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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, businesses, organizations, events, and incidents are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or to actual events or locales, is purely coincidental.

This book is intended solely for entertainment purposes. It does not purport to describe, define, or represent the BDSM community, its practices, or its standards. The themes, relationships, and scenarios portrayed herein are fictional and reflect the author’s imagination only.

All characters depicted in sexual or intimate situations are adults. Any BDSM, power-exchange, or intimate conduct portrayed in this work is fictional and is depicted as occurring between informed, consenting adults.

Please note: This book is intended for adult readers only. It is not suitable for minors.


To A.D., my willing subject in all things forbidden,
who proved that longing can be its own devotion.


“Man is the one who desires, woman the one who is desired. This is woman's entire but decisive advantage. Through his passion nature has given man into woman's hands, and the woman who does not know how to make him her subject, her slave, her toy, and how to betray him with a smile in the end is not wise.”

Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, Venus in Furs
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Chapter 1 – Camera On

The first time I showed my face on stream, I’d had enough. I was tired of pouring myself into a world that kept reducing me to a username.

Valiant Heroes Online had been my second home for a year and a half. Discord kept chirping at all hours, and raids ate my evenings. I read patch notes with the kind of attention people in my art class saved for texts on perspective and Italian Renaissance art.

My actual school sketchbook was packed with armor silhouettes and weapon skins I’d redesign in a second if anyone with a budget ever let me anywhere near the art pipeline. And yet I was still just a handle.

People knew me as Vesper, with a badass battle-sorceress avatar. Vesper is such a mage name, right? A little dramatic, exactly the kind of name you would give a caster in a fantasy MMO. Except it also happens to be my real name. “Evening star.” Thanks for that, Mom, you Latin-obsessed hippie.

Then there was my voice, which you’d think would’ve been the giveaway that I was a real girl behind the avatar – except most of them were convinced I was using some kind of voice changer and was really just a random dude doing a girl voice, especially once I started barking orders and swearing in voice chat.

By Halloween week, the game had gone full neon-goth: floating lanterns over the city hubs, pumpkin-headed mobs, a seasonal dungeon called “Graveglass Cathedral” where the bosses screamed in glitchy gibberish and dropped cosmetics so good people were running it like it was a second job.

On-screen, everything looked curated and dramatic; off-screen, my life was just… fraying.

My class schedule at Hollisgate was a mess, my monthly budget was almost gone, and my professor had just told me my concept art portfolio “lacked a unified voice.” If I kept this up, I’d lose my scholarship – the one permission slip that let me breathe on a campus built for trust funds.

And my last two dates ended with the same bored little sigh. The guys were a cute side quest I couldn’t be bothered to finish.

That was my life that week. So when it finally got late enough that the muffled thud of my neighbor’s TV died down and the street below went quiet, my tiny, cramped apartment felt sealed off – its own little bubble. The game stopped being background and started feeling essential.

On Monday night I was in my room, perched in my chair, one leg tucked under me, my tablet pushed aside and my hair in that half-up knot that made me look like a librarian who’d accidentally wandered into a rave.

I put on eyeliner because the ritual helped me focus. That was what I told myself, anyway. I also told myself the low-cut purple top was “comfortable,” which was technically true in the way a loaded gun is technically just metal. Tight enough to put my tits on display like a question I already knew someone would answer.

My webcam sat on the monitor, ready. I opened my streaming software. The little preview window popped up in the corner, black screen faintly reflecting me.

The thing about faces is that once you show them, you can’t un-show them. Your face becomes a thing people can take with them, replay, screen-cap, misinterpret, worship, hate.

Discord chimed three times in a row.

VALIANT HEROES | LFG – Graveglass, need DPS, must know mechanics.

I clicked in.

“Hey,” I typed. “I can.”

Immediately:

TERRY: our resident sweatlord has entered the chat

sera: if you wipe us i’m reporting you to the fashion police

RIN: she’s gonna carry, she always does

It was affectionate. I knew they were just giving me shit. They were my people, in their way. Sera especially was a real friend.

Still... even with Sera, sometimes the whole thing felt small. Safe. Familiar. A little too closed in. And lately I’d started feeling that way too. Like I needed to push at something. Let people actually see me.

My cursor hovered over the webcam toggle.

“Okay,” I whispered to my empty room, like I was negotiating with a wild animal. “One stream. One. Halloween. If it gets weird, I stop. If anybody’s gross, I ban them. If I panic, I pretend my internet died. Easy.”

I clicked.

The preview lit up. My face – real, warm-lit, too close, eyes sharp from eyeliner, mouth glossed because I’d absentmindedly done it while waiting for the game to patch – stared back.

My collarbone looked as if it had been drawn in one clean, confident stroke. My tits peeked from the neckline with opinions.

I swallowed.

“Fine,” I said out loud. “Camera on.”

I titled the stream “Graveglass Cathedral – Halloween run | chill DPS | no fake hype” because if I was finally doing this, I wanted it to still feel like me.

Then I hit Go Live.

The little red dot appeared.

And my heart did that stupid thing where it tries to climb into your throat and live there.

The first minute was quiet.

Three viewers. Then four. Then two. Then five. A couple of familiar names from the community clicked in, probably because they recognized my handle, not because they expected… this.

Chat came in slow at first, just a thin trickle.

tooltip_goblin: what boss timer addon is that?

RIN: WAIT CAMERA?

I laughed, short and surprised at how much relief it gave me to have someone react like that.

“Yeah,” I said into the mic, voice a little breathy. “Don’t make it weird. I’m testing.”

TERRY: oh my god she’s real

“Unfortunately.”

The raid group formed up in the lobby. My battle-sorceress stood under the hub’s floating lanterns, armor catching the event lighting in a soft violet sheen. My hands moved over mouse and keyboard on pure muscle memory. The game, at least, didn’t care what I looked like.

But the viewer number kept climbing. Nine. Twelve. Fifteen. I didn’t even tell anyone. They just… found me.

Then I saw my stream link pop up in guild chat – “look who it is” – and the number rose in a steady, hungry staircase.

So I pulled the mic closer and forced myself into my normal rhythm, the one I used in Discord calls when I was shot-calling mechanics, the one that made people listen.

“Okay. Graveglass. If you don’t know the second boss, don’t stand in the choir light. If you do, I swear I’ll let you die.”

Someone in voice chat snorted.

“God, I missed your murder tone,” Sera said.

“Shut up and pull,” I replied, smiling.

We loaded in.

Cathedral halls glittered with broken stained glass and phosphorescent moss. A river of fog crawled along the floor. The ambient audio was all distant chanting and metallic wind chimes. I felt that familiar click as focus locked into place – eyes on cooldowns, attention split across boss tells and party frames – and it helped. It grounded me.

Until chat started to scroll faster.

JBwith05: yo wtf she’s cute

dps_daddy: hey vesper, that top is illegal

dovewing77: screen-recording this for later

My smile stayed on, but something in me went tight, because saving footage of me wasn’t the same as watching me.

But I rolled my eyes at the webcam, and the heat came anyway, faint and annoying, a mosquito bite at the base of your neck.

“I’m not taking fashion advice from someone named dps daddy,” I said, deadpan.

Laughter from my voice chat. A few “LMAO” in stream chat.

The viewer number climbed: twenty-eight.

It was the strangest feeling – being in my room, alone, and also… watched. A little spotlight of attention that made my skin feel more awake.

We downed the first boss clean. Loot dropped. People cheered in voice chat like idiots. I leaned back in my chair, stretching, and my shirt shifted; my tits lifted and the fabric clung, pulling taut across the nipples, a tease I hadn’t even planned.

Chat went feral for half a second.

skullqueen: GIRL –

JBwith05: respectfully??

I glanced at the chat, then at the camera, then back to the game like I could pretend I hadn’t noticed.

“Relax,” I said. “It’s a dungeon, not confession hour.”

“Maybe for you,” Terry murmured into voice, and I could hear the grin in his voice.

“Says the man whose entire personality is latte foam art,” I shot back.

He laughed. “That’s craft.”

We kept going.

And I realized something, somewhere between the second pull and the third: I liked this. Not the horny comments. Not the crude stuff. I liked the energy.

The way my jokes landed harder. The way my focus looked like confidence on camera. The way my little expressions – an eyebrow lift, a smirk when someone messed up – became part of the performance without me even trying.

I’d spent so long being “the girl in class who can draw” and “the girl in raid who carries” that I’d forgotten how it felt to be… seen.

The second boss did its choir-light mechanic. Someone in the group panicked, stood in the wrong place, ate a beam of damage, and dropped to zero.

I didn’t even hesitate.

“Oh no,” I said sweetly. “Anyway.”

clipthatpls: CLIP IT

Voice chat exploded.

“You’re a monster,” Sera wheezed, laughing.

“I’m efficient.”

Chat mirrored it, the audience clearly loving watching me be mean in small, controlled ways.

skullqueen: she’s scary i love her

JBwith05: i would do anything she told me

I blinked at that. It wasn’t the first time a guy had said something like that in the general vicinity of the internet, but it was the first time it felt like… it had a shape. Like a door cracked open and I could see a room behind it.

“Anything,” I repeated, voice flat, as if testing the word. “That’s a big claim.”

I expected backpedaling. I expected some “lol jk.”

Instead:

JBwith05: try me

The third boss spawned: a stitched-together knight with a pumpkin lantern head, dragging a sword that rang on stone. My character danced. My voice stayed calm. But a part of my brain – some curious, bored, wicked little part – tugged on that thread.

“What, like… drink water?” I said.

A pause.

Then chat spammed laughing emotes.

JBwith05: yes ma’am

I stared at the screen.

That tiny response – yes ma’am – wasn’t arousal exactly, not yet, but it grazed the same nerve. A quiet throb under my panties sharpened every time I pretended it wasn’t there.

We finished the dungeon. Loot distributed. People left voice chat with the usual goodbyes and casual insults. My viewer number hovered around forty-three, which for a first face stream, for my little corner of Valiant Heroes, felt ridiculous.

I looked at the camera as if it had earned my attention.

“Okay,” I said. “I’m ending. You were… mostly not terrible.”

dps_daddy: say goodnight nicely

“Goodnight,” I said, smiling like I was doing him a favor, slow and deliberate. Then I leaned in and clicked End Stream.

The room went silent in a way that made me feel almost dizzy. The walls returned to being just walls. My ears rang faintly, the echo of voices replaced by the thud of my own heartbeat.

My phone buzzed on the desk. Then again. Then again, three rapid taps like someone knocking. Discord DMs.

I hesitated, a little pulse of anxiety twisting with curiosity. If I opened them, I’d be letting the audience follow me off-stage.

I opened the first.

“You’re actually adorable. Please stream again. I’ll sub.”

Fine. Normal. Sweet, even.

Second message.

“I’ve been in your guild for months and didn’t know you were a girl. I’m shaking lol.”

That made me laugh – because of course you’re shaking, sir, I’m a human being with eyeliner.

Third message.

“Can I buy your Halloween outfit? Like… the top. I’ll pay.”

I looked down at myself. The fabric was still warm against my skin, stretched across my chest as evidence.

Fourth.

“Your voice made me hard.”

A familiar kind of gross. I sighed and kept scrolling, expecting the usual: compliments, thirsty nonsense, the occasional aggressive insult from someone allergic to women existing.

And then –

“Do you ever tell men when they’re allowed to cum?”

I stopped so abruptly my thumb froze.

I read it again.

Allowed. Cum.

The sentence was absurd in its bluntness and also… weirdly formal, like it belonged to a rulebook, not a DM inbox. There was no “lol” at the end. No winking emoji. Just the question, serious as a job application. The username was “NullCode”. Pretty weird.

I kept my eyes on the message until the letters felt like they were floating.

“Who even…,” I whispered, alone.

My phone buzzed again.

NullCode: Please tell me not to cum.

Another.

NullCode: If you reply with one word – Denied – I’ll send $50 immediately. No screenshots. No reposts.

I felt my face heat, half from disbelief, half from that sharp little ping of intrigue.

Fifty dollars. For… that. For sitting still and writing “denied” while some stranger on a webcam sat there with his fist around his cock, trying not to cum.

I was a broke art student at Hollisgate, an Ivy-level money furnace. My books alone cost me a fortune. I could barely afford to fly home twice a year to my family, which was really just my mother in Harlowfield, Oregon, where the grocery store closes early and everyone knows your car. She couldn’t help me even if she wanted to.

And this man was… offering money. Real money. For attention. For my words… For me to tell him he wasn’t allowed to come.

I sat back slowly in my chair. The messages had suddenly gone heavy, and I needed distance. My thighs shifted, bare skin brushing fabric, pressure building where I absolutely didn’t want it to.

There was something else here besides the easy money pull – something that pricked at my pride and my curiosity in the same breath.

On my monitor, my stream dashboard still showed the last peak viewer count and the chat log. My body felt strangely awake. My nipples were tight under the cotton, sensitive. The world had offered me a new language and I could almost understand the grammar.

On impulse, I opened a browser tab and typed, almost without thinking, the first thing my mind came up with.

“Orgasm control fetish.”

The search results loaded with that blunt, shameless efficiency the internet has for everything humans are too embarrassed to admit out loud.

My eyes flicked back to the DM from NullCode – “Please tell me not to cum” – and then back to the results, triangulating a location on a map I wasn’t sure I wanted to visit.

A deluge of websites and blogs and forums.

Some of it was written by men who owned too many swords. Some of it was weirdly clean: glossaries, guides, threads titled like strategy guides, as if desire could be optimized if you just learned the rules.

My brain slid into the same mode it used for raid prep: scan, assess, filter. Pop-up hell. Bad vibe. Useless. Useful. A forum post with a timestamp from six hours ago. A beginner guide that used words like “protocol” without a hint of irony. The worst part was how quickly my mind started building a structure for it, as though it had been waiting for the vocabulary.

Orgasm control. Chastity. Femdom. Denial. Ruined orgasm. Permanent locks. “Her permission only.” “Locked for her.”

Each phrase hit lower, slower, heavier, like someone tapping the same spot over and over until it started to bruise in a pleasant way. Some words made me flinch. Too blunt, too naked, like someone had turned a private thought into a street sign, but a couple of them didn’t make me flinch at all. They made me go still.

Permission sat there like a polite little knife. Denied looked ridiculous and also final, a stamp you couldn’t argue with once it hit the page.

I clicked one link. Then another, and another. I read words that made my stomach flutter in a way I didn’t want to name yet, and every few seconds my eyes slid back to that DM.

Some of it wasn’t new to me; I knew what a Domme or a Mistress was. But here there was more: control, a craving for control. And the soft, horrible thrill of someone offering it to me.

Under the glow of my monitor, with my shirt still slightly shifted from the stretch I’d done on stream, with my thighs pressed together against the slow, needy throb blooming in my pussy, and with my phone face-up on the desk buzzing, I realized something that made me suck in a breath and hold it.

This wasn’t just NullCode wanting me. This was him wanting me to decide. It was the power inside the decision that did it for him – the fact that I mattered that much.

I looked once more at the DM where he had asked so calmly if I ever told men when they were allowed to cum. I re-read everything he’d sent, everything that came after.

My mouse paused over the reply field. I could feel my heartbeat in that brief pause.

I could ignore it.

I could block him outright and pretend tonight never happened.

Or –

I could test the shape of that power just once, circling the rim of my own hunger with a fingertip without letting myself fall in. I mean, just out of curiosity, right? What could really happen?

I typed two words in reply to NullCode.

“No. Denied.”

Then I paused and added a third, because the tone mattered, and I wanted to do it properly.

“Behave.”

I hit send.

My phone buzzed again almost immediately.

A new message popped up, from the same user.

NullCode: Yes. Thank you.

I read it, heart thudding shoplifter-fast. I didn’t know what it was yet. It felt like I’d found a new tool, potentially dangerous.

A leash, maybe. All I had to do was close my hand around the handle.


Chapter 2 – The First Time I Came to This

I woke up Tuesday morning with that too-sweet-too-late feeling in my gut, and my body still hadn’t decided if it loved it or hated it.

Critique at ten. Portfolio notes I hadn’t opened and my apartment looked exactly the same: the unwashed mug on the desk with a crescent of dried coffee at the bottom, my sketchbook open to a half-finished armor shoulder plate, the soft snarl of charging cables – dead-vine tangles – the hoodie I’d peeled off and tossed on the chair.

The only thing that felt different was me. My skin a little too aware of itself, my thoughts slightly too loud, the memory of that DM sitting in my head: a hook that seemed to tug lower every time I shifted in my chair.

NullCode: Do you ever tell men when they’re allowed to cum?

I’d answered and I’d watched him say Yes. Thank you. The words replayed now with a faint echo, polite and obedient in a way that pulled me taut before I could laugh it off.

I should’ve blocked him on principle. I should’ve made coffee, opened my class notes, and done the responsible thing as a normal person.

Instead, I opened Discord.

The server list lit up Christmas-tree bright – pings stacked on pings, little red badges accusing me of having a social life. My guild’s main server already had a new channel name, because of course it did.

Someone had renamed #raid-discussion to #camera-girl-incident overnight, and the name alone made my hips shift against the chair, slow and unconscious.

I clicked.

The first thing I saw was a meme: my character Vesper photoshopped onto a medieval painting with the caption: SHE’S REAL AND SHE’S MEAN.

I snorted out loud, then pressed my lips together, suddenly aware of my own breath, the way it had gone shallow.

The chat started harmless enough.

RIN: okay but she’s actually cute??? i’m not processing

sera: her eyeliner is a hate crime (compliment)

TERRY: petition to make her stream every raid so we all behave

Someone replied under that:

some_random_alt: i’d behave for her, no joke

Then it tipped.

There was a photoshopped WANTED poster with my face from the stream preview – how had they even gotten that? – and the words Wanted for: making men lose brain cells. Under it, someone had typed, Step on me, Vesper, and someone else had answered, get in line.

My DMs were worse.

The notification count was stupid. First compliments, sloppy and sweet and earnest enough to make me cringe and soften at the same time. Then the thirst, immediate and relentless, like the internet had been starving and I’d accidentally walked in wearing meat, and my body reacted before my brain – a faint dampness gathering as if curiosity alone were foreplay.

dovewing77: You’re hot af.

Coldcache_x4: Those tits… Camera again tonight?

I skimmed half of them without finishing. Then I hit the ones that were not just horny, but specific.

One message said: I edge to your voice.

I blinked. Read it again. Felt my face heat in that angry, embarrassed way that made my nipples tighten painfully against my shirt.

“Why would you tell me that,” I muttered, alone, as though he could hear the contempt in my voice and might get harder from it.

Then I found the open thread from last night – NullCode’s message still sitting there, with new ones stacked underneath – and my throat gave that small involuntary swallow again as my fingers slid between my thighs, not touching yet, just resting there.

NullCode: I’m still hard from last night.

NullCode: If I behave, will you tell me no again?

NullCode: Please. I mean it about paying.

Pay. Again that idea. He’d already offered. The first time, I’d let it slide; fifty dollars was not enough to make me tie myself to some anonymous stranger. But good God, he kept offering…

My finger hovered over the block button.

Then, arguing with myself, I opened his profile. A default avatar. No mutual servers except one kink-adjacent server I didn’t recognize and suddenly wanted to poke around in.

I backed out. Scrolled again.

More from him.

NullCode: Give me one rule to follow while I wait for your answer. Please...

I squeezed my legs together, trapping that peculiar rising sensation, refusing to let it crest. It wasn’t just the language. It was the way it was built, the structure, and the implications.

Last night, it had felt like a joke – an accidental edge of power I could pretend I hadn’t touched. Today, in the light of day, it had teeth and my pulse kept time with them.

My phone buzzed with a new DM and my stomach dipped. I didn’t want to be fascinated. I was.

So I did what any reasonable art student does when confronted with a sudden, lucrative fetish economy. I googled again.

My search history from last night popped up immediately:

orgasm control

orgasm denial meaning

male chastity cage how it works

ruined orgasm definition

I read the words once, then again, and clicked, deliberately pulling my hand away from my body, forcing myself to stay still. My thumb tried its old bad habit, wanting to slide back down instead of up.

The internet handed me information with the same cold efficiency as yesterday. This time I went all in. No pretending I’d stumbled across it by accident. I was looking on purpose. Text stopped being enough fast. I wanted movement, faces, reactions, proof this wasn’t just theory.

So I clicked a video, then another, telling myself it was academic, because if you tilt your head the right way, you can make anything sound like anthropology.

One creator on-screen – pretty, composed, casual – spoke into the camera like she was explaining skincare, and my toes curled inside my socks. Her voice was soft and matter-of-fact, almost bored, which somehow made every word get under my skin faster. She said control and discipline and denial the way my professors said composition and line weight. Then she demonstrated with her sub, bringing him to the edge and stopping.

She didn’t flinch, didn’t hesitate. She just watched him twist under her hand like it was the most ordinary thing in the world.

I was aghast. Speechless. Horny.

My hand started to move, then stopped, hovering over my pussy, denying myself. Then I found a clip about ruined orgasms.

The title alone made me recoil and lean closer at the same time, tongue-to-battery sharp. I expected disgust, or that guilty snap of panic that makes you slam a laptop shut like a parent just walked in.

Instead, I watched.

I watched with my jaw tight and my hand frozen where I’d left it. I learned what it meant: getting someone close enough that their whole body thinks it’s about to spill over, then cutting it off so the release happens wrong – unsatisfying, messy, denied at the last second, leaving the ache behind and deepening the begging.

The explanation turned desperation into something almost clinical, and I followed every word like a diagram, like I could feel each step firing through my own nerves.

It was cruel. Borderline sadistic. The sort of thing I should have filed immediately under absolutely not. But I was wet. I could feel my pussy go tight and needy. Every inhale sharpened it. And underneath all of it was the thought itself, the one that hit harder than the videos: someone begging, and me deciding.

The possibility of that – the idea that I could be the one who chose yes or no, enough or not yet – landed like a shock.

What if I really did get aroused by this? What was so wrong with that?

I kept searching male chastity and my phone buzzed again. More DMs from NullCode.

NullCode: Please.

NullCode: Tell me to get close and stop.

NullCode: Tell me I’m not allowed to come.

The preview alone hit harder than the first time because this was not just begging anymore. It was a stranger handing me a decision and asking me to make it hurt.

I should’ve blocked him by now. I really really should have done that. Like really. Normal, reasonable people did that. Normal, reasonable people did not entertain horny strangers begging in their DMs.

Instead, my hand stalled, and my mind. – my stupid, inventive, storytelling mind – started to imagine the scene: some guy in his room, alone, cock in hand, eyes locked on his screen, waiting for me to tell him exactly how far he was allowed to go.

I pictured the tension in his shoulders, the tightness in his jaw when the notification pinged. I didn’t have to give anything except a line of text. No picture, no voice, no performance, just terms.

My gaze drifted to the mirror on my dresser, the one that caught the edge of my face when I turned my head. The eyeliner was still there, slightly smudged from sleep, making my eyes look sharper than I felt and darker than I remembered.

I looked faintly wrecked and faintly dangerous, the look of someone who’d stayed up too late doing things she wouldn’t admit out loud.

I imagined going live again. I imagined the chat moving faster. I imagined the DMs piling up.

And I felt, quietly and shockingly lust for the role itself. For being the reason someone shakes and waits and thanks me when I do nothing but type and refuse.

My fingers twitched, restless, and I found myself pulling up the a new tab.

I hesitated for half a second, then searched for another ruined orgasm video – like the one I’d seen before, but meaner.

A woman’s hand, manicured, working a cock with just enough pressure to keep it hard, to keep it aching, but never enough to let it finish.

The man on screen was trembling, his hips jerking up into nothing, his mouth open in a silent plea. She laughed, low and knowing, and then… stop.

His body convulsed, his cock twitching, but there was no real release, just a wet, messy spurt of cum, his face twisted. I watched.

I watched and my body betrayed me, a slow greedy clench and a slick warmth that made me shift in place.

My fingers slid under the waistband of my sweatpants, past the elastic, and found my pussy already wet, already swollen.

I pressed two fingers against my clit, hard, and circled, my hips lifting off the chair just enough to chase the pressure.

The video played on: her voice, his whimpers, the cruel, unrelenting rhythm of denial. I matched it, my fingers working my clit, rubbing hard and fast, my thumb pressing down right on that spot, the one that made my hips jerk and my breath hitch.

The tension coiled tight, my free hand gripping the edge of the desk like a lifeline.

The sounds from the video – wet, slick, desperate – filled the room, and I let my own moans join them, loud and unfiltered, the raw, dirty sounds of pleasure pushing me closer to the edge.

The man on screen came undone again, his cock leaking, his body straining, and I… I was the one who decided. I was the one who could stop, who could push, who could take and take and never give.

The thought hit me like a live wire and I came with a choked gasp, “uhh… fuck” my back arching off the chair, my pussy clenching hard, my fingers frantic and squelching as I rubbed myself through the last shuddering pulses of pleasure.

The air filled with the intoxicating smell of my aroused, dripping pussy, sharp and sweet, laced with the salt of my sweat.

I collapsed back into the chair, my chest heaving, and my skin burning.

The video still played, but I didn’t need it anymore. I felt powerful, I felt like I’d just discovered a part of myself I’d been pretending didn’t exist.

I picked up my phone again, my fingers slightly damp and my body still humming. The messages were waiting there:

“Tell me to get close and stop.”

“Tell me I’m not allowed to come.”

I smiled. Then I typed:

“Get yourself close. Then stop.”

“No coming.”

I looked at the words once, then hit send.

This felt different from last night. Last night had still carried the excuse of a joke, a little dare I could pretend didn’t mean much. This was cleaner than that. Colder. I wasn’t tossing him a word just to see what it did. I was telling him what to do.

And somewhere on the other side of the screen, he would read it and obey.


Chapter 3 – The Padlock

Wednesday morning, sunlight dragged me out of sleep.

My body felt heavy, pleasantly sore in that specific way after you’ve come hard. My panties stuck slightly against me when I shifted. I winced and smiled, feeling the faint sting of dried slick as a private badge.

Coffee first. I showered, pulled on jeans and a hoodie, put my hair in a messy knot, and stepped outside.

The air was cold enough to wake me all the way up, nipples hardening under the cotton with every breath I took.

On my walk to campus, I saw again the little corner shop I sometimes poked around in for random little gifts and stuff.

I thought I remembered seeing something funny once on display in the window, and my mind kept returning to one possibility: a small padlock pendant hanging on a chain between my breasts – part joke, part threat. Just imagine going live with that on!

I stopped in front of the jewelry display. Just like I remembered, there were a ton of cheap chains, little charms, gold-plated everything.

And there it was. A tiny padlock pendant, cute and glossy, the kind of thing a teenager might wear just because it looked edgy. My pulse jumped anyway.

I went inside. The clerk – a woman with a tight bun and bored eyes – looked up briefly.

“Can I help you?”

Her voice was neutral. The world stayed normal around me. That made the moment feel even more obscene, as if I’d walked into a confessional wearing no panties.

I pointed. “That one,” I said, and my voice sounded steadier than I felt. “The padlock.”

She took it out and held it up. The chain glinted in the fluorescent light. The padlock charm felt heavy in her palm for something that small.

“Cute,” she said, like it meant nothing.

“It is,” I replied.

I imagined the pendant swinging over my chest as I leaned toward my webcam, imagined it catching the light just before I whispered hands off to a silent room full of locked cocks.

I paid. The pendant sat in a little paper bag in my hand as I walked back outside, the weight of it absurdly thrilling.

I went through the rest of my usual campus routine. I had class, and I needed to stop by the library.

I cut it short, though. I wanted to be back home. As soon as I reached my apartment, I emptied the bag onto my desk and stared at the padlock pendant for a long moment. Then I picked it up and let the cold chain slide through my fingers.

It was a tiny lock, innocent-looking enough to pass as fashion, but my mind filled it with rules, obedience, aching men.

I smiled. Tomorrow night, during the Thursday raid, I’d stream with it hanging between my tits and see what it did to them.

In the meantime, I reached for my phone and opened Discord. There was the familiar world: the server, the raid chat, the meme channel, the version of me that was still just Vesper, a DPS carry with a mouth. There were also more specific comments about how I’d looked on stream, some weird private messages, and Terry asking point-blank, “u alive?” A bunch of others were daring me to stream again.

And then him. He hadn’t budged at all. NullCode’s texts just sitting there. I had escalated it, gone further than just playing along.

He had followed up with a fascinating line: “Yes… I got close. So close for you.”

For me? Oh God… He had written again after that, about an hour ago.

NullCode: Good morning. I’m still thinking about your commands. Please tell me what you want me to do today.

I cringed a bit – half fear, half that other thing that made my core thrum, the seam of my panties suddenly too much and not enough, my pussy giving that traitorous little wet throb again.

I wasn’t going to answer, at least not now. But I had to do something with all the messy knowledge I’d picked up yesterday, so I went back to my desk, grabbed my laptop, opened a note, and typed a heading:

KEYHOLDER – NOTES

Then I stared at the blank space and realized my hand was shaking slightly.

“Get a grip,” I muttered aloud, and the sound of my own voice in the quiet room made me smile because it sounded like a real command.

Let’s say I wanted to play around with this whole gamer-domme thing for a bit. Where should I start?

I soon realized I was still pretty new to all of this. So I browsed a little more, stumbling onto a bunch of Reddit posts in related subreddits, with absurd-but-fascinating names like r/chastitycouples or r/CNFMchastity.

It all worked exactly how it was supposed to: rules, consent, obedience, teasing as “seasoning,” denial as power, control as a way to shape behavior. I got all of it and also lost track of time. Hours passed in a strange blur. Sunlight shifted across my desk. I drank more water and ate instant ramen.

My phone buzzing again jerked me out of the Reddit black hole. Another message from NullCode. If nothing else, he was persistent. I had to give him that.

NullCode: I want to pay. Please let me. I want to do it right. Please.

