to eager submissive.”

“And the wedding night footage?”

Her fingers tightened on her wineglass. “I… I haven’t finished those yet. I found it…” Her eyes dropped to her plate and she swallowed visibly before she raised her gaze again to meet mine, her cheeks flushing. “It was really difficult to concentrate after you called.”

“Because you knew you’d be seeing me,” I said. It wasn’t a question. “Because you knew you were going to get fucked like Leah tonight.”
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Grace

To my horror, I clenched hard at Scott’s matter-of-fact assessment of my shameful thoughts and feelings—the burning need I couldn’t deny, much as I would have liked to. A little gulping, whimpering sob escaped my chest.

“No, I…” I started, lowering my eyes to look at my hands on the table. I couldn’t figure out how to go on. I looked back up at Scott, searching for something in his eyes—mercy, understanding, maybe even the same desperate need I felt. But his expression remained controlled, patient.

“Tell me something about yourself,” he said suddenly, his tone shifting to something lighter. “Something I can’t find in your file. What do you do when you’re not analyzing explicit videos for me? What interests you outside of work?”

The change in subject caught me off guard, and I found myself grateful for the reprieve. “I… I’ve always wanted to travel,” I admitted, taking a sip of wine to steady myself. “I used to read travel magazines when I was younger, before the New Modesty program. I dreamed about Europe, mostly… seeing Paris, Rome, Florence…” I trailed off with a laugh. “But I’m sure I’ll never actually get to go.”

Scott’s eyes lit up with genuine interest. “Why not?”

“Well, it’s not exactly something a girl like me does, is it? Jacob never would have considered it, and now…” I gestured vaguely at myself, at my situation.

“I’ve been to all those places,” Scott said, leaning back in his chair. “Multiple times, actually. Rome is extraordinary—the history, the art, the food. And Florence…” He smiled, a real smile that transformed his face. “The Uffizi Gallery alone is worth the trip. I’d love to show you the Botticellis there. The Birth of Venus in person is nothing like seeing it in books.”

My heart skipped at his casual assumption that he might take me there someday. “You would?”

“Of course. A mind like yours would appreciate the layers of meaning in Renaissance art. The way beauty and sensuality were celebrated even within religious contexts.” His eyes held mine. “And then there’s the food. In Rome, there’s a little osteria in Trastevere, just across the Tiber from the main tourist areas. They make the simplest, most delicious spaghetti cacio e pepe. I think you’d love it.”

I found myself leaning forward, caught up in his descriptions. For a moment, I could almost forget the belt between my legs, the constant ache of need. “It sounds wonderful.”

“It is. Perhaps after this project wraps up, we could arrange something. Selecta has offices in Rome—it wouldn’t be difficult to justify a business trip.”

The casual way he suggested it, as if taking me to Italy was perfectly normal, made my chest tight with an emotion I didn’t want to name. We continued eating, and he told me more about his travels—the Christmas markets in Vienna, the beaches of the Amalfi Coast, the museums of Madrid. I found myself relaxing despite everything, drawn into his stories.

When he brought out dessert—panna cotta with raspberry coulis—his expression changed again. I swallowed hard as I saw his dominance come into his eyes and knew myself to be its object.

“I want to discuss a new initiative with you,” he said, setting a perfect white dome in front of me. “Are you familiar with Melissa Mitropoulos?”

“The name sounds familiar,” I said. “She’s in Communications, maybe?”

I tried to keep my spoon steady as I took a small bite of the panna cotta, the creamy sweetness melting on my tongue.

“She was. She runs our alternative content division now,” Scott explained, watching me carefully. “Melissa has been developing something called Her Secret Garden—a different approach to the same footage we use for standard NMB programming. It’s meant to help submissive women understand and articulate their needs more clearly.”

My breath caught. “A different approach?”

“The same scenes, but reframed through the woman’s perspective. Emphasizing her pleasure in submission rather than just her training.” He paused, letting that sink in. “I’ve decided to assign you to work directly with Melissa on refining the concept. Your unique perspective—having lived through New Modesty yourself but also possessing analytical skills—makes you ideal for the project.”

The implications made my head spin. Working on content that celebrated female submission rather than just documenting it? “When would I start?”

“Tomorrow. But first, I want to show you what Melissa’s team has done with the footage you’ve been studying.” He stood, extending his hand. “Come. We’ll be more comfortable in the viewing room.”

I followed him on unsteady legs to a spacious area dominated by a massive screen and a leather sofa. I was about to sit, when I heard Scott’s voice behind me, his tone hard and authoritative.

“Take off your dress, Grace.”

I turned to look at him, my eyes widening. The command hung in the air between us. My fingers moved to the tie of the wrap dress before I could second-guess myself, pulling it loose. The silk fell away, pooling around me on the carpet. I stood there in just the belt and my black stockings, my skin prickling with goosebumps despite the apartment’s warmth.

Scott settled onto the leather sofa, his eyes dark with intention as he patted his thigh. “Stand here, inside my knees.”

I moved forward on trembling legs, hyperaware of my near-nakedness, of the way his gaze traveled over my body with possessive satisfaction. When I stood directly in front of him, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from his body, he pulled out his phone.

“Time to remove this,” he murmured, and I heard the soft beep as the belt’s lock disengaged. His hands were surprisingly gentle as he unfastened the clasps, drawing the leather away from my flesh. The cool air against my soaked, swollen pussy made me gasp, my knees nearly buckling from the sensation after hours of confinement.

“Look at you,” Scott breathed, his fingers tracing along my inner thighs where my arousal had leaked past the belt’s edges, leaving my skin sticky and glistening. “Absolutely drenched. Turn around, and bend forward a little.”

I obeyed, my face burning as I presented my bottom to him. His hands spread my cheeks, examining me with that clinical thoroughness that somehow made everything more mortifying.

“Your pretty little asshole is clenching already,” he observed, running a finger over the sensitive pucker. “Your body knows what’s coming, doesn’t it? But not yet. Sit on my lap, facing the screen.”

He’d already freed his cock from his jeans, and I whimpered at the sight of it—thick, hard, ready. As I lowered myself onto him, facing away, his hands guided my hips until my pussy was fully impaled, stretched around him in a way that made my eyes water with relief and overwhelming sensation after so many days of denial.

“Don’t move yet,” he commanded, reaching for the remote. “I want you to watch this first.”

The screen came to life, showing the familiar opening of Leah’s First Cock, but something was different immediately. The opening title said Sweet Submission, and then Leah’s voice filled the room—not dialogue from the scene, but a voiceover, intimate and confessional.

“I’d been waiting for this moment for weeks,” Leah’s voice said as we watched her younger self sit nervously on the sofa. “Every night, I touched myself thinking about Brian, about what he might make me do. The New Modesty program had taught me to fear my wedding night, but secretly, shamefully, I craved it.”

My pussy clenched involuntarily around Scott’s cock as I processed what I was hearing. This was the same footage, but Leah was narrating her true feelings, her actual arousal.

On screen, Brian entered and commanded Leah to her knees. “The first time I saw Brian’s big penis,” the voiceover continued, “I nearly came just from looking at it. I knew I was supposed to be frightened, innocent—and I was… or part of me was—but all I could think about was how it would feel in my mouth, how it would taste… and how good it would feel for him.”

I watched the screen, Scott’s voice murmuring in my ear as Leah’s narration continued over the familiar footage.

“When he spanked me for using my teeth,” Leah’s voiceover confessed, her voice breathy and intimate, “I wanted to thank him. The sting across my bottom made everything clearer, sharper. Each strike reminded me that I belonged to him, that my body was his to discipline and use. I got so wet from it that I was terrified he’d notice.”

The admission sent a jolt through me, and without thinking, I began to move, lifting myself slightly before sinking back down on Scott’s thick length. The relief of finally having friction, of being filled after days of torment, overwhelmed any sense of restraint I might have had.

“That’s it,” Scott growled, his hands gripping my hips but not stopping my movement. “Take what you need while you listen to her truth.”

On screen, Brian was teaching Leah to deep-throat, and her voiceover continued: “I loved the feeling of choking on him, of my throat stretching to accommodate his size. It made me feel useful, valuable. When he praised me for taking him deeper, I would have done anything to hear those words again. Being his good girl became my only goal.”

My movements grew more desperate, rising and falling on Scott’s cock as Leah described the intense pleasure she found in submission. When the scene shifted to Brian coming on her breasts, Leah’s voice turned almost reverent: “Wearing his seed felt like a blessing, a mark of ownership I never wanted to wash off. I rubbed it into my skin wishing it would leave a permanent stain, something that would show everyone I belonged to him.”

“Listen to her,” Scott commanded, suddenly gripping my hips tight and holding me still while he thrust up into me hard. “She understands what you’re only beginning to learn.”

“Oh, God,” I gasped as he pounded up into me, each thrust hitting something deep that made my whole body buck hard against my master’s commanding hold.

“My slutty little fuck toy,” he growled, the degrading words making me clench around him. “You’re coming already, aren’t you? Just from hearing another woman admit she loves being used?”
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Yes, I was coming. My first orgasm crashed through me as Leah’s voice described the joy she felt being bent over Brian’s knee, how each spank made her pussy throb with need. Scott never stopped his punishing rhythm, fucking up into me through my climax and into the next one that followed immediately after.

“Please,” I sobbed, without any specific plea except for more. On screen, Brian was spreading Leah’s cheeks, preparing to claim her virgin bottom on their wedding night, and her voiceover had become desperate: “This is what I’d dreamed about in secret, what I’d never admitted even to myself. I wanted him to take me there, to use me in that most degrading way. When he pushed inside, I felt the pain and the fullness and the complete degradation of it all, I knew I was truly his.”