I still didn’t click into it. I went back to Reddit and kept reading. A post titled “Keyholder Psychology: Why ‘No’ Works” had a paragraph about anticipation. It was about how denial sharpened desire and made the sub attentive, compliant, eager to please. How it turned sexual energy into behavior. Behavior. That word hit like a bell. Because that was what I’d felt last night on my stream: the way my voice made people focus. The way men had typed “Yes, ma’am” when I told them to drink water.

This whole orgasm-denial-and-chastity thing was a system, a little closed loop where my words could reach through a screen and do something to somebody’s body.

Another Discord notification. NullCode again. At this point it was starting to feel obsessive. Who the hell was he? Was he real? Was he unhinged? I didn’t want to become someone’s therapist. But I also… wanted to see if the idea actually worked.

To see what happened if, in a reckless impulse, I typed to him:

“Rule #1: Hands off unless I say.”

I paused. I added another line:

“If you can’t do that, stop messaging me.”

Then, because my stomach tightened at the thought of him touching himself while reading my words, I added the part that made my pulse jump:

“Type ‘Hands off’ back to me.”

I hit send.

And like he was literally summoned to his phone, a reply came immediately.

NullCode: Hands off.

My body reacted: a tightening in my abdomen, my nipples prickling.

He sent another message:

NullCode: Thank you. Please tell me how long.

How long? He wanted a time limit, a timer, something he could endure, something he could suffer through with purpose.

I typed:

“Until tonight. If you can’t manage that, you’re not built for this.”

My hand trembled slightly as I sent it, a faint shake that started in my hand and went straight into my pussy.

He replied:

NullCode: Yes. I can. I’ll wait.

I shifted in my chair, trying to find a position that didn’t put pressure exactly where I really didn’t need it, hips rocking once before I forced them still, my clit throbbing. I closed the DM thread, a little freaked out.

Night fell before I noticed it. The glow of my monitor became the main light, turning my skin pale and my reflection sharp. I felt wired, skin humming, nerves tight and lit up.

My body had been simmering all day. I pushed back from the desk and stood up.

“Okay,” I said, voice low. “Enough.”

I went to the kitchen to eat something real, then walked to the bathroom, brushed my teeth with too much force, looked at my face in the mirror.

My pupils looked bigger than usual, darker. I went back to my room, shut the door, and sat on the edge of my bed.

My phone lay beside me, screen bright. A new message from him.

NullCode: Still hands off. Still thinking about you.

My fingers curled around the phone, knuckles whitening slightly. My mind tried to stay logical: this was a stranger. My body didn’t care. My body cared about one thing: the fact that a man had read my words and stopped touching his cock because I told him to.

And it made me so horny it shocked me, slick warmth pooling fast, my pussy getting wet enough that I could feel it soaking into my panties.

A soft sound slipped from my mouth – mmh – before I could swallow it. I closed my eyes. I knew I was going to touch myself again. I knew it.

I inhaled, sharply, and I reached down before I could stop myself, already hot with the images that had followed me all day: the padlock, the readings, NullCode’s messages. One touch told me how far gone I was.

I brought myself right to the edge, then stopped, curious enough to test the logic of denial on my own body, and the frustration only made the craving sharper. Half laughing at myself, half undone by it, I started again and this time let the pleasure take me fully – hard enough to leave me shaking, and still not enough to quiet the wanting.

When I could think again, I rolled onto my back and stared at the ceiling, sweat cooling on my skin.

My phone buzzed. I turned my head and looked at it. He was obnoxiously precise, like he knew exactly what he was doing. He was trying to unsettle me – a simple message, just a repetition.

NullCode: Still hands off.

I typed with calm precision.

“Good.”

Then, after a beat, because the power wanted a ritual, wanted structure:

“Report again at midnight.”

I sent it.

I set the phone down, wiped my fingers on a tissue, and finally – finally – closed my eyes.


Chapter 4 – Live Bait

Thursday night I spent more time choosing a top than I spent choosing my major.

I showered fast. Hot water, quick scrub, rough towel against my skin. My nipples tightened into hard points the second I stepped into cool air. I did my makeup close to the mirror – concealer, liner, mascara. Crisp eyeliner wings made my face feel more… adult, even when nerves skittered low in my gut like I’d chugged an energy drink on an empty stomach.

I stood in front of my closet, staring at the hangers. The little internal debate that always turned into a fight between “cute” and “try-hard.” Lace felt theatrical. Anything too obviously sexy read as a costume. I wanted an outfit that looked simple and still made men stare. I wanted plausible deniability, sort of.

I picked a black tank top that clung to my tits with blunt honesty and a pair of high-cut shorts that made my legs look longer than they had any right to. I was barefoot, my hair twisted into a messy half-up knot. The kind of look that said “I threw this on,” while my pulse ran hot from planning it.

Then I reached for the pendant. The chain whispered through my fingers.

I sat down at my desk and booted Valiant Heroes. Then I pulled up the streaming software, checked the camera angle, and adjusted the ring light – just a tiny tilt upward so my face stayed framed and the necklace stayed visible without me “showing” it.

I clicked Go Live. Chat trickled in, then surged. Viewer count climbed fast enough to make my scalp prickle – 34, 61, 102, 180 – numbers stacking.

I leaned toward the mic, keeping my voice light and casual.

“Okay. Valiant Heroes degenerates. Raid night.”

The pendant did exactly what I knew it would do. At first chat was just the usual flood of emotes and hearts, and then someone noticed:

KEYHOLDER???

Another followed:

IS THAT A LOCK ON YOUR NECK??

And suddenly the whole stream tipped in that direction, the scroll turning desperate and worshipful. I kept playing, face neutral, even while the little lock gleamed between my breasts and every deeper breath made my body more aware of itself. In voice chat, Sera laughed the second she heard the mood shift.

“Your chat is feral. What the hell did you do?”

I answered without looking away from the fight.

“I’m wearing jewelry.”

She snorted. “That’s one way to put it.”

Then, in the middle of the boss pull, with chat already hanging on every word, I leaned closer to the mic and gave them the line they were waiting for.

“Don’t touch.”

The reaction was instant. The scroll exploded, the viewer count jumped again, and the thrill of it went through me so hard I had to grip the mouse tighter to stay steady.

I followed it with, “I’m in charge tonight,” banned one bitter idiot the second he got nasty, and heard Sera murmur, pleased, “God, you’re hot when you do that.”

We cleared the raid, people logged off, and chat begged me not to end, but I signed out with a soft smile, a quick “Stay good,” and a kiss into the mic.

The second the stream went dark, my phone lit up with Discord pings and DMs piling in faster than I could read them. I went straight into Discord, pulling up NullCode’s thread, because I wanted his reaction more than anyone else’s.

I scanned his last messages, zeroing in on the very last:

NullCode: I’m hard. I’m shaking. I’m waiting.

I typed back with deliberate restraint.

“Good boy.”

Two words. Typing bubbles appeared instantly.

NullCode: Tell me what to do.

NullCode: Please… I want to PAY you…

He actually meant it. The begging wasn’t a joke, and neither was the money. And I was tired of pushing the question aside. What if I accepted it?

God knows I needed the money, and real money could come of this if I didn’t screw up the “system.” I calmed down, opened the window, and tried to reframe the whole situation. I tried to picture the moving parts the way I did when sketching a landscape.

So apparently I was good at making gamers horny. There was also the inconvenient little issue that it made me horny too. And then there was NullCode and the money he kept asking to throw at me.

Sweet, easy money that could solve a lot of my problems. Or create new ones. This whole gamer-keyholder streaming frenzy could bring in real money. Maybe not just from NullCode, either, if I decided to lean into it.

The opposite was also true: if I screwed it up, I could lose a potential revenue stream. And if NullCode got out of control, or someone else did, I could even lose my main accounts or end up dealing with real-life trouble.

And even if the fallout stayed online, it would still be fallout. Streaming platforms had rules. Streaming platforms had strangers who loved doxxing girls for sport.

Tonight, my chat turned into a cage cult in under an hour. Tomorrow, someone would try to use it against me. They would report me sooner rather than later.

That cooled me off fast. I felt the arousal drain out of me.

I pictured a message from the platform: TOS VIOLATION. I pictured my accounts gone. My channel gone. My little shot at an income stream evaporating.

I had to keep the stream within certain boundaries, stay well inside the TOS. The raw stuff had to stay behind a paywall.

My mouth moved around the word before my brain could stop it.

I whispered one word: “OnlyFans.”

It sounded ridiculous out loud and still made my pussy flicker back to life with one quick little pulse. Great. She’s awake again.

I pulled up my browser and created a new email account first. Then I opened the OnlyFans signup page. My fingers flew over the form fields. Username, profile setup, identity verification.

My thumb paused over the upload button and my body went tight in a way that had nothing to do with arousal this time.

My name on a screen. My face in a database. A version of me that couldn’t pretend any of this was a bit. I pictured some guy in chat deciding he wanted to be funny, posting a screenshot in the wrong place, my handle turning into a rumor that sprinted through campus faster than the flu.

Then my brain offered a counterexample, batting paranoia back and forth, because it always did that when I started to spiral.

Two girls in my department – everyone knew, in that half-whispered, half-envious way – ran OnlyFans accounts under cute stage names. They still showed up to critiques. They still got invited to parties. People stared. People talked. Then the gossip got bored and moved on to the next shiny thing. Nobody dragged them into the street. Nobody burned their lives down.

Mmm… I could live with some ogling for a fat stack of cash.

Then I thought of my mother. The thought of her finding out sent a cold spike through my gut, her disappointed sigh echoing in my head like a slap, her questions about “why not a real job” mixing with the worried love she always wrapped around her lectures.

I mean, she was my only family. And just like that, I pictured her crying in front of me, launching into “degenerate behavior” and “I didn’t raise you to be a slut” sermons. Shit. I couldn’t keep it secret forever, could I?

And yet she lived hundreds of miles away and still called me when the TV remote “stopped working.”

She didn’t stalk social media. She didn’t read forums. She barely read texts longer than two lines. If someone ever told her something, I could handle the conversation after – my voice calm, my story ready – because I’d have receipts.

I opened my bank app on impulse, just to see numbers instead of fear, and the balance sat there in plain black numbers, solid and real. I imagined that number heavier. I imagined rent paid early. I imagined groceries without mental math. I felt my shoulders drop a centimeter.

My pulse sped up again, and this time the feeling carried heat and purpose instead of dread. I decided to go through with it and let hell break loose. I needed the money and I liked how being watched made me feel.

I uploaded a cropped photo that showed my mouth and collarbone and the lock between my tits.

I linked payment. I set the subscription price. I designed the tiers the same way I designed character builds in Valiant Heroes – escalation baked in.

Obedient.

Ruined.

Locked.

Then I connected the two. A pinned post on my stream profile with neutral language and a clean link. A line that framed it as “bonus content” and “private chat.”

God, I felt like such a smartass. Then Discord – because Discord already held all my “gremlins” in one place. I added a single message in my server’s general channel, tucked between raid schedules and meme spam, and I pinned it so it sat there like a quiet sign: if you’re here for the rules, follow the link. The curious ones had a breadcrumb and a path now.

NullCode didn’t need a breadcrumb. I dropped the link directly into our thread, clean and close, a private handoff that put the link directly in his hands.

I opened Discord again and typed to NullCode first, because he already acted like he belonged on that side of it.

“New rule.”

His typing bubbles appeared immediately.

NullCode: Yes.

I wrote:

“Stream stays teasing. The real stuff moves off-platform. You want tasks, you follow me there.”

His reply arrived fast:

NullCode: Confirmed.

A small thrill ran through me. I waited a couple of hours. Notifications started coming in on OnlyFans – slow at first, then steady. A few subs. A few messages. A few tips.

I checked my OnlyFans balance and I froze, because the number had already moved – not much, but enough to make it feel real.

I opened a blank document and titled it:

RULES FOR SUBS.

I wrote the first lines clear and blunt.

	Tasks get followed exactly. 

	Reports get sent on time. 

	Orgasms happen when I allow them. 

	Begging earns consequences. 



I edited it once. Then again. Then again, tightening my tone until it sounded like me: geeky, quick-witted, a little nervous, and still firm enough to keep control.

I posted it.

Over the next few hours, my OnlyFans inbox filled with men asking the same question in many different ways, some reverent, some barely coherent, some clearly typing one-handed.

They came through the funnel I’d built: stream panel, pinned Discord sign, the link passing hand-to-hand in DMs.

I answered them with structure – and with pleasure. I tried to be strict but not absurd.

A timed edge for one – twenty minutes, no finish, report back with exactly what it felt like to stop. A hands-on-head posture rule for another. A morning report template that turned their hunger into a routine.

And every time a man replied something like “Yes, Mistress,” every time he followed the instruction – my pussy pulsed with the simple truth, shocking as it was: control worked. It worked for me too…

NullCode stayed at the top of the pile on OnlyFans, as well. His messages came in calm, obedient, and filthy in this weirdly focused way.

“Tell me again what to do with my hands while I wait for your orders, please,” he wrote.

I typed back:

“This time, put your hands under your thighs. Sit on them. Report back in five minutes. Tell me what your cock does when you obey.”

His reply arrived exactly on time.

“Hands trapped. Cock hard. Leaking. No touch.”

I read that three times – leaking – and I thought about what that meant, the very specific, involuntary loss of control, his body betraying how badly he needed, while his hands stayed pinned because I said so. I imagined his throbbing cockhead glistening with thick, clear pre-cum that dribbled down his shaft in slow rivulets.

A shiver ran through me, sharp enough to raise goosebumps on my arms. I was spiraling again toward my own excitement. But I had to keep my head, control myself to control him.

I sent one more message, brief and clean, to leave him hungry.

“I like you hard for me…”

Then I added the hook, because tomorrow needed teeth.

“You want more, you bring proof.”

His typing bubbles appeared, then the message landed:

“I’ll buy a cage for you. I’ll send you pics.”

A laugh almost escaped me, half panic and… half thrill.

A thousand thoughts collided – money, risk, thrill, the possibility of a real man on a real leash, a man at the other end of my Wi-Fi wanting to put himself in a cage and call me the reason. I kept my reply small; I wanted to be sure:

“Sleep on it. Report in the morning. If you still want it in the morning, send me three links – different styles – tell me why you picked each one, tell me which one scares you most.”

His answer came instantly, like a kneel in text form.

“Yes. Good night, Mistress Vesper. Look at the tips.”

And I looked. He sent me $250. Just like that. And he called me “Mistress.” Sweet Lord, I’d done it. I was doing it.

I set the phone face-down.

I wrote rules. He followed them. And the part of me that came alive when men obeyed already wanted more.


Chapter 5 – Five Grand and a Cage

The next day, NullCode was – if that was even possible (God help us all) – more convinced than ever. He sent me the three links I’d asked for, and the specs were so detailed I just… short-circuited.

A sly line flashed through my head that I didn’t send: “Congratulations. You’re about to do this to yourself.” Instead, I wrote him:

“Buy steel. Buy a real lock. Buy a base ring that fits. Measure first. Do it properly. Send proof.”

He sent me the order confirmation within ten minutes, like he’d already made peace with the decision and simply wanted me to witness it.

He really had bought a cage for me. A real one. Not one of those cheap plastic “kink starter kit” things I’d seen online that looked like Halloween props. This one was steel. It had weight to it. A smooth, curved base ring. A hinged lock housing that looked almost industrial – clean lines, polished metal, the whole thing built to stay on. No joke.

He chose a design with a slightly tapered tube and oval ventilation slots – open enough to show glimpses of skin through the steel, exposed enough to make the whole thing feel like display.

The padlock was real too, a tiny brass thing with a sharp little key. When the photo came through, it sat at the front like a punctuation mark: a small gleam of brass right where his freedom used to be.

“Installed. Confirm.”

I zoomed in immediately, because of course I did.

His cock sat trapped in the cage like a captive animal, pressed tight, the head nudged toward the narrow tip. His balls swelled behind the base ring, soft and vulnerable against the cold metal: a man turned into something that could be kept.

And judging by the proportions? Well… he had some serious cock down there. Bent and squeezed into the cage, but I didn’t need a ruler to know it was huge.

I was really looking at it. My pussy throbbed in slow, heavy waves.

I typed:

“Good. Keep it on.”

That was the beginning. The real beginning. For the rest of the week, I tried to adjust to the new rhythm of things.

My new routine ran on two clocks, and both of them ticked inside my body – one between my legs, the other in my throat.

One clock lived in daylight, in the bright rectangle of my webcam frame: hair brushed smooth, eyeliner sharp enough to cut, nipples unpadded and faintly visible through cotton, a tank top stretched snug over breasts that always looked a little too full for the innocent gamer-girl vibe I sold so effortlessly.

That clock ran on chat scroll and raid calls and the steady pulse of my own performance – cute, competent, teasing, always one breath away from dirty stuff. And yes, I knew exactly what I was doing…

The other clock throbbed low in my core, after midnight, when the stream ended and the door clicked shut. That clock ran on paid DMs, on timers, on obedience, on men reporting back with trembling thumbs. It also ran on the private ache that gathered between my thighs when I wrote words that made someone’s cock swell on command.

I’d gotten good at it. The rent was paid. The late-notice emails stopped. The public side stayed sexy and clean: tease, hint, plausible deniability. The extra lived behind the paywall.

I’ll admit the extra still shocked me sometimes. One night a Ruined tier guy wanted “worse”… and I made him edge with a toothbrush. Bristles on the underside of the head, short, fast strokes that made him gasp and jerk like he’d been electrocuted. I made him smear his own precum over the tip like lube and then stop and hold still, cock twitching in his palm.

Another guy in Obedient tier – his voice note trembling like he’d swallowed gravel – kept begging for something messier, and what he wanted, specifically, was to be told to eat his own cum.

I made him promise it in writing first, then I kept him right on the edge until his cock leaked and twitched in his hand and his breathing turned wet and frantic, and I told him exactly when he could spill, exactly where, exactly how he’d collect it, and exactly how he’d swallow it. I said, “slowly and gratefully,” and I barely refrained from laughing at that point.

But always – always – threading through the noise and the “occasional mess,” there was my back-and-forth with NullCode.

He kept his messages sparse. He sent no emoji confetti. He offered no paragraphs of praise. He never filled my inbox with endless begging.

We spent days perfecting his use of the cage. He wore it for an hour, then two, then a full afternoon, then overnight, then through his day like it belonged there.

He sent proof pics on command – angles that showed the fit, close-ups that made my throat go tight, little videos where his hand trembled in the frame while he tried to show the lock clicking shut.

He paid for the privilege with clean, absurd chunks of money that made me blink hard and stare at the numbers like they might dissolve.

$250.

$500.

$700.

He didn’t haggle, didn’t ask for discounts, didn’t play cute. He paid. He complied. He waited. He wasn’t there for compliments or fake flirtation.

He wanted control. Precision. The weight of being owned. Which was, apparently, a perfectly ordinary thing to want from me.

It should have been easy to keep it transactional. It should have stayed in that safe lane where I played domme in lingerie and men paid for the illusion.

But my guilt kept trying to shove me into a different lane.

Guilt sat in me like a bruise you keep pressing, testing how much it hurts. The money hit my account, and my brain kept replaying the same ugly question: Who am I becoming?

Because I wasn’t selling feet pics and flirting.

I was reaching into strangers through a screen and flipping switches in their bodies. I was training men to obey me, to crave my approval like oxygen.

And with NullCode the scale tipped harder, because he didn’t feel like a horny idiot. He felt like a man who understood exactly what he was doing, who wanted a cage like a vow, who offered me money like tribute – and that made the power feel sharp enough to cut both ways.

I thought of my mother sometimes, not as an enemy, but as a voice that lived on my shoulder: “Be careful. Be smart. Don’t let men buy you.” And then I’d look at the numbers NullCode sent and feel my body answer with heat like it had its own opinion: “Let him. Take it. Use him.”

So I kept rules. I told myself that consent made it clean.

Then I started sending him audio too. Not that audio was new – we’d done that before, same as with the others – but back then it had been scripted and mechanical. Tell me this. Say that.

Now… well, I started sending him notes unprompted. Of my own volition, believe it or not.

My voice notes usually went out late at night when my room smelled like vanilla lotion and warm skin, when my hair was messy and my mouth felt soft from biting my lip all day.

I’d press record and let my voice drop.

“Good boy... Cage stays on. Hands stay off... You breathe through it.”

And it wasn’t only that. It wasn’t just that. I started admitting what it did to me when I said it – how the words landed back in my own body – and I started slipping him small pieces of my day, like I was leaving crumbs on purpose.

I could hear myself when I wanted to impress or arouse him – how wet it sounded, how calm, how certain. And the effect showed up in smaller, uglier tells: my tongue pressing to my teeth, the little hitch in my breath before I hit send, my hips rolling once against the seat trying to find friction.

Sometimes I’d swallow mid-sentence and the microphone would catch it, that little throat sound, and I knew exactly what it did to him because it did it to me too.

And I sent pics of my own.

Nothing that screamed potential blackmail. Nothing with my face beside a street sign. Nothing that could be used like a weapon.

Still explicit enough.

A mirror shot of my chest in a thin top, nipples punched into the fabric like hard little bullets, padlock chain gleaming against skin. A photo of my ass in those shorts pulled up just enough to show the crease, the curve, the slight shine of lotion. A close-up of my hand between my thighs, fingers slick, nails short, the edge of my panties tugged aside so the dark wetness showed.

A blurred little snap of my pussy – just the lower half of my body, just lips parted and glistening, the kind of photo that made my face burn while I stared at the send button and then sent it anyway because his money had turned courage into a habit.

His responses stayed minimal, and somehow that made it worse, hotter – like he took it in with the patience of a man who planned to keep it. Other times, he’d tell me how he felt and drop little absurd tidbits about his days in chastity.

And well, fuck me… I sort of liked him.

That was the part that made my guilt flare, because “liking” slipped past the clean borders of the transaction.

I liked the restraint in his words, the way he treated my rules like law rather than like porn. I liked the way he asked for specifics instead of begging for comfort. I liked the sense of intelligence behind the silence, the feeling that he watched me the way I watched my game: focused, serious, hungry for mastery.

When he messaged, the tone landed in my body like weight.

“Report,” he would write.

Or:

“Timer set.”

Or:

“Confirmed.”

I started noticing when he was online, when he disappeared, when he returned. I started feeling a tiny, bright spark of anticipation when his name slid into my notifications, like my body leaned toward him before my mind could pretend this was “just content.”

Almost two weeks had passed this way, and tonight I ended my stream on a win, cheeks warm from adrenaline, hair falling loose around my shoulders. The ring light left a faint halo in my eyes. My chat begged me to stay on. I smiled, soft and sweet, and clicked End Stream.

The quiet came fast, thick as a blanket. My ears rang with the ghost of my own voice.

I stood, stretched, felt my shirt ride up and expose a strip of skin. My phone buzzed. NullCode.

A new message appeared immediately, and this time the tone carried something different.

“I’m tired of pretending I’m anonymous.”

My heart gave one hard thump. I typed, careful.

“Explain.”

His reply came in a single block.

“My name is Mark.”

I froze. The name hit me like a cold splash. Mark? Mark who? A name alone shouldn’t have rattled me. But what he’d said had implications – pretending I’m anonymous. Why “pretending”? Was he about to drop his identity? Was he about to drag mine into it?

Another message came a second later.

“I’m rich.”

My eyebrows lifted. A laugh almost came out – skeptical, sharp – but it died before it reached my mouth. He didn’t sound like he was flexing. And he’d been proving, for days, that he could spend foolishly… on me. I couldn’t figure out why he was saying it now, or why he was saying it like a fact instead of a brag.

My mind clicked into place. I started rifling through my memory for every Mark I knew. There was a connection here, an overlap I’d missed.

A third message hit. He was bombarding me with them.

“I want you to really own me. Not just online.”

I was panicking now. Stop the train. Right now. Own me. In real life? Warmth rushed up my neck. I tried swallowing, throat suddenly parched, and realized I was holding my breath.

Then the fourth message landed, and it wasn’t just words.

“$5,000/month. For as long as you want. No contract. No minimum. You can stop anytime.”

I blinked hard and read again. Five thousand. Monthly. For as long as I wanted.

I imagined what I could do with that economic safety net. Oh. The leash. The leash and the power. Why was arousal the first thing I felt the second money entered the room? Because my brain was apparently a horny little traitor with a business plan.

I was in shock. Confused – and feeling a temptation so sharp it felt like pain.

NullCode – Mark – kept typing.

“I want real-life ownership. I want rules that follow me into daylight. I want you to decide what happens to my cock. I want you to decide when I come, like always.”

A jolt hit my pussy like an electric pulse. I clenched for the hundredth time because of him writing this kind of stuff to me.

I typed, using rationality as an anchor.

“That’s a lot of money.”

He replied instantly.

“It’s serious. And it may be only the beginning.”

Adrenaline left an acidic taste in my mouth. And I was fucking wet now. Drenched. Wet because a man I still hadn’t even figured out, a man I already liked, wanted to kneel and pay for the privilege.

A memory flickered, like lightning in my head. I needed to check something. Now. I grabbed my phone and scrolled back through the pics NullCode had sent me so far.

I disregarded (for once!) his gorgeous caged cock and focused on his hands. Pale and elegant. Long fingers. A ring on the right hand. A watch that looked expensive enough to pay for a car.

Jesus – I’d seen those hands before. I hadn’t gotten it earlier because I’d been so transfixed by the rest, the cage and everything. But now… Mark… it rang a bell.

A boy in a lecture hall who always sat two rows ahead, never looking around, always taking notes like he could control the world by writing it down. That Mark.

My fingers trembled as I typed to NullCode:

“Mark what?”

A beat. Then:

“I guess you know me as Adrian Mark Kraynford.”

I spiraled. You know that sensation when you’re going down the stairs and miss a step? That drop in your gut? That, except it didn’t last a second. Kraynford. That fucking Adrian M. Kraynford? Of course I knew him. Everybody knew him.

My mind snapped open a folder labeled UNI and spilled out images: the campus library with its hushed carpets, the art building that smelled like turpentine and coffee, the economics department students in their crisp coats and sleek shoes, the way certain people moved through the halls like they belonged to the building itself.

Mark Kraynford moved like that. There was even an entire wing of the campus named after a Joseph P. Kraynford… his granddad, or something.

I’d seen him many times. He’d never noticed me. The closest I ever got to him was at the start of the year, when he was on some pompous committee welcoming the (few) students admitted with scholarships. Me included.

It was a posh, faintly sad little affair. I’d felt like some poor local from a third-world slum being welcomed by dignitaries from a richer country. Misery and charity, that was the vibe, and I hated every moment of it. But oh, yes, I remembered him. Quiet, dark-haired, slender and tall, super poised.

He seemed like a different species, I’d thought then. Like we lived on different planets.

I’d seen him since, on different occasions, at mixers, always with the elite crowd – internships, family names, private jokes. He never acted loud.

Quiet confidence, polite eyes, a mouth that almost smiled but didn’t. I had seen him and, swear to God, I thought he was handsome. Even if the radical nerd in me despised him on principle, just because he had “old money” and WASP privilege written all over him.

And his hands.

I remembered his hands with unsettling clarity now: muscular for someone who seemed so fine and noble, veins faint on the backs, knuckles that looked like they’d been scraped once, maybe from a sport, maybe from a fight.

Hands that looked like they could bend a man in half or unzip my jeans without saying a word.

My phone buzzed again.

“You remember me.”

I was transfixed by the screen. The air in my room felt thin.

I typed slowly.

“I know that name.”

His response came, and it carried a strange gentleness.

“We barely spoke. You looked at my hands.”

He remembered… My throat tightened with a sound that almost became a laugh, almost became a whimper. I felt exposed, like he’d reached through time and touched my memory with his fingertips. Like he’d been watching me watch him.

I dragged my free hand up my thigh and over the front of my shorts, grounding myself in texture – soft cotton, warm skin, the pulse under my palm. My pussy throbbed softly beneath the pressure, damp already, my folds slick under the fabric.

My eyes darted to my laptop.

Google.

My fingers moved: Adrian Mark Kraynford. Search.

The results loaded, and there he was.

A headshot on a university site, hair neatly cut, jaw sharp, eyes calm in that way that looked both shy and arrogant. A blazer. A faint smile. Links to an academic society. A list of accolades. A photo from a charity event – Mark holding a drink, posture relaxed, expensive watch visible, shoulders broad under the suit.

The same hands. That mouth, still unreadable. I stared at the image and imagined those lips wrapped around humiliation, a whispered Yes, Mistress dripping from his tongue. And I hated how easy that fantasy slid into place. Like it had been waiting for the right face.

Another league. The kind of guy who didn’t need OnlyFans money, didn’t need a tip jar, didn’t need to grind for rent.

And yet he was here, in my DMs, offering me five thousand a month to own him, to be his Domme, his Keyholder.

Shock turned into confusion so thick it felt like fog.

And inside that fog, temptation glowed. My body felt awake in a way that had nothing to do with caffeine. I felt wet – truly wet now. My panties clung, soaked through. The raw edge of arousal crept in like smoke, curling under my skin, tightening my nipples to aching, begging points.

I stared at his photo until my eyes began to water. He was real. This was real. He knew me and I knew him and he wanted – no, he craved – me.

And real meant also dangerous. Real also meant he could show up and I couldn’t just close a tab.

I went back to my phone.

“Why”. I typed. Then deleted it. I typed:

“You’re serious.”

He replied instantly.

“Yes.”

I swallowed hard.

My insecurity rose up, sharp and sudden: the fear of being played, the fear of being laughed at, the fear of thinking I had power over someone like him when the truth might be the opposite. The fear that he was slumming. Maybe collecting a story.

I typed, because I needed control more than I needed answers.

“Send proof you’re locked now. With your FACE.”

There it was: exposure. He couldn’t weasel out of that. The words dripped with risk, challenge, filth. In all his pics I had never seen his face, nor any element really recognizable. The words were a declaration of war. A line I could stand behind.

For a long second, nothing happened.

My pulse roared in my ears. I hated the typing bubble.

Then a photo appeared. Then another. Then a short video clip.

My clit throbbed like it knew what was coming.

The first photo showed a man’s hand – his hand, I recognized it immediately now – holding a phone with the date and time visible. In the background, blurred but unmistakable, his cock confined in the snug metal cage, ring seated at the base.

The second photo was what I had asked. The cage was unmistakable and his face too. It was a selfie. Naked in front of a mirror. Waistband lowered with one hand. He was so damn serious. He looked like a statue, a Greek god – angry, melancholic. Unmistakably committed. Sculpted muscles, but lean. His hair was neatly combed. His skin looked pale and expensive, absurdly well cared for, and the cage in that picture looked obscene.

The video was silent, six seconds long. It showed his hand – steady, muscular fingers – tracing his lower abdomen, then lowering his waistband just enough to reveal the cage in motion. His cock twitched once, trapped, and the twitch looked like a plea.

“Fff – fuck,” I whispered, before I could stop myself.

I wanted to touch him. I wanted to touch me. I wanted those hands on me. My whole pussy was slick now, warm and full and fluttering.

My mind tried to catch up: Adrian Mark Kraynford. Handsome and rich son of a bitch, locked in a cage and offering me five grand a month.

The realness made my pussy throb harder. This wasn’t a little side hustle anymore. It was a boy from campus, clean-cut and expensive, and very well known, who had caged his cock for me like it was the most natural thing in the world. And begged to stay that way.

I typed to him:

“Jesus.”

Then regretted immediately and added:

“You did that for me.”

His reply came.

“Yes. And I did it for my own sanity. I did it because you make my body behave.”

I read it twice. Behave. Like I was a law he’d already broken and wanted to break again. Like his cock had finally met a consequence it liked.

A voice in my head whispered: danger. Another voice whispered: power.

I started typing, then paused, then kept going, because feigning professionalism was the only thing keeping me steady right now.

“This is… you telling me who you are. I mean, it’s your choice. Your identity is safe with me, but…”

I didn’t write anything else. But what? The real question here was what I wanted. What did I want? Money, obviously. But at this point I could not lie anymore. Money was a part of the game. A big part, sure. But not all of it, at least not with NullCode… with Mark.

I was also scared and I needed assurances. I needed to know this wasn’t a trap. I wanted to know he would obey the way he claimed – and had, so far. I wanted to know I could hold a leash attached to a man like him and not get dragged into the mud.

So, as often is the case, instead of telling him what I wanted, I asked him – and kept typing:

“What do you want from me, Mark?”

Using his name for the first time gave me elation and a rush of excitement.

His message arrived without preamble.

“I want to meet you.”

A second line, even calmer.

“I’ll come caged.”

A third.

“I’ll follow every rule you set. I’ll pay for your time. I’ll do it properly.”

My body responded first: a sharp, liquid heat that made my inner thighs twitch, made my breath catch like it had to push through thick syrup to leave my lungs.

My brain followed with the spiraling thoughts: Real. Dangerous. A person in your apartment. A real body. A real cage. Your hands shaking. Your voice breaking. People hearing something. Your life changing.

I pressed my lips together. I stood up. I walked to the kitchen and poured water. My hands trembled slightly around the glass. I drank anyway.

The glass felt too cold. My skin too hot. My pussy too swollen to sit still. My mind too fuzzy. I pressed the edge of the counter against my pelvis, hard, imagining a locked man on his knees between my legs, close enough that I could feel his breath on my pussy, his tongue begging for it.

I returned to the desk, sat down.

Then I typed.

“You’ve gone crazy.”

I added another, slower.

“Up until now everything worked because you stayed where you belonged.”

I could picture him reading it, breathing shallow, cock aching behind metal, his brain trying to solve the equation: what do I say to make her say yes?

Three dots appeared immediately. His typing started. Stopped. Started again.

“You’ll decide every step. I’ll obey you. You already have proof that could ruin me forever. Meet me. You lose nothing.”

He was right, wasn’t he? He already knew me. I now knew him. If he was deranged or a maniac, he wouldn’t have asked nicely. He could stalk me, embarrass me, report me.

And I – oh God – I could stalk him, blackmail him, and make him pay. I was a nobody, after all, from another state. He was the scion here, the wealthy one under the spotlight. Yeah, all that. And he was stupidly hot. What – should I have lied to myself? I was attracted to him, all right.

Okay. I guessed it was a bit late to backpedal now with the OnlyFans and all the money already coming, wasn’t it? Time to take the next step, maybe. But if I was going to do this, it was on my own damned terms.

“Let’s say you want to meet. Let’s say I say yes… You follow my conditions.”

I felt a flicker of power – small, sharp, satisfying. I continued, and this time I made myself be brave enough to be specific.

“You arrive already locked.”

“You knock once.”

“Hands behind your back when I open.”

“You bring your keys: one for me, one sealed in an envelope.”

“You speak when I ask.”

“You send money first.”

There. Sent. No coming back now. I didn’t resist putting that last line: money.

It was the border between fantasy and reality. It was also a test – of him and of me. If it was a huge, horrible prank, well… wasn’t it costing too much?

His reply came fast.

“Okay. All good. I promise. Can I send you $5,000 now? Just say yes…”

My heart slammed. No bargaining, no uncertainty. And Jesus help me, I wrote to him:

“Yes.”

I was horrified by my own boldness, turned on by it anyway. I almost whimpered.

A few seconds passed.

My phone buzzed with a PayPal notification that slid onto the screen.

You’ve received $5,000.00.

Sender name: Mark Kraynford

I squeezed my phone until my knuckles went ghostly. It came from another account, one with his photo and his name. I got a little dizzy as I opened the transaction.

It sat there in black and white – real money, real sender, real timestamp. Not a bluff.

My skin flushed hot and I was split between shouting and running and hiding somewhere. I tried to breathe and focus on the moment. I improvised some mindfulness exercise they’d taught me back in high school – visualize the anxiety and the excitement as a bubble, floating away, farther and farther.

It didn’t work. At all. I guess I had to deal with them.

I typed one word back, and I tried to keep it clean, the way I’d practiced.

“Confirmed.”

He replied immediately, like he’d been waiting to exhale.

“Thank you.” Then another line. “Date and time. I’ll be there.”

My phone now seemed to burn. I had half a mind to throw it across the room and pretend the last ten minutes never happened. Another part of me – the stronger part – wanted him here, caged, on his knees in my apartment.

I typed the date. The hour. The address details without extra softness. Better soon than later. Tomorrow. Here. My room. Evening.

And since I’m idiotically paranoid but also a sensible girl and I really don’t know him, I added:

“At the building entrance there is CCTV. Don’t worry about it, nobody rewatches the footage… unless you are a maniac who wants to murder me, in which case say so now.”

There. I made it a joke, but also a safeguard.

He answered serious and to the point:

“I’m not a maniac and I don’t want to hurt you. I want to worship you as my Mistress.”

That did reassure me. Or was it sarcasm? So I kept the tone:

“That’s exactly what a maniac would say.”

Then I added the sentence that made my mouth go dry as I typed it.

“Anyway. You follow the rules. No exceptions. You earn everything.”

His reply came back like a vow.

“Yes. Goddess.”

The word Goddess landed differently now.

A man had just sent me five thousand dollars and promised to arrive at my door tomorrow with his cock locked in metal for me.

I lay awake that night knowing one thing for certain: he was real.


Chapter 6 – Knock Once

After NullCode turned into Mark Kraynford with a face, my apartment felt like a prison. It pressed in on my skin, the air thick with static, the sheets damp from nightmares about last night.

I woke up too early, I got dressed, threw my drawing pad and pens into my bag, and I headed out. I needed to walk and clear my head, so I wandered blindly toward campus, grabbing a cappuccino on the way.

It was only a twenty-minute walk, but it felt longer because my brain kept taking detours.

The streets were already awake in that expensive, curated way: fresh-pressed collars, glossy storefront windows, the kind of quiet that comes from everyone having somewhere to be and enough money to get there on time.

Meanwhile, I was drifting along and nearly got flattened by a black SUV – probably worth more than my childhood home in Harlowfield – while two perfect blonde girls in matching athleisure sauntered right in front of it without even looking, iced coffees in hand, their hair perfect in that “effortless” way I frankly despise.

I tried to reclaim my dignity by sipping my cappuccino as I kept moving, trying to let the heat and bitterness keep me present, but the foam kept collapsing, and so did my focus.

Every guy with dark hair and broad shoulders made me twitchy. My mind slapped Mark’s face onto them for half a second, like a glitchy filter I couldn’t turn off. It pulled a reaction out of me before I could shut it down: a brief, humiliating spark of anticipation.

I arrived on campus, and as always Hollisgate University looked to me like a brochure. You could practically smell the generational wealth. I pulled my tote higher on my shoulder and kept my focus on the sidewalk, because eye contact felt like a liability today.

I cut across the main quad and headed for the meadow – a shallow dip of grass behind the arts building where people sprawled with laptops and books when the weather was good.

I found a patch that wasn’t too close to anyone, dropped my bag, and sat cross-legged like I’d done a hundred times before, the ground cool through my jeans. My sketchbook came out before I even decided it should.

At first I tried to draw what was in front of me – trees, the curve of the path, a girl laughing too loudly, a guy throwing a frisbee.

But the pencil kept drifting. The shapes got tighter, more deliberate, like my wrist knew what my brain was pretending it didn’t. Curves became bars, then an arch. The arch became something ornate, absurdly pretty – an object that looked less like a cage you’d put an animal in and more like jewelry.

I shaded the metal like it was polished. I gave it a hinge that looked engineered, precise. I added a little lock point with the kind of reverence I usually reserved for drawing armor details.

The moment I realized what I’d made – what it resembled, unmistakably – my face heated, and I snapped the sketchbook shut like it had bitten me.

I felt abruptly, idiotically exposed. I glanced around, paranoid, even though nobody cared and nobody was watching.

“Vesper?”

I lifted my head and saw Jess, a friend about my age, coming toward me with a bag slung over one shoulder and a bright, unkillable expression. She dropped onto the grass beside me without asking, folding her legs under her, and immediately started rummaging through her stuff.

“I thought that was you,” she said with a grin. “You’ve been ghosting the group chat. Are you alive?”

“Alive,” I said, forcing a smile that felt a little stiff. “Just… busy. Brain full.”

“Same,” she said as if that explained everything, then launched straight into her favorite sport: talking.

“Okay, so – remember that Tinder guy? The one with the stupidly good jawline and the ‘entrepreneur’ bio? I met him. I actually met him.” She made a face like she’d just bitten into a lemon.

“We go to this bar that looks like it was designed for rich people to pretend they’re not rich, you know? He shows up ten minutes late and acts like punctuality is a cute hobby. God, it was awful!”

I gave a small laugh, because Jess’s stories had a rhythm and it was easier to ride it than to sit inside my own thoughts.

“And then,” she continued without pausing, “he orders for me. Without asking. Like – sir, I have a mouth. I have words. I have opinions. He does the whole ‘you’ll like this’ thing and I’m like, okay, sure, maybe I will, but now I want to hate it on principle.”

She rolled her eyes so hard I felt it in my own skull. “Then he starts talking about crypto. Not like, one mention. A sermon. I’m nodding, smiling, doing that polite girl thing while my soul leaves my body and files a missing-person report.”

Jess talked with her hands, fingers slicing the air, acting out scenes she didn’t need to act out because her voice already painted them loud enough. I kept my sketchbook pinned under my palm.

“Please tell me you didn’t go home with him,” I said because that was the expected line and it made me feel normal for a second.

“God, no,” Jess said and snorted. “He tried, though. He did that smug little lean-in like he was about to offer me the privilege of his dick. Like I should be grateful.”

She leaned closer, conspiratorial, lowering her voice even though nobody was listening. “And then – this is the best part – he tells me he ‘doesn’t really do condoms’ because it ‘kills the vibe.’ I swear to you, I almost laughed in his face. I told him it kills my vibe to get pregnant by a man who uses LinkedIn as foreplay.”

I made a sound that was half laugh, half choke, and Jess beamed, pleased with herself.

“So I left,” she said with a flourish. “I paid for my own drink, because I refuse to owe a man like that even a sip of watered-down gin, and I walked out feeling like a feminist action hero.”

“Proud of you,” I said, and I meant it, even as my brain supplied an uninvited comparison: Jess dodging some mediocre stranger’s entitlement, me heading toward a meeting with a man who… well, who I don’t really know apart from how I’d been ruling his cock.

Jess glanced at my closed sketchbook. “You drawing out here?” she asked brightly. “Show me.”

“Nothing worth showing,” I said too fast, and then softened it. “Just warm-ups. Scribbles.”

“Mmm.” She made a skeptical noise like she didn’t buy it but didn’t care enough to interrogate it. “Anyway – are you coming to Emma’s thing Saturday? Please say yes. I need someone there who won’t let me talk to men with ‘podcast host’ energy.”

“I’ll try,” I said because committing to anything felt impossible. I checked my phone out of reflex.

Jess kept talking – classes, deadlines, a guy in her ceramics section who apparently wore rings “like he was auditioning to be a vampire.” I nodded in the right places, laughed when she wanted me to, but my thoughts kept hooking back to what I was walking toward.

After ten minutes I couldn’t take it anymore. I faked a glance at the time like I’d just been reminded of something urgent.

“I have to get back,” I said, making my voice casual on purpose. “Studio stuff. If I don’t start now, I’ll be up all night.”

“Ugh, responsible queen,” Jess said with a dramatic sigh, but she smiled. “Text me later!”

“Yeah… okay,” I said and stood, brushing grass off my jeans. I tucked the sketchbook deeper into my bag like it was contraband, and walked away too quickly.

Back at my apartment, the day moved in fits and starts – class notes opened, ignored, reopened; a sketch started and abandoned; lunch forgotten until hunger finally got loud enough to win and I ate crackers over the sink like a raccoon.

My head was all static, no signal. Every time I walked past my phone, I caught myself hesitating. I kept checking the time. I couldn’t draw because all I wanted to sketch was what he looked like when he’d edged for me.

Afternoon arrived, and I didn’t remember deciding to clean. I just… started moving. I stood up and let habit take over, like my brain had yanked a lever labeled DO SOMETHING OR YOU’LL SPIN OUT.

I wiped the counter in the kitchenette, even though it already looked clean. I smoothed the edge of a folded throw on the couch – though no one cared.

I picked up a mug, carried it to the sink, set it down, then picked it up again. My jeans rasped against my skin every time I pivoted, and I hated my body for noticing.

My thoughts ran in choppy little bursts, scrambling to form a checklist. I cleaned, changed the sheets, hid the laundry basket, and cleared every last sock off the floor.

I wanted the apartment to look clean and under control, but not soft, or anything that might make this feel like a date. That thought had barely landed before another one hit me harder: I didn’t have a single pair of underwear that could hide how wet I already was.

But I was allowed to be a little turned on, wasn’t I? I was inviting a handsome, rich guy into my home for reasons that made my cheeks burn just thinking about it.

I changed. Then changed again. Every swap felt worse. Every fabric was too clingy or too thin or too loud. In the end I went for tight but ordinary: a black tank top that hugged my chest and waist with blunt honesty, a clean pair of ripped, worn-out jeans – full of holes – that made my legs feel long and exposed, and the padlock necklace.

Barefoot, I walked into the bathroom and looked at myself in the mirror. My hands braced on the sink, fingers splayed, nails pale against porcelain.

Then I said it out loud, because hearing it made it real and I needed real more than I needed fantasy. “He’s coming.” My voice sounded smaller than I wanted.

I turned away from the mirror and walked back into my room, moving too fast, then forcing myself to slow down. I checked the time. Too early.

Then it didn’t feel early anymore. My phone stayed quiet for a while, and every quiet minute made my nerves sharper.

The bell rang. A beat later, one soft knock landed against the wood. On time. Everything inside me went hollow, and my knees threatened to fold.

I stood still, eyes locked on the door, and made myself say the numbers out loud, barely above a whisper. “One. Two. Three. Four. Five…” My voice was already turning thin and rough. “Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten.”

I walked to the door and opened it.

The hallway light spilled in, and he stood there – tall and clean-cut, with broad shoulders filling a black hoodie. Damn. He was still hot…

The zipper sat open just enough to show a plain, soft shirt underneath. His hands rested behind his back. His head angled slightly down, not submissive in a theatrical way – submissive in a controlled way, like he’d chosen this posture because it communicated something.

I remembered him from back then. Handsome and unreachable like a movie star, walking around campus with his elite friends. Now he stood in my doorway, waiting.

He didn’t speak. He didn’t say hi. He didn’t do the normal thing people do when they arrive at someone’s apartment: fill the silence with politeness. He just stood there, hands behind his back.

I didn’t say “come in,” either. I stepped aside – but too fast. Then I froze, hoping the movement read as deliberate. He didn’t move until I turned away. Then he followed with quiet, measured steps.

Behind me, I heard him stop when I stopped. I turned and he stood awkwardly in the middle of the room.

The fabric of his boxer-briefs, visible above the waistband of his pants, clung close enough that the shape at the front looked… contained. The outline betrayed the presence of something. But if I hadn’t known… well, I never would’ve known.

I didn’t speak right away. Silence stretched. He took up more space than he had any right to in my apartment.

My voice came out softer than I wanted. “Mark.” His head lifted, quick and sharp. A tiny reaction – just that.

My cheeks stayed hot. I kept going, because stopping now would turn this into a full-on meltdown. So I stated the obvious and stumbled through something scripted – maybe – but it was the only thing I could let myself say:

“You came as I told you. Punctual and… caged. Um… good.”

He nodded once. His compliance landed in me – heavy, real.

I moved closer. Pretending my footing hadn’t turned unreliable. I circled him as if I was inspecting an object in a gallery, except objects don’t hold themselves like this. His composure stayed tight, but there was a strain underneath it, like he was holding himself together by sheer obedience.

I looked down at the front of his pants again. The outline was unmistakable now. He’d gotten hard – very hard. I made myself look away.

I kept circling, saying nothing. I felt so self-conscious. I imagined I was in art class and that he was just another hired model for the class. I just needed to “draw” him, I told myself, just that, nothing else.

I stopped in front of him again. Close enough to feel his heat. Close enough to feel the way his attention clung to my face. My clit throbbed. I did nothing to ease it.

I was playing a part for the first time, for real. I knew what I was supposed to do. I knew the rituals, and I could guess at his expectations.

But how did I do it? How did I pull it off? What should I have done – offer him tea? A beer? Make small talk? He didn’t want small talk. Not with the way he held himself in my room – like I was salvation.

Sometimes a mask is easier to wear than your real face. So I braced myself, slipped on the mask, and went full Mistress. There was no going back now. I looked at him and said:

“Kneel.”

I expected he wouldn’t comply. I expected him to bark out a cruel laugh. Or someone to burst through the door shouting “April Fools!”

For a fraction of a second, his body held still – muscle, control – then he moved. Down. Knees to the floor. Back straight. Hands still behind him. Head angled up, attention fixed on me. He had obeyed me.

The sight hit me so hard I had to swallow to keep from making a noise that would betray how much it affected me. Geek girl. Streamer. Art student. And here, in my cheap apartment a man knelt for me like my voice was law.

I stood over him and felt terror and arousal braid tighter, twisting into a hard, brittle composure I hoped looked like certainty from the outside.

I kept my voice quiet.

“Look at me.”

He did. His pupils were blown wider than they should’ve been. His mouth stayed shut.

I held him there. Then I asked the first question – steady, practical – like this was a test and I had a clipboard.

“How long?”

His voice came out low and careful.

“Fourteen days. Since the first time I messaged you.”

The number lodged in me. I nodded once, slowly. I already knew it, but hearing it in person was something else.

“Why?”

His throat bobbed. “Because I wanted to prove I could.”

He didn’t flinch. “Because you asked.”

He paused.

“Because I… belong to your rules more than I belong to my impulses.”

That line almost undid me, because it sounded so fucking poetic and yet so human and frail. It sounded like a real confession.

I asked the next question because momentum kept my words steady.

“Why me?”

His voice stayed controlled, but I heard the strain in it.

“Because you don’t perform kindness.”

Then, “You make it earned.”

My mind flashed to the stream – my dry jokes, my callouts, the way chat leaned in when I sounded bored with them.

He continued, quiet.

“Because you’re beautiful. You look like someone who has to be earned.”

Then, after the smallest pause:

“Because you sound like a door closing.”

That sentence made my skin prickle. I forced my expression to stay calm. I forced myself to stay in the role.

I stepped closer and lifted a hand. My fingers hovered over the front of his pants, just above where the outline sat.

So fucking thick. So trapped.

My hand shook a little and I hated that. I hated how badly I wanted to touch it – press hard.

I placed one finger lightly over his bulge. Just enough for the fabric to twitch under tension, for his cock to kick once behind the cage.

A sharp, hot little quake, like his whole body begged for friction and couldn’t have it.

His nostrils flared. My clit kept tightening, aching – again and again. At this rate I’ll end up telling him to fuck me in the next minute. I almost moaned.

I snatched my hand back at once, because my fingers were trembling and I refused to give him that.

I let my hand fall to my side as if I hadn’t touched him at all.

He stayed perfectly still – hungry, restrained.

I stood there, barefoot, top snug, padlock pendant heavy, and realized something so clear it almost made me pause: in the end, all I had to do was deny him. And be watched.

His obedience filled the room.

I let the silence stretch just a little longer. Then I spoke, soft and precise.

“Undress. You may use your hands now, but stay on your knees.”

His expression flickered – surprise, then immediate acceptance.

He straightened on his knees with care, like moving too fast might count as disobedience.

“Slowly,” I added, my voice still quiet.

He nodded once. And he began.

He reached for the hem of his hoodie first, fingers curling under the fabric. A pause. Then the zipper – down. The hoodie slid off his shoulders and arms in one smooth shrug, and he folded it immediately, squared the edges with thumbs that looked practiced at making things neat, and placed it on the floor near the door.

I watched. I didn’t want to miss the heat rolling off his chest, or the slow tension building low in me.

His T-shirt came next. He lifted it slowly over his head, exposing skin.

Broad shoulders, a chest built the way restraint builds people – quietly, over time – pecs full, collarbones clean, and that faint line of muscle down the center that drew the eye lower even when I told myself not to.

His arms were stronger than I remembered them being in my head, biceps firm when he raised the shirt, forearms roped with subtle veins and tendons that flexed like he could hold something in place for a long, long time. His stomach was a flat plane with shallow definition that tightened when he breathed.

I wanted desperately to draw him or to touch him.

He folded the shirt as neatly as the hoodie and placed it on top.

He reached for his belt and unthreaded it slowly. The buckle gave a quiet clink when he set it aside.

His pants slid down next. Getting them off from a kneeling position took him a second, but he managed it in the end. He revealed plain dark boxer-briefs, the waistband sitting low on his hips. My attention dropped there immediately.

He didn’t react to where my focus went. He simply stayed there, on his knees, and waited for the next instruction.

Now he was down to just his underwear. I forced my voice to stay calm and went behind him, observing.

I noticed the slight tension along his spine, the way his posture stayed straight even as he offered himself like this.

I circled him again, closer this time. I let my bare feet make almost no sound on the floor. I took in the details the way I would study a model before drawing: the slope from shoulder to arm, the faint veins on his forearms, the small mark near his ribs that looked like an old scar or a childhood accident.

I stopped in front of him again and said his name aloud:

“Mark.”

He breathed in sharply, like he was pulling his name straight from my lips. Fuck, I was starting to lose control myself. Why did I have to say his name like that? It just rolled off my tongue like honey.

I walked to the couch and sat down, cross-legged, still barefoot, the ripped hem of my jeans riding up slightly. I didn’t correct it.

I watched his face. He tracked my every move. I leaned forward, elbows on my knees, and kept him looking at me.

Then I gave him a boundary, clean and simple:

“No touching yourself. Not here. Not later. Not unless I tell you.”

His answer came quick.

“Yes.”

I watched his throat work, watched him hold his shoulders still on purpose.

I shifted on the couch, a small adjustment that made my pendant slide between my breasts. I made myself comfortable, like a girl who had done this a hundred times.

Inside, my ribs held a trapped animal.

I needed to set some basic rules. We still hadn’t negotiated how long he’d stay in my apartment, or when. But some things needed to be made clear.

“You’re going to answer what I ask.”

He nodded.

“You’re going to stop talking the second I tell you to.”

Another nod.

His attention stayed pinned to me, bright with controlled need. So fucking bright. My attention dropped to his hands, now lying quietly at his sides. I liked them too much.

I lifted my eyes back to his face. And I made a vague gesture with my hand that should have seemed nonchalant.

“Undress the rest…”

He froze for half a beat. And through the awkwardness of the situation I felt a spark of satisfaction so sharp that my pussy clenched. He was that good. I let it show only in the slightest tilt of my chin.

His fingers came forward finally and he hooked them into the waistband of his boxer-briefs.

And I almost sighed. I watched his hands work. I watched his stomach tighten as he started to slide the fabric down.

And it hit me, clean and immediate: this was the edge of sex – almost like having sex. But it wasn’t sex yet.

I didn’t need to fuck him – or did I? I just needed to deny him. That was already the fuck, in a way.

He finished lowering the underwear with the same maddening care he had used for everything else, easing the fabric down over his thighs in slow increments, giving me too much time to anticipate what was underneath.

Then I saw the cage.

Steel held him so tightly it made his erection look even more obscene. His cock was swollen hard inside it, thick against the bars, the skin tight with pressure, the tip dark and pressed into the small opening at the end. Precum had already pooled there, a wet shine against the cold metal before it slid down in a slow line.

For a few seconds neither of us moved. I kept looking, my brain suddenly empty where I needed it most. I had no idea what I was supposed to do next.

Then I remembered the keys. So I spoke, voice low.

“Where are your keys?”

He told me: his right front pocket. I got up, grabbed his jeans from where he’d dropped them, and reached in – sure enough, a little silver key and an envelope, just like I’d told him to.

“This key stays with me,” I said, smiling slyly.

“The one in the envelope I’ll give back to you. I’ll sign across it, so I’ll know if it’s been opened. Use it only in case of an emergency. This is an order. Do you understand?”

He nodded once, solemn. But I wanted to be certain. This part I had thought of in advance. I’d read it in a clever little Reddit post and was eager to implement. Yeah, the internet is useful sometimes.

I grabbed a pen from the desk, sealed the envelope, wrote my name in a hard slant across the flap, and waited a second for the ink to dry. Then I handed it to him and watched him take it as if it weighed something.

“If you use it for anything other than an emergency, you can forget me – money or no money.”

He answered fast: “Yes, Mistress.”

Through all of it, he’d stayed kneeling. Now I was back in front of him. I was towering over him – him naked and caged – and the sensation was like being drunk.

And I was starting to like the situation. Maybe I could do this…

I kept giving him boundaries. The first one protected me, too.

“You leave if you feel unsafe.”

His eyes widened slightly at the softness of the concept. The humanity of it.

I added, voice firmer:

“You leave if I tell you.”

His mouth moved.

“Yes.”

I asked one more question, because I wanted to see where he flinched.

“What do you think you get out of this?”

His mouth opened, then closed. He chose his words with care.

He swallowed.

“You… and being seen.”

That found the tender place immediately. Because the danger lived there for me too. In the possibility of another person looking closely enough to reach the part beneath the posture and the dry tone and the practiced control, especially the part that wanted this.

I held him there. My voice stayed quiet.

“You get what I decide.”

He nodded.

“Yes.”

Silence again. I wanted to give him something, but nothing really too strong yet. And I was scared I wouldn’t keep my composure for long.

“You’re really hard.”

I told him – not asked him – and I cringed inside. Well, so much for being original, eh?

He was undeniably, unbelievably hard – strict and straining exactly like that.

I played along, feeling now that I was on the slippery slope, more than him… I was horny now, intoxicated.

“Tell me why you’re hard.”

He swallowed, the words starting broken, almost shy, then pouring out faster, hotter, like he couldn’t hold them back anymore.

“Because… you. The way you look right now. Your voice when you command me. Your tits… God, the way they move under that tank top. Seeing you so bossy, right here… so normal… so real... And your feet… bare, right in front of me… so close… so close…”

I had a sudden rush of inspiration and commanded him

“Kiss my feet.”

The words were out before I could stop them. He didn’t hesitate.

Still on his knees, he leaned forward and pressed his lips to the top of my right foot with heartbreaking devotion – soft, reverent kisses that quickly turned hungry, ravenous.

He kissed every inch, tongue tracing the arch, sucking each toe into his mouth. Low, desperate sounds rumbled in his throat. He worshipped them, starved for them, lost in it.

Heat slammed through me so hard my vision blurred. Clit throbbing with every wet drag of his tongue on my feet. Fuck – this was too much. This was way too much. I was going to explode if I didn’t get something right then.

I pulled my feet back, legs unsteady, and moved to the couch. My hands were already yanking at the button of my jeans, shoving them down my hips along with my panties in one frantic motion. I kicked them off, sat back, and spread my thighs wide.

“Lick me,” I ordered, voice rough. “Now.”

He moved forward with pure elation lighting up his face – fierce pride, like this was the single greatest privilege of his life.

His mouth was on me instantly, hot and eager. He licked broad and slow up my folds first, tasting every drop, then zeroed in on my clit: circling, flicking, sucking gently.

The sensation was insane, velvet dragging over my swollen clit, his tongue dipping inside my entrance, lapping deep. My hips jerked and a broken moan tore out of me.

Oh God, his tongue felt perfect. I grabbed the back of his head, fingers fisting his hair, and shoved him harder against me, forcing his tongue deeper into my pussy.

The orgasm hit like a freight train: my whole body locked up, back arching off the couch, thighs clamping around his head as wave after wave crashed through me.

I kept my hand locked on his head, pushing him exactly where I needed him, riding his face through every last pulse until I was gasping.

I stayed still for I don’t know how long, eyes closed. He didn’t move either. I could tell he was miserable – still folded toward the couch, caged and rock-hard. The thought almost made me pull him back in. I forced myself to breathe, to slow down, and let the quiet settle back in.

Then I moved and made him kneel again, his mouth still glistening.