Without warning, Scott’s hands gripped my waist and lifted me off his cock. The sudden emptiness made me cry out, my legs barely supporting me as he stood and turned me to face the sofa. His hand pressed firmly between my shoulder blades, bending me forward until my elbows rested on the leather cushions, my bottom raised high behind me.

“Spread your cheeks,” he commanded, his voice rough with arousal. “Show me where you need it.”

My hands moved behind me, trembling as I reached back to pull the round halves of my bottom apart, exposing my most private place to his gaze. The position was exactly like Ruth’s when Abe had claimed her there, and the memory of that scene mixed with Leah’s continuing voiceover made me dizzy.

“I—” My voice caught as Scott’s finger circled my exposed hole.

“I saw you,” he said, his voice low and dangerous. “At your desk yesterday. Squirming. Pressing against that pillow you keep on your chair.”

My face burned hotter than my exposed skin. “Sir, I⁠—”

“Don’t lie to me, Grace.” His finger pressed slightly, making me gasp. “I watched you for ten full minutes. Trying to get friction through the belt while editing those trailers. Tell me what that means.”

“It means…” I swallowed hard, Leah’s confessions from the video giving me courage. “It means I need to be punished, sir.”

“And how should I punish such a desperate little slut?” His finger withdrew, replaced by the blunt pressure of his cock against my entrance.

“Please,” I sobbed, still holding myself open. “Like Ruth was punished. I need you to… to take me there.”

I heard him spit, felt the wetness land directly on my exposed hole, and then he was pressing forward with an intensity that made my whole body tense. Unlike Jacob’s hesitant pressure, Scott pushed with complete confidence, breaching me in one firm thrust that made me scream into the leather cushions.

“Such a tight little asshole,” he growled, gripping my hips as he began to move. “But you’re going to take every inch, aren’t you? Because this is what happens to naughty girls who can’t control themselves.”

The burn was overwhelming, the stretch almost unbearable, but beneath it all was that dark pleasure I’d discovered watching Ruth’s punishment. Each thrust felt like both correction and reward, pain and pleasure so intertwined I couldn’t separate them. On screen, behind us, Leah sobbed through her own anal claiming while her voiceover spoke of surrender.

“Tell me what you are,” Scott ordered, his pace brutal now.

“Your fuck toy,” I gasped. “Oh, God… sir, please…”

I couldn’t form coherent words anymore, only desperate sounds of need as Scott used me exactly how I’d secretly craved. Every thrust drove deeper into my punished bottom, claiming me more completely than Jacob ever had, than I’d ever imagined possible. My fingers dug into my own flesh, holding myself open for him like the obedient fuck toy I’d become.

“That’s what you are,” Scott agreed, one hand leaving my hip to tangle in my hair, pulling my head back. “My personal little slut who gets wet from watching other women be degraded. Who needs her ass fucked to remember her place.”

On the screen, Brian had finished inside Leah’s bottom, and her voiceover spoke of gratitude, of completion, of finding her true purpose. I tried to match her words with my own thoughts, to understand why this felt so right despite everything I’d been taught to believe about myself.

“I’m going to come in your ass,” Scott announced, his grip on my hair tightening. “And you’re going to thank me for it. You’re going to beg me to use you this way again.”

“Yes!” I screamed, my body convulsing as another orgasm tore through me. “Please, sir, please fill me. I need it. I need you to⁠—”

He buried himself deep with a growl that vibrated through my entire body. I felt his release flooding me, marking me internally in a way that felt more intimate than anything I’d ever experienced. My arms gave out and I collapsed forward, only Scott’s hands on my hips keeping me from sliding completely off the sofa.

We stayed frozen like that for a long moment, him still buried in my thoroughly used bottom, both of us panting. On screen, the video had ended, replaced by a title card for the next episode. The silence felt heavy, charged with everything that had just happened between us.

When he finally withdrew, I whimpered at the loss, at the strange emptiness. I felt his seed beginning to leak from me, and the humiliation of it made fresh heat bloom between my legs. I started to stand, but his hand on my back kept me bent over.

“Stay there,” he commanded softly. “I want to look at what I’ve done to you.”

I remained in position, my face burning as I felt him examining me. His fingers traced over my stretched, leaking hole, and I couldn’t suppress the moan that escaped when he pushed two fingers inside, feeling his own release.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, and something in his tone made my chest tight. Not just possessive or satisfied, but genuinely appreciative. “You took that so well, Grace. Better than I expected for your first real time having your ass truly used.”

The praise made me clench around his fingers, drawing a dark chuckle from him. He withdrew his hand and helped me stand, turning me to face him. His expression had softened slightly, though his eyes still held that intensity that made my knees weak.

“Bathroom’s through there,” he said, gesturing to a door off the main room. “Clean yourself up, then come back. We need to discuss your work with Melissa.”

I walked unsteadily to the bathroom, hyperaware of how I must look—my hair tangled from his grip, my bottom sore and leaking, my whole body flushed with exertion and arousal. The mirror confirmed my suspicions. I looked thoroughly debauched, like exactly what he’d called me—a well-used fuck toy.

I cleaned myself as best I could with trembling hands, using the soft washcloths he’d left out. Every touch to my sensitive flesh made me shiver, my body still thrumming with residual pleasure. When I finished washing, I splashed cold water on my face, trying to regain some composure. But when I looked at myself again, I could still see the truth written all over me—in my swollen lips, my dilated pupils, the way I couldn’t quite stand straight.

When I returned to the living room, Scott had just emerged from another bathroom. He sat casually on the sofa, looking through something on his tablet. My dress lay folded on the arm of the sofa, and I reached for it uncertainly.

“Leave it,” he said without looking up. “I like you this way—just the stockings. Besides, we’re not done for the evening.”

I stood there awkwardly, naked except for my thigh-highs, unsure whether to sit or remain standing. The cool air made my nipples harden, and I crossed my arms over my chest instinctively.

“Sit,” he said, patting the cushion beside him. “And stop covering yourself. You have nothing to hide from me anymore.”

I lowered myself gingerly onto the leather, wincing slightly at the soreness in my bottom. He noticed, of course, and smiled with satisfaction.

“Tomorrow you’ll feel it even more,” he said conversationally. “Every time you sit at your desk, you’ll remember exactly how I used you tonight. How you begged for it.”

My face burned, but I couldn’t deny the truth of it. I had begged. Desperately.

“Now,” he continued, turning the tablet toward me, “let’s discuss this new assignment. Melissa has been developing Her Secret Garden for six months, but she needs someone with your specific background to help refine the voice. Someone who understands both sides—the New Modesty training and the hidden desires it’s meant to shape.”

The screen showed a production schedule with dozens of episodes already in development. My name had been added to several of them as ‘Consultant.’

“You’ll be working closely with her,” Scott explained. “She has particular methods for drawing out authentic responses from her team. You’ll find her approach quite different from mine, though no less demanding.”

Something in his tone made my stomach flutter nervously. “Different how?”

“Melissa believes in a special kind of experiential learning. She’ll want to understand your responses firsthand, to ensure the edits and voiceovers capture genuine female desire rather than performance.” He set the tablet aside and turned to face me fully. “She’s quite hands-on in her research.”

The implication made my breath catch. “You mean she’ll…”

“She’ll do whatever she feels is necessary to understand your authentic responses,” he confirmed. “With my full approval, of course. Your training isn’t complete, Grace. Not even close. But between Melissa and me, we’ll help you understand exactly what kind of woman you really are.”

I swallowed hard, my mind racing with possibilities. Another woman touching me, studying my responses, making me admit things I’d barely admitted to myself—the thought was both terrifying and shamefully exciting. I felt my brow furrow hard as I contemplated it.

“You’ll meet with her tomorrow at eleven. You’ll sleep here, after I fuck you again, and I’ll have my driver take you back to your place in the morning to get changed. You don’t need to be at the office until your meeting with Melissa.”

I nodded, unable to form words. The casual way he’d announced I’d be sleeping here, that he’d fuck me again, made my whole body flush with heat. Despite everything we’d just done, despite the soreness in my bottom and the lingering ache below my waist, I felt fresh arousal building at his matter-of-fact assumption of control over my night.

“Good,” Scott said, standing and extending his hand to me. “Come. I want to show you something in my study.”

I took his hand and let him pull me to my feet, hyperaware of my nakedness as he led me through his apartment. The study was smaller than his office at Selecta, but no less impressive—dark wood shelves lined with books, a massive desk, and surprisingly, a collection of framed photographs I hadn’t expected.

“These are from my travels,” he said, noticing where my gaze had landed. “That one’s from Florence, actually. The Ponte Vecchio at sunset.”

I moved closer to examine the photograph, momentarily forgetting my state of undress. The golden light on the ancient bridge was breathtaking. “You took this?”

“Photography’s a hobby,” he said, moving behind me, his hands settling on my hips. “I like capturing moments of transition. The way light changes everything in an instant.”

His fingers traced up my sides, making me shiver. “Like you,” he murmured against my ear. “The way you transform when you let yourself surrender. It’s beautiful to watch.”

I turned in his arms to face him, searching his expression. There was something different in his eyes now, something softer than the commanding dominance he’d shown earlier. “Scott…”

“I know this is overwhelming,” he said, his thumb tracing my jawline. “The belt, the videos, your first punishment anal. But you’re handling it remarkably well. Better than I anticipated when I first reviewed your file. It showed potential, but it didn’t capture what I’ve discovered about you. Your capacity for shame and arousal in perfect balance. Your analytical mind trying to make sense of your body’s needs. It’s captivating for me.”

I gasped as he pinched my nipple lightly, my back arching into his touch. “I don’t understand what’s happening to me,” I admitted. “With Jacob, I never… it was never like this.”

“Because Jacob was following a script,” Scott said, his other hand sliding between my legs to find me embarrassingly wet again. “He did what he thought a New Modesty husband should do. But he never saw who you really were underneath the compliance.”