My God, it had been so good I couldn’t believe it. If he’d offered it for free, I wouldn’t have believed it – and he was paying… paying me to come on his mouth while I kept him denied at the same time. It was fucking unbelievable.

Then I gave him his first real night rule.

“You aren’t touching me again tonight.”

He nodded. He looked so proud. I swore I could almost see a grin-like satisfaction in him as he answered:

“Yes.”

So I decided to crush it as much as I could.

“You aren’t sleeping in my bed. Not tonight, not ever.”

His eyes flickered, a brief flash of disappointment this time – heh, what did you think, you smart-ass? – then obedience smoothed it over.

“Yes.”

Then I lifted the silver key he gave me and held it up where he could see it clearly.

His gaze locked on it like it was the sun.

I spoke slowly, letting each word land.

“You stay locked.”

His throat moved. His voice came out rougher now, because the promise did something to him.

“Yes.”

I nodded once, small, precise.

“You sleep on the floor by the couch.”

He nodded again in full compliance mode now.

“Yes.”

I gestured toward the blanket in a basket near the TV stand and the little tri-fold guest mattress I kept for emergency sleepovers. Practical enough.

He got to his feet, still controlled, crossed to the mattress, and unfolded it at the foot of the couch, then spread out the blanket.

When he was done, he knelt on the makeshift bed again without being told.

He looked up at me from there, waiting.

My fingers twitched with the urge to give another order, then another, just to watch him take it. Jesus. That should probably have worried me more than it did.

I switched off the main light. The room dropped back into the soft blue glow of the monitors.

He lay down in a controlled curl, arms tucked in, posture careful, like he didn’t want to take up too much space.

I walked into my bedroom and closed the door most of the way, leaving it slightly open – just enough to keep him in my awareness, just enough to feel the new shape of my life.

In my bedroom, I sat on the edge of the bed for a moment. My knees pressed together.

I held the silver key to his cage. I set it in my nightstand drawer, closed the drawer, and felt a strange relief in the sound.

I climbed into bed alone. The sheets were cool against my legs. The room smelled like my soap, my laundry detergent, my skin warm with adrenaline.

I lay on my back for a moment, then turned to my side, knees slightly bent. Through the crack of the door, I could see him – barely – curled at the foot of the couch, still obedient.

My phone lay on the bedside table. I picked it up and scrolled through OnlyFans one last time.

A flood of messages. Tips. Tributes. Hungry paragraphs. And at the top of my mind, louder than all of them, was the quiet fact in my living room: a real man, in my space.

I wanted to masturbate again, this time by myself, super slowly. But I resisted the urge. I needed to wait. Wait… what? Then I realized: he could do that. Oh God almighty, he can make me come on command, whenever I want – tomorrow morning first thing. I laughed, like, actually laughed. I had no idea what he was thinking out there.

My last thought was that I’d been good at this. That I owned him. And oh, I would use him properly now… Now that ownership had begun.


Chapter 7 – (Interlude) The Light Under the Door

The blanket is rough, cheap, but cleaner than it looks. She pulled it from a basket near the television and told me where to sleep, and I laid it out carefully because that felt like the only sensible thing to do.

Now I am on my back for a while, then on one side, then flat again, since the cage alters every position and has to be accounted for.

I am still naked. Her apartment is hot anyway, and I don’t much care now that I’m alone. The awkwardness was greater earlier, standing in the middle of her living room in my underwear while she circled me, trying to look composed.

The apartment is also relatively quiet. The lights are off except for the thin wash from her half-closed bedroom door and the little lights from her desk. I could easily fall asleep here. The mattress is comfortable enough. But the cage is the problem. Or at least my still-rigid erection inside the cage.

My mind wanders, too… I imagine an alternate version of the evening, one where she eventually gave in and touched me properly, or let me out, or rewarded the obedience she drew out of me as if she had known how to do it all her life.

But none of that happened. She touched the cage through my trousers. She made me undress… She came on my mouth. Then she denied me with a steadiness that was more impressive for being obviously new. This line of thinking is not helping while I’m locked up. I try to focus on something else entirely.

The apartment smells faintly of soap, cotton, warm electronics, and her. There is the ghost scent of her arousal. I can still taste her if I think about it directly. I cannot think about anything else; everything brings me back to her.

And she is in the next room.

Not far behind a screen. Not just a username or a fleeting voice in a headset telling other players what to do while I pretended I was listening only for the mechanics. A real woman in a very small apartment, separated from me by a half-closed door and her decision to leave it that way.

She said I would not sleep in her bed. “Not tonight, not ever.”

I don’t know what to make of that sentence. I didn’t ask for anything like that, but she felt the need to specify the rule, to make things explicit. Is she giving boundaries to herself, too?

For the moment there is a clear instruction, and there is nothing good to be gained by pondering it too much: her bed there, my place here. She has the key and I have the cage.

At least I know what I asked for and where I am supposed to stand. Actually, I feel thrilled by the situation. I’m literally living my chastity dream. I can be who I am at last, the man I have been in my fantasies ever since I first discovered femdom.

I revel in this comforting thought – finally being myself – which is so different from what I’m used to being. My life has been spent in rooms where the requirements were less clear and more demanding.

At Hollisgate, and before Hollisgate, there was always an invisible layer of interpretation running beneath everything: how to enter, how long to speak, how much of yourself to show, what version of yourself would leave the fewest marks on the furniture. The polished version becomes second nature after a while. You develop a talent for being untroubling.

That part came early. I went to the right schools and kept good posture and the correct tone. My family name was always arriving a step before I did, clearing space in advance. My parents never had to explain anything where I was concerned. I was built for legibility. That was the point. I learned how to move through a room without forcing anybody to revise their expectations.

It is useful training. It is also exhausting. Perhaps that is why she hit me so hard when she went live: her voice, the way she moved through the performance of it, the specific quality of her attention when she decided someone was worth it.

She was not cruel, at least not in any ornamental way. There are people who act severe because they like the look of it. Hers was different. She did not soften instructions to make them easier to receive. She simply expected attention and sounded faintly offended when she had to ask twice.

I had seen her before that, though not in any intimate way. A scholarship reception. A corridor in the arts building. Outside a lecture hall. Always a little apart from the room even when she was physically in it.

I remember one afternoon especially: she was on the floor by a studio wall with a sketchbook open on one knee, drawing armor studies with the kind of concentration most people reserve for surgery. I slowed because the work was that good. It had force in it. She cared how the pieces would move on an actual body and she did not notice me staring at her. I thought she was beautiful then. She is beautiful now.

By the time I wrote to her as NullCode, the hunger had already attached itself to something much more precise than abstract desire. It was not simply that I wanted a woman to control me. It was that I wanted her control, because it carried the exact quality I had been straining toward without language: clarity and beauty without compromise.

When she opened the door, I almost laughed at how brutally real it was. There she was: more nervous than she wanted me to see, trying to compensate for it by sounding even more direct. “Kneel.” And I did, with a jolt of physical pleasure.

And I loved watching her become a Domme in real life. Watching somebody discover she can do something to you and then keep doing it despite herself... Her uncertainty did not weaken the scene. It made every successful order land harder.

I replay in my head what she told me:

“Undress”

“Kiss my feet.”

“Lick me,”

There is more than relief in remembering the sequence. I’m so desperately aroused and I also feel like the luckiest man alive. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep this arrangement, to be near her, to give her pleasure and give myself over to her dominance.

I hear movement from her room. Very light. Sheets, perhaps. Then stillness again.

A few minutes later, unexpectedly, a quiet laugh.

I look at the line of light under her door and feel my guard lower in a way I do not entirely trust. I have spent enough time wanting her authority over me. I did not anticipate wanting signs of her life when I am not in front of her.

I do not know what she is thinking in there. She may be thrilled. She may be worried. She may already regret the entire evening and be rehearsing how to send me away in the morning without letting me see her discomfort.

If she tells me to leave tomorrow, I will leave. That has to be true or none of this is worth anything.

But if she opens that door in the morning and wants more structure, I can give her structure. If she wants distance, I can keep it. If she wants me useful, quiet, and exact, I know how to do that better than most men ever will.

I turn carefully onto my side again and face the bedroom door.

The blanket is rough. The cage presses hot and absolute against my body. The apartment is full of the low hum of electronics and pipes.

I must keep my hands away from myself. I must. If morning changes everything, then morning changes everything.

Until then, I stay.


Chapter 8 – Owned in Daylight

And here I am, living the Domme-in-real-life version of the dream.

It’s been two days since Mark came through my door, and it’s already turning into a pattern – one that’s starting to feel like my life.

Two days of Mark coming and going with a backpack that always looks too small for a man built like him – broad shoulders under a clean sweatshirt, hair neat, that careful quiet face that used to drift through university corridors like he belonged to a different tax bracket and a different planet – then folding himself down onto that cheap mattress as if the floor is where he finally makes sense.

Two days of him kneeling, cock caged and heavy with ache, eyes lowered and body trembling whenever my voice sharpens even a notch.

Two days of my apartment holding the same ordinary objects – my cheap IKEA desk, the laundry pile that never fully dies, all my stuff – while my body keeps time with a new daily soundtrack: Discord pings, OnlyFans notifications, the soft scrape of his knees on the floor, the held pause he gives me when I lift one finger and mean wait.

He doesn’t “move in.” I don’t even say it to myself. He stays over. He leaves. He comes back. He pays for the privilege.

I keep trying to file it under business. But I can already feel that it isn’t only the cage drawing him back to me.

It’s there in the way he listens when I speak from the kitchen, in the way his eyes catch on my sketchbooks or the mess on my desk as if the ordinary pieces of my life matter to him too.

Lust is easy enough to read in him. What keeps catching me off guard is the quieter pull underneath it, the strange sincerity that comes over him whenever I forget to perform and just become myself in front of him.

It gives the whole arrangement a weight that scares me, and I am beginning to suspect he wants much more than just what I do to him. The worst part is that I probably want that too.

What the hell am I supposed to do with him? Sometimes I want to fuck him senseless. But I don’t trust my pussy with financial decisions, and right now I keep repeating that Mark is an asset – just an asset – so I keep him at the bare minimum.

Well... apart from the little detail of using – okay, abusing – his mouth. Since he arrived, I’ve already had five orgasms. I mean: five.

I’m sure he’ll ask for more, eventually… and I’ll ask for more. But for now? He gets to stay close. Isn’t that what he has always asked and hoped for? Yeah. I’m a bitch. I know…

Anyway, for now he really complies: quiet desperation and soft moans when I pass behind him and let my fingers trail the locked line of his cock.

On his second night here, he tried to ask questions with his eyes – soft and careful, almost romantic.

I shut that down and, well, used him again. He is not exactly argumentative with his face buried in my pussy, I’ll give him that. It’s already a habit. A very normal habit, I’m sure.

He texts before he buzzes.

“Arrived.”

“Locked.”

“Waiting.”

And I answer like I mean business, even when my voice wants to wobble and I have to iron it flat.

“Come up.”

“Bag by the door.”

“Kneel.”

“Hands behind your back.”

“No talking.”

He never makes me repeat myself. Is it the feminist dream? Sometimes I wonder if I’m finally seeing one ugly truth about male desire: how easily it reorganizes itself around access, rules, and teasing.

That’s also part of it, I think – the electric comfort of giving a rule and watching it land. The necklace helps me stay in character. I keep the padlock on most days. Sometimes I forget it’s there until it bumps my sternum when I lean forward to type. Sometimes I touch it for courage before I hit “post.”

The necklace sits in my cleavage again tonight.

It’s Thursday again, which means: stream first – wind them up – then OnlyFans, where the real money starts.

And I absolutely do. I go live looking almost casual in a black vinyl corset and a pair of skin-tight black pants. The combo is just enough to claim I’m “fully clothed,” for TOS’s sake, but barely. The comments are the filthiest and most flattering I’ve ever gotten, all because of that shameless little outfit.

The stream ends at 23:34.

I click the end screen, smile into the camera, keep it playful, keep it safe, keep it exactly on the TOS line like I’m balancing a glass of water on my head.

“Okay, okay, you animals,” I say, laughing, that bright little giggle I learned how to weaponize. “Poll results are in. Ninety-six percent of you voted ‘denied.’ Which means… you’re all denied. Obviously.”

Chat floods with emotes and caps-lock begging.

Someone tips. Someone types KEYHOLDER QUEEN like it’s a prayer.

I angle my shoulders just enough that the padlock charm catches the ring light.

I don’t point at it. I let them do the work in their own brains.

“Go do something productive. Go… be good.”

The mic catches the tiny release I can’t quite hide when I click End Stream.

The screen goes dark. The room stays lit by my ring light and my monitor and my phone, which starts to chime immediately.

I sit there for a second with my hands on the desk, fingers splayed, nails clicking softly against the wood. My skin stays keyed up; sweat cools at the base of my neck from performing. I’m damp. And the private truth behind me keeps me sharp.

Because Mark is here.

He’s been here the whole stream, off-camera, silent and obeying. He kneels on the rug behind my chair, wearing nothing except the cage. He keeps his head bowed. He keeps his hands behind his back.

He smells of clean soap, faint deodorant, and that warm human scent that rises after a shower and settles back into skin.

His discipline shows up in small tells – how he swallows, how he keeps his shoulders down, how he refuses to shift even when his body is plainly begging.

I feel him without turning around: the weight of him, the restraint of him, the wild aching hum of need he’s holding just to be here.

I turn my chair slowly. He looks up the second I turn. Mark’s face surprises me every time.

In my memory from uni he was all neat lines and distance; in my apartment he looks younger, more breakable.

“Good,” I say, because that word has become a key in my mouth.

I stretch openly, arms rising slow and lazy over my head, back arching deep so the black vinyl corset bites harder into my waist and forces my tits up and forward until they strain against the top edge. My bare feet flex against the floor, toes spreading, the polish on my nails catching the low light.

A small, broken sound starts in his throat. I tilt my head. He swallows it hard. The leash is invisible, but it still tightens every time I speak.

I go to my phone tripod and check the battery, the angle, the lighting. Then I tip it back and widen the frame until it can take all of me when I want it to – legs, mouth, the padlock at my throat, every shift I might decide to give them.

It’s time for the other thing. The OnlyFans thing.

I’ll do it. But will he do it? The part of me that still feels like a person clamps down on the part of me that feels like a storm, and I let the structured part lead.

“You sure you’re ready for this?”

I’m asking him, but I already know what Mark’s answer will be.

“Yes,” he says as expected.

“You’re not forced to take part in my OnlyFans video, you know. We’ve already discussed it.”

And he’s still eager – almost embarrassingly so. I know why. He told me straight, the handsome pervert.

OnlyFans is where the real action happens, and I realized fast that my dedicated little “fans” would show up harder and pay more if I… ehm, showed them denial in real time, instead of just JOI videos or sexy poses.

Mark knows that too. He brought it up more than once. That’s why he volunteered almost immediately after arriving at my apartment to be in my videos. He knows he’ll get touched. He knows he’ll see active denial, or at least he’s hoping for something better.

He nods like a man waiting for absolution. I smile at his eagerness, at his compliance. Having eaten my pussy for days without any relief has to be brutal. But I’m not giving him anything too easily – not now that this game is starting to look like I’ve achieved god-mode. Goddess-mode, I should say.

“Contract first,” I say.

Mark’s head dips immediately.

He shifts forward on his knees, careful, and reaches toward the clipboard on the coffee table.

His fingertips tremble as they brush the wood, like even that contact is part of the ritual. I can see the cage twitching between his thighs, helpless, hungry.

I’m not totally stupid. Art classes taught me what consent looks like – consent to be drawn, to be photographed, to pose. And, well… he’s rich, from a powerful family. I googled how to protect myself while involving him; the internet is full of legally binding releases.

I keep mine simple: he authorizes me to film him and waives any claims or right to sue. There’s a clause that says he can stop at any time and leave, and I will stop filming the second he says the word.

He signs with a pen that trembles slightly in his hand, because he’s already leaking inside that cage and he knows I’ll notice.

He sets the clipboard back down like he’s placing an offering.

“Good,” I say again.

His shoulders drop by a millimeter, relief slicing through him.

I step close enough that my bare foot lands beside his knee. The muscle along his hip tightens as if my foot is a brand. His eyes flick to my ankle, then drop back to the floor. He remembers: eye contact is a privilege I grant.

My phone keeps chiming on the desk behind me. The sound fills the spaces between our silences: ping – ping – ping.

OnlyFans ping-ping-ping. Little cash-register sounds. I turn my phone to silent.

“Mask,” I say.

He reaches toward the side table and lifts it carefully: a full-head black dog mask, matte leather, smooth muzzle, little pointed ears, the kind of thing that looks halfway between fetish and costume until a human being is inside it, until it turns a person into some uncanny dog-slave.

He bought it – fast-shipped in an anonymized box to my apartment. I’m sure it was pricey, but, hey, he proposed the whole “use me as your slave in videos” fling, right?

Mark’s hands shake around the mask. He hesitates, steadies, hesitates again. He brings it to his face and pulls it on, slow. The straps settle. The zipper closes at the back with a soft zzzt.

His face disappears.

A dog kneels in my living room.

He moves as if the air has turned thick, the mask shrinking every sound into something mean, his cock fighting the cage and losing.

A flash of self-awareness so sharp it almost hurts: this is insane. This is real. You are filming this. You are becoming this. My body answers with heat and with wetness. I guess I have to make peace with my instincts.

I get myself ready for the video. I keep the corset and slip out of my pants, leaving myself in black silk panties – smooth and dark – doing a perfect job of hiding how fast I’m getting wet.

I adjust the camera angle. It’s almost time. All my OnlyFans paying members know the live hits at 00:00 sharp, I announce it like a premiere.

We spend the last minute in absolute silence – Mark and I – and at midnight exactly I hit Go Live.

The red dot appears. My voice changes.

It slips past porn performance and becomes calmer and worse. The kind of voice that tightens my skin when I hear it played back later. The voice I use when I’m scared and refuse to let anyone smell it.

“Hi,” I say, soft, like I’m welcoming them into a lesson. “Tonight is my first full live OnlyFans clip.”

I let the words sit. In the viewfinder, my legs look steady. My hands look steady. Inside me, everything runs too fast. I step into frame, slow, and the padlock necklace gleams with the movement.

Kneeling in front of me, dog-hooded and naked, arms pinned behind his back by nothing except his own discipline, Mark trembles in tiny waves I can see in his shoulders and calves.

I crouch beside him and tilt his chin with two fingers. Leather muzzle points up. His breath fogs the inside of the mask – audible, close, a faint hhh, hhh.

I feel it brush my wrist, like he’s panting onto my skin.

I look into the camera.

“He’s been locked for sixteen days with no release…”

I say, clean and simple. “If he whimpers, don’t worry.”

My thumb strokes the line of his neck once, slow. The dog-masked man flinches like the touch reaches deep.

“I allow it.”

I feel the pressure in him with nowhere to go, held in the rigid line of his spine, in the trembling effort stilling his legs. I keep him there. I keep him inside it.

The audience feels enormous even without my glancing at the screen, a presence pressing at the edges of the room. I don’t dare break the moment by looking. I already know what’s happening on the other side of the camera: messages piling up, numbers climbing, people leaning in harder with every second. If I look too directly at it, I might lose the clean line of the role. I wonder how many are jerking off to this.

I stand and turn slightly so I fill most of the frame.

“Rules,” I say. “He stays still unless I move him. He stays quiet unless I ask him to speak.”

My palm rests on the top of his head for a second. A simple claim. He goes even stiller, as if my hand weighs a hundred pounds.

“Good boy,” I say, and my voice dips. The words taste dangerous. I smile toward the camera like I’m letting them in on a secret.

“Start,” I say.

And then I step back and open my stance just enough to give him access.

His hands remain behind him. His body leans forward.

He kisses my thigh first – mouth hidden behind leather, but the pressure still registers as a slow, reverent nudge. The mask muffles the sound: a soft mmf against my skin.

He lingers there like the leather itself is trying to taste me.

I keep my posture casual, as if I’m just checking my framing – as if I’m not already slick between my legs from his worship.

I know the camera can’t see my pussy getting wetter behind the black silk. But I feel it anyway – an ache that keeps spreading.

He moves up my thigh in a careful path, kissing and pausing, kissing and pausing. He presses the muzzle into the inside of my knee and holds it there for a beat. A low sound slips out; the mic catches it. I like that.

He kisses higher – my lower belly, the strip of skin where my waistband usually sits.

I put a hand on his shoulder and apply the smallest pressure. A reminder: you move when I move you. His whole body stills instantly. I lift my hand. He continues.

He kisses along the corset – the tight curve just under my ribs – then higher, where the soft, heavy swell of my underboob presses against the black vinyl. His muzzle nudges into the material, his lips parting just enough to make it squeak.

I glance at the camera. “He worships what I give him. He earns nothing.”

I step back. He stops. The obedience is the thing. I don’t say that.

“Kiss my feet,” I say. He follows me across the room.

I lower onto the couch and extend one leg. Mark crawls forward, hands behind his back, and bows to my foot. His muzzle nudges my arch. A kiss, careful and slow.

“Again.”

The sound comes through the mask – a soft mmf – and the mic catches it. I like that too. I want them to hear exactly that.

My phone buzzes on the coffee table, screen lighting with new subs. A laugh wants out. I don’t let it.

He’s trembling and perfectly still at once. I press my foot lightly against his chest.

“You’re shaking,” I say. He goes statue-still for a beat.

“Say it.”

A half-second delay. Through the muzzle, his voice comes muffled:

“I… belong…”

I lean forward so the camera catches the padlock necklace. “Say the whole sentence.”

His voice comes again.

“I belong to your lock.”

Something escapes me – just breath, barely.

“Good.” The word lands where I meant it to.

I keep my foot on his chest and drag it down a few inches, slow enough to feel the shudder that runs through him. He doesn’t reach for me. He doesn’t break posture. He just takes it.

“Hold still.”

He does it, doesn’t cheat. The camera records.

“Up.”

He rises on his knees without standing, posture straight, head bowed. I guide him closer with two fingers under the jaw of the mask until the muzzle comes to rest against my leg. Warm breath leaks through the leather onto my skin.

I look at the camera again.

“I think he’s been a good boy, right?”

He stays motionless. I let the pause stretch, then decide to push it one step further.

“Show me you’re a good dog. Bark for me.”

Mark freezes, like he didn’t hear me. He hesitates. He wasn’t ready for this… this kind of humiliation.

“Bark,” I say again… “or there will be consequences.”

I’m serious now. I mean it. If he’s getting anything tonight, I want to drag him further down the obedience road. And I’m enjoying this kind of control – my pussy certainly is – so let’s do it.

Something in my voice must carry and he understands I’m not joking. So… he barks. One, two times. A woof. Woof. Low and guttural.

I laugh. Oh God, forgive me – I really laugh. I pull myself back together and, still half-giggling, I say:

“Well… well… I’d say this dog earns something… He earns a release,” I say.

Mark straightens and fixes on me through the mask.

“A ruined one,” I add. “He keeps the ache.”

A ruined one. The word lands in him like voltage.

I lift his chin. “Stay.”

He stays.

I slide my hand down his torso – the kind of slowness that looks calm on camera and feels like cruelty in real time. When my fingers reach the cage he pulses against it, helpless.

I drag my fingers over the cage. Trace the outline. He jerks. I grip it firmly. The metal is hot.

“Ready?”

He nods. Once. Hard. I smile – small, private – and turn toward the camera.

“Watch his body. He tells on himself.”

I pump the cage in a hard rhythm – tight, fast, deliberate – dragging metal against swollen flesh. His hips buck despite himself. A strangled sound rips out of him.

I hold him there. I keep stroking just enough. Just enough.

His panting comes in chopped bursts – hh – hh – hh – rapid, desperate. He’s leaking more now. The cage is slick in my grip.

His whole frame goes desperate and tight, sweat giving him a glossy sheen, until he’s one second away from losing it –

– and I stop.

I drop my hand completely. No contact. No friction. Nothing.

His body jolts at the sudden absence like I yanked the floor away. A broken sound tears out of him – loud, humiliating, raw – and he freezes, shocked by the noise he couldn’t hold back.

His hips thrust into empty air. His cock jerks uselessly against metal. He was seconds away. There’s a twitch. Another. Then it starts.

Even untouched, his cock spasms violently inside the cage – a desperate, twitching rhythm – and a thin line of cum forces its way through the slit, wet and white, trembling at the tip like it doesn’t know if it should even be there.

It spurts. Once. A pathetic, half-choked rope, splashing up against the inner curve of the device and dripping back down over the bars. His body doesn’t understand that it’s over. That it’s been denied. It tries anyway.

Another spurt, weaker, forced, leaking like a broken seal. His entire lower body tenses like it’s trying to force more out, muscles clenching uselessly.

Cum seeps between the gaps now. Slow, viscous, bubbling at the head and dribbling down the underside of his shaft. A single drop forms and dangles from the tip, trembling with each ragged shudder in him, until it lets go and hits the floor between his knees with a soft, obscene splat.

I let the silence hang long enough to make it burn. Then I lean closer, voice low and merciless.

“Oh my God,” I murmur, like I’m amused. Like I’m keeping a pet that forgot its training. “You really sounded like that.”

His shoulders shake harder now. The humiliation hits deeper than the denial.

He flinches when a final dribble leaks out – just a ghost of a spasm, a flutter of spent muscle – leaving one last ribbon smeared along the inside of the cage.

His legs are slick, inside and out, trembling beneath him. There’s a sheen of sweat over his lower back.

I don’t touch him yet. I watch him squirm. I let him sit there in the wreckage of his own ruined climax, the slick lines drying on his skin. I know he knows everyone is watching him live, in this mess. And they want to be him.

I caress him over the mask once – slow, possessive – and then I pull my hand away again, leaving him aching and shaking, empty of anything except want.

I look into the camera.

My fingers rise to my necklace. I pinch the padlock charm between thumb and forefinger, then lift it to my mouth.

The metal rests against my lips.

I part my teeth slightly and catch the little key on the chain – cold, hard, tasting faintly of skin and metal – and I hold it there between my teeth while the camera drinks the image.

My lips part just enough to make it obscene. The key rests against my tongue. A faint fog blooms around it. I let it sit there like a threat.

And behind the calm performance, a thought flickers through me – bright and human and terrified:

This is bigger than me.

I bite down lightly on the key anyway, then spring into motion, step out of frame, and end the clip.

Mark stays on his knees. The performance drops off my face – gone – and the first thing I feel is a raw, animal thud in my ears, thick in my throat.

“Okay,” I whisper, more to myself than to him. “Okay.”

Reality hits.

I stand and move closer to Mark, my bare feet soft on the rug. I crouch beside him and touch his shoulder with the flat of my hand.

“Safe word check,” I say. My voice comes out steadier than I feel.

He draws air; the muzzle magnifies it, and then his answer comes muffled and thick.

“Green.”

The relief in his voice is real. Not broken. Not overwhelmed. Just stretched and satisfied in the specific way denial creates.

“Good,” I say, and the praise slips out warm before I can sharpen it again. I clear my throat, reset my posture. “Mask off. Slow.”

He nods once. His hands come out from behind his back, movements careful like he’s handling something fragile. He reaches up and unzips the back. The sound is soft, intimate.

He lifts the mask away.

His face is flushed and damp, hair flattened at the edges, eyes glassy from strain. His mouth hangs open a little, like he’s been holding still for too long and only now remembers he’s allowed to move.

His lips are swollen from biting them. His jaw trembles faintly. There’s a shine of sweat along his throat. He looks wrecked. And proud.

He looks at me like I’m the center of the room.

I swallow and keep my shoulders loose, chin slightly lifted. I refuse to let the insecurity show on my face.

“You did well,” I tell him.

His throat bobs. He nods again, small. A shiver runs through him and he squeezes his eyes shut for half a second, trying to contain it.

His cock shifts visibly inside the cage when I praise him.

“Water,” I say.

He reaches for the bottle on the coffee table and brings it to his mouth, hands still a little shaky. He drinks in careful gulps. His shoulders drop. The harsh edge drains out of him in slow increments. The cage still strains against him – he never got relief. Not really.

I sit on the edge of the couch, elbows on my knees, and pull my phone into my hands again because I can’t help myself.

The first wave has already hit.

Notifications stack on top of each other in bright, hungry columns. Subs. Tips. Likes. DMs that arrive in threes and fives – some with money attached, some with pleading, some with crude devotion that makes my cheeks heat even as my nerves spark.

They heard him break. They heard the ruined sound. They saw the key between my teeth. They paid for it.

Mark stays on the rug, still kneeling, posture straight even now, attention fixed on me like he’s trying to learn my face by heart. He looks calmer now that the mask is gone, but his body still holds that taut ache.

I drag my tongue across my upper lip. My mouth tastes faintly of metal from the key.

I glance at him.

“How are you?”

He clears his throat.

“Floaty,” he says, voice hoarse. Then, after a beat, honesty slips through. “Hungry.”

His attention dips to his own cage when he says it. He doesn’t hide it. This sparks that power in me again, the part that wants to answer hunger with rules.

I take a beat, then nod once, like I expected that.

“Good,” I say. “Hungry is the point.”

His eyelids flutter. God, I want to kiss him right now. He looks so vulnerable. But I can’t, can I?

To snap myself out of that dangerous idea, I slip back into a role. I shift my weight on the couch.

“Okay, Mr. Hungry. Stand up and go get cleaned up. Then clean up the mess you made in here. And please put this rug in the washing machine, okay?”

He rises smoothly, tall in front of me, naked except for the cage, body still flushed from strain. He looks more real like this. His cock is still fully hard – still mine, from the look of him.

He goes into the bathroom, then comes back and cleans up his cum. I watch him. He looks so humble doing these chores. Then he pulls on a white T-shirt – his, not mine – and I find him absurdly beautiful like this, half dressed with the cage still exposed beneath the hem.

And then I can’t resist and I crumble a little.

I gesture with two fingers.

“Come here.”

He steps close enough that the warmth of him reaches my knees.

Then he crouches and sits next to me on the couch, and I lift my hand and touch his cheek, slow – a simple open-palmed contact that makes him go still all over again.