His fingers circled my clit with practiced skill, making my legs tremble. “What am I?” I whispered.

“Mine,” he said simply, then pushed two fingers inside me, making me cry out. “You’re mine to train and to use.”
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“And you’re going to learn exactly what that means,” Scott continued, withdrawing his fingers and bringing them to my lips. “Clean them.”

I opened, helpless to disobey, tasting myself on his skin as he pushed his fingers into my mouth. The flavor was sharp, unmistakably feminine, evidence of how desperately aroused I remained despite everything he’d already done to me.

“Good girl,” he murmured, pulling his hand away. “Now come to the bedroom.”

He led me down a hallway to his bedroom, a spacious room dominated by a king-sized bed with dark sheets. Floor-to-ceiling windows offered another spectacular view of the city lights, making me acutely aware that anyone in the neighboring towers might be able to see my naked form.

“On the bed,” he commanded, already pulling his sweater over his head. “On your back, head hanging over the edge.”

I looked at him for a moment, my hands out in front of me, balling into fists and then loosening as I tried to figure out whether I was going to obey. The question didn’t seem to have anything to do with what I actually wanted—I didn’t have any idea about that, as far as I could tell. It felt like a matter not of desire but of attempting to predict the future: would my body assume the position my boss—my master—had just told me to assume.

“Go on,” Scott, shirtless now, said. The sight of his six-pack abs, beneath his salt-and-pepper-hairy chest, made me chew my lower lip. “Do I need to spank you, naughty girl, to make things clear?”

“No!” I said, taking a little step back, feeling my cheeks blaze even as my pussy clenched treasonously down below, where I could still feel the stretch his enormous penis had enforced on me, both in front and behind. I put my hands behind me, reflexively clutching at my bottom-cheeks as if I could stop my boss from doing precisely as he chose with my bare backside.

I saw the future, in my head—the next few moments of it, anyway. Scott had made it so very clear that if I didn’t follow his shameful instruction I would go over his knee to learn a hard lesson from his firm hand. I didn’t want to be spanked, so I would definitely lie that obscene way on his luxurious bed, ready for my master’s degrading, demanding use. Desire had nothing to do with it.

Except it does, whispered the voice at the back of my head. The reason you’re not thinking about it is just that you don’t want to know how badly you need it.

“Well?” Scott asked, narrowing his eyes and tilting his head slightly in a way that made me swallow hard. How could he look so gorgeous and so dangerous at the same time?

“I… yes, sir… I mean… no, sir… please… I’ll… I’ll do it!” I moved to the bed with alacrity, my hands still behind me in case Scott decided to punish me for my initial reluctance.

“Take those hands away,” he ordered from behind me. “Put them flat on the bed and arch your back. I told you not to cover yourself.”

I looked back over my shoulder, a plea in my eyes that met only the certainty in Scott’s gaze as he advanced toward me.

“Eyes forward,” he told me. “That little ass belongs to me now.”

I felt my hips twitch. My heart pounding, I turned toward the bed. As if in a trance, I obeyed him, bending, laying my hands on the silken comforter cover, pushing my bottom out. Scott’s left hand curled around my waist.

“Good girl,” he said, and then he spanked me six times, left-right, left-right, left-right so hard that I was screaming and writhing by the last one.

When he let me go I collapsed onto the bed, clutching my bottom, rubbing hard.

“Are you going to obey me, Grace?” Scott asked, his voice calm but somehow still menacing.

I scrambled to position myself as he had instructed, the blood immediately rushing to my head as it dropped back over the side of the mattress. From this inverted angle, I watched him strip completely, his cock already hard again, thick and intimidating as he approached my upturned face.

“Open,” he said simply.

I parted my lips, and he pushed inside without preamble, the angle allowing him to slide deeper than I’d ever taken anyone before. My throat constricted around him instinctively, but he didn’t pull back, holding himself there until tears streamed from my eyes into my hairline.

“Breathe through your nose,” he instructed, beginning to move with slow, deliberate thrusts. “That’s it. Let me use your throat the way a good little fuck toy does.”

The position left me completely helpless, unable to control depth or pace. He fucked my face with the same methodical intensity he’d shown earlier, each thrust pushing deeper until I was taking him to the base, feeling my throat bulge with his thickness. The lace-topped stockings on my legs felt terribly lewd in this position, the only clothing left on my thoroughly used body, surely just accentuating the bareness of my pussy’s tender cleft.

“That’s it,” he said, his voice thick with arousal. “You’re taking my cock so well. You’re just a pretty little whore, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer, could only make desperate sounds around his length as he continued using my mouth. My world narrowed to his strong, furred thighs, his swaying scrotum. My hands clutched at the sheets, my body trembling from the intensity of the submission. When he finally pulled out, I gasped for air, coughing and sputtering.

Before I could recover, he was repositioning me, pulling my body to the foot of the bed. He pushed me onto my back, then hooked his hands under my knees, spreading me wide and lifting my legs up and apart until I was completely exposed, completely open.

“Look at me,” he commanded, positioning the head of his huge cock at the entrance to my vagina and pressing just enough to make me sob.

I met his gaze as he pushed inside my pussy with surprising gentleness, the tenderness of it after such rough use making my eyes well with fresh tears. He moved slowly at first, each thrust deep but careful, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Watch,” he murmured, his hands shifting to grip behind my knees more firmly, angling my hips so I had a perfect view of where we were joined. “Look down, Grace. Watch me claim what’s mine.”

I lowered my gaze, a whimper escaping at the sight of his thick shaft disappearing into my bare, swollen flesh. The visual was overwhelming—seeing myself stretched around him, watching the slow, deliberate way he withdrew his enormous, rigid shaft almost completely before sliding back in. My pussy lips clung to him with each movement, glistening with my shameful arousal.

“So pretty,” Scott said, his voice reverent even as his pace remained torturously slow. “Your sweet little cunt takes me so perfectly. Tell me how it feels.”

“Full,” I gasped, unable to look away from where he was splitting me open. “So full, sir. I can see… oh, God, I can see everything.”

“That’s right.” His thumbs pressed into the soft flesh behind my knees, keeping me spread impossibly wide. “This is what you are now. A set of sweet openings where I fuck. And you love it, don’t you?”

Before I could answer, his rhythm changed. The tenderness evaporated as he began pounding into me with brutal force, each thrust driving so deep I saw stars. My breasts bounced with the violence of it, and I had to grip the sheets to keep from being pushed up the bed.

“Keep watching,” he commanded when my head fell back. “Don’t you dare look away.”

I forced my eyes back down, sobbing at the obscene sight of his cock pistoning in and out of my pussy. The wet sounds filled the room, mixing with my desperate cries and his satisfied grunts. When his thumb found my clit, circling it with practiced precision, I shattered completely.

The orgasm ripped through me like lightning, my whole body convulsing as I screamed his name. He fucked me through it, never slowing, until a second climax crashed over me before the first had even finished. Only then did he bury himself deep with a growl, flooding me with his release.
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The next morning arrived too quickly. Scott’s driver delivered me to my apartment at seven-thirty, my body still aching from the night’s use. Every movement reminded me of him—the soreness down there, the tender spots on my bottom where he’d spanked me, the rawness in my throat. I showered quickly, chose a modest gray dress to go over the terrible belt, and made my way to Selecta headquarters.

Melissa Mitropoulos’s office occupied a corner of the thirty-second floor, far more elegant than I’d expected for someone in alternative content. She answered the door herself when I knocked—tall, stunning, with Mediterranean features that commanded attention immediately.

“Grace,” she said, her voice warm, but with an undertone that made me feel slightly faint. “Scott’s told me a lot about you. Come in.”

Her office featured clean lines and modern art, with a view that rivaled Scott’s. She gestured to a chair across from her sleek glass desk, but before I could sit, she held up a hand.

“Actually, let me show you what I’m working on first. It’s the next segment of Leah’s story—something that hasn’t been released yet.”

She turned her monitor toward me, and I remained standing as the video began. Leah was in what looked like a punishment room, bent over a padded bench with her wrists secured to the legs. Brian stood behind her with a wooden paddle, his expression stern.

“You spoke back to me at dinner,” he said on screen. “In front of my colleagues. That kind of disrespect requires serious correction.”

The first strike of the paddle made me flinch. Leah’s scream was raw, desperate. Brian didn’t pause, delivering stroke after stroke with mechanical precision while Leah sobbed and begged. After twenty strokes, her bottom was deep red, almost purple in places.

“Please, sir, I’m sorry!” Leah wailed. “I’ll never disrespect you again!”

“I know you won’t,” Brian said calmly, setting the paddle aside. “Because we’re not finished.”

My breath caught as he produced something from a drawer—a massive black plug, easily twice the size of anything I’d seen in the previous videos. Leah’s eyes went wide with terror when she saw it.

“No, please, it’s too big!” she begged, pulling uselessly at her restraints.

“You’ll take it,” Brian said simply, coating it with lubricant. “And you’ll wear it for the rest of the day to remember your place.”

I watched, transfixed, as he worked the enormous plug into Leah’s tiny bottom. Her screams echoed through Melissa’s office as he pushed relentlessly, stretching her impossibly wide. When it finally seated fully, the base nestled between her punished cheeks, Leah had gone limp, whimpering softly.

Melissa paused the video suddenly, and I became aware that I was breathing hard, my thighs pressed together beneath my dress. She stood from her desk with fluid grace, moving around to stand directly in front of me.

“You’re aroused,” she observed, not a question but a statement of fact. “Scott mentioned you respond strongly to anal punishment scenes.”

My face burned. “I… Ms. Mitropoulos, I don’t think⁠—”

“Melissa,” she corrected, her fingers coming up to trace my jawline. “And I think you respond to authority in general. Female authority as much as male. Kneel.”