“You stayed within the rules,” I say.

His jaw tightens. He nods.

“Yes.”

“Say thank you.”

He draws in air.

“Thank you.”

The words sound plain. The need underneath them sounds loud.

His cock twitches again at my tone.

I slide my thumb along his cheekbone, then down to his chin, tipping it up.

“Look at me,” I say.

He lifts his face to mine.

Up close, his pupils are blown wide – dark, almost feverish. His lips part like he wants to speak and doesn’t trust himself to pick the right words.

That look, so human, so worried… for a second I want to melt into softness, to tell him I’m scared, to admit the power feels like a wild animal I invited inside.

Instead, I swallow and shove the tenderness back into control. But I’m not a robot – I shiver anyway. Yeah. Emotions do that.

Mark holds there, steady and bright.

“You’re shaking,” he says softly.

I drop my hand.

“From you,” I answer, and the truth lands so clean it scares me more than the money. My nipples are hard enough to show through my corset. My panties are soaked through. He did that to me with nothing but his obedience – without even touching me.

His lips part. He wets them. “I’m shaking from you too.”

That line – so simple – could tilt me into softness.

I refuse. My chest tightens. My eyes burn for a second. I blink it away. A sound slips out of me, half laugh, half sob, because I can feel the size of what I’m building and the smallness of me inside it.

Mark edges closer, reading me. His mouth is slightly open now. He looks like he might cry from denial, or worship, or both.

He takes short, hungry pulls of air, like he doesn’t trust taking more than that unless I allow it. He hasn’t softened. Not even a little.

“Vesper,” he says, gentle.

Hearing my name like that – real, human – makes my eyes sting again.

My voice goes calm, almost cold, because calm feels like armor.

“Say it again,” I whisper.

His lips part.

“Vesper…” he says, and it sounds like the start of a thankful prayer.

I nod once and close my eyes.

“Good,” I say, and the word makes him shiver. His cock flexes in the cage with a visible twitch. He stays perfectly still, completely owned.

Luckily, my phone buzzes with another flood of attention.

And I get up, running away from the moment – scared shitless to go soft, or to want something else entirely besides his obedience and his money.


Chapter 9 – The Experiment: Still in Control

Five days later, Mark is in my living room in his submissive position, back straight, still offensively too handsome to be real. Like he does now almost every day.

I still marvel at how tall he seems even on his knees. He wears the cage, and he’s rock hard again – as usual.

The strange part is how quickly this has started to feel normal.

Since that first live, and that soft little crack afterward, we’ve both been talking more, almost as if neither of us trusts the silence when we stay too deep in character for too long.

We still do the practical parts: he goes to class, I go to class. He gets desperately submissive sometimes and always obeys; I use him how I please, and he thanks me. Sometimes I ignore him when I need to study or revise a draft or during the hours I now spend answering the increasing number of private messages on OnlyFans.

But around all this not-exactly-normal domestic life, I can feel something else has taken shape by accident.

We’ve also talked a lot – in the kitchen while the kettle boiled, while cooking or doing the laundry.

We’ve been chatting about idiotic things while I answer emails and he sits on the floor near the couch like it made perfect sense for a man with his surname and that kind of bone structure. We’ve talked about professors, campus gossip, raid mechanics, deadlines, and whether the Hollisgate sculpture garden is ugly on purpose or just expensive in a confusing way.

One night I came in muttering about a critique that had gone nowhere and dropped my bag by the door hard enough to make him look up.

“How bad?” he asked.

“One of those art-school bads,” I said, kicking off my shoes. “Nobody says anything useful, but everybody says it with cheekbones.”

That got a laugh out of him, quick and low.

“That does sound expensive,” he said.

“Everything here sounds expensive. Even the disappointment has funding.”

From his place on the rug, he bowed his head a little, all courtesy and dry amusement.

“I could offer a Kraynford family apology on behalf of inherited architecture.”

“Don’t. I’d probably charge you for it.”

“You usually do.”

That should not have made me smile the way it did.

Then there was the whole Thai-food thing. We’ve fallen into that out of pure greed and laziness. Same place, same rotation of orders, same paper bags on my counter almost every night. Green curry for me, Pad See Ew or drunken noodles for him, spring rolls when we’re pretending to be balanced adults.

The first time I stole food off his plate, he just looked at me and pushed it closer.

“You know that is literally mine,” he said.

“Everything in this apartment is under review.”

“Including my basil chicken?”

“Especially your basil chicken.”

He considered that with absurd seriousness, then picked up two chopsticks, stuck them on either side of his upper lip like tusks, widened his eyes, and produced the most committed walrus face I have ever seen in my life. It was a totally deadpan walrus, complete with one low territorial roar that basically said don’t eat my food.

I laughed so hard I nearly choked on rice. I bent over the counter, crying, making those humiliating snorting noises that strip a person of all dignity, while he stayed there with the chopsticks and that grave rich-boy face, as if this were a perfectly reasonable artistic choice.

Every time I got myself under control and looked at him again, I lost it all over. It went on for half an hour. I am not proud of that. I am also not sorry. The worst part is that he looked quietly pleased with himself for the rest of the night, which only made it worse.

I still do not know what to do with the fact that he makes me laugh.

That feels more unsettling than the cage sometimes. The sex stuff, the control, the money – I know where to put those. But the laughter gets in sideways.

It happened again when we ended up watching Dune one night because I put it on “for ten minutes” and then, obviously, rewatched half the damn thing. He sat beside me on the couch in that weirdly monastic way of his, hands on his thighs, caged, probably hard enough to hurt, and looked so serene that the whole scene tipped over into absurdity.

There I was, barefoot in an oversized shirt, lecturing the screen about pacing for the fourth time, and there he was beside me like some denied little saint, happy just to be folded into my stupid routine.

At one point I glanced over and said, “You look weirdly at peace for a man locked in steel.”

He kept his eyes on the screen.

“I’m watching your favorite film with you while suffering for your benefit. This may be the most coherent I have ever felt.”

I stared at him.

“That is one of the saddest sentences I’ve ever heard.”

“And yet you sound moved.”

“I sound disgusted.”

“Your tone lacks conviction.”

I threw a cushion at him and he caught it without looking away from the sandworm.

This has been the week, basically: academic daylight, filthy evenings, and this strange new normal built around a cage, a mattress on the floor, and a man who says “Arrived” like a prayer and then makes walrus tusks out of chopsticks in my kitchen.

And it’s this – this weird little domestic arrangement, or whatever the hell it is – that scares me, because I can feel it drifting somewhere completely different than what we agreed to at the start. This crooked little thing between us is what I need to test. Or maybe destroy it.

Testing my feelings and my resolve is probably why I’ve turned tonight into an experiment. Let’s reaffirm the purpose. The roles, at least.

Let’s try again to force me and Mark into a simpler box: a paying little money slave in chastity. And let’s hope it sticks… so I can reassure myself about where this is going.

With that purpose in mind, earlier this afternoon, I designed the graphic in Canva like I was laying out a raid infographic: simple and a little mean.

THE EXPERIMENT.

FOUR PARTS LIVE!

ENDLESS EDGING.

AND STILL NO RELEASE?

I added the hook under it because I understand marketing now in the same way I understand thirsty men.

They want a promise. Mark/NullCode is the model, obviously, and I sort of spammed the announcement across all my social media, especially Discord and Reddit.

When I posted it, the response hit in waves that felt physical – my phone buzzing on the desk, my watch vibrating on my wrist, that sharp little dopamine snap in my chest every time the numbers jumped.

By now I know subscriber-only lives on OnlyFans work. There has to be some word of mouth spreading through forums and in-game chats, because since I started doing subscriber-only live streams on that platform, I’ve seen a serious spike in subscribers. And when I go live, the tips start coming in hard right away. That one live where I ruined his orgasm brought in almost two thousand dollars by itself.

People are commenting on the announcement like they’re lining up at a cage match.

“Four parts?? I’m dead.”

“Let him cry...”

“Make him suffer!”

“Make him wear it out.”

Me? Well... I’ve already had my daily orgasms – plural, yes, I know – and I’m finishing my “battle” outfit: the padlock pendant between my breasts, a thin red top today, and shorts, bare legs, bare feet. It’s almost a uniform now, one my followers keep wanting me to wear. A little ordinary. A little devastating.

I look at the tripod and camera, set up to record and stream on OnlyFans. Ready to go. Fine. Let’s do it. We can start without words now. He knows what to do.

I look at the ring light. I look at him, still waiting and perfectly still at the center of the room.

“Part One,” I say, mostly to myself.

He lifts his eyes.

“Yes,” he whispers, like he’s answering a prompt.

He is kneeling squarely on the thick rug, knees sinking deep into the fibers, thighs spread wide to display the steel cage encasing his cock. The device shines under the harsh ring light, bars coated in a thin, glossy film of sweat and precum that wells steadily from the slit and trails down in slow, viscous paths.

His balls dangle heavy beneath the base ring, skin stretched drum-tight and gleaming, colored a vivid crimson from the relentless pressure of denial.

I see all of this and my clit throbs in a steady rhythm, a deep, insistent pulse, wetness coating my inner lips already, making each small adjustment of my body feel like a tiny earthquake in my hips. But now is not the time. I must focus…

I pick up the new remote I bought to turn on the camera. I hate how shaky I feel inside.

I keep my voice calm anyway.

“Mask.”

He reaches for it instantly. The black hood shaped like a dog’s head – this too has become a brand. We are a sensation now. Vesper and her “dog” in chastity. Mark holds it for a beat like it’s sacred, then pulls it down over his head.

He exhales hard. The sound muffles inside the leather. I press record on the remote.

My whole brain shifts into that clean, deliberate mode where I stop being a girl in an apartment and start being a keyholder with an audience.

“The experiment starts now,” I announce, my voice dropping low and smooth, carrying that honed edge of command that sends a fresh shiver down my spine. “Four live parts. Four scheduled breaks. One very eager model…”

My tongue presses lightly to my teeth as I smile, because I can already hear the audience in my head – breathless and greedy, practically worshipping – and I feed them anyway.

I walk into frame slowly, letting the camera catch the chain of the padlock necklace glinting when I move. I circle him once, my bare feet soft against the floor.

I tilt my chin toward Mark, the camera sweeping in the gleam of sweat tracing slow paths down his collarbone, the subtle quiver rippling through his broad shoulders as he maintains his rigid position.

His chest rises in shallow, uneven breaths, his abs tightening with every inhale.

“Part one is release and tease,” I say to the camera, my voice dropping into a low growl, sounding more aggressive and certain than I actually feel.

I get closer to him. My shadow stretches long across his form, and his nostrils flare wide, drawing in the musky scent of my arousal thick in the air between us, mingling with the faint, salty tang of his own desperation.

He keeps his eyes down, fixed on the narrow space between my painted toes.

I feel his skin radiating feverish warmth, and when my body brushes inadvertently against him a full-body shudder tears through him, his muscles clenching in a visible ripple from shoulders to thighs. He tries to swallow the sound that rises out of him and even if the mask dampens it, he fails.

“Hold still,” I murmur, close enough that I catch the faint hitch in his throat.

One hand settles on the back of his neck for a beat, fingers spread wide in a quiet claim; the skin there is hot and tight beneath my palm.

The other slips into my pocket for the key I took from my nightstand earlier, and I draw it out with deliberate slowness.

I lean in even closer. My breasts press fully against him from behind, my stiff nipples dragging in slow, teasing trails across his skin as I reach down between us and take hold of the cage from behind.

The lock on his cage clicks open with a satisfying metallic snick that echoes. I ease the device off inch by torturous inch, steel sliding free with a wet, sucking sound as his cock springs up, thick and rigid, veins pulsing under the tight glossy skin.

His cock curves sharply upward, heavy and throbbing in the open air, a fresh bead welling immediately at the slit and rolling down the underside.

He exhales like someone finally breaking the surface, and his hips twitch forward – one sweet, honest lunge – before he clamps down again, muscles going rigid.

Part of me actually pities him. The thought hits me that I want to console him, touch him, even make love to him gently. That idea – and that level of involvement – actually scares me.

Another part of me is so turned on by the sheer power I now have over him that I could just ask him to take me here and now and make me come with his thick, handsome – oh, I must be honest, right? – beautiful cock.

It’s strange – I feel like two different people now.

I think of the people who will watch us and get off or see themselves in him, and the creator side of me hums with satisfaction.

The other part of me – the one with a conscience (and a pussy, yeah…) – watches his cock jump like it’s trying to crawl into my hand and thinks: I could break him. I could also make him feel safe.

Both options sit inside me like twin blades.

I wrap my hand around him fully, my palm wrapping around the hot velvet length in a firm grip. He jerks once – hips bucking forward on pure instinct, cock twitching hard in my hold – then forces himself rigid again, muscles locking from jaw to toes, a low groan rumbling deep in his chest.

His cock fills my grip completely, pulsing hot against my fingers, the skin smooth and silky over the rigid shaft beneath.

I stroke once, slow and languid, from the thick veined base up to the flared head, thumb circling the tip in slow teasing swirls to spread the precum in a slick shining layer that coats my skin.

The slick makes it obscene – my hand shining, his cock shining, the whole thing looking like proof he’s been thinking about this every second I’ve made him wait.

“Look at you,” I say to the camera, voice dripping with mock sweetness. “So big. So hard already… It belongs right here,” I add, my fingers tightening just enough to make him gasp. “It lives for my grip.”

I pump again – slow, twisting my wrist at the top for extra friction. My fingers glide over the sensitive ridge just below the head and squeeze firmly there.

I’ve always been good at handjobs, but now… well, these last few days I’ve really perfected the art of the hand, and being recorded makes me reckless.

He groans – low and guttural, “ahh” – hips twitching forward into my hand, seeking more pressure, cock flexing in my grasp.

I can see his eyes behind the dog mask. They flutter closed for a second like he’s praying, then he forces them open again, staring at the rug, transfixed.

“Pathetic,” I whisper, loud enough for the mic to catch every breathy syllable (I know how well humiliation plays on my OnlyFans – yeah, I’m a little ashamed of it, but still… it’s hot too) as my free hand trails lightly up his thigh to feel the tremor there.

“You’re already leaking like a faucet, dripping all over my floor, making a mess because you can’t control yourself.”

I drag my nails lightly along his inner thigh – barely a scratch of sensation – and his whole body jolts.

“Tell them,” I purr. “Tell them what you feel.”

His voice comes out rough, scraped raw by need and muffled by the mask.

“I feel… full,” he breathes.

“I feel like – like I’m going to break.”

I speed up the rhythm slightly – steady pumps that build heat, slick sounds filling the air.

His cock leaks steadily, precum coating my fingers in a warm slick sheen, dripping in slow strings onto the rug below.

His breath spills out in helpless little sounds he tries to bite back – “ah… ah…” – and each one makes my own wetness spikes, a hot flood that soaks the lace like I’m the one being stroked.

“You want to come so badly,” I say, leaning closer.

“I can feel it right here – in how your cock jumps in my hand, swelling harder every time I squeeze.”

My voice drops lower.

“You want to come for me,” I say. “Like a good pet. You want to empty yourself and look up at me after, wrecked and grateful.”

I pump even faster now, hand gliding smooth over the slick shaft, thumb pressing firmly into the underside vein with each upstroke.

He gasps – sharp and desperate.

“Please.”

His hips buck harder, chasing my grip. His thighs shake so violently his knees skid in the rug pile.

“I’m – “

His voice cracks.

“I’m there! I’m about – please – I’m gonna – “

I stop.

Oh, I like doing this by now. This isn’t just for the camera. I really enjoy this absolute power now.

Well, I chuckle. Maybe it’s a little out of character for a super-cold mistress, but who cares.

My hand falls away completely, fingers slick and shining. I hold my palm up to the camera for a second – wet, glossy, smeared with his desperation – then curl my fingers into a slow fist like I’m sealing the denial.

His cock jerks violently in the empty air, throbbing wildly. A thin string of precum shoots out.

He groans – deep, frustrated. Then a half-sob catches in his throat. It turns into a strangled whine when he realizes the edge came and went, leaving him stranded.

I laugh again – soft, genuine.

“Oh, poor thing. Look at that… your cock’s that needy. All that buildup, and nothing to show for it but a mess.”

I tilt my head, watching him with that cruel curiosity that still surprises me.

“Hold,” I say. And he tries. God, he obeys.

I hit pause on the remote, and the red light fades with a soft beep.

My ears ring in the quiet. Mark’s chest heaves, sweat beading along his neck beneath the mask.

His cock stands rigid, flushed a furious dark red, glistening with the slick from my hand. I feel a rush of power surge through me, mixed with a flicker of doubt tugging at my gut.

Am I pushing too far?

Is this still exciting for him – or have I crossed into something that hurts more than it thrills?

My clit throbs hard in response and I shove the insecurity down deep. He specifically wanted this, right?

Still, my stomach tightens with that old familiar fear of being the villain in someone else’s story.

“Part two,” I say, my voice steadying as I force myself back into control. I’m ready for the camera, but I don’t turn it on yet.

I step back, unbutton my shorts, hook my thumbs into the waistband of my panties, and slide them down my thighs inch by inch. The fabric peels away from my folds with a wet, sticky sound.

My pussy gleams under the light – swollen, slick, my lips already parted.

I feel exposed and untouchable at the same time – open for the camera, open for the fantasy, open for the gaze of I don’t know how many men who, in less than five minutes, will be watching me.

I sit on the couch and spread my legs wide. My thighs flex. I tug my top up and off in one quick motion and keep just my bra on – tight enough to push and squeeze my tits into a deep, obscene curve. The padlock pendant is still there.

I scoot higher on the couch, then rise onto my knees so I’m elevated – perfectly framed and ready.

“Come here,” I order Mark, patting my inner thigh once with a sharp tap. I don’t want to break character even if the camera isn’t rolling yet; if I do, I’ll lose it.

“Crawl, little dog,” I add, and the word tastes sweet and sour at the same time. I hate that I like it this much.

He crawls forward on hands and knees, palms pressing into the rug, cock swinging heavily between his legs, slow and pendulum-like.

He’s close now.

“Mask off,” I say.

He removes the mask slowly. His face is red, his mouth slightly open, almost panting. Only I can see his eyes now. And for a second I think – annoyingly, stupidly – that he’s so handsome. Damn it.

Then he climbs onto the couch and, exactly as we planned, lays down on his back with meticulous care. He adjusts himself, scooting until his head is right behind my thighs, between them – positioned so his face is literally inches from my pussy. For a heartbeat I wonder what his world looks like from down there, trapped under me.

He’s already straining a little just to reach. I feel the tension in him – tight, eager. I feel his breath fanning hot and ragged against my pussy, close enough to make it twitch in anticipation.

“Are you ready?” I ask him, but I already know he is. From this position I tower over him, and the camera will take us from the side: my body above, his body underneath, his face hidden by my thighs and my pussy.

His cock stands up like a rocket.

Without waiting for an answer, I lower myself down, controlled and deliberate, bending my knees enough not to crush him – but sinking far enough to completely cover him, to erase his face from view. I shiver. I’m facesitting a man, I’m really doing it.

From the camera’s angle, they’ll see my hips, my ass, my thighs moving – and his body pinned beneath me. They won’t get his identity. He’s anonymous: just a mouth under me, just a tool.

From my point of view… I have his whole laid-out body under me – reachable, naked, tense. But I’m not touching him. Not yet.

And then I turn the camera on with the remote.

“We are back live for part two… in this very comfortable position,” I say, smiling. Then I look down at him and add, focused again on the rules:

“No hands,” I say, my voice husky now, laced with my own building need.

“Just tongue.”

“Your mouth earns your privileges,” I add, and the sentence comes out colder than I expect.

He digs in immediately. His breath ghosts over my clit first – hot, ragged bursts that send sparks racing up my spine and make my hips tilt forward.

Then his mouth seals over me, his tongue flattening broad and wet, dragging from my dripping entrance up to my clit in one long, deliberate stroke that pulls a sharp gasp from my lips, my hips pressing down toward him on instinct. Heat surges through me in a wave, my pussy clenching hard, more slick coating his tongue.

He licks again – slow, teasing circles around my clit, tongue flicking the sensitive underside of the hood before dipping lower, pushing inside me with firm, insistent thrusts.

Wet sounds echo through the room as he fucks me with his tongue, lapping deep, curling to hit that spot inside that makes my thighs quake.

I thread my fingers over his chest and grip tight with both hands, holding him there – pinned under me – nose, face, mouth buried in my folds. I hold him like a tool.

“Deeper,” I order, voice breathy and demanding, hands locked on his chest.

“Work,” I add, and the word makes his shoulders jerk.

He obeys instantly – tongue thrusting harder, curling deeper, lapping at my walls with greedy swipes. I grind against him relentlessly, clit rubbing his nose, his lips, his tongue – friction building hot and fast, sparks shooting through my core.

He moans into me – mmphhh – and the vibration rumbles straight into my clit.

I reach down between us, fingers finding his cock. I wrap my hand around the base – slow, teasing strokes matching the rhythm of his tongue inside me. He groans louder. His cock feels even hotter than before, a living thing, hard and twitching.

I pump faster and faster, keeping him right on the edge of release.

“I’m close,” I whisper, hips grinding harder against his face.

“Don’t stop. Make me come… now.” The now turns sharp.

He doesn’t stop. His tongue works furiously – flicking my clit in rapid circles, sucking the swollen bud into his mouth with controlled pulls, lapping broad and fast over my folds. My thighs clamp around his head like a vise, muscles quivering. My back arches off the couch, breasts heaving against the bra.

The orgasm crashes through me, sharp, blinding – “fuuuck… yes…” – my hips grinding down on his face as slick gushes in hot waves, flooding his mouth, coating his chin in a glossy slick that runs down his neck.

He keeps licking, gentler now, tongue flat and soothing, cleaning every drop through the shuddering aftershocks that make my legs shake and my breath come in ragged, gasping bursts, my pussy pulsing sensitive and spent against his mouth.

His cock stands rigid, untouched now, head glistening dark. I can feel him under me: wrecked and proud in the worst way – proud he made me come, proud because he served correctly, proud because his suffering means something.

I tap the remote again, cutting the live feed.

My chest heaves. Mark slides from under me and rises to sit next to me.

He looks up at me: eyes dark and desperate, lips parted in silent begging. His gaze keeps snagging on my mouth like he wants a kiss the way a starving man wants bread.

I feel another twinge of doubt creeping in – am I too harsh, too lost in the role? Am I willing to go further, and why – why do I feel the need to kiss him? Not for the camera, nor for show.

I shove this insecurity down deep, lock it away. He’s here. He’s mine for this moment. I have to keep things as they are and stop questioning my feelings so much. The next part is waiting for me.


Chapter 10 – The Experiment: Too Real

“Part three,” I say, voice steadier now as I compose myself. “You ok?”

He takes three long seconds before answering and for all that time he doesn’t move his eyes from my face. He’s so scary when he does this, like he’s locked in. He seems to be zeroing in on me and it makes me feel like some kind of prey. I shiver. Then I remember who is in charge – or who’s supposed to be.

“Put the mask back on and go to the middle of the room, hands behind your back,” I say harsher than I expected to cover for that weird softness of a moment before.

While he does that I fetch my panties and shorts and put them on again, but nothing above, still just the bra.

I finally retrieve a small leather paddle from a nearby drawer. We bought this one especially for this stunt – soft black hide on one side, firm stitched edge on the other, handle wrapped in smooth cord that fits my palm like an extension of my will.

And dazedly I go live again – not wanting to allow time and doubts to seep in again.

I angle the camera lower, make the frame dirtier, more intimate, because my audience pays for the feeling of being in the room.

I stand, legs still wobbly from the orgasm, thighs quivering. I show the paddle in my hand. My fingers curl around it.

I circle Mark slowly, feet padding soft on the rug, hips swaying with each step. I feel very slutty doing this, but in a good way.

The camera catches the gentle bounce of my breasts under the bra. I know from the minute movements of Mark’s dog mask that he is tracking the paddle with his peripheral vision.

He stands almost a foot taller than me in the middle of my small apartment. Rigid in a militaristic pose, hands crossed behind his back, chest puffed. Smooth skin exposed, and a cock that by now is something I – for once – have never seen on a man – grotesquely huge and protruding. It’s purplish from all the use and abuse, standing perfectly at 90 degrees from his body.

I snap myself out of contemplation and remember what I want to do, what I promised – scripted in my head – I would do.

“CBT,” I tell the lens, voice laced with building anticipation that curls my lips. “Pain for pleasure. He wants to come. I decide how much he suffers first.”

I stop in front of him, paddle tapping lightly against my open palm.

His cock bobs slightly up and down. The closer I get to him now, the younger I feel—way too young to be standing here on the verge of striking a man’s cock.

I tap the paddle against my thigh: a light thwack, an experimental hit. It stings quite a bit. I see his eyes flick to it beneath the mask, pupils dilating wide, breath quickening.

“What are you ready to endure for an orgasm?” I ask, circling the head of his cock with the paddle’s soft side, brushing lightly over the slick tip. I drag the edge along the ridge with deliberate care, slow enough that his whole body tightens.

He swallows hard, Adam’s apple bobbing, voice rough and thick. “I can worship you. Anything you want.” His voice shakes on the word anything; he means it like a vow.

I laugh – low, genuine, the sound echoing soft in the room. “Done that already. My audience wants more. They’ve sent hundreds of requests for CBT. Let’s satisfy them – give them the show they crave.” I lean closer, smiling, and my voice turns almost gentle. “You want to be useful,” I say. “You want to prove you can take it.”

I tap the paddle against his shaft – gentle tease, barely a brush. He flinches, cock jumping upward with a twitch.

“You want to come?” I ask, voice dropping lower. I tilt my head. “You want your reward, don’t you?”

“Please…” he breathes, eyes locked on mine, pleading. His gaze holds steady for a beat – bold – then drops like he remembers his place.

“Ten strikes. Real ones. Count them aloud. Resist all ten… and I’ll make you come.”

He hesitates. Fear runs through him in one visible shiver. His cock twitches again anyway, giving away the thrill underneath it. Then he nods.

“Yes.” The word comes out muffled and submissive.

For a second my grip tightens around the paddle. This is still outside my comfort zone. We talked it through, tested limits, agreed on red as his safeword. I know he wants this. None of it changes the fact that I’m standing here about to hit him for real.

A few seconds pass. The tripod waits in the corner. We’re already here.

I swing once, light, just testing the weight. Leather snaps across his shaft with a clean crack. His cock jerks sideways, a red welt rising immediately across the skin, the veins pulsing harder.

The sound lands in my body, be damned my own arousal. Oh, fuck. Am I a sadist too? Yeah, I’m scared shitless by this stuff, and yet I can already feel wetness gathering fast in my pussy.

My hands are trembling. Nobody will notice on camera but I will notice. I almost hope to hear him say the safe word.

But he does not utter the safe word. Instead he breathes:

“One,” voice steady but laced with tension, shoulders rolling once.

I hit him again – harder this time, leather connecting with another sharp crack. His hips buck forward involuntarily, precum flying in a glistening arc that splatters across the rug. His breath punches out of him; his toes curl into the rug fibers like claws.

“Two,” he grunts, teeth gritted, abs flexing as he absorbs the sting.

I pause, letting the heat build, watching the welt darken to a vivid pink.

I hold the paddle still, make him wait in the ache. I’m also making myself wait in his ache. I’m almost cringing.

Third swing. Crack. Harder still, landing square on the shaft. He cries out “Red!”, the safe word ripping from his throat, body collapsing forward, going down on one knee, hands breaking position to brace on the floor, chest heaving in sharp panicked bursts.

Everything in me drops. Oh, God, I went too hard. I panic: for one sick second I’m sure I’ve hurt him for real.

I release the paddle instantly – it clatters onto the wood. My heart pounds and I’m already moving. I kneel in front of him fast, turning his face toward me and away from the camera. I pull off the mask, then cup his face in both hands, my thumbs stroking his cheeks in frantic circles, feeling the faint stubble under my palms.

“Fuck, fuck, are you okay? Did I hurt you? Talk to me!” My voice loses its polish; it turns real, fast, cracked at the edges.

He breathes heavily, eyes squeezed shut, face twisted in pain, but he nods jerkily. “I’m... okay. Pain’s fading. No harm… really.” He forces a breath in, slower. “Too sharp,” he admits, and the honesty in it makes my chest ache. I think I’m crying.

For the first absurd, incredible moment in my life, I’m crying and horny at the same time.

I pull him close, arms wrapping tight around his shoulders, his head resting against my chest, breath hot and ragged on my skin. I stroke his hair – slow, tender circles with my fingers, feeling the soft strands slip through.

My own heart races, doubt and relief crashing in – did I really go too far? He has endured pain for me. Like real pain. Guilt twists sharp in my gut. The disgust and the thrill arrive together.

“You encouraged me,” I whisper, voice cracking with worry. “I thought – you said yes – I didn’t mean to –” My throat tightens; the words come out messy.

“It’s fine,” he murmurs against me, voice muffled in my shoulder, body relaxing into my hold. “Really. Just... intense.” He tilts his face slightly, cheek pressing harder into me, and the gesture feels like trust. It terrifies me. Fuck. My pussy responds anyway, sudden and shameless, and I’m drenched.

I forget the camera entirely in that moment. The only mercy is that his face is turned into me and away from the camera.

My fingers trail down his back, soothing in long, gentle strokes over his spine, feeling the muscles unwind under my touch.

Then my hand goes lower, to his cock. I’m not thinking anymore. I just reach for him. I wrap around it gently, stroke slow and light, palm gliding over the reddened skin still hot from the strikes. He moans – soft, grateful, “mmh” – leaning into my touch, trembling in my arms. His cock pulses under my hand, warm and helpless, and the tenderness of that makes my eyes sting again and I cry a little more.

“You’re a good pet,” I whisper, meaning every word, voice soft and real. “So good. You tried so hard.” I press my mouth to his forehead, and my lips linger because I crave the feeling of being wanted for something more than my body and my persona.