The command was delivered so casually, so confidently, that I found myself dropping to my knees before I could even process the decision. The gray dress rode up my thighs as I knelt on her plush carpet, looking up at her with wide eyes.

Melissa’s forefinger came under my chin, lifting my face a millimeter further.

“I’ll tell you a secret,” she said softly, “which won’t be so secret once I raise my skirt and you show me the proper respect with that sweet little tongue of yours. I’m highly aroused too.”
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Grace had become a bit of an obsession for me, I had to admit. I made time in my schedule to watch her first meeting with Melissa live, over the excellent video surveillance that pervaded Selecta’s headquarters building.

I watched through the concealed camera in Melissa’s office as Grace dropped to her knees with that delicious mix of shock and submission that had first captured my attention. The way her gray dress’s disarrangement on her thighs revealed the lace tops of her stockings made my cock stir despite having thoroughly used her just hours before.

Melissa was masterful—or mistressful, I supposed. Her work developing Her Secret Garden had proven that beyond the shadow of a doubt, precisely because she understood female submission from both sides of the dynamic. Now, watching her tower over my sweet intern, I felt a surge of satisfaction at how perfectly the situation had begun to unfold.

“Go ahead, Grace,” Melissa commanded softly, and I leaned closer to my monitor as she lifted her pencil skirt slowly, revealing red lace panties that were indeed visibly damp, framed by a garter belt and black stockings. “Show me you understand that submission isn’t just about serving men.”

I could see Grace’s hands trembling as they reached for Melissa’s hips. The camera angle gave me a perfect view of her face—the conflict written across her features, the way she bit her lower lip before leaning forward. When she hooked her fingers into Melissa’s panties and began pulling them down, I had to adjust myself in my chair.

This was exactly what Grace needed. Not just my dominance, but a complete restructuring of her understanding of hierarchy and submission. Melissa would push boundaries I couldn’t, would access parts of Grace’s psyche that required a woman’s touch to unlock.

I picked up my handheld, only letting my eyes drift from the screen for a second, and tapped out a message to Van.

You have a moment to look at Grace’s data stream?

When I refocused on my screen, my cock gave a leap along my thigh at the sight of the sweet girl pressing her face between Melissa’s thighs, her inexperience evident in the tentative movements of her tongue over her new colleague’s bare pussy lips. Melissa’s hand tangled in Grace’s hair, guiding her with patient authority despite the hard dominance I could read in her eyes.

“That’s it,” Melissa murmured, her professional composure cracking slightly as Grace found her rhythm. “Scott trained you well to the cock. Now it’s time for you to be broken to serving another girl’s cunt.”

My handheld buzzed. It seemed I had caught Van at a favorable moment. Her metrics just went through the roof. Whatever’s going on, it’s working.

I pulled up Grace’s biometric data on my own tablet. Her arousal levels were spiking in patterns I hadn’t seen before, different from her responses to me or the videos. This looked like something new, something that could be incredibly valuable for the Her Secret Garden project.

I watched as Melissa reached down and pulled Grace up by her hair, not roughly but with unmistakable authority. Grace’s lips glistened with evidence of her service, and the dazed expression on her face made my cock throb against my zipper.

“On the ottoman,” Melissa commanded, gesturing to the leather piece positioned in front of her office couch. “On your back.”
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Again, just as I had felt the previous night when Scott had given me a very similar command, I saw myself complying. I pretended I hadn’t chosen, that I did it because of course Melissa would punish me if I disobeyed, just as Scott had—or maybe she would tell Scott that he had to punish me, which was much worse. I almost whimpered as I thought about that—about Scott putting me over his knee, or even plugging me the way Brian had plugged Leah.

As if from a distance, I watched myself lie down on the ottoman, as Melissa pulled her red lace thong all the way off. She approached, her skirt around her waist to expose the shaven pussy she had already made me kiss so lewdly, even though I had never done the shameful thing before. I noted a swagger in Melissa’s step that made my cheeks blaze. Her garter belt framed the bare cleft, and the peek I got at the pink inner lips just emerging from it made me feel dizzy.

She straddled my face without ceremony, lowering herself until her wet flesh pressed against my mouth. The weight of her, the scent of her arousal overwhelming my senses, made me whimper against her. My hands fluttered uselessly at my sides, unsure whether to push her away or pull her closer.

“Use your tongue properly,” Melissa commanded from above me, grinding down slightly. “I know you’re new to this, but you’re going to learn fast. You clearly need a firm hand, and I’m happy to provide that as a reinforcement of your master’s training.”

I tried to obey, my tongue moving clumsily against her slick folds. The taste was different from my own, muskier somehow, and the knowledge that I was performing this act in an office at Selecta, where anyone might walk in, made my whole body flush with humiliation. The belt between my own legs felt unbearably tight, pressing against my swollen flesh as my arousal built despite—or because of—the degradation.

“Better,” Melissa murmured, her thighs tightening around my head. “Scott was right about you. Such a responsive little thing. Lucky for you that he gave me permission to reward you if I see fit.”

She reached down and I felt her fingers at the belt’s clasps. The soft beep of the electronic lock disengaging made me sob with relief against her pussy. She pulled the leather away from my soaked flesh, and the movement of the air against my exposed pussy made me buck involuntarily.

“Look at this sweet cunt,” she breathed, and I felt her fingers trace through my wetness. “Absolutely drenched from serving another woman. No wonder Scott is so taken with you.”

Without warning, she leaned forward, and I felt her hot breath against my sensitive flesh. When her tongue made contact with my clit, I screamed into her, the sound muffled by her body pressing down on my face. She licked me with the same authority she’d shown in everything else, her tongue circling my swollen bud while one finger pressed against my rear entrance.

The multiple sensation—her pussy on my mouth, her mouth on mine—created a feedback loop of pleasure that made rational thought impossible. When her finger breached my still-sore bottom-hole, I came instantly, violently, my whole body convulsing beneath her. She didn’t stop, working me through one climax and into another, until I was sobbing and shaking, my face covered in her arousal and my own tears.

“I know I’m being selfish,” Melissa panted above me, her hips beginning a slow, deliberate rhythm against my face. “But your mouth feels so perfect, Grace. I could ride you for hours.”

She shifted slightly, angling herself differently, and I gasped as best I could with her weight pressing down on me. My tongue ached from the unfamiliar exertion, but I couldn’t stop, couldn’t disappoint her. The way she ground against me, using my face for her pleasure with such casual ownership, made my newly exposed pussy clench with desperate need.

“That’s it,” she murmured, her movements becoming more forceful. “Such a good girl. Now…” She lifted slightly, repositioning, and my eyes widened as I understood what she wanted. “Lick my asshole, Grace. Show me you understand complete submission.”

My face burned with fresh humiliation, but I obeyed, my tongue tentatively exploring this new, even more degrading territory. The sound Melissa made—half growl, half whimper—told me I was doing it right. She squirmed against me, her bottom pressing firmly against my mouth as she chased her pleasure.

“Yes,” she hissed, her thighs trembling. “Just like that. God, Grace, you’re a natural little slut, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t answer, could only continue my shameful service as she rode my face with increasing desperation. When she finally came, it was with a cry that must have echoed through the adjacent offices. Her whole body shuddered above me, and I felt her wetness increase against my chin as her climax overtook her.

But she didn’t move away. Instead, she shifted into a lazy, almost meditative rhythm, her pussy sliding slowly across my chin, my lips, my nose. I could barely breathe, gasping for air whenever she lifted slightly, but she seemed lost in her own world.

“I’ve been thinking about Debbie’s story,” she said conversationally, as if she weren’t still using my face as her personal pleasure device. “The footage from her punishment sessions, her training with her suitor. There’s something raw there, something we haven’t fully captured yet.”

She paused to grind particularly firmly against my mouth, making me whimper. “I want to create something different. Not just the standard domination narrative, but something that explores the psychology of it. The way a girl like Debbie—or you—processes the shame and arousal together.”

Her movements had become almost hypnotic, a slow figure-eight pattern that kept me on the edge of suffocation. “We could intercut her punishment scenes with confessional segments. Have her—maybe following a script that you could write, from your own experience—describe not just what’s happening, but why she needs it. The relief that comes with surrendering control.”

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Melissa rose from my face. I gasped desperately for air, my face soaked and sticky, my jaw aching.

She stood gracefully, smoothing her skirt back down while I remained sprawled on the ottoman, trying to catch my breath. My mind raced with the implications of what she’d just said about Debbie’s story, and suddenly, unexpectedly, ideas began flooding through my brain.

“What if…” I started, then stopped, unsure if I should speak. But Melissa’s expectant gaze encouraged me to continue. I pushed myself up to sitting, wiping my face with the back of my hand. “What if we don’t just use confessionals? What if we show the internal dialogue during the punishment itself?”

Melissa’s eyebrows rose slightly. “Go on.”

The words tumbled out faster now, my analytical mind finally finding purchase despite my body’s exhausted state. “We could use split screens—show Debbie being spanked on one side, but on the other, show her earlier that day, maybe touching herself while thinking about her suitor. Or show her writing in a diary about wanting to be punished. Make it clear that the discipline isn’t just happening to her—she’s been craving it, orchestrating it even.”

“Orchestrating it?” Melissa leaned against her desk, genuinely intrigued.

I nodded eagerly, warming to my theme. “Think about it—in the original edit, Debbie ‘accidentally’ breaks rules. But what if we reframe those moments? Show her deliberately leaving her chores undone, knowing exactly what will happen. Add voiceover of her thinking ‘If I don’t fold the laundry properly, he’ll have to correct me.’ Make her an active participant in her own submission rather than just a recipient.”

Melissa’s eyes lit up with something I hadn’t expected—genuine respect. “That’s… actually brilliant. It completely changes the power dynamic while maintaining the surface narrative.”

“And we could layer in anticipation,” I continued, surprised by my own enthusiasm. “Show her noticing she’s wet hours before the punishment, planning what underwear to wear knowing he’ll see it when he bares her bottom. Include her disappointment when a day passes without correction, like she’s been denied something essential.”

“The psychological transformation from the dynamic,” Melissa murmured, moving closer to where I still sat on the ottoman. “What our marketing calls the ‘Secret Garden moment.’ Yes, I see it. What else?”

My cheeks flushed as I realized how much I was revealing about my own psychology, but I couldn’t stop now. “We could also explore the aftermath differently. Not just the tears and the sore bottom, but the sense of… completion. Peace. Like something that was wound too tight inside has finally been released. Show her sleeping better after a punishment than on nights without one.”

Melissa was taking notes on her tablet now, her fingers flying across the screen. “And the sexual component?”

“Layer it throughout,” I said, my voice dropping slightly. “Don’t save it all for the end. Show micro-moments of arousal during the scolding, the lecture. The way her nipples harden when he says she’s been naughty. Then, when he uses her after the punishment…”

“It doesn’t feel at all forced,” Melissa finished, nodding. Her tablet chimed and she looked down. “Ah, shit, I have another meeting. Let’s pick this up tomorrow?”
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Grace

I managed to get the horrible belt back on and put myself more or less to rights before leaving Melissa’s office. I even got back to my cube without anyone, apparently, noticing just how distracted I was.

When my handheld buzzed with a message from Scott, though, all the composure I had tried so carefully to put back together melted away in an instant.

The readout from your meeting with Melissa was very promising. Well done, Grace.

The ‘readout.’ I swallowed hard, trying to make myself believe that it meant only that he had heard from Melissa that my ideas had struck her as useful. I knew, though, in my bones—and, to my dismay, below my waist as well—that it meant a good deal more than that.

My cheeks burned as I reread Scott’s message. Of course he knew. He knew everything that happened in this building, especially when it involved me. The thought that he’d watched Melissa use my face, that he’d seen me on my knees servicing another woman for the first time, made my stomach clench with an impossibly confusing mixture of humiliation and arousal.

I needed to focus on something productive, something that would keep my mind from spiraling about what Scott had seen. With trembling fingers, I opened the folder of Debbie’s raw footage on my workstation. The familiar interface of the editing software felt like a lifeline—something I could control, understand, manipulate.

The first clip showed Debbie in her New-Modesty-approved dress, standing in what looked like a study. Her suitor—Mark, according to the file notes—sat behind a desk, reviewing papers with a stern expression. I watched Debbie shift nervously, her hands clasped in front of her, waiting for him to acknowledge her presence.

A title came to me suddenly: Learning to Please. It captured both the educational aspect Melissa wanted and the deeper psychological truth—that women like Debbie, like me, were learning not just how to please our superiors, but learning that we needed to please them.

I created a new project file with that name and began pulling clips. But instead of starting with the punishment scene that opened the original edit, I searched for earlier footage. There—Debbie alone in her bedroom that morning, her hand drifting between her legs as she stared at a photo of Mark on her nightstand. Perfect.

I layered in a voiceover track, recording my own voice pitched slightly higher to approximate Debbie’s: “I knew I’d ironed his shirt wrong on purpose. Some part of me, the part I try to pretend doesn’t exist, wanted to see that look in his eyes. The disappointment that comes before the correction.”

The next sequence showed Debbie doing laundry, but I slowed it down, zooming in on her face as she deliberately creased a collar instead of smoothing it. I added another voiceover: “My hands shook as I ruined his favorite shirt. But between my legs, I was already getting wet.”

My fingers flew across the keyboard, completely absorbed now. I intercut the bedroom scene with the study scene, showing Debbie’s anticipation building throughout the day. When Mark finally called her in to confront her about the shirts, I split the screen—on one side, Debbie’s contrite expression; on the other, a close-up of her nipples visibly hard through her thin blouse.

“I’m very disappointed in you, Debbie,” Mark said in the original footage.

I added Debbie’s internal monologue: “Disappointed. The word made my knees weak. I wanted to drop to the floor right there, beg him to punish me, to make me good again.”

The belt down there felt impossibly tight as I worked, my own arousal building as I crafted Debbie’s psychological landscape. When the scene shifted to Mark ordering her over his knee, I found footage from a different angle—one that showed Debbie’s face more clearly. The original edit had focused on her bottom being bared, but I wanted to capture her expression.

There—a tiny smile, just for a second, as her panties came down. I isolated that moment, zooming in until her face filled half the screen. On the other half, I placed a close-up of her hands gripping Mark’s ankle, her fingers flexing with what looked like eagerness rather than resistance.

My cubicle felt stifling despite its being open to anyone who happened to walk by, my breathing shallow as I worked through the spanking sequence. Each strike of Mark’s hand made me shift in my chair, the belt’s pressure against my swollen flesh a constant reminder of my own desperate state. I added layers of meaning with every cut, every transition, building a narrative that revealed Debbie’s true nature—one so similar to my own.

When I reached the footage of Mark fucking Debbie after her punishment, I nearly stopped. The raw intensity of it, combined with my own memories of Scott using me the night before, was almost too much. But I forced myself to continue, to find the moments that would speak to women like us. Women who needed this kind of treatment but couldn’t admit it, even to themselves.

I found a shot of Debbie’s face as Mark entered her from behind, bent over his desk with her bright red bottom offered to her suitor and to the camera. Her expression was complex—pain, pleasure, relief, and something else. Gratitude, maybe. I added the voiceover: “This is what I’d wanted all along. Not just the punishment, but this—being taken, used, claimed. The spanking was just foreplay, really. This was the real correction.”

I clicked play on my edited sequence, needing to see how it all came together. The opening shot of Debbie touching herself filled my monitor, her soft gasps mixing with my carefully crafted voiceover. My body responded immediately, that familiar ache building in my womb as I watched my own work transform Debbie’s submission into something deeper, more honest.

The split-screen moment when she deliberately ruined Mark’s shirt made me press my thighs together hard. The belt prevented any real relief, but the pressure was something at least. I shifted in my chair, trying to find a position that didn’t make the leather press quite so insistently against my swollen clit.

On screen, Mark was pulling Debbie over his knee, and I’d slowed the footage just enough to capture every micro-expression on her face. The anticipation, the relief, the secret joy she tried to hide. My breathing had become shallow, my hands gripping the edge of my desk as I watched.

“This is what I needed,” Debbie’s voiceover confessed, in my own slightly altered voice, as Mark’s hand came down. “What I’d been craving all week.”

Without conscious thought, I found myself standing, my eyes still locked on the screen. The footage continued—Mark’s hand turning Debbie’s bottom pink, then red, her cries mixing with the internal monologue I’d created. My hands moved to my skirt, lifting it slowly, exposing the belt and my stockinged thighs.

I knew I shouldn’t. I knew Scott would know immediately through the belt’s sensors. But watching Debbie arch her back, presenting her punished bottom for Mark’s use, I couldn’t stop myself. Maybe Scott wasn’t paying attention to his handheld right now, I told myself.

I moved to the corner of my desk, positioning myself against it, the hard edge pressing through the leather directly against my desperate clit.

A whimper escaped me as I began to move, grinding against the desk corner with increasing desperation. On screen, Mark was fucking Debbie hard, her grateful sobs filling my ears in my headphones. I matched his rhythm, humping the desk like the desperate slut I’d become, knowing I was breaking the rules, knowing I’d be punished, but unable to stop.

“Such a naughty girl.”

I froze, my blood turning to ice. Scott stood in the entrance to my cubicle, his expression dark with disapproval. How had I not heard him approach? My skirt was still hiked up, my position against the desk unmistakably lewd.

“I… Sir, I can explain⁠—”

“No need.” He pulled out his phone, showing me the alert on his screen. “Your belt notified me the moment you started trying to stimulate yourself. I’ve been watching you for the past three minutes, Grace. Waiting to see if you’d stop on your own.”

My face burned with humiliation as I straightened, smoothing my skirt down with trembling hands. Three minutes. He’d watched me humiliate myself against my desk for three minutes.

“Turn around,” he commanded, his voice low and dangerous. For the first time I noticed that he had a black bag, like a small gym bag, in his hand.

I turned slowly, my legs trembling as I faced away from him. I heard him approaching, felt his presence behind me like a physical force. His hands moved to my waist, and I heard the soft beep of the belt’s lock disengaging.

“Since you clearly can’t control yourself,” he said, unfastening the clasps with practiced efficiency, “we’ll have to ensure you fully understand the challenge posed by the kind of distraction you seem unable to avoid.”

The leather came away from my privates, and I whimpered at the cool air against my swollen, desperate pussy. But instead of the relief I craved, I heard him unzipping something—the bag he had brought.

“These are the attachments for your belt that I told you about,” he explained. “Bend over. Touch your toes.”

I cast a red-faced glance over my shoulder, thinking for a moment that I might protest this abject humiliation. The expression on Scott’s face told me that whatever I had coming, disobedience now could make it worse. I bit my lip and turned my face forward. With a tiny sob I folded at the waist as if I were assuming an obscene yoga pose.

As soon as my fingertips reached the tops of my shoes, I felt something cold and hard press against the entrance to my vagina. I cried out, tensing against the invasion, beginning to straighten up.

“Down, you little slut,” Scott growled, enforcing the command with a hand on my back. “This is medical-grade silicone, perfectly sized for a naughty girl who can’t follow simple instructions.”

Without further warning, he pushed the dildo inside me. It was thick, ridged, filling me completely, making it impossible to think of anything but its presence, and what it meant—and above all who had put it there. I gasped, my hands gripping the edge of my desk as he seated it fully inside my pussy.