He sighs, body melting fully against mine now, cock pulsing warm in my hand. I stroke again – loving, careful, thumb circling the head to spread the precum in gentle swirls. He nuzzles into my neck, breath evening out. His mouth brushes my skin; it feels intimate in a way that has nothing to do with the scene and everything to do with hunger.

The moment stretches. Real and warm and dangerous. I whisper his name once – “Mark” – just once in his ear, like a secret.

Then I remember. God almighty – shit shit shit, the camera’s still rolling. I stop it quickly with the remote in my pocket.

I imagine what the last image would have been – my arm around him, his head on my chest, the whole thing looking like romance – and my stomach flips hard.

Then I go nuts… Like, totally crazy. I start walking around and muttering under my breath.

Oh god, oh god what the hell have I done? It was dangerous… it was ridiculous… it was…

“Vesper…” Mark tries to interrupt my flow. But I go ahead like a truck out of control.

“I’ll become a meme now… They’ll stop following… I’ll be national news… The OnlyFans goofy girl who lost it on live stream! I can see the posts already…”

“Vesper… Stop this nonsense,” Mark adds.

“Nonsense? Nonsense? I could have hurt you, like really hurt!”

“But you didn’t… No harm done,” he says, “not to me, not to my identity, nor your followers…”

I’m so beside myself that I stop replying mid-breath.

During all of this exchange, he is still on the floor, kneeling, watching me with a tenderness I don’t think I deserve now.

I don’t know what to do. There should be a final part… I would have made him come… I … I crash on the couch. He comes near me. And now it is his turn to comfort me apparently.

From the outside, the situation is absurd: me unraveling, and he – totally bare naked and with his cock still fully erect – seated next to me, reaching for my hands.

“Vesper, nothing is wrong,” he says quietly. “I really want us to go on…”

He says “us.” Like there is somehow a “we”. This shocks me awake. I stop commiserating with myself and sit straight up.

“You serious?” I say, drying my tears with the back of my hand and making a mess of the last remnants of fallen mascara and makeup.

“Yes. I’d like to go on for a lot of reasons…”

I burst out laughing at his face. Yes, just like that. I’m sorry but I cannot control myself:

“Oh, I know one - a very big one of your reasons…” and I gaze intently at his huge cock.

“Well...” he says, with a sheepish little shrug, and now he’s smiling too. One of those rare, truly amused, almost boyish half-smiles he only lets me see once in a while in this impossibly weird arrangement of ours.

Mostly to get away from how intimate the moment suddenly feels, I grab my phone. Fuck, I love when he smiles. And not ten minutes ago I was slapping his cock with a paddle. Life is completely insane.

The phone’s screen lights up like a slap. Boom, the internet has exploded. It’s a hurricane of comments, DMs, and something like $3,400 – everything is going batshit crazy.

The feed looks like it has blown open – a kind of collective frenzy, because they all saw the turn. They saw the part I never planned to give them at all: my hands shaking, my face giving way, the tears, the softness, the way I touched him at the end like he was not content, not a prop, not a subscriber in a mask, but a real man on my floor.

The comments are moving too fast to read in order. My DMs are worse. Paid messages stack on top of one another so quickly the app stutters, and every other one is some variation of people losing their minds because they swear they could feel the exact second the live stopped being performance and turned intimate enough to make them feel like intruders.

“nah what the fuck was that ending”

“the CBT was hot obviously but then you started crying and touching him like that and i actually lost it”

“when your voice cracked?? yeah no. i was done. absolutely nutted.”

“had to lock my phone and stare at the wall for a sec after that. insane.”

A few of the old, high-paying subscribers – the ones who usually affect this polished, jaded tone, like nothing online can surprise them anymore – have gone completely feral.

“you can keep the polished fake goddess stuff. this was messy and human and ten times hotter”

“the way you looked pissed at yourself and still couldn’t stop touching him? Jesus Christ…”

“that wasn’t porn. that was some weird intimate emotional damage and i ate it up”

Someone has clipped the final minute already. It is my hand resting on him, my thumb making that tiny helpless stroke, my face wet and furious and cracked open at the same time. The comments under that clip are a bloodbath of arousal and awe.

“nah he is GONE for her. completely cooked.”

“that tiny thumb stroke?? are you kidding me?? filth”

“i’ve watched this clip ten times like a sick person”

The money keeps ticking upward while I stare, tips with no message, tips with paragraph-long confessions attached, custom requests multiplying. A few are already begging for a follow-up. Others are weirdly reverent about it, as if I’ve shown them some female contradiction they’ve been starving for without ever having a name for it.

And threaded through all of it, over and over, is the same stunned reaction from people who think they can always spot what’s manufactured for the screen: they don’t think it was fake. They think they watched a moment neither of us meant to hand them.

Which, horribly, is probably why they loved it so much.

I come back from that dive into absurdity to find Mark looking up at me, eyes soft and vulnerable, lit with feeling deeper than lust. His pupils are still blown wide; his mouth hangs slightly open like he’s on the verge of asking for a thing that would change the rules.

I can’t let this go any further.

“You really want to go ahead, like really?”

“Yes, Vesper… Please let’s finish this together.”

I close my eyes. I don’t know if I’m doing this for the money anymore. Or because he’s asking me (Yeah, I know he wants to cum, but he also fucking worships me in a way I could not have fathomed even possible.)

“Ok…” I say “Ok… we go as we planned… Put the mask back on”.

And he does. Just like that, positioning himself at the center of the frame, kneeling.

I get up, go fix the makeup – as much as possible anyway – and come back to stand beside him.

I restart the streaming live feed once more with a steadying breath. I put the persona back on like armor.

“Part four,” I say, voice husky now from the mix of worry and lingering warmth. “We continue after a little… ehm let’s call it glitch.”

Mark is still, but I’d bet he’s smirking slightly under the mask. I’m finding this whole situation quite funny after all.

I can spin this, maybe.

“Well… even if we stopped at three hits before… I think my pet here deserves something. What do you think?”

Obviously nobody is answering me and I don’t want to interrupt to check the chat, so I go on.

“So maybe… maybe… if he begs well enough we could give him something”.

He begs immediately (you dirty dog, I think, amused to myself) – his voice raw and cracking. “Please... let me come, Mistress. I need it… need you…” His whole body leans forward on the words; desperation drags him like gravity. He’s a damn good actor it seems. Or he’s really that desperate. Or both.

I smile – slow, considering, lips curving as I watch his desperation play across his face. “Okay... but something new for the fans.” I tilt my head like I’m thinking, and the pause itself makes him shiver. “You want a release,” I say, “so you earn it the way I like…”

We somehow scripted this part before. And this time I dearly hope nothing goes wrong. What is coming is not painful, I guess.

I fetch the plug and the lube from the same drawer as the paddle. These too are recent purchases. My Amazon cart has become something shameful of late. It’s black silicone, tapered wide at the middle, base flared broad and flat.

I lube it thick – slick, glistening streams coating the surface, dripping off the tip in slow strings. The lube smells faintly clean, almost medical, and the contrast with what I’m about to do makes heat crawl up my throat.

“On all fours,” I order, voice firm again. “Ass up,” I add, and the words come out filthy and sure.

He drops down immediately – palms flat on the rug, knees wide, ass up high, face pressed to the fibers. His cock hangs heavy between his legs, throbbing visibly. He looks obscene like that: powerful body arranged into submission, muscles tense, spine arched, throat offered.

I kneel behind him, knees sinking into the rug beside his calves. My fingers circle his hole, slow, teasing rubs around the tight ring, pressing lightly at the center. He moans, pushing back slightly against my touch, ass clenching in anticipation. His breath turns into little, broken sounds against the rug; each one makes my own pussy squeeze, hungry now again and more than before for this new feeling of power over him.

I press the plug in: slow, steady push, tip breaching him with a soft pop as it stretches the muscle wide. He gasps an “ahh”, as it slides deeper, inch by inch, filling him full until the base seats flush against his ass with a faint smack, nestled tight. His whole body trembles on the inhale; his cock jumps hard, a thick smear of precum streaking along the underside as it pulses.

I reach under him from behind, fingers brushing his cock in light, feather-soft trails along the throbbing shaft, circling the head in lazy swirls. No grip. No firm stroke. Just maddening, whispering caresses that make his hips jerk forward. I keep it like that on purpose.

He bucks wildly – “please” – hips snapping, chasing my fingers. “Touch me... I need… stroke me… please!” His voice splinters; the plea turns wet, ugly, real. This wasn’t scripted, like at all.

I laugh: soft, teasing, the sound light in my chest. Real amusement, too. “No. Take what I give.”

“Take it,” I echo, and my voice turns velvet-dark. “Take the experiment…”

I rock the plug. Slow pull out halfway, then thrust back in deep. Each motion brushes his prostate firm, sending jolts through him. His cock jerks wildly, leaks in thick, heavy ropes. The slick sounds fill the mic; the camera catches his whole body shaking; the performance looks perfect. The reality feels even hotter.

He sobs, ass clenching hard around the plug, body shaking violently, muscles quivering in his thighs and back. His fingers claw at the rug; his shoulders hunch; his hips stutter; his cock drips harder, desperate and glossy.

“I can’t – I’m – please – “

His cock spasms suddenly, mostly untouched. Cum erupts in hot, forceful ropes: shooting out, splashing the rug in thick, creamy spurts that land with wet slaps.

His hips jerk wildly, ass milking the plug in rhythmic clenches, every pulse draining him dry without a single proper stroke, cum pooling beneath him in a messy puddle. I don’t know if he felt pleasure, or a full orgasm. Probably not.

This though, and the sight of him this way makes me inhale sharply, a sound that turns almost like a moan of pure, greedy satisfaction.

I thrust the plug deeper, milking every last drop with firm rocking motions.

“Look at that… my dog’s coming all on his own. Milked dry without even a touch.” “Good,” I say, quiet and pleased, like I’m praising a trick. “Good dog. Good, good…”

He collapses forward. His whole body goes loose in that wrecked way, like he used up every ounce of will he had and feels proud of it anyway.

I clean my sticky hands on his back, smile broadly at the camera, then hit stop. The red light dies.

I’ve done it. We’ve done it. There is a renewed silence now. I feel elated and wobbly. I pull him up gently. Somehow he ends up in my arms.

His head rests heavy on my shoulder, breath hot and uneven against my neck, body limp in my hold. My hands keep moving automatically: stroking, smoothing, grounding. It appears aftercare comes out of me on instinct, even when I pretend I’m made of steel.

“This time we were perfect…” I whisper, stroking his back in long, soothing sweeps, fingers tracing the sweat-damp skin. I feel his heartbeat through his ribs; it races like it’s trying to keep up with the moment.

He lifts his head slowly. His eyes meet mine – soft, adoring, shining.

“Vesper,” he breathes, voice cracking. “I love you.”

The words slam into me, warm and terrifying, blooming in my chest like fire: do I deserve that? Part of me wants to tell myself he is just wrecked from pain, adrenaline, aftercare – that this is subspace talking, not truth.

But if it is real, then what the hell am I doing? Is this the moment when the game stops feeling like a game? The thought hits hard enough to make me almost dizzy: what if he means it, and worse, what if some raw, terrified part of me wants him to?

I press my finger gently to his lips, feeling their soft give. His mouth parts slightly beneath my fingertip, like he wants to kiss the permission into existence.

“Don’t,” I say softly, voice trembling despite myself. “Don’t confuse… obedience for love.”

I’m not sure I’m trying to convince him or me.

But my chest aches deep, a moved flutter I can’t deny. Terrified of the depth, the pull. I hold him tighter, arms wrapping firm, bodies pressed close. My cheek brushes his hair; I inhale him; I feel my own eyes sting again, and I hate myself for it because tears feel like losing something.

The camera sits silent on the tripod. My phone vibrates with many notifications, comments stacking, tips keep landing.

And the leash pulls taut – on both ends. I feel it in my throat, in my belly, in the way his love wants to turn into romance and my fear wants to turn into… I don’t know. I stroke his hair once more and keep my voice low, steady.

“Good pet,” I whisper, and his whole body tightens around the praise.

His eyes stay on me a second too long after that. Too open and too human. The warmth of him in my arms turns dangerous all at once, as if one more second like this will break the distance I still need.

I am right on the edge of giving in and kissing him. I am right there. Then my nerve breaks.

I get up too fast, already reaching for distance, for cover, for anything that will take me out of this heat before it turns into something I cannot control.


Chapter 11 – If You Want Me Gone

Morning light always makes my room look poorer. Frankly, I hate that.

The curtain never closes properly, so a hard white stripe has already crawled across the floorboards and up the leg of my chair, across the heap of yesterday’s clothes, across the edge of the bed where I am sitting with my knees drawn up, my hair in my face, and the taste of stale mascara still somehow lingering at the back of my mouth.

My phone says 7:16. Then 7:17. Then 7:17 again because I keep checking it like a maniac, as if the numbers might rearrange themselves into a different morning if I stare hard enough.

I did not sleep. That would have required some form of peace treaty between my brain and my body, and the two of them spent the whole night trying to kill each other.

After what we did last night, after the crying and the touching and his face tipped up toward mine, after “I love you” dropped into the room like a lit match, I ran.

I did not leave in a sexy, mysterious Domme way with a final line and a click of heels. I bolted, scared and stupid, with my heart pounding against my ribs, and I threw orders over my shoulder at random: clean up, turn everything off, put the cage back on, sleep out there.

“We’ll talk tomorrow,” I said. Then I hovered in the doorway just long enough to see him fit himself back into the cage – head bowed, hands fumbling once at the metal, still quite hard and struggling with it before the lock finally clicked shut again. I took the key back without a word and went into my room.

I shut the door almost all the way because apparently even in the middle of a full emotional meltdown I still needed the crack of control. A little sliver, proof he was outside and I was inside and there was still a wall between us.

The problem is that once I was in here, alone, the wall did not help.

Every time I closed my eyes I got the same two clips stitched together in brutal HD: his body wrecked on my floor, my hands all over him, my voice coming out low and sweet and terribly real... and then the dead little red camera light, his face in my hands, that cracked-open version of Vesper, and the even worse thing after.

The thing my entire nervous system apparently wants to pretend did not happen because otherwise I’d have to sit here and admit that a man I’ve been denying, using, teasing, filming, and milking said “I love you” and instead of recoiling, I held him tighter, my body thrumming with a forbidden ache that wanted more.

I could have survived embarrassment. I could have survived the account-risk part, the clip-risk part, even the humiliating fact that being vulnerable didn’t blow anything up. What I could not survive – what kept rubbing itself raw against every thought all night – was how good it felt to hold him after. How natural. How hungry. How much my body had wanted to keep him there even while my mind was already drafting evacuation routes.

And fuck me, that is the filthiest part of it. I am still wet. And not in some soft romance-novel way.

My pussy is still sticky and hypersensitive between my thighs, a little swollen from how much I came on his mouth, from how many times I used him, from the way whispering his name – even just once – last night somehow made everything worse.

I shoved two fingers under the waistband of my sleep shorts at three in the morning because I wanted proof I was being dramatic, that the panic had scorched the sex out of me. Nope: still slick. My body was still responding to the thought of him.

I jerked my hand back like I had touched poison, but not before a shiver of illicit pleasure raced through me, tightening every sensitive nerve.

It would be easier if this were only emotional. It would be easier if this were only horny. Right now it is both, twisted together so tight I can’t tell which thread is strangling me.

Whenever things get messy, I start sorting them. Live. Content. Income. Boundaries. Exposure risk. Aftercare. Mistake. Arrangement. Next steps.

I built the folders neatly in my head all night. I labeled them. I lined them up. He kept ruining the system.

By five I was imagining refund language. By six I was drafting rules about no more in-person sessions, no more staying over, no more cameras with him in frame, no more letting him into the apartment at all. By seven I knew exactly what I had to do.

Cut it off.

By morning I am cold, which is worse.

I slide off the bed and stand. My legs feel used in a way I should probably enjoy under other circumstances.

The floor is cool. I splash water over my face in the tiny bathroom and stare at myself in the mirror while it drips from my chin. Smudged liner in the corners. My mouth a little chewed up. My hair a complete mess.

I look exactly like a girl who had a subscriber cry in her arms, stroke his cock, panic, hide, and then spent the entire night mentally setting fire to the relationship so she wouldn’t have to ask herself why the word us made her feel so sick and bright at once.

“Get it together,” I mutter.

My voice sounds rough, half-used up. Fine. Whatever.

I take a shower and brush my teeth. I pull on an oversized T-shirt and fresh underwear because I can’t bear the feeling of yesterday still on me, then immediately hate the new underwear because the crisp cotton drags over my clit and reminds me I still have one.

I yank on loose shorts. I do not put on makeup. I do not put on the necklace. I do not arm myself with anything.

When I open my bedroom door, the apartment hits me in the face with ordinary life.

Coffee first.

Real coffee, fresh and dark, not the stale little martyr I usually drink at one in the afternoon after staying up too late gaming. The machine must have hissed already because the air holds that warm burnt smell and the sink is running in a thin silver thread.

Somewhere there’s the soft plastic click of something being handled carefully. Cable? Tripod leg? God. Of course.

I step into the living room and stop.

He is by the kitchenette with one hand braced lightly on the counter, a mug near his wrist, the camera case zipped and set neatly beside the couch. The tripod is folded. The blanket he slept on has been folded too, square and precise, and put back in the basket by the TV stand like it was borrowed from a hotel instead of used as his bed after I shoved him out of mine before he ever touched it.

He has showered, or at least washed. His hair is still a little damp at the temples. Clean dark T-shirt. Gray sweats. Bare feet on my cheap floor. He turns at the sound of me, and there it is immediately, the thing that makes my chest go hard and mean: he really stayed.

He did not knock. He did not push my door open half an inch more and ask if I was all right. He did not come in with those stupidly careful hands and that face that makes tenderness feel like an ambush. He slept where I put him. He obeyed the line exactly. The knowledge burns hot and ugly.

His gaze lifts to me. No melodrama. There’s more stubble darkening his jaw now, just enough to make him look less polished and more difficult to dismiss. His shoulders fill the T-shirt. The waistband of the sweats sits low enough that I can see the blunt outline of the cage beneath the fabric. Just enough. A hard, contained weight: steel under cotton.

My pussy gives one thick, involuntary pulse. Fuck off. He looks like he belongs here just enough to make me furious.

And the worst part is not that he stayed. The worst part is that some ugly, hungry part of me is relieved he did.

“Morning,” he says.

Of course he says it softly and carefully, standing in my kitchen smelling clean, bitter, and so fucking male.

I fold my arms.

“Don’t.”

His brows move a fraction.

“Don’t say good morning?”

“Don’t do the normal-person voice with me right now.”

That does it. He goes still in a different way, way more alert. His mug sits untouched.

I step farther into the room. The apartment feels different than it did last night. The used-up smell of sex is gone under soap and coffee and whatever he used to wipe down the equipment, but the place still remembers.

The couch remembers. The rug remembers. I remember his cock jumping in my hand, his body jerking under the plug, his mouth on me, his forehead under my lips, the wet softness of his lower lip beneath my fingertip. Too much of it still lives in my body. I make my voice flat.

“Last night was a mistake.”

He does not answer immediately. The silence makes me push harder.

“This stopped being clean, and I’m not interested in watching it get worse.”

He sets the mug down with irritating care. I keep going before he can speak.

“We crossed lines we weren’t supposed to cross. The live was messy. The ending was messy. The whole thing got –” I make a sharp little motion with one hand because I don’t even want to name it. “Compromised. And I’m not doing anything this messy and compromised.”

He looks at me for a second longer, then says, very quietly, “Is that really what you think happened?”

“Please don’t start.”

“I asked a question.”

“And I’m answering it.” I move toward the counter, then away again, because standing still makes me feel cornered. “What happened is that this arrangement stopped being manageable. So I’m fixing it before it gets stupid.”

His mouth tightens. Tiny movement. That is all. I hate that I notice.

I hate that I know exactly what his face looks like when he is trying not to react too fast. I hate that my brain still wants to catalog him even now – his damp hair, the way he stands very straight when something hurts him. I hate that I still want to look.

“Fixing it,” he repeats.

“Yes.”

“How?”

My laugh comes out brittle and ugly.

“By ending it, Mark.”

There. I said it.

The room does not explode. Nothing theatrical happens. Somewhere outside a delivery scooter screams past and fades. My own apartment betrays me by remaining an apartment.

He does not move. I need him to move, so I push him.

“We can settle whatever needs settling,” I say. “If you want money back, fine. I’ll transfer it today. I’ll wipe the last live if I have to, rework the angle, scrub what I can, whatever. But this is done.”

His eyes sharpen at that.

“Money back.”

“Don’t make that face.”

“What face?”

“The one where you act insulted by logistics when logistics are the only reason this didn’t blow up sooner.”

He says nothing. Again. I’m about to scream, so I press on. His silence is making my skin itch.

“This was supposed to be structured. Clear. That was the whole point. Rules. Distance. A fucking arrangement, remember? And now we have –” I stop again because I nearly say “feelings” and I would rather die.

“And now we have what?” he asks.

“Mess.”

“Is that what you’re calling it?”

“Yes.”

Another beat. He looks at me the way he did once when I gave him an instruction he hadn’t expected, not resisting, just measuring whether I really meant it.

Then, quietly, “You want me to leave.”

“Yes.”

“Now?”

“Yes. Today. Now. Before this gets more embarrassing.”

His jaw works, just a tiny hard flex.

“Embarrassing,” he says.

“For both of us.”

“Is that what last night was to you?”

I throw up a hand.

“Can you stop doing that? Stop asking me questions and making me sound cruel because I’m trying to be practical?”

His gaze drops once, briefly, to my bare legs, my too-big T-shirt, the way I’m pacing and failing not to pace. Then back to my face.

“I don’t think I have to make you sound like anything.”

That goes clean under the ribs.

I square up instinctively.

“You are wildly overestimating how special this was.”

He flinches.

There. Small, but real.

A mean little spark in me lights anyway because if I can make him hurt, maybe I can make him go.

So I do the ugliest thing. I lean into the tone that got me paid.

“You were a subscriber, Mark. A very intense one, sure, and generous, and convenient in ways I’m not pretending weren’t useful, but that doesn’t mean we suddenly have some tragic grand romance because things got emotional after a live. It means boundaries slipped. It means I let the scene bleed too far. It means I correct it.”

His face empties in a way that is worse than anger.

“Convenient,” he says.

“Don’t keep repeating my words back to me like that. It’s annoying.”

“It’s accurate.”

“It’s accurate enough.” My voice rises. I hear it and can’t stop. “What do you want me to say? That this was destiny? That I’ve discovered the healing power of male chastity and now I need to blow up my life because my client got attached? Grow up.”

The last two words are still hanging there when something in him changes.

Not posture exactly. If anything he gets quieter, the sort of quiet that strips all the cushioning out of a room.

“If you want me gone,” he says, “say that.”

My mouth opens. He keeps going.

“But don’t do this.”

I laugh once. Sharp.

“Do what?”

“Don’t hide inside structure because you’re scared of what happened.”

The sentence cuts so cleanly I almost miss it. Then I feel it.

My chin goes up.

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

“No, I heard a man in my kitchen suddenly decide he understands me because he cried after a scene.”

A small line appears between his brows.

“That isn’t what I said.”

“Really? Because this is starting to sound very therapy-speak for someone standing in my apartment in a cage I paid for.”

“I paid for it.”

“Fantastic. Then invoice me for emotional damage too.”

“Vesper.”

“What?”

“You can tell me to leave. You can say you don’t want this anymore. You can say you don’t want me. What you do not get to do is call last night a technical error because that sounds easier than saying what it was.”

“Easier for me?” I step toward him before I decide to. “You think any of this is easy for me? You think waking up in my own bed feeling like my skin doesn’t belong to me is easy? You think trying to figure out whether I just destroyed my account or my brain is easy?”

His eyes hold mine. Steady. Too fucking steady.

“I think you’re frightened,” he says.

I actually bark out another laugh then.

“Oh, wow. You’ve solved it.”

“I think you’re calling fear logic because logic sounds cleaner.”

“Fuck you.”

A flicker, quick and dark, crosses his face at that.

“No,” he says. “That’s the one thing I have not been allowed to do.”

That shuts me up for one full second. Then anger rushes in to cover it.

“This is exactly why this has to stop. Right here. This.” I jab a finger between us. “You are reading into things that happened in a very extreme, very artificial situation and acting like that gives you some claim on me.”

“I’m not claiming you.”

“Great. Then put your shoes on and go.”

He doesn’t move.

“I’m serious.”

“So am I.”

“You are overstepping.”

“And you are lying.”

The word hits hotter than it should. My shoulders lock.

“I am not lying.”

He nods once, so self-assured I could slap him.

“Fine. Then you really believe this is about tidiness. About best practice? Or about management?”

“It is.”

His mouth pulls, almost a smile and way too tired to pass for contempt.

“No. It isn’t.”

“You don’t get to tell me what’s in my own head.”

“I’m telling you what this sounds like.”

I stare at him with murder in my eyes. He stares back.

There is color high on his cheekbones now. Tension in his throat. His hands are flat on the edge of the counter behind him like he needs the contact, but his voice stays even, and I realize with a fresh little burst of fury that this is the first time he has ever really – like really – stood in front of me instead of kneeling, and somehow he is still not challenging the dynamic. He is challenging the lie.

I hate how much more dangerous that is.

“You held me,” he says.

I go cold all the way down to my fingertips.

“What?”

“You held me. You said my name. You stroked me like I was something you wanted to keep alive in your hands.” He swallows once. “Then you panicked. Fine. Panic. I’m not arguing with that. But don’t stand there this morning and tell me this is about workflow.”

“Stop talking.”

“No.”

The word is soft but also absolute. My pulse gives a stupid violent jump.

By this time I am opening and closing my mouth like a goldfish, rage boiling and really, really scared of what could come next.

He straightens away from the counter.

“I came into your life because it was the only way I could,” he says.

The room goes very still. I hear the sentence. I hear the shape of it. And then he gives me no space to dodge.

“You’re not fixing anything. You’re trying to cut it off before you have to look at it.”

Everything in me wants to laugh at him, sneer at him, tell him he’s borrowing language from some glossy-magazine therapist and I am not buying what he is selling. Instead I just stand there in my own apartment in an oversized T-shirt with my bare legs cold and my pussy still damp and my throat suddenly too tight for me to trust. Suddenly I feel like crying instead of screaming.

Coffee, soap, morning light, his damp hair, my folded arms, the hidden steel at his groin, the camera case on the couch, the blanket back in its basket, the whole room full of evidence that he really stayed and I really ran and now he has looked directly at the wound and named it.

He fucking guessed right, didn’t he?

Silence settles between us with weight. He has somehow stopped my rant.

I fold my arms tighter across my chest because my hands have started giving me away. My fingers are twitching too much. And every time I look at him I remember the steel under his sweats.

“Fine,” I say.

My voice comes out clipped, a little too thin.

“Fine. Speak. Since apparently you’ve decided this is the morning to blow this whole thing open.”

His mouth quivers with a phantom smile.

“This isn’t a mutiny.”

“It feels pretty fucking insubordinate.”

He rubs his thumb once over the side of the mug he never drank from and looks at me with that steady gaze that is somehow worse than pleading.

“I’m not asking you to be less of this,” he says. “Less of yourself. I’m not asking you to turn into someone softer just so this has an easier name.”

My jaw tightens.

“Then what are you asking?”

“You asked what I want.”

“That wasn’t an invitation. It was sarcasm.”

“I know.”

“Fantastic. So answer anyway…”

His hair has dried into a slight wave at the front now. One dark strand almost touches his eyebrow. I have the obscene urge to push it back, which is probably proof I should be institutionalized.

His eyes flick down to my mouth and back up so fast I almost miss it.

“Most of my life,” he says carefully, “has been built around being the version of myself people could admire safely.”

I blink. That is not what I expected.

He keeps going before I can interrupt.

“I know how to say the right thing, look right, show just enough of myself in a room and keep the rest still, make people comfortable, make them proud, be easy to approve of.” His gaze doesn’t leave mine. “I was raised to be good at that.”

Everything has gone very quiet around us. I shift my weight.

“That sounds like rich-boy melodrama.”

“Probably.”

He says it too easily.

I frown. “You’re not supposed to agree when I insult you.”

“I’m not trying to win.”

He says it with that same maddening steadiness. Then he gives me more.

“My father is very successful,” he says. “He likes order. He likes standards. He likes outcomes he can point to. My mother likes things to look elegant from the outside.”

“Between them, and the world around them, there was always a version of me that worked best. Clean and pleasant. Ambitious, but only in ways that reflected well on them. Never messy in public.”

My face has stopped doing its usual little expressions. I can feel that. I’m just standing there looking at him and listening and hating how intently I’m listening.

He lets out a breath through his nose.

“I had everything I was supposed to want: the school, the money, the right circles... and the assumption that if I stayed on script, life would stay smooth.” His mouth pulls once, barely. “And I got very good at staying on script.”

I say nothing. I am suddenly thinking of him in lecture halls, in those expensive, immaculate coats he wore like they had grown out of him, drifting through campus with that controlled face and those impossible shoulders and that surname I only later attached to real money.

I am thinking of every time I mentally rolled my eyes at him and filed him under beautiful, untouchable men from another solar system. I am thinking of how wrong that folder might have been.

He drops his gaze to the floor for a second, then back to me.

“The problem is that if people love the polished version of you for long enough,” he says, “you start to feel how conditional that ease really is. How much affection depends on being easy to admire. How much room disappears the moment you become inconvenient, or ugly, or needy, or want something that doesn’t fit the architecture.” His fingers tighten a little against the counter. “It stops feeling like safety after a while. It starts to feel furnished.”

The word hits strangely hard.

Furnished. My apartment. His life. My body last night. His cage.

I wet my lips. “And this” – I make a short, sharp gesture between us, at him, at the apartment, at the entire unhinged thing – “is somehow less weirdly furnished?”

His eyes almost soften.

“Yes.”

The simplicity of it makes heat climb up my neck.

“With you,” he says, “I don’t have to do that.”