“And this,” he continued, and I felt pressure against my rear entrance, still tender from the night before, “will remind you constantly of who owns every part of you.”

The plug was smaller than the dildo, but still substantial. He worked it in slowly, ignoring my whimpers of protest, until it too was fully seated. I felt impossibly full, stuffed in both holes, unable to escape the constant pressure.

He refastened the belt quickly, the leather now holding both insertions firmly in place. The lock engaged with its familiar beep, sealing my fate. Every tiny movement made the dildo and plug shift inside me, sending sparks through my oversensitive body.

“Tonight,” Scott said, moving around to face me, his eyes dark with promise, “you’ll come to my apartment at eight. You’ll wear the white dress from your first day, nothing else except the belt and what’s inside it. And Grace?” He gripped my chin, forcing me to meet his gaze. “I’m going to whip your pussy for this disobedience. Then I’m going to remove that plug and fuck your ass until you understand that your pleasure exists only when I allow it.”

My knees nearly buckled at his words. The thought of having my pussy whipped—like Ruth in the series that had started all this—made me clench around the insertions, which only intensified the maddening fullness.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice hoarse.

“Good. Now sit down and get back to your work. I can tell that despite your distractibility you’re making some important progress. I’m going to sit in on your meeting with Melissa tomorrow.”
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Grace

I had no idea how I got through the rest of the day. Every movement sent a surge of sensation through me as the dildo and plug shifted inside my body. The belt held them perfectly in place, ensuring I couldn’t escape the constant fullness, the reminder of my punishment and my master’s control. I tried to focus on the editing software, on crafting Debbie’s psychological journey, but my own psychology kept intruding.

As I worked through the footage, adding layers of meaning to each scene, something strange began to happen. I felt myself floating above my own body, watching myself the way I watched Debbie on screen. There I sat, a young woman clad in a conservative gray dress, but at the same time locked in a chastity belt with both holes filled, editing pornographic content for her dominant boss who would whip her pussy tonight. The sheer degradation of it should have horrified me. Instead, I felt a strange sense of rightness that troubled me almost as much as it soothed me.

This was nothing like what I’d had with Jacob. With him, submission had been a performance, a role I played because it was expected. Part of me had known that I had a deep need to serve the man I loved, but I could see now that Jacob had never been that man, so I’d told myself that I wasn’t really submissive, whatever the New Modesty program thought.

So I’d gone through the motions of being a traditional wife without ever truly understanding what it meant to submit. Jacob had spanked me, yes, had used my body according to the program’s guidelines, but it had all felt hollow somehow. Like actors reading from a script neither of us had written nor fully understood.

But with Scott… I shifted in my chair, gasping as the movement made the dildo press against something deep inside me. With Scott, every moment felt charged with meaning. He saw through my compliance to the desperate need beneath. He didn’t just want my obedience; he wanted my authentic surrender.

I pulled up a new sequence from Learning to Please, my fingers moving almost automatically as I worked. On screen, Debbie knelt before Mark, tears streaming down her face as she thanked him for her punishment. But I wasn’t really seeing Debbie anymore. I was seeing myself, kneeling before Scott tonight, my pussy burning from his whip, thanking him for teaching me what I truly needed.

The realization hit me like a physical blow: I was having my own ‘Secret Garden moment.’ Just like the women in Melissa’s reimagined stories and just like the marketing materials, I was discovering that my submission wasn’t something imposed on me, but something that arose from deep within. The wetness soaking the dildo inside me wasn’t just physical arousal—it was my body’s honest response to finally, finally finding what it had been searching for.

My hands trembled as I added another voiceover to Debbie’s scene: “I used to think submission meant becoming less. But kneeling here, marked by his discipline, filled with his seed, I’ve never felt more myself. This is who I was always meant to be.”

The words would be Debbie’s, but they were mine too. I thought about tonight, about the whipping Scott had promised. My insides lurched with genuine terror at the thought of leather striking my most sensitive flesh. I’d seen it in the videos—the way women screamed, the way their bodies convulsed with pain. But beneath the fear lay something else entirely.

The feeling of detachment, of self-observation, took me all the way through the work day, onto the shuttle, into my apartment. It truly seemed like a different girl who stripped all the way down to the belt and stood looking at her lewd reflection in the full-length mirror on the back of my closet door. It was definitely a different girl—I told myself—who texted Scott to beg him to unlock the belt so I could pee.

The dildo goes right back in that naughty pussy when you’re done, he texted back right after I heard the beep that meant my master had disengaged the lock. Eight p.m. sharp for your lesson in self-control.

The other girl, the other Grace, shuddered and looked at the time on her phone—my phone, I recognized from someplace else.

6:43.

I barely registered the journey to Scott’s apartment, the doorman smiling so knowingly that the other girl’s face got hot. The trip up in the elevator seemed to last a millisecond. My mind remained caught in that strange floating space where I watched from above as Grace Whitcomb, her holes full of what her master had put there, journeyed to what felt like the sacrificial altar. The innocent white dress clung to my trembling body as I knocked on his door at exactly eight o’clock. When he opened it, his expression was stern, controlled—nothing like the passionate kiss from the night before.

“Inside,” he commanded, stepping back to let me pass. “Bedroom. Now.”

I walked through his apartment on unsteady legs, suddenly back in my body and hyperaware of the dildo and plug shifting inside me with each step. Once we had reached his bedroom, he crossed to stand by the massive bed, arms crossed, watching me with those dark eyes that seemed to see straight through me.

“Take off the dress.”

My fingers fumbled with the zipper, and the white fabric dropped to the floor around my feet. I stood before him in just the belt, my skin prickling with goosebumps despite the warmth of the room.

“On the bed,” he said, his voice carrying that edge of authority that made my insides clench around the toys he had put there. “On your back at the edge. Hold your knees up and apart.”

I climbed onto the soft sheets, positioning myself as instructed. I felt how the posture rendered me fully exposed, completely vulnerable, my legs spread wide with my hands gripping behind my knees. I couldn’t bear to look at him as I held myself open like this, offering myself up for whatever he planned to do.

Scott moved between my spread thighs, his fingers going to the belt’s clasps. The soft beep of the lock disengaging made me whimper. He peeled the leather away slowly, revealing my stuffed holes to his intense gaze.

“Such a lovely sight,” he murmured, his fingers tracing around where the dildo disappeared into my pussy. “So full. So wet.” He gripped the base of the dildo and began moving it slowly, just tiny movements that made me gasp and arch. “Did you think about this all day? Being stuffed like the greedy little slut you are?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice breaking as he twisted the dildo slightly.

His other hand found the plug in my bottom, pressing against it, making me cry out at the doubled sensation. He played with both toys, moving them in tandem, then alternating, creating rhythms that had me sobbing within minutes, my hips bucking with need, my bottom squirming against the mattress. But he never let me come, always pulling back just when I approached the edge.

“Please,” I begged, my thighs trembling from holding the position.

“Please what?” He pushed both toys deep, holding them there.

“Please, sir, I need⁠—”

“You need to be punished first.” He withdrew the dildo in one smooth motion, leaving me gasping at the sudden emptiness. My vagina clenched on nothing, desperate for something to fill it again. The contrast of that void with the enforced presence of the plug in my bottom made my cheeks burn with mortification.

Scott’s fingers explored my empty pussy first, two then three sliding easily into my drenched channel. “So ready now,” he observed clinically. “The dildo stretched you nicely.” His thumb found my clit, circling it once before withdrawing. He turned his attention to my bottom, moving the base of the plug to make me whimper, testing how well the shameful toy had prepared me for his huge, rigid tool.

“Look at these greedy holes,” he murmured, alternating between them, sometimes filling my pussy, sometimes leaving the aching sheath completely empty. The unpredictability of it drove me wild, my hips rolling desperately, seeking more contact, more pressure, anything to relieve the terrible ache that had been building all day.

“Stay still,” he commanded, and I forced my trembling body to obey even as he continued his maddening exploration. His fingers curled inside my pussy, finding the little place that made me cry out, while his other hand moved the plug inward and outward, preparing me for what was to come.

Finally, after what felt like hours but must have been only a few minutes, he stepped away. I heard him open the bag he’d brought, and when he returned, he held something that made my blood run cold.

The whip was smaller than I’d expected, maybe eight inches long with multiple thin leather tails. The handle was wrapped in black leather, elegant and terrifying. He held it up, letting me see it properly.

“This is designed specifically for pussy-whipping,” he explained, his tone conversational despite the subject matter. “The tails are soft enough not to cause damage, but firm enough to create intense sensation. Each strike will feel like fire across that naughty cunt of yours.”

My whole body shook as he brought the whip close to my face. “Kiss it,” he commanded. “Show proper respect for the instrument of your correction.”

I lifted my head slightly, my lips trembling as they made contact with the leather tails. They smelled of oil and something else, something that might have been the lingering scent of other women who’d been punished with this very tool. The thought made me clench involuntarily as I remembered Melissa’s degrading ride atop my face

“Good girl,” Scott said, pulling the whip away. “Now, you’re going to count each lash and thank me for it. If you lose count, we start over. Understood?”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, my voice barely audible.

The first strike came without warning, the leather tails landing directly across my spread pussy lips. The pain was immediate and overwhelming, nothing like the thudding impact of a spanking. This was sharp, stinging, setting every nerve ending on fire. I writhed over his bed, my back arching, then my hips thrusting uncontrollably, as if offering my pussy for another lash—the very furthest thing from my mind.

“One!” I screamed. “Thank you, sir!”

The second strike followed immediately, slightly lower, catching the entrance to my vagina. “Two! Thank you, sir!”