“Do what?”

“Make myself acceptable every second.”

I look away first, at the sink, at the cheap dish soap bottle by the tap, at the stupid little magnet on my fridge shaped like a potion bottle because I bought it at a con three years ago and never grew out of novelty trash. Anything but his face.

He keeps speaking into the space between us.

“With you, I don’t have to invent the right version of myself. I don’t have to make myself presentable before I’m allowed near you. I can just be exactly what I am with you… obedient, filthy, useful… and you see it. You know what to do with it. It goes quiet.”

My eyes cut back to him.

He looks almost angry now, not at me, but at how hard it is to say.

“You think this is just something I get off on,” he says. “And yes, obviously, I do. I’m not pretending otherwise. But it isn’t only that. With you, I don’t have to be impressive. I don’t have to be careful in twelve different directions at once. I don’t have to anticipate what version of myself a room wants. I get to be exact.”

He swallows once. The line of his throat shifts. He is still holding himself very still, but I can see the effort.

“With you I don’t have to–” he stops. “I don’t know the word for it…You make me feel… legible,” he says.

I bark out a little laugh because I can’t help it. It comes out too loud.

“Jesus Christ. That’s such a fucked-up thing to say to a woman in her kitchen.”

“I know.”

“Do you?”

“Yes.”

He means it.

I only catch it in that quick flick of his eyes, and then he is looking at my face again and I want to set something on fire.

“This isn’t just relief because someone is mean to you and you came in your little cage over it,” I snap.

“No.”

“So what is it, then?”

He answers immediately.

“It’s you.”

There it is. My mouth opens, then closes. He goes on.

“I didn’t fall for some softer version of you hidden under all this.” His eyes move over me once, and the movement itself feels like a hand. My bare legs, my shirt, my crossed arms, and my angry mouth. “I didn’t invent a fantasy where you stop liking the money, or the authority, or the control, or the part of you that comes alive when someone does exactly what you say. I see that part. That’s part of why –”

“Stop.”

It comes out too fast. His jaw tightens.

“No.”

“Mark...”

“I’m not in love with some version of you that stops being this.”

The floor seems to tilt a fraction.

“No,” I say again, sharper now, because if I don’t cut this he is going to reach somewhere I have kept barbed and locked for very good reasons. “No. Don’t stand there and tell me you ‘see me.’ I hate when people say that. It’s manipulative and lazy and straight out of bullshit romance where some man stares very hard at the damaged girl and suddenly her inner truth blooms.”

“That isn’t what I’m saying.”

“It is absolutely what you’re saying.”

“It isn’t.”

“Then say something else.”

He does. Not all at once this time – just fast enough to beat me to the next interruption.

“I’m saying I know what you’re like when you’re working,” he says. “I know what your face does when you’re pleased with yourself. I know you like the money. I know you like the control. I know that part of you isn’t fake.”

My skin feels too tight.

“And?”

“And I love that too.”

For a second, neither of us says anything. It’s the kind of silence that clears the whole room out. I look at his face. I need to see if there is pity there, fantasy there, some gross masculine appetite to rescue me from myself.

Instead I find strain and a mix of want and fear.

“Don’t...” I say again, but it is weaker this time.

His lips part then close. He speaks.

“What I can do,” he says very quietly now, “is do this your way and still mean it.”

I go rigid, almost offended by how cleanly that hits.

There is a tiny shadow under his eyes from not sleeping. He breathes and takes whatever courage he needs to continue.

“Keep the key if you want,” he says. “Keep the rules. Keep all of it. I’m not asking you to flatten this into something else so you can feel better about it. I’m asking you not to lock me out of the part that’s real.”

I look down. Anywhere but his face. Strange feelings are bubbling inside my chest. I’m not sure I can push them down much longer.

And the truth, apparently, has my voice in a chokehold. When I speak, it comes out harder than I mean it to.

“You’re making this sound very noble.”

“I’m not trying to.”

“Very moving. Very rich and repressed and tragically horny.”

A faint huff escapes him. God help me, it almost makes me want to smile.

I clamp down on that immediately.

“This is not,” I say, “some grand emotional discovery where I realize I’ve been suppressing my authentic self all along and then you kiss me in a doorway and we both become better people.”

“I didn’t say that either.”

“No, but you have the face of a man who might.”

But apart from my smart-ass answer, he’s hit where it hurts. And I’m left with the terrible conclusion that I am buying time. Because he has spoken. And now I have to.

I turn away from him and plant my palms on the back of the chair by my desk. I laugh once under my breath.

“What’s funny,” he asks.

I turn back.

“You,” I say, and it isn’t true enough, so I keep going. “Me. This whole thing. The fact that I can stand here and tell a man to get on his knees and milk him dry on camera without blinking, but one honest sentence in my kitchen and suddenly I feel twelve.”

His face changes at that. Softer and more attentive. I hate that too.

“Vesper,” he says.

“No, shut up. My turn.”

He closes his mouth. Good. I let out a slow breath through my nose and force myself to look him full in the face.

“Vesper on Discord and OnlyFans isn’t fake.”

The sentence steadies me the second I say it.

So I say more.

“I’ve come to realize she isn’t a joke that got out of hand. She isn’t me doing a bit for money and accidentally becoming too convincing. She isn’t some costume I put on and now can’t figure out how to take off.” I tilt my chin. “I like her.”

He says nothing.

I keep going because now that I’ve started, stopping would be worse.

“I like the money.” My mouth twists. “Obviously. I like waking up and realizing I can pay rent because some man wanted to hear me say no. I like not being broke all the time. I like opening my phone and seeing tips land because I made people ache.”

I take one step away from the chair. “I like the control. I like deciding what happens in a room. I like being obeyed. I like making people wait. I like the exact second someone realizes I mean it and their whole body changes around the fact.”

His gaze darkens.

That should not matter right now. It absolutely does. Words come easier now. More dangerous, but easier.

“I like what I become when the room is mine,” I say. “I like turning being looked at into something useful. I like not being the one who waits to be chosen. I like choosing.”

I can hear myself. Every sharp little confession. Every ugly, glittering piece of it.

And for once I don’t soften any of it.

“I spent a lot of my life being the side character in my own fucking body,” I say. “Hot enough to get attention, broke enough to hate needing it, smart enough to know when people were talking over me, insecure enough to still let them. Then this started and suddenly I didn’t have to ask anyone to make room...” My fingers curl against my palms. “So no, I’m not ashamed of this.”

I keep speaking over the top of anything he might say.

“The problem is not Vesper.” My voice drops. “The problem is you.”

He goes very still.

“You didn’t do something wrong,” I say. “You stopped fitting.”

A little line appears between his brows.

I laugh once, helplessly annoyed at myself. “Do you understand how many folders I had for you? Subscriber. Asset. Test case. Content. Rich weirdo with good posture and a humiliation kink and an unbelievably useful dick.”

His mouth actually twitches at that and I nearly snap at him for being attractive in the middle of my breakdown.

“I had compartments, Mark. Beautiful little compartments. Money compartment. Rule compartment. Filthy little real-life Domme experiment compartment.”

“And me.”

“Yes,” I snap. “And you. In your own very manageable compartment.”

He says, softly, “I gathered.”

“Apparently not enough.”

My flat little laugh comes back, short and rough.

“I know what to do with viewers,” I say. “I learned what to do with customers.”

His eyes flicker. The heat in the room changes a fraction.

I swallow and keep going because if I don’t force this out now I’m going to start saying things with my body instead and that would be catastrophic.

“I don’t know what to do with a man I want in my bed after the camera is off.”

There. It’s out. I said it. Every inch of me feels awake after that. His chest rises once and then falls. I look at him and now there is no point pretending I mean anything less than exactly what I’ve said.

“That’s what scared me,” I say. “Not the stream. Not even the ‘I love you,’ though Jesus Christ, that did not help.” His face changes at that – pain, embarrassment – and my own voice softens despite myself. “The thing that scared me was after. The fact that I held you and wanted to keep holding you. The fact that it felt...”

“Natural?” he says.

I close my eyes for a second.

“Yes.”

He doesn’t move. I go on.

“I could have survived last night if it had only been filthy. I can survive filthy. I can monetize filthy. I can organize filthy, schedule it...” My throat tightens around the next words anyway. “I could not survive lying in bed afterward and realizing the thought of sending you away felt bad before I’d even done it.”

And there it is. That’s the harder hit, the thing I hoped maybe I wouldn’t have to say, the thing that had me staring at the ceiling all night with my pussy aching and my pride gnawing at itself.

“I spent half the night trying to convince myself I was doing the sensible thing,” I say. “And every version of this morning without you in it felt wrong.”

His face opens at that in a way I can’t bear for long. So I look at the counter instead. When he speaks again, his voice is gentle.

“Then tell me.”

I drag my eyes back to him. He stands there straight and broad, tired and caged, more real to me than he was yesterday and less manageable by the second.

“Tell you what.”

His gaze holds mine.

“What I am to you.”

My tongue touches the back of my teeth. There are answers to that question, but all of them feel too risky and too naked.

“To me, you’re –” I stop, irritated at myself for not having a version of it I can say cleanly.

“If you stay,” I say, “you don’t stay as NullCode.”

I take one step toward him. The floorboard gives a tiny crack under my bare foot.

“You don’t stay as a subscriber. You don’t stay as some convenient little arrangement I can put in a folder and close when it starts getting complicated.” My voice gets steadier with every word. Colder and truer at once. “You stay as mine.”

His throat moves.

“I’m not giving this up,” I say, reckless, and suddenly aware of a commitment I didn’t know I had in me. “Not the part of me that likes exactly what this is.” I gesture once, between us, at the whole wreck of a room, still charged between us.

His mouth parts on a breath he doesn’t quite let out.

“So if you really stay,” I say, “you stay with all of it. The camera. The rules. The fact that I like owning you in it.”

A pulse jumps in his jaw and he looks ruined by how hard he is trying not to look moved.

I narrow my eyes at him because some defensive instinct in me has not died yet.

“Say something.”

His voice comes low. Rough.

“Yes.”

I actually scoff. “That is not enough words.”

His gaze flicks over me once more.

“It is the right answer,” he says.

A laugh punches out of me before I can stop it. Real this time. Short and disbelieving, almost mean with relief.

“God, you are unbearable.”

He gives me the smallest almost-smile.

“I’ve been told.”

“By who?”

“You, mostly.”

That smile almost gets me. Almost. I stop a few feet from him.

Close enough now that I can smell his coffee and his soap and the clean cotton of his shirt warmed by his body. Close enough that the outline under his sweats is impossible to ignore. The cage has shifted slightly to one side under the fabric. My eyes snag there for a second. His do too, catching me noticing.

He lifts his gaze back to mine.

“So,” he says quietly.

“So,” I echo.

The word hangs there between us, thin, bright, and impossible to take back.

He says it softly again.

“So...”

And his face ruins me. What gets me now is the openness of it, the fact that he is still holding himself together, still careful, still waiting, when I know exactly how much I have just done to him. It isn’t only the beauty of it. I have been trying not to think too much about that since the first time he showed up at my door and made my apartment look indecently small around him.

Then I say, “Come here.”

His eyes darken at once. He closes the distance in a measured way, one step, then another, broad shoulders moving under the T-shirt. He stops in front of me and waits.

I tip my face up. He looks at my mouth.

I put one hand flat against his chest. He feels solid and hot under the cotton. His heart is beating hard enough that I can feel it through the fabric.

“Closer,” I say.

He obeys.

And then I kiss him. Dear God. I really kiss him. I have been talking around it for hours and his mouth has been in front of mine too many times now without this happening.

His lips part under mine on the first press, a small sound leaving him that feels halfway dragged out of his chest. Coffee and sleep and male skin and the clean mint sting of toothpaste. He tastes real. Too fucking real.

I kiss him again, deeper this time, fingers curling into the front of his shirt, and his hands stay exactly where they are – at his sides, open, waiting, because he will not touch me until I tell him to. The discipline of it hits me low and sharp. I slide my mouth against his, bite his lower lip very lightly, then soothe it with my tongue.

He exhales through his nose. The sound is wrecked and controlled all at once.

“Vesper...”

“Shh.”

I kiss him again anyway.

His mouth answers mine more boldly now, but never enough to take over. He follows pressure. Follows angle. Follows pace. When I deepen it, he deepens. When I slow, he slows. His whole body is tight with restraint. I can feel it in the tension of his chest under my palm, in the way his jaw works once when I drag my tongue across his.

Then I break the kiss and he looks at me with that same stunned, hungry look that makes him seem younger and more ravenous at once.

I hate how much I love that face.

“My room,” I say.

His eyes widen a fraction. I step back first, and that matters.


Chapter 12 – Come In

Mark follows me across the apartment without a word, and I feel each step of him behind me as if the air itself has thickened. We almost pass the cheap threshold I ran through last night with my feelings written all over me. But at the bedroom door I stop.

The room is a mess: the bed half-unmade, the charger hanging off the nightstand, the drawers open an inch because I never really close anything properly. There are clothes and underwear everywhere. If this were a Tinder date, I’d probably feel a little embarrassed by what a chaotic mess I am, but since he is supposedly still “my slave,” we’ll skip that part.

I turn to him. He is right there in the doorway, doing a really bad job of looking small, his face carefully blank, like he is trying so hard to give me space and to let me decide everything. He wants to be whatever shape I need him to be, and that’s crystal clear by now.

That wrecks me a little too.

“Come in,” I say.

He steps over the threshold and I close the door behind him with a soft click.

For a second neither of us moves, the air feeling a bit stale. Morning light spills over the bed, over his face, and he looks around once, quickly, as if he knows this is not a room he gets to inspect. Then he looks back at me.

There is something almost dazed in his expression now. He is trying to hide it and failing spectacularly.

“You look shocked,” I say.

“I am.”

I shouldn’t smile. I do anyway, just barely.

“Take your shirt off, Mr. Shocked…”

He reaches for the hem at once and pulls it over his head. His body comes free in sections I already know too well and still react to with humiliating speed: shoulders, chest, a hard, lightly defined stomach, the long, expensive-looking build of a man who was probably raised by private tennis lessons and crew practice.

He drops the shirt over the back of the chair without looking away from me.

The cage is obvious now under the gray sweats, heavy and obscene. My gaze drops to it and stays there.

His cock is straining against the outline, thick, trapped, angled slightly to the left under the fabric. Even caged, he looks indecently hard. I can picture the marks the metal must have left on him. The reddened base. The angry shine where the skin has been pressed raw all night.

I take one slow step closer and hook two fingers into the waistband.

His whole body tightens.

“Stand still,” I say.

“Yes.”

I drag the waistband down just enough to expose the cage.

There it is.

Steel, the base ring snug around him, the trapped length of his cock swollen behind it.

“Fuck,” I whisper before I can stop myself.

His eyes flick to my face.

“Sorry.”

I laugh under my breath. “Don’t apologize for having a dick.”

“You were looking at it like you might bite me.”

“Maybe I should.”

That almost-smile ghosts across his mouth again and is gone.

My fingers leave the waistband and go to the nightstand drawer instead. I pull it open. The silver key lies exactly where I put it back last night, small and bright against a mess of hair ties, old receipts, and a lip balm I lost two months ago.

I pick it up and hold it between us. His gaze locks on it immediately. That reaction alone could make me wet.

“Don’t get ahead of yourself,” I say.

“I’m trying not to.”

“Try harder.”

I turn the key in my fingers once, then sink to my knees in front of him.

His whole body goes rigid. Good. I look up at him from below and watch the shock hit all over again.

“Don’t do that face either,” I murmur.

“What face?”

“The one where you look like I just handed you religion.”

His mouth parts, then shuts, and oh God, I love that I can still do that to him.

I unfasten the lock slowly. The tiny metallic click sounds absurdly loud in the room. Then my fingers go to the cage itself, easing it down and off.

His cock comes free into my hand, heavy, hot, marked from the cage, the shaft flushed and aggravated by confinement, the skin at the base reddened where the ring sat, the tip dark and wet. Veins bulge along the thick length, pulsing visibly as blood rushes back in.

He inhales through his teeth, a sharp little break in composure. The air hisses between his clenched teeth, his abs contracting in a ripple that draws my eyes lower. The warmth of him in my palm sends sparks racing up my arm, lighting up every nerve.

I close my fist around his cock once. My fingers barely meet around the girthy base, the silken skin sliding hot and taut over the hardness underneath.

His head tips back. A low, guttural “ahh” escapes his lips, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he exposes his throat.

“Eyes on me,” I say.

He drags his gaze down immediately. His eyes lock onto mine, heavy-lidded and feverish, pupils dilated to black pools that swallow the color.

There is gratitude there and tenderness: enough to annoy me.

“This isn’t release,” I tell him.

“I know...”

“Do you?”

“You’re the one holding it,” he says, voice rough. “I know exactly what that means.”

Christ.

I stroke him once. Slow. Just enough pressure to make his mouth fall open. The sound of my hand gliding over his slick shaft fills the air, his cock twitching in my grip, the ridge of the head catching on my palm as I twist slightly at the top.

The velvet slide of skin under my fingers makes my breath catch, desire coiling tighter. Heat radiates from him, searing my skin, while my own arousal throbs insistently, my clit swelling with each deliberate pump.

Then I push to my feet.

“Take those off.”

He shoves the sweats and underwear down in one motion, kicks them free, and stands naked in front of me, beautiful, a little wrecked, and still somehow trying to behave. His cock jerks once in the air between us.

The base is still ringed faintly from the cage. I rub my thumb over the mark without thinking and he makes a sound that starts in his chest and ends half-swallowed: a choked rumble vibrates through him, his hips bucking minutely as the sensitive skin there flares under my touch.

My own clothes suddenly feel stupid. I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts and push them down: my panties with them… my bare pussy to the air.

The fabric drags over me wet and sticky and I can feel his eyes drop there and stay there. My folds part slightly as the cloth peels away, glistening with arousal, the air cool against the hot, slick mess between my legs.

I pull the T-shirt over my head and let it fall. His gaze lifts, slow and helpless, to my breasts, my nipples already hard, my body fully awake in front of him. My tits bounce free, heavy and full, nipples pebbled into tight peaks that ache for his mouth, a flush spreading across my chest under his starving stare.

His hands twitch once at his sides. The weight of his stare traces fire across my skin, tightening my nipples even more, almost painfully so…

“You can touch me when I tell you to,” I say.

“Yes…”

I back onto the bed until the mattress catches behind my knees, then sit. The sheets are cool under my ass, slightly rough because I buy the cheap cotton and pretend I prefer it. He is still standing there by the side of the bed, naked, cock hard, shoulders too tense. His erection strains toward me, the tip weeping pre-cum that trails down the underside in a shiny thread.

“Come here,” I say.

He does.

I spread my legs. My thighs part wide, exposing my dripping pussy fully, my inner lips puffy and slick, my clit peeking from its hood, begging for attention.

His eyes close for one brief second before he kneels between them. A soft hum comes from his chest as he settles, his breath ghosting hot over my sensitive flesh.

That almost undoes me. This is different already. No camera. No ring light. No audience waiting to turn this into a clip. Just him in morning light between my thighs with my bedroom door shut and my life tipped on its side.

I slide my fingers into his hair and make him look up. I tug the strands firmly, feeling the silky texture against my skin as I tilt his head.

“Ask.”

His mouth is a little swollen from kissing me. His pupils are huge. His lips are parted, red and soft, his tongue darting out to wet them unconsciously.

“Can I touch you?”

“Yes.”

He puts his hands on me with a care so intense it turns instantly filthy.

One palm settles at my hip. The other slides up the inside of my thigh. His fingertips drag through the slick already on my skin and he looks down at it like the sight hit him in the throat. Fingers come away coated in my juices, strings of wetness connecting them as he spreads them slightly. The trail of wetness he gathers glistens, sending a fresh wave of arousal through me. My pussy pulses, more slick seeping out, coating his path.

“Fuck,” he whispers.

“That’s my line.”

I guide his hand higher.

“Right there.”

His fingers find my pussy and I actually shudder. He touches me as if I am something he wants to learn rather than something he thinks he has earned.

His middle finger slides through my wetness, over my clit, down again, spreading me open, collecting what is there. The wet sound I make echoes as he parts my folds, exposing the hot, pink inner flesh, his finger circling my entrance before tracing up to flick my swollen clit. Each deliberate glide builds an electric tension, my body arching toward his touch. Bolts of pleasure shoot through me, my hips lifting instinctively, seeking more.

He looks back up. I nod once.

“Inside.”

He pushes one finger in. His finger sinks into my tight pussy, walls clenching around the intrusion with a wet squelch.

The stretch is small and perfect. I let my head tip back a little and my grip in his hair loosens because I am trying very hard to act like I am still in full command here and my body is trying very hard to climb him.

My pussy flutters around him, sucking him deeper. That slow intrusion fills me with a sweet, insistent pressure that radiates outward. It builds in my belly, coiling like a spring, making my breath hitch.

“Another,” I say.

He adds it. The second finger joins, stretching me wider, my juices easing the way with a slippery glide. His thumb brushes my clit without permission, then stills instantly when he realizes. The accidental graze sends a spark zapping through my nerves, my clit throbbing in response.

I could correct him.

Instead I say, “Again.”

His thumb circles. Round and round, pressing just right, the pad slick with my arousal.

The sound that leaves me is humiliatingly soft. A breathy “ohhh” slips out, my voice trembling. Pleasure blooms from the contact, spiraling through my veins.

He notices. Of course he notices.

“Look at me,” I tell him.

He does, still moving his fingers inside me with maddening care, and the eye contact is worse than anything. Worse than the scene last night. Worse than having him at my feet. There’s no performance in this. He is touching me in my own bed and looking at my face while he does it. His fingers pump slowly and I lean forward and kiss him again to get some power back.

His hand slips deeper. Fingers bury to the knuckles, stretching me deliciously full.

I gasp into his mouth. He nearly loses the rhythm, then catches it, more careful than before, curling his fingers in the way he already knows works because he has paid attention every time I used him and I want to be angry at him for that but all I can do is grind against his hand.

The lewd sounds of my soaked pussy fill the room as I rock, coating his palm. The curl hits a sensitive spot, sending jolts of bliss.

“Slow,” I murmur against his mouth since I’m afraid I will come this way, too soon.

He slows immediately. Dragging his fingers out inch by inch, then back in, teasing the entrance.

“Closer.”

He comes up onto the bed with me. He kneels on the mattress between my legs, one hand still working between them, the other braced by my hip. He leans closer, now hovering over me. His body heat envelops me, cock brushing my thigh.

I take his face in both hands.

His skin is warm. The stubble catches my palms. I kiss him once, twice, then drag my mouth along his jaw and feel the shiver go through him. My teeth graze the rough texture, nipping lightly, his pulse hammering under my lips. The vibration of his response hums against my lips, fueling my growing hunger.

“You really thought I was sending you away,” I say against his skin.

His hand falters for one dangerous second. Fingers stilling inside me, my walls clenching around them greedily.

“I did.”

“I was trying to.”

He swallows. “I know...”

The honesty of that burns.

I reach between us and wrap my hand around his cock. Fingers encircling the thick girth, feeling it throb hotly. He is in a sort of plank position over me, and even tense as he is, when I touch his cock his whole body jerks, his hips snapping forward with a grunt.

“Vesper – “

“Quiet.”

I stroke him once, twice, feeling the weight of him, the thick pulse jumping under skin. Up and down the length, thumb swirling over the slit.

He is gorgeous like this. Hard and exposed and trying so hard to stay still for me. My fingers come away wet from him and I use that plus what’s on my own hand to guide him against me, rubbing the head through my folds, watching his face while I guide him.

The head of his cock parts my lips, nudging my clit, mixing our bodies in a slippery mess. The slick friction teases us both, building an unbearable anticipation. My clit swells further, aching with each pass, his cock jumping in response.

He is trying not to thrust. His muscles tremble, hips quivering with restraint, a bead of sweat trickling down his temple.

“You move when I tell you,” I say.

“Yes.”

I line him up. The broad tip notches at my entrance, pressing against the tight ring of muscle.

The head of his cock presses at my opening and just that is enough to make my thighs tense. Pressure builds, my pussy fluttering in eager anticipation. The promise of fullness sends a shiver racing up my spine. Goosebumps erupt across my skin, core clenching hungrily.

“Fuck,” I say softly.

“Do you want – “

“Yes.”

Then he sinks down into me. Inch by thick inch, my pussy stretches around him, taking his cock with a wet, sucking sound.

Every inch is work.

Not because he is too big to take, though he is not exactly modest about it. Because I am too full of everything already. My body has spent all night and all morning wanting and refusing and wanting harder. So when he pushes into me, slow because I make him stay slow, I feel every part of it: the thick stretch, the drag, the slick heat, the tiny tremor in his hips when he reaches resistance and still does not force anything because he is waiting for my face.

There is an obscene sound as my walls yield, clinging to every ridge and vein, taking him all in, bottoming out with his balls pressed against my body. Each gradual advance envelops me in waves of exquisite sensation. The pleasure borders on pain, the fullness radiating outward, making my clit throb untouched.

The sound I make is low and shameless, my head falling back as he fills me completely.

His forehead almost drops to my shoulder.

“Look at me,” I whisper.

He lifts his head. His eyes are wrecked. Glazed with lust, brows furrowed in agonized pleasure. He is deep inside me. I can imagine what it feels like for him. But I want more and I want to take it.

“Let me be on top of you.”

He takes the words like a gift, and we shift on the bed, collapsing into each other as we turn, his cock never fully leaving my pussy.

I’m on top of him now. I put my hands on his shoulders and start moving. Rising and falling, my tits bouncing with each descent.

Small at first. Just enough to feel him seated deep inside me, to feel the way my pussy grips him after all that talk, all that fear, all that posturing. Then deeper. Then a longer grind. My clit catching where our bodies meet.

Grinding circles, my swollen nub rubbing against his pubic bone, sparks flying. His hands hover once at my waist and I catch them. The slick friction sends bursts of pleasure through me with every shift. Each grind sends jolts up my spine, my pussy leaking more around him.

“Here,” I say, putting his hands on my hips.

He holds me like I’ve given him something sacred and dirty at the same time. Fingers digging into the soft flesh, thumbs brushing the crease where thigh meets hip.

My own hair falls forward over one shoulder. His mouth hangs open on half-formed sounds he keeps trying to bury. His cock fills me in long, clean strokes because I am setting the pace and he is following it exactly.

I rock faster. He makes a ruined noise, then he says my name once. Then again. “Vesper... ahh... Vesper...” His fingers press harder into my hips as I ride him, his control slipping by degrees and somehow that feels more intimate than if he had grabbed me and fucked me hard. The raw vulnerability in his voice heightens the connection, drawing me deeper into the moment. His desperation seeps into me, making my own arousal spike.

I kiss him mid-motion, messy now, our mouths not quite lining up because my hips won’t stay still and his whole body is trying to answer mine. His cock hits deeper on the next stroke and I gasp right into his mouth. Our tongues clash sloppily, saliva mixing.

“There,” I breathe. He nods once, jaw tight. Muscles clenching, a vein popping in his neck.

“Again.”

He does.

The change is small. An angle. A slight lift from underneath while I come down. Enough to hit that place inside me that turns everything instantly bright and vicious. His cockhead nudges a spot deep inside me and white-hot pleasure rips through my body. That exact little angle sends shocks of ecstasy through me. From core to fingertips, my body lights up.

My nails go into his shoulders, digging deep, leaving crescent marks on the taut muscle.

“Again.”

He gives it to me.

“Good…” I say, and the word hits him physically. I feel it in the way his cock jumps inside me. It swells thicker, twitching against my walls.

We fall into rhythm then, and I marvel at how natural it is. Me over him. His hands on my hips because I placed them there. My mouth brushing his when I want it. His face open to me. No camera. No audience. Just the wet sounds of us moving together in my bed and the little rough breaths he can’t hide anymore and my own voice, lower and lower, telling him exactly how I want it.

“Slow.”

He slows. Dragging out the thrusts, letting me feel every inch withdrawing and plunging back.

“No, not that slow.”

He corrects instantly. Picking up just enough, the friction building anew.

I lean in until our chests drag, his skin hot and faintly damp now, his mouth at my throat while I ride him harder. My hard nipples scrape against his chest hair, sending tingles down. The brush of his lips at my throat sends my heartbeat skittering. His breath pants hot there, teeth grazing my skin.

I can feel him trying to hold himself back for me. That control, that effort, that almost painful discipline in the middle of this – it hits someplace in me I didn’t know could be hit.

I slide one hand between us and find my clit. Fingers slipping over the slick, swollen bud, circling frantically.

His eyes go to it immediately. Watching transfixed as I pleasure myself, his cock disappearing into me.

“Keep looking,” I say.

He does.

I rub myself while I ride him and his whole face changes watching it. Watching me use myself over his cock. Watching how wet I am, how my body opens and takes him, how the sound in my throat gets rougher with every pass. The intensity of his gaze drives it higher. My fingers stay slick and insistent. Pressure mounts, coiling tighter and tighter in my belly.

“Vesper...”

“I know.”

He laughs once under his breath at that, wrecked and amazed. A husky chuckle that vibrates through us both.

I kiss him again because I can. Then I break it to murmur, “I hate how good you are at this.”

His mouth against mine, he says, “I’m trying very hard.”

“I can tell.”

“You usually want that.”

I almost bite him for being funny. Instead I ride him harder. Slamming down, grinding deep, my ass slapping against his thighs.

That does what it should. His head falls back, exposing his throat, a strained “fuckk” dragging out. His hands dig hot into my hips. The mattress gives beneath our weight in small desperate creaks. My room fills with the wet slap of skin and the rough, helpless sounds he keeps trying to swallow and failing to. The wet rhythm of us fills the room, each impact stoking the fire higher. Sweat slicks our bodies, making every slide filthier.

I am close now. Close enough that everything sharpens. His collarbone under my mouth when I kiss there. Licking the salty ridge, teeth sinking in lightly. The salt on his skin. The neat line of his throat. The pulse jumping there. My own breasts brushing his chest every time I come down. Nipples dragging, sending sparks.

The stretch turning almost painful in the best possible way because I am keeping myself right on the edge and then driving through it again. His cock splits me wide, rubbing every sensitive inch inside. Everything tightens at once, winding me closer to release. It builds to a fever pitch, my body trembling on the brink.

“Look at me,” I order one more time.

He does.

That is what gets me: the fact that he is here, in my bed, after everything, looking at me with that wrecked, open look of devotion and still obeying every word.

I come hard.

The orgasm hits from low and deep and all at once, ripping through me in a hot, blinding rush. My hips stutter. My pussy clamps down around him in fierce rhythmic pulses. Squeezing his cock like a vice, juices gushing out around the seal. I make a broken sound against his mouth and grab him by the back of the neck and hold on while it rolls through me, wave after wave, my whole body jerking with it. “Ahh – oh God – yes!” I cry out, back arching, as ecstasy explodes. Ecstasy crashes over me in relentless surges, leaving me breathless and trembling. White light bursts behind my eyes, every muscle quaking in release.

He groans – low, helpless, almost pained – because I’m squeezing him so hard and still moving over him through the aftershocks.

“That’s it,” I blabber without knowing I’m saying it. “Fuck – there – there – “

He stays with me. Keeps the rhythm as much as he can without taking over, eyes dark and blown, mouth open, every line of him strained around holding back. Veins standing out on his neck, cock throbbing wildly inside my spasming pussy.

I collapse forward against him for a second after, forehead against his shoulder, skin slick, thighs trembling, my hand still fisted hard in his hair. The room tilts slowly back into focus.

Morning light. Sweaty skin. A tangled sheet under my knees. His cock still buried inside me, still hard, still pulsing. He twitches with urgent need, buried to the hilt in my soaked, fluttering pussy.

My face is against his neck when I feel the shape of the next moment coming. I lift my head.

His lips are red from kissing. There is sweat at his hairline now. His chest rises harder than before. His hands are still on my hips, but gentler now, as if he’s making sure I stay where I want to be.

And his eyes are hopeful. There is a desperate plea in his eyes when he asks,

“Can I come?”

His cock is still inside me, thick and hard and pulsing from how close he is. I can feel every beat of it. He is looking right at me when he asks: a man asking for permission while he is buried in my pussy. I hold him there. I let the pause stretch. Fuck, I’m enjoying the hell out of this power.

I slide one hand up into his hair and keep my other hand on his shoulder, feeling the slick warmth of his skin, the fine tremor still moving through him. I look at his face. His flushed cheeks. The damp at his temples. The way he’s trying so hard to stay exactly where I put him and not fuck the answer out of me with his hips.

Then I say it.

“No.”

His eyes close for one hard second. The word goes through him cleanly. I feel it when his cock jerks inside me, when his fingers clamp once on my hips and then force themselves to ease up. His thick length surges inside my pussy, his nails digging briefly into my flesh before loosening.

I lean in and put my mouth near his ear.

“I wanted you here…” I say, my voice low, still rough from coming. “I didn’t say I was letting you finish.”

He swallows, and his forehead tips against mine, our foreheads pressed together, skin against skin. Our brows meet, slick with sweat, the salty tang of sweat between us as drops slide down our faces.

“Please… Vesper…” Softer this time, with a crack in it he can’t hide. I’m painfully aware of the power dynamic here. I can literally feel all of his cock inside me, his balls drawn tight against my ass, heavy and aching for release. I’m completely spent and making no effort to lighten the weight of my body on him. This really is torture for him, a real test.

I kiss the corner of his mouth and bite his lip, cruelly. I feel his cock twitch hard inside me. I’m enjoying the tease far too much.

“No, Mark… You are not coming. Not this time.” The words come out poised and calm, like a real bitch now, with a hint of mockery in my voice that even amazes me.

Half a “but” escapes his lips, and I’m relentless. I press my full weight down on him, increasing the pressure on his body and his cock. I even clench my thighs while I whisper in a rough, clipped voice at his ear, each word deliberate.

“No orgasm for you... Being inside me while I use you like a human dildo is reward enough.”

His face is a canvas of emotions. Pain is there, yes, but relief rides under it too. The filthy degradation hits exactly where he wants it. His face twists with raw agony, brows drawing together, lips trembling as a guttural groan rumbles up from his chest, his cock flexing uselessly inside me again.

And then he nods. He gives one small, obedient dip of the chin.

“Yes.”

That acceptance tears through me almost as hard as the orgasm did. A fresh wave of heat floods my core. For a moment I just stay there with him still seated deep inside me, holding his face, feeling the denial settle between us as something private and true.

This is what we are. This. Me wet, shaken, still hungry, him hard, aching, taking the refusal.

Slowly, I draw back first.

His cock slides out of me in a slow, slick drag. He lets out a rough sound through his teeth. A hissed “fuuuck” scrapes past his clenched jaw. I watch him as I sink back on my heels on the mattress, and his whole body is a study in restraint now: thighs taut, jaw set, chest lifting in measured breaths, cock flushed dark, leaking, furious.

He is so beautiful like this. I let my gaze travel all the way down him and stay there long enough for him to feel it. His cock twitches once under my gaze. A bead of fluid glistens at the tip and starts to slide.

“Stay still,” I say.

“I am.”

I almost laugh. “You’re trying very hard to look like you are.”

That pulls the smallest broken smile out of him, gone as fast as it came. Good. I need that in the middle of all this.

I shift off the bed and my thighs complain immediately, still oversensitive from how I rode him. My pussy feels swollen and used and deliciously sore. There is wetness on the insides of my legs. I can feel it cooling as I cross to the nightstand.

The cage lies where I set it earlier, open and innocent-looking. Funny how something that small can shift a whole room.

I pick it up. Behind me, I hear the change in him immediately, just that tiny caught sound in his throat when he sees what I’m holding. A choked gasp, raw, needy.

Then I look back at him.

He is still lying on the bed, naked in my light, cock hard and wet and unspent. His eyes lock on the cage. Then on the key I’ve taken, now in my other hand. Then back to my face.

Last night, telling him to put it back on was an act of retreat. But this is different. Now I climb back onto the bed with the cage in one hand and the key in the other and kneel in front of him on purpose.

His eyes stay on me the whole way in.

“Vesper...”

“Shh.”

I sit back on my heels between his knees and set the key on the sheet within reach. Then I touch him.

Just the light brush of my fingertips down the underside of his cock first, collecting the slick there, feeling the shudder that goes through him. Then my palm closes around the base, warm, solid. I squeeze gently, and he bows his head once. His face turns away for half a second. He’s trying to hold himself together.

“Look at me,” I say.

He does.

“I want to torture you a little further…” I say, mischievous.

I keep one hand around him while I bring the base ring up with the other.

What’s almost obscene is how intimate this is. In its own way, more intimate than sex. I spread him with my fingers, lift him, fit the steel around flesh that was just inside me. I part his heavy balls, sliding the cold metal behind them, encircling the root of his cock where it’s thickest, the contrast of cold steel against hot skin making him hiss sharply. The ring settles snugly at the base.

“Easy,” I murmur. His eyes stay on mine. His cock is now fully encircled by the ring at the base, somehow even harder and more swollen. It looks huge now, and I start stroking it. Once, up and down, twice… He’s breathing in rasps now.

“Vesper…” he pleads again.

“Tell me when you’re really close to coming,” I command, and I’m stroking him faster now. It takes five seconds, maybe six, and he’s shaking, blurting out,

“I’m there, I’m there –” in a panic.

I stop immediately, taking my hands off him completely. This time I want to edge him, not even give him a ruined one. He’s breathing shallow and fast, and I’m laughing. Oh God, I like this. I’m laughing, drunk on post-orgasm endorphins and control over him.

Still chuckling, I push myself up.

“Stay there while I shower. Do not touch yourself. We need to wait before putting the cage back on. I’m guessing there’s no chance of closing it right now…”

And I laugh again. He doesn’t answer. He’s still in shock. I think he really was that close.

My shower is long and glorious. I return to him naked and clean, hair damp. He is still there, still almost identically hard, maybe his cock a fraction less erect. But as soon as he sees me, his shaft rises again to full angle, bobbing slightly.

“All right. Time for business,” I say. “I guess we’ll need to squeeze it a bit.”

“Yeah…” he says, sheepish and somehow proud, his eyes following my hands like a magnet.

I sit next to him. I slide the cage over his cock slowly, feeling the resistance of his erection, the warm press of his trapped erection against the cold metal. The bars bite into his swollen flesh, forcing his rigid length to bend and compress.

He twitches under my hands. His thighs tense. The skin at the base reddens again where the ring sits. I take my time anyway. It isn’t easy. Each inch I push forward pulls a tortured groan from him, his body trembling, sweat slipping down his chest in rivulets.

By the time the lock lines up, he is breathing through his mouth again, panting. I pick up the key.

I close the lock. His cock is trapped in steel, bulging obscenely against the bars.

He shuts his eyes. When he opens them again, the look is there – wrecked, grateful, edged with pain.

I rest my hand over the cage for a second, palm flat against the steel, feeling the warmth trapped behind it.

“I’m not done with orders for you...” I say.

He is waiting, still lying in my bed, still naked.

I keep my hand on his caged cock.

“This stays.”

His throat moves. “Yes.” His voice is hoarse.

“So do you,” I say, and now my voice has that tone back in it, the one that seems to rise most naturally when I mean something all the way down. “If you still want to.”

His answer comes immediately.

“I do.”

A stupid little rush of feeling nearly catches me in the chest.

I withdraw my hand from the cage and toss the key lightly onto the sheet beside me. For a second neither of us moves.

Then I climb backward to lean against the headboard and drag the sheet over my thighs. He stays where he is until I flick my fingers once toward the space beside me.

“Up,” I say.

He moves higher onto the bed and settles where I indicate, half beside me, half turned toward me, careful even now not to crowd me. There is a red mark on one shoulder where I dug my nails in, another at his hip from my grip. I look at them and feel a filthy, possessive little surge of satisfaction. He is mine.

I reach for the glass of water on the nightstand, realize it’s empty, and hand it to him.

“Kitchen. Fill it.”

He takes it from me at once.

“Cold?”

The question is so practical I actually smile.

“Yes.”

He comes back less than a minute later with the glass full and a second one in his other hand.

I take mine and look at the extra one. Then at him.

“You brought one for yourself.”

“I was hoping that was allowed.”

“Suspiciously optimistic.”

“I’m trying this new thing where I assume I’ll survive the morning.”

That earns him a real laugh, small and frayed though it is.

“Careful,” I say. “You’re starting to sound comfortable.”

“I’m starting to sound hydrated.”

He hands me the glass and his fingers brush mine. It’s a tiny contact with a huge effect.

I drink, and he drinks too, head tipped back, the line of his neck all clean male geometry. I set my glass down and study him over my knees.

“Here’s what happens now.”

His attention sharpens instantly.

“You stay tonight,” I say. “In here.”

His eyes soften, a vulnerable warmth flickering there. I lift a finger.

“We go in little steps at a time… It’s one night. I’m not making promises in the daylight.”

“Understood.”

“Good. Second, I don’t want to stop doing what I’m doing. I’m not closing my OnlyFans, and I’m not giving up streaming and all the rest of it…”

“Okay.”

“And even if I keep doing that, stop behaving like some glorified customer. No more subscriber language between us in this apartment. I don’t want to hear a single word from you that sounds like a payment menu sneaking into my actual life.”

A flicker touches his mouth. “You have an actual life?”

I narrow my eyes. “Risky joke.”

“Sorry.”

“You’re on thin ice already, rich boy.”

His gaze drops once to the sheet over my thighs, then back up. “I’ve noticed.” His eyes linger hungrily on the outline of my body.

I push on.

“Third: if you’re here, you’re here properly.”

He waits.

“And properly means?” he asks.

That’s exactly the right question.

“It means you don’t lie to me. About what you want, about what you’re feeling, about what’s happening on your end when this starts touching parts of your life outside this room.” I lean forward a little. “It means I don’t get surprises from you because you decided to be noble and absorb them alone.”

“All right.”

“It means you tell me immediately if your name, your life, your family, any of it gets too close to this. I decide what I need to know. You don’t protect me by editing reality.”

“Understood.”

“And it means,” I say, because this part matters too, “you stop pretending this apartment is only a set.”

His face goes still in that intent, listening way he has.

“You hear me?” I ask.

“Yes.”

“Good.” I reach for the water again, drink, set it down. “Because this place may be cheap and badly insulated, with the kind of clutter that could humiliate you at a glance, but it’s mine. If you’re in it, then you’re in it.”

He looks around the room: the bed, the chair with yesterday’s shirt on it, the stupid potion magnet, the half-open drawers. When he looks back at me, his expression has shifted again, quieter, more serious.

“All right,” he says. “Then if I’m here, I can help.”

“With what?”

“Anything that involves the online side of this and my life here...”

That gets my full attention. He sets his glass on the nightstand and starts counting on his fingers in that calm, maddeningly competent way he has.

“Clips. Archiving. Moderation filters. Locking down the accounts…” he lowers his eyes and moves one beautiful hand between his knees in a gesture so human and, well, submissive that it amazes me. “I can… I mean, if you want, I can keep being your masked model for the videos…”

I stare at him.

Of course he would offer help in the form of infrastructure. But that other offer? I didn’t have the courage to ask him to keep doing that. I was ready to keep going on OnlyFans by myself, but with him? It would be easier and hotter and a lot more appealing to subscribers. I try to brush off how grateful I am for that particular offer.

“You’re trying to seduce me with backend tech support,” I say.

“And with my amazing acting skills…”

“And the body. Don’t undersell the body.”

He glances down at himself, then back at me. “The body seems to be under management.” His gaze skims his own form, the cage gleaming, his abs tightening as he shivers.

I laugh again, helplessly this time.

“God. Fine. Yes. You can help… and I’d like very much to keep manhandling you on video.”

I laugh, but as soon as the words leave my mouth the room changes. There’s the tension of a new arrangement… something neither of us has ever even imagined: unique, just for us. Effectively an us that wasn’t an us before.

He feels it too.

“All right,” he says, quieter now.

“Don’t make me regret it.”

“I’ll do better than that.”

I point at him. “See? That. That sentence. Annoyingly competent. Very difficult to dominate properly when you sound like a consultant fixing a spreadsheet somewhere...”

His mouth twitches. “I can try a more degraded tone if you prefer.”

“Oh, I’ll request that later…” I say before I can stop myself.

His eyes darken immediately, pupils widening.

I look away first, toward the nightstand, because my phone lights up all at once.

One buzz. Strange, because I already silenced OnlyFans and Discord notifications. But it’s WhatsApp. Jess, my compulsively talkative friend. Oh God, I blew off Emma’s party, and I haven’t checked in with Jess in forever. She is absolutely going to guilt-trip me to death over that.

I glance at the preview, just text and a thumbnail, and for a second I genuinely think I’m misreading it.

“Hi Vesper… saw this going around and thought you might want a heads-up. You’ve been busy, huh? I mean, no judgment. Also, who’s that hot guy? Why does he look so familiar?”

For a second I feel nothing at all. Just Jess’s words on the screen. Then it hits all at once: yesterday’s clip got out. It traveled fast and far enough to land in front of someone who actually knows me in real life, even if it’s only Jess.

I read that last line again. “Why does he look so familiar?” If Jess had actually recognized Mark, she would have said so immediately. I’m sure of it. She talks too much to sit on a detail like that. No, she doesn’t know. She’s sniffing around, she wants in on the story, the gossip, whatever people might already be whispering about on campus.

But still… the fake innocence of that message gets under my skin. It makes the danger feel immediate, close as a presence just beyond the doorway, waiting for me to turn my head.

For the first time, I realize I may actually have to brace for the stares, the whispers, the weird bump in notoriety around campus. I knew that was part of the deal from the start, didn’t I? Maybe I can hide behind the money. At the rate I’m pulling in subscribers, I’ll be filthy rich before I graduate. I can handle people seeing me naked, can’t I? Let them stare. Let them choke on it. But Mark is different. Mark cannot afford exposure.

He catches the shift in me immediately, that quick darkening, the way I go still with my phone in my hand. He doesn’t ask, but I know him by now, so I turn the screen toward him and let him read it.

His eyes move over the message and the thumbnail. He understands at once that this is not a disaster yet, but it is the shape of one. We need more planning from here on out. I can survive the possible slut-shaming. Fuck them. But he has more to lose, and he will have to be careful even coming and going from my apartment now. We may even need a new place no one can connect to either of us.

Mark is smart enough to see all of that in a second and quick enough to track exactly where my mind has already gone.

And he amazes me again with a very Mark question, steady and controlled and utterly without panic.

“What do you want me to do?”

There was a version of this morning where I would have answered by cutting him loose. By calling this proof that I was right all along. That the moment I let this become love instead of arrangement, I would have no clean way to survive losing it.

I set the phone facedown on the nightstand, then I look at Mark. I see the marks on his skin, the steel locked around his cock. I consider the intelligence in his face, the restraint, the strength of this man who stayed where I left him, who told me the truth and waited to see whether I could do the same.

His eyes stay on mine with that quiet, impossible devotion.

“Stay,” I say.

And this time, the word means exactly what I want it to mean.
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I’ve been into female domination for as long as I can remember. I started writing about it when I realized there weren’t enough great stories or practical resources out there from actual women.

When I write fiction, I weave in my own real-life experiences and my wildest fantasies. In my non-fiction guides, I aim to explain and explore the world of Femdom – especially FLR and male chastity – from a genuine female perspective.

My primary goal is to speak directly to women who are just taking their first curious steps into this world, while also helping men understand how Dominant Women actually think.

Bottom line? The world needs way more Femdom!


Books By This Author

Locked by His Therapist

A true Femdom novel set in Italy, focused on male chastity.
Written by a dominant woman to excite, surprise, and reveal the secrets of pleasure denial.
This well-crafted story features clear, deep, introspective, and incredibly sensual writing.
It’s a tale of discovery, power dynamics, submission, and control.

Marco is a young engineer—athletic and successful in his career—but deep down, he feels insecure and unfulfilled. After a failed relationship, his company insists he attends therapy sessions with a psychologist. Reluctantly, Marco meets Dr. Dalmiann, a stunningly beautiful and enigmatic woman. What begins as standard therapy quickly evolves into a journey of self-discovery as Marco reveals his deepest desires for submission.

As Marco delves into a world of pleasure and torment—exploring male chastity, tease and denial, and new rules centered around the denial of pleasure—his ex-girlfriend, Caterina, uncovers his "secret". Intrigued by this new side of Marco, Caterina joins the game, creating a sensual triangle that proves difficult to navigate...

“I was tired of reading poorly written stories about male chastity, often clumsily put together with far-fetched plots and ridiculous characters. So, after publishing my series of Femdom guides, I decided to write a novel on the subject—the first chapter of a true ‘saga’—where nothing is left to chance or censored. A book you won’t want to put down… But remember, no reading it with just one hand!”
Miss Kalimala

Locked by His Therapist Book Two – A Dangerous Triangle

Marco was convinced that surrendering to Dr. Dalmiann was the realization of a long–buried desire. He didn’t expect it to become a new form of torment.

After weeks of chastity and denial, Marco’s pleasure – once a source of pride for a young athletic engineer with a promising career – now lives entirely in Miss Rebecca’s hands. The company had forced him into therapy; choosing to let the striking Dr. Dalmiann become Miss Rebecca, and accepting her as his Mistress, was something he did all on his own.

Each session draws him further in. Each command tightens the bond between them, pushing him toward a surrender he once feared and now craves.

But desire rarely stays simple. Not when the past returns in the form of Caterina...

Marco’s ex-girlfriend, once shy and uncertain, begins to reveal a side of herself he never knew: jealousy, curiosity… or something more dangerous. And when Caterina and Rebecca finally meet, the balance shifts. Rebecca challenges her, provokes her, unsettles her – and Caterina responds in ways Marco could never have imagined.

Marco becomes the center of a volatile triangle: a test subject, a bargaining chip, a prize neither woman intends to lose.

Soon he will have to decide which of them he belongs to – or keep watching while another man takes what might have been his.

A sensuous, psychologically sharp Femdom novel where power cuts close to the bone, and male chastity and cuckoldry become the heart of a refined, unforgiving game. A game where obedience may cost more than a denied climax.

For readers who enjoy:
Femdom · Male chastity · Teasing & denial · Cuckold dynamics · Psychological domination · Erotic romance with emotional stakes

Locked by His Teacher

A Femdom novella set in an Italian university, exploring the depths of male chastity.

Written by a dominant woman to arouse, intrigue, and reveal the secrets of denied pleasure.

Both a novella and an exercise in teasing… unfolding page by page toward an intense, inescapable “end.”
A bold, unapologetic journey into the world of Femdom, submission, chastity, and control.

Within the prestigious halls of Universitas Romana, a renowned Italian institute, Professor Isabella Ravenwood commands attention. The youngest English Literature professor in the country, she is beautiful, distant, effortlessly powerful.

Jonathan Bellasi, one of her brightest students, is drawn to her—fascinated and eager to submit to her quiet dominance.
Invited into her opulent office under the pretense of an academic meeting, he steps into a world where his pleasure is no longer his own. As Isabella trains him in chastity, her control deepens, turning his arousal into a constant need. He embraces the teasing, the humiliation, the longing—and is instructed to observe, nothing more, as she indulges in her pleasure with Daniel, one of his lovers.

Then comes the final test: permanent chastity. A choice, a surrender, a fate he can’t resist. And in the depths of his denial, Jonathan finds something unexpected—a strange, consuming peace.

“I was tired of reading poorly written stories about male chastity, often clumsily put together with far-fetched plots and ridiculous characters. So, after publishing my series of Femdom guides, I decided to tackle the subject myself: nothing is left to chance or censored. A book you won’t want to put down… But remember, no reading it with just one hand!”
Miss Kalimala

Locked by His Nurse

A brutal injury. A beautiful nurse. He was a star on the field. Now he’s a toy in her hands.

Leo Bianchi was on top of the world — a rising star in Italian rugby with the future at his feet. But one tragic accident shatters his momentum, landing him in a private clinic a month of recovery. He expected a dull, sterile routine. What he got was Sofia.

A stunning, ice-cold professional with sharp eyes and even sharper intentions, Sofia is the kind of woman who takes what she wants. And what she wants… is him.

As Leo’s body heals, Sofia’s unyielding control wraps tighter around him. What begins with innocent touches and subtle commands spirals into something far darker, far deeper — a dangerous game of tease, denial, and utter submission. Confined, humbled, and trapped in a chastity cage he never asked for, Leo discovers a hunger he never knew existed.

By the time discharge day arrives, Leo knows he’s leaving with far more than scars. He belongs to her now — mind, body, and soul.

If you crave stories of dominant women, relentless teasing, male chastity, and the intoxicating pull of power and surrender, this novel will leave you breathless. Are you ready to be locked in?

“I was tired of reading poorly written stories about male chastity, often clumsily put together with far-fetched plots and ridiculous characters. So, after publishing my series of Femdom guides, I decided to tackle the subject myself: nothing is left to chance or censored. A book you won’t want to put down… But remember, no reading it with just one hand!”
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Locked by His Trainer

A novella of chastity, orgasm control, and complete surrender

Luca thought he’d hit rock bottom. Over forty, out of shape, and crushed by humiliation after a failed date, he walks into the prestigious gym EliteFit Milano looking for a second chance at life.

What he finds is Arianna — a stunning, much younger personal trainer with a body carved from discipline and a will like steel.

But Arianna doesn’t just want to train Luca’s muscles. She wants to unmake him.

What begins as intense physical coaching spirals into a dangerous erotic game of control and chastity, enforced through denial and physical exertion. Arianna trains Luca to serve her not just at the gym, but everywhere — as her experiment, her cleaner, her mouth. Caged and desperate, Luca is reshaped into something he never expected: a devoted submissive, completely dependent on a woman half his age.

And when his transformation is complete, only one question remains: was freedom ever the goal?

Locked by His Trainer is a scorching novella of female domination and chastity play. It explores what happens when service becomes identity — and submission becomes the only pleasure left.

“I was tired of reading poorly written stories about male chastity, often clumsily put together with far-fetched plots and ridiculous characters. So, after publishing my series of Femdom guides, I decided to tackle the subject myself: nothing is left to chance or censored. A book you won’t want to put down… But remember, no reading it with just one hand!”

Miss Kalimala

For readers of:

Chastity Cage & Orgasm Denial Erotica
Femdom Fiction
D/s Power Exchange
Age Gap Power Dynamics — Older Man / Younger Woman Domme Dynamics
Erotic Humiliation & Service Submission


In Chastity on a Greek Island

Thirty days. One key. And a marriage that will never be the same.

James and Elena – wealthy, estranged, and emotionally numb – arrive on a secluded Greek island for thirty days of reconnection. But behind James’s silence hides a secret he’s never dared confess. And when the truth of his desire emerges their dynamic shifts with a slow, dangerous burn.

Told in a unique blend of third-person narrative and alternating FIRST-PERSON PERSPECTIVES, In Chastity in a Greek Island takes the reader deep inside the minds of both husband and wife as their roles dissolve and reverse. James’s longing to be denied, owned, and humiliated collides with Elena’s rediscovery of power, pleasure, and ruthless self-possession.

What follows is an erotically charged evolution of desire and identity – featuring intense orgasm denial, enforced chastity, psychological dominance, and the slow, cruel seduction of female-led control. As their holiday spirals into something far more intimate and raw than either expected, the question becomes not whether they’ll survive it…but who they’ll be when it ends.

And the journey doesn’t end with chastity. It deepens when Kostas, a local Greek man, enters the picture. Confident, virile, and utterly free, he becomes the catalyst for Elena’s full awakening. As James watches helplessly from the sidelines, Elena explores her desires with another man.And James must confront the ultimate question: is surrender still devotion when it turns into cuckoldry?


Exploring MALE CHASTITY and ORGASM DENIAL. A Beginner's Guide for Women

Are you searching for a subtle approach to introduce the concept of male chastity to your partner? Do you wish to persuade her to give it a chance?

Your quest ends here. This concise guide offers the straightforward solution you've been seeking. Unlike many other texts that tend to be overly advanced, extreme, lengthy, or complex, this guide is designed to maintain her interest and avoid any intimidation.

What's This Book About?

This book is written to introduce chastity in a relationship from scratch. This book is a concise guide tailored for those who might consider themselves "normal" couples or fall under the category of what the BDSM world would call "vanilla." But don't let that fool you – it's crafted with a feminine perspective to explain the concept of "male chastity" to the woman in a relationship. And it's not just for the ladies; it's equally enlightening for men, providing insights into what could draw women to this practice.

What's the Purpose of This Book?

The objective of this guide is to delicately and non-intimidatingly unveil the world of "female domination" or FemDom, focusing on an often underestimated aspect: male chastity. This is all about the art of orgasm control and the intriguing practice of "tease and denial", where the anticipation builds without a real release.

Why Should You Buy This Book?

Imagine this book as a discreet yet impactful gift for your partner. Through tangible examples, it gradually introduces the diverse opportunities that male chastity can offer women. The aim? To enhance and revitalize your relationship. It's about bringing you closer and immersing you into the realm of Power Exchange, where the dynamics between partners shift towards female dominance, possibly leading to a genuine Female Led Relationship, or FRL for short. This guide acts as a pathway, illuminating an exciting and intimate journey for both of you.

FEMDOM Unveiled: A Guide to FEMALE LED RELATIONSHIPS and FEMALE DOMINATION for Beginners

Why Buy This Book?

Finding trustworthy resources on Femdom and Female Led Relationships can be a challenge, as many manuals and guides often indulge in extreme or unrealistic fantasies. Our approach is refreshingly simple and grounded in reality, providing practical insights from a female perspective.

Our aim is to demystify these elements and offer practical advice on introducing them into your relationship. Wondering how to broach the topic with your partner? Curious about the initial 'games' you can play to explore this dynamic? Pondering on how to progress further? Look no further — this book is your comprehensive guide, providing the answers you seek.

What to Expect?

A methodical, comprehensive, achievable and friendly approach, especially for those who want to introduce the topic of Femdom and Female Led Relationship to their partner, without scaring anyone and without taking anything for granted.

Who Is This Book For?

If you are a WOMAN, read this book to discover how you can improve your relationship and take control to ensure there are never any moments of "disinterest" in the relationship again.

If you are a MAN, read this book to understand how a woman can realistically evaluate and embrace a Femdom approach in the relationship. Or if you truly want to convince her to try.

The Perfect Gift

Gift this book to implement female domination dynamics within the relationship, with the goal of establishing a female-led relationship.

Be careful what you wish for... It might just come true.

Forbidden Pleasures: A Compilation of 50 Male Chastity and Orgasm Denial Ideas

This book is a collection of 50 suggestions centered around "male chastity". Here, you will find ideas, inspirations, scenarios and situations related to Femdom and female domination, primarily focused on orgasm control and tease and denial.

What sets this book apart?

Unlike typical resources that dissect the intricacies of tease and denial, Femdom and male chastity, this book takes a straightforward approach. It gently ignites the imagination of readers, particularly those with a penchant for subtlety, offering ideas that are not just theoretical but also pragmatic. Whether you're navigating a BDSM relationship or looking to infuse a touch of passion into the bedroom of a "vanilla" connection, this book quietly serves as a guide.

Buy it:
- If you're already immersed in the dynamics of a Femdom relationship, particularly one centered around tease and denial and orgasm control, this book offers a refreshing array of ideas and scenarios. It's an opportunity to break free from routine, enrich your experiences and add a touch of excitement to the male chastity journey.
- to gift these pages to your Dom, or to assertively place them in the hands of your devoted sub.
- to dive headlong into the world of practical Femdom with a partner who, without too many questions, shares the inherent desire to get their hands (pardon the pun) a little dirty.

A sensual book

This is not just a book; it's a sensual odyssey. Feel the pulse of excitement, desire and passion as you immerse yourself in the provocative ideas and scenarios presented, enticing both men and women into a world of unbridled pleasure.
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