By the fifth strike, I was screaming and sobbing, my legs shaking so hard I could barely hold position. The whip found my clit on the seventh strike, and I nearly came from the intensity of it, pain and pleasure so intertwined I couldn’t separate them.

“Ten! Thank you, sir!” I wailed as the final strike landed, my entire pussy feeling like it was on fire.

“Turn over,” Scott commanded immediately. “On your knees, chest down.”

I scrambled to obey, my whipped pussy throbbing as I turned over. The position he wanted was clear—face pressed into the mattress, bottom raised high, back arched to present myself completely. My hands clutched at the sheets as Scott moved behind me, his fingers gripping my hips to adjust my angle.

“Higher,” he commanded, and I pushed my bottom up further, feeling the plug shift inside me. The vulnerability of the position, combined with the lingering fire across my pussy, made me sob into the expensive sheets.

His hands spread my cheeks wide, exposing the base of the plug. “Such a pretty sight,” he murmured, twisting it slightly, making me sob. “But I think you need something bigger now, don’t you?”

“Please, sir,” I whimpered. I didn’t even try to figure out what I meant: the ambiguity itself seemed to come from my very bones.

He pulled the plug out slowly, as I whimpered and tried to push in that mortifying way, attempting to make it easier on myself despite the way that also made it easier for my master to use me in the most humiliating possible way. With a shameful sound, Scott had it free of the little ring, and I gasped at the strange emptiness it left behind. To my distress I could feel myself gaping slightly, my bottom unable to close completely after hours of being held open. The humiliation of it made fresh tears spill down my cheeks.

“Perfect,” Scott said, and I heard him undoing his belt. “You’re nice and ready for me now.”

Without any additional preparation, he pressed the head of his cock against my exposed hole. The size difference from the plug was immediately apparent—he was so much thicker, so much more demanding. He pushed forward relentlessly, and I screamed into the mattress as he breached me.

“That’s it,” he growled, gripping my hips hard enough to bruise. “Take it all like the fuck toy you are.”

He didn’t give me time to adjust, didn’t ease into it at all. This was punishment, pure and simple. I had humped my desk, had tried to make my pussy feel good against my master’s wishes, and now I was reaping my terrible reward.

Scott fucked my bottom with brutal intensity, each thrust driving so deep I thought I might split apart. The burning stretch combined with my whipped pussy created a mélange of sensation that had me sobbing uncontrollably.

“This is what happens to naughty girls who can’t control themselves,” he said, punctuating each word with a particularly harsh thrust. “They get their asses fucked until they remember who owns them.”

My hands twisted in the sheets, my whole body rocking with the force of his use. I could hear the obscene sounds of it—the slap of his hips against my punished flesh, the wet noise of his cock pistoning in and out of my thoroughly claimed bottom. The degradation, the complete loss of control, sent me spiraling into that strange space where I’d been all day.

I floated above myself again, watching this young woman—me—being used as thoroughly as a powerful man could use a naughty girl. But this time, instead of detachment, I felt a profound sense of recognition. Scott wasn’t following a script or playing a role. He was taking what was his.
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Scott

I felt my own control slipping as I watched Grace surrender so completely beneath me. The sight of her—face pressed into my sheets, bottom raised high, taking my cock with desperate sobs—stirred something primal that went beyond mere power exchange. Each thrust drew sounds from her that made my chest tighten with an emotion I felt a good deal of reluctance to name, given everything it implied.

“You’re mine,” I growled, the words coming from somewhere deeper than conscious thought. “Every hole, every thought, every time you touch that sweet little cunt—mine.”

“Yes!” she screamed into the mattress, her whole body convulsing. “Yours, sir… oh, God… yours!”

I reached around to find her whipped pussy, my fingers sliding through the wetness there despite the punishment I’d administered. The moment I touched her swollen clit, she came violently, her bottom clenching around me with such force that I had to grip her hips harder to maintain my rhythm.

“Did I give you permission to come?” I asked, though we both knew the question was rhetorical. Her punishment was far from over.

I pulled out suddenly, leaving her gasping at the loss. Before she could process what was happening, I flipped her onto her back again, pushing her knees up to her chest. The sight of her—pussy red and swollen from the whip, bottom gaping from my use—made my cock throb with need.

“Hold yourself open,” I commanded. “Show me what belongs to me.”

Her hands moved immediately to spread herself, tears streaming down her face as she displayed her punished flesh. I positioned myself at her bottom again, but this time I could watch her face as I entered her. The way her eyes rolled back, her mouth falling open in a silent scream—it was intoxicating.

I fucked her harder than before, if that was possible, each thrust meant to drive home the lesson. But something had shifted. This wasn’t just about punishment anymore. The way she looked at me, the complete trust mixed with desperate need in her eyes, made something crack in my carefully maintained control.

“Grace,” I said, her name coming out rougher than intended. “My perfect little New Modesty fuck toy.”

She sobbed at the degrading endearment, but her hips pushed back against me, taking me deeper. I could feel my own climax building, the pressure at the base of my spine that signaled I was close. But I needed something more from her first.

“Tell me what you are,” I demanded, my thumb finding her clit again, circling it with just enough pressure to keep her on edge.

“Your fuck toy,” she gasped immediately. “Your personal slut, your property, your—oh God, sir, please⁠—”

“Please what?”

“Please come inside me,” she begged, her voice breaking. “In my naughty bottom. Please mark me, claim me, fill me with your seed. Teach me to be a good girl for you. I need it, I need you to⁠—”

“Soon,” I growled, “but not until you show me more.” I pulled my thumb away, and Grace whimpered with frustration. “Play with your cunt,” I commanded. “Make yourself come with my cock in your little ass.”
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Grace

Part of me thought I should be confused—that I should maybe even talk back, sass my master about the way he kept contradicting himself.

The rest of me understood at a level that went beyond any logic.

I understood that Scott’s contradictions weren’t contradictions at all. They were tests, challenges, ways of pushing me deeper into submission. When he punished me for coming without permission, then commanded me to make myself come—that wasn’t inconsistency. It was dominance in its purest form. My pleasure existed only at his whim, to be granted or denied as he saw fit.

My fingers moved to my whipped pussy automatically and without hesitation, the first touch making me cry out from the sensitivity I found there. The bare, shaven flesh felt hot, swollen, almost alien under my fingertips. But beneath the soreness lay that terrible, wonderful ache that only grew stronger when Scott thrust so deep into my bottom that I thought I might feel the effects of his possession for weeks.

“Look at me while you do it,” he commanded, and I forced my eyes open to meet his gaze. The intensity there made my breath catch. This wasn’t the controlled, professional Scott from the office. This was something rawer, more honest. His face was hard with unconcealed aggression, his eyes narrow and his jaw set in a way that struck me almost as cruel as he maintained the brutal rhythm of his thrusting tool while watching me pleasure myself.

I circled my clit with trembling fingers, each touch sending sparks through my oversensitive flesh. The excess of sensation—his cock stretching my bottom, my own fingers on my punished pussy—created a feedback loop that had me spinning toward climax within moments.

“Tell me what you’re thinking,” Scott demanded, his hands gripping behind my knees to keep me spread much too wide. “Right now. Don’t filter it.”

“I’m thinking…” I gasped, my fingers moving faster despite the burning sensation. “I’m thinking that I’ve never felt more like myself than right now. That those years before… even… even on NMB… were just… rehearsal. That this is what I was made for—to be used like this, to be yours, to be—oh, God⁠—”

“Continue,” he growled when I broke off, my body starting to tense with approaching orgasm.

“To be nothing but holes for you to fuck,” I sobbed, the words pouring out though I could barely form them through the overwhelming sensations. Something deep inside me needed to confess this truth, though.

“To be… to be trained,” I wept. “M-made… made into exactly what my m-master wants.”

My fingers pressed harder against my swollen clit, and I felt myself approaching the edge. Scott’s cock in my anus seemed to swell even larger, if that was possible, and I knew he was close too.

“I… I th-think about you… I think about you… constantly,” I continued, my voice rising with desperation as my hips jerked uncontrollably under Scott’s. “When I… I wake up… when I’m w-working… when I’m trying… trying to… to sleep. Your hands on me… your big, beautiful c-cock in me… oh… oh, God… y-your voice telling me what to… to do.”

“Come,” he commanded, his voice rough with his own approaching climax. “Come with my cock in your ass, you perfect little slut.”

The permission unleashed something violent inside me. My orgasm crashed through me like a tidal wave, my whole body convulsing.

“Master…” I screamed, “sir… oh… please… please, come…”

I felt him thrust deep one final time, burying himself completely as he filled me with his release. The sensation of his hot seed flooding my punished bottom sent me into another climax before the first had even finished.

We stayed frozen like that for a long moment, both of us gasping for breath. When he finally withdrew, I whimpered at the loss, at the strange emptiness. I could feel myself gaping open, unable to close, his seed beginning to leak from my thoroughly used bottom. The humiliation of it should have horrified me. Instead, I felt a deep sense of satisfaction, of rightness.

Scott moved to lie beside me on the bed, pulling me against his chest. His arms wrapped around me with surprising gentleness after such brutal use. I pressed my face into his neck, breathing in his scent, feeling safer than I’d ever felt in my life.

“Grace,” he murmured against my hair, and there was something different in his voice now. Something softer, more vulnerable. “You did so well. So perfectly.”

I lifted my head to look at him, searching his face. What I saw there made my chest tighten with an emotion I wasn’t ready to name. His usual controlled expression had softened into something almost tender. It only lasted a moment, though, as if Scott felt he had revealed too much, too soon.

“Let’s get you cleaned up,” he said. Before I understood what he was doing, he had gotten out of bed and scooped me up into his arms as if I were made of feathers.

Scott carried me to his massive bathroom, my arms looped around his neck, my face still pressed against his chest. Every step made me aware of how thoroughly he’d used me—my whipped pussy throbbing with each movement, my bottom feeling impossibly empty and sore. I could feel his seed leaking from me, trailing down my thigh, and the mortification of it made me bury my face deeper against his skin.

He set me down gently in the shower, keeping one steadying hand on my waist as he turned on the water. The spray was perfectly warm, and I sighed as it cascaded over my exhausted body. Scott stepped in behind me, his hands surprisingly tender as he began washing me with expensive body wash that smelled like sandalwood and musk.

“Spread your legs,” he murmured, his tone gentle but still commanding.

I obeyed immediately, whimpering as his soapy fingers cleaned between my thighs with careful attention. He washed away the evidence of my arousal, of his use, his touch efficient but also so intimate that my blush redoubled. When his fingers brushed over my still-swollen clit, I gasped and grabbed his forearm for support.

“Still so sensitive,” he observed, a note of satisfaction in his voice. “You’ll feel this for days, Grace. Every time you sit, every time you move, you’ll remember tonight.”

“Yes, sir,” I whispered, though the thought made my stomach flutter with a confusing mix of dread and anticipation.

He turned me around to wash my back, and I felt his fingers pause at my bottom. Without warning, he spread my cheeks, and I felt the warm water rinse away the last traces of his seed. The intimacy of it, the casual ownership of even this most private moment, made my eyes well with fresh tears.

“Shh,” he soothed, pulling me back against his chest. “You’re doing so well. My perfect girl.”

The praise undid something in me, and I found myself crying in earnest—not from pain or humiliation, but from the overwhelming intensity of everything that had happened. Scott held me there under the warm spray, his arms tight around me, letting me sob against him without judgment or impatience.

When my tears finally subsided, he washed my hair with the same gentle thoroughness, his fingers massaging my scalp until I practically purred. It was such a contrast to the brutal fucking he’d just given me that I couldn’t quite reconcile the two versions of him—the demanding master who’d whipped my pussy and the tender man now treating me like something precious.

Then I felt something in him change, and to my mingled dismay and helpless pride, I saw that his enormous cock had begun to rise and thicken. My master found me pleasing, and I would have to obey him, I knew, whatever the cost to my comfort.

I reached for the body wash with trembling fingers, squeezing some into my palm. My eyes stayed fixed on Scott’s hardening length as I worked the soap into a lather in my hands.

“May I… may I wash you, sir?” I asked, my voice barely audible over the shower spray.

“Go ahead,” he said, his eyes darkening as he watched me.

I started with his chest, my soapy hands gliding over the firm muscles, but my gaze kept drifting lower to his now fully erect cock. The sight of it, knowing it had just been buried deep in my bottom, made my pussy clench despite how sore I was. My hands moved down his rock-hard abs, and when I finally wrapped my fingers around his shaft, he groaned softly.

“Please,” I whispered, looking up at him through the water droplets clinging to my lashes. “Please, sir, may I… may I suck it after I wash it? I need to taste you. I need to show you how grateful I am.”

His hand came up to cup my face, thumb tracing my lower lip. “You want to worship the cock that fucked your ass? What a good girl.”

“Yes,” I breathed, already starting to sink to my knees. “Please, sir. Let me clean you and then please you. Let me show you I’m your good girl.”

“Then do it,” he commanded, his voice rough.

I dropped to my knees on the shower floor, the tiles hard against my skin. With the washcloth I cleaned the huge, rigid shaft as its owner’s breathing grew shallower and more audible, the sign of my master’s pleasure. The water cascaded over us both as I leaned forward, placing reverent kisses along his hardened tool before taking it into my mouth. The taste was clean, but the knowledge of where Scott had fucked me last made my cheeks burn nonetheless. I took him deeper, using everything he’d taught me about pleasuring him with my mouth.

“Christ, Grace,” he groaned, his hand tangling in my wet hair. “Look at you. So eager, so sweet.”

I pulled back to lavish attention on his balls, licking and sucking each one while my hand stroked his shaft. The weight of them on my tongue, the way his breathing changed when I did something he particularly liked—it all made me feel powerful despite my position on my knees.

“I can’t believe how hard you’re making me again,” he said, wonder in his voice. “I just came, and here I am, ready to fuck you all over again. What are you doing to me, Grace?”

I took him deep in response, relaxing my throat the way he’d trained me, taking him until my nose pressed against his pelvis. His groan echoed off the shower walls.

“Enough,” he said suddenly, pulling me off him by my hair. “If you keep that up, I’ll come down your throat, and I have other plans for my next climax.”

He helped me to my feet and shut off the water. The cool air made me shiver as he wrapped me in a fluffy towel. Scott dried me with methodical care, his hands lingering on my breasts, between my thighs, over the curve of my bottom. Each touch reminded me of how thoroughly he’d claimed me, and despite my exhaustion, I felt that familiar flutter of need beginning again.

“Come,” he said, taking my hand and leading me to his bedroom. “I want to show you something.”

He arranged me on the bed, pulling me back against his chest so I nestled between his legs, my head resting just below his shoulder. His laptop sat on a stand at the perfect viewing angle, and I gasped when I saw what was on screen—my edited version of Learning to Please, the one I’d been working on when Scott caught me humping my desk.

“Melissa watched your rough cut this afternoon,” he murmured against my ear, pulling up an email on his phone to show me. “She’s extremely impressed.”

I read Melissa’s message with growing amazement: Scott—Grace’s work on this is exactly what I’d hoped for. The psychological layering, the internal dialogue, the way she’s reframed submission as active rather than passive… This is exactly what Her Secret Garden needs. Whatever you’re doing to develop her talents, keep doing it. —M

“She’s right,” Scott said, setting his phone aside and wrapping his arms around me as the video began to play. “Your understanding of the submissive psyche is remarkable.”

On screen, my edited version of Debbie’s morning preparation played out—the deliberate mistakes, the anticipation building throughout the day. I’d added a new voiceover just before Scott caught me: “Some girls dream of Prince Charming. I dream of disappointed looks and firm hands teaching me lessons I pretend not to want to learn.”

I felt Scott hardening further against my back as we watched, his breathing changing as Debbie received her spanking. The split screen showing her hidden smile made him groan softly.

“I can’t help myself,” he said, his voice rough. “Watching you reveal these truths… Grace, I need to be inside you again.”

His hands guided me onto my side, spooning behind me. I lifted my leg as he positioned himself at my entrance—my pussy this time, not my sore bottom. He pushed inside me with surprising gentleness, filling me slowly until he was buried to the hilt.

“Keep watching,” he commanded softly, though his voice held a tenderness I’d never heard before.

We moved together in a slow, almost lazy rhythm as my edited footage played. Scott’s hand came around to touch my clit with feather-light strokes while his other arm held me tight against his chest. This wasn’t the brutal fucking from earlier—this was something else entirely, something that made my chest tight with emotion.

“The way you understand this,” he murmured, his lips against my neck as on-screen Debbie thanked Mark for her punishment, taking his rigid manhood into her mouth just as I had done to my master in the shower. “The way you’ve captured the beauty in submission… Grace, I think you’re extraordinary.”

I watched the screen through increasingly blurred vision as Mark produced something from a drawer that made my stomach flip with visceral memory—a pair of delicate white lace panties, but with a crucial modification. The entire seat had been cut away, the obscene opening bordered with pretty lace that only seemed to make the panties more mortifying.

“These are for you to wear today,” Mark said to Debbie on screen, holding them up so the camera caught every detail of the obscene garment. “They’ll help you stay ready for me.”

I felt Scott’s cock twitch inside me as Debbie’s face flushed crimson. She took the panties with trembling fingers, and I watched her step into them, pulling them up under Mark’s watchful gaze. He bent her over so he could judge the effect, and the camera zoomed in. The way they framed her bare pussy and bottom, leaving everything exposed while still technically being underwear, made my own face burn with remembered shame.

My voiceover filled the room, the words I’d recorded just hours ago: “Seatless panties are a special kind of training tool. They make a modest bride hyperaware of her vulnerability, of how easily her husband can access what belongs to him. Every movement becomes a reminder that her bottom is available for his use at any moment.”

Scott’s fingers pressed harder against my clit, his breathing harsh against my neck. “You understand this so perfectly,” he murmured.

The scene cut forward—my edit jumping to later that afternoon. Debbie was bent over the kitchen counter, the seatless panties still on, their delicate lace framing her exposed bottom as Mark pressed against her rear entrance with his thick cock.

“The panties stay on,” Mark said firmly when Debbie reached back as if to remove them. “I want you to understand that this”—he pushed forward, breaching her—“can happen anytime I choose.”

I whimpered as Scott’s rhythm inside me matched Mark’s on screen, both of us watching Debbie take her suitor’s cock in her bottom while still technically dressed. The psychological impact of it, the way it reduced her to nothing but available holes even while clothed, sent me spiraling toward climax.

“Come with me,” Scott commanded, his voice strained. “Now, Grace.”

We shouted together, my pussy clenching around him as he filled me with his seed, our cries mixing with Debbie’s on-screen moans. The shared release felt very different from our earlier encounters—more intimate and more connected.

As we lay there panting, Scott’s arms tightened around me. “Grace,” he said, and something in his voice made my heart skip. “I need to tell you something.”

I turned slightly to look at him, still full of his slowly softening cock. His expression was more vulnerable than I’d ever seen it, the controlled mask completely gone.

“I’m falling in love with you,” he said simply, the words hanging in the air between us like a confession. “I know this started as training, as a professional arrangement, but somewhere along the way…” He trailed off, then began again, equally simply. “I’d like you to move in with me.”

My lips parted, but no sound came out. Scott smiled, and kissed me, long and deep.

“Does that help?” he asked softly.

“Oh, yes,” I said. “Yes to everything.”

The End
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