
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Landlady’s Rules: A Reluctant Pegging Slave




An Explicit Femdom Pegging Erotica Novel





Description:





Jason’s life is falling apart—he’s broke, jobless, and two months behind on rent. When his powerful landlady, Vanessa, offers him an alternative to eviction, Jason finds himself thrust into a world of humiliating servitude he never asked for.




Vanessa runs a private service catering to dominant women with very specific tastes, and Jason becomes her newest offering. Forced into buttplug training, public auctions, and relentless pegging sessions, Jason fights against his role, but his body betrays him at every turn. As Vanessa breaks down his resistance piece by piece, Jason must confront the depths of his own submission.




This femdom pegging erotica novel is a bold and explicit exploration of power, humiliation, and reluctant arousal. Featuring themes of forced pegging, prostate domination, buttplug training, and public display,

 

The Landlady’s Rules: A Reluctant Pegging Slave


 
is a story of control, transformation, and the ultimate surrender.








Content Warning:


 
This book contains explicit BDSM content, pegging, forced submission, and themes of humiliation and domination. Reader discretion is advised.






Introduction: Vanessa’s Offer




Jason paced nervously in his cramped apartment, the air thick with tension. The second eviction notice sat on the counter, mocking him with its bold red letters. Two months behind on rent and with no income in sight, he had run out of options. When a sharp knock echoed through the apartment, his stomach sank.

Vanessa, his landlady, stood in the doorway, her presence filling the space with an aura of power and control. She was striking, with sleek black hair that framed her sharp features, and heels that clicked ominously against the hardwood floor as she stepped inside uninvited. Her tailored blazer and tight skirt exuded authority, her smirk cutting deeper than the notice she had delivered.

“Jason,” she said, her voice smooth but firm. “I think we need to have a little chat.”

Jason swallowed hard, his palms sweating. “Vanessa, I-I just need a bit more time. Work’s been—”

“Spare me the excuses,” she interrupted, her tone icy. “You’re out of time. Two months of unpaid rent? I should’ve kicked you out weeks ago.” Her eyes scanned the cluttered room, her smirk widening. “But lucky for you, I’m not completely heartless.”

Jason’s heart leapt at the hint of leniency. “Thank you! I’ll get the money, I swear. I just need—”

“Oh, no,” Vanessa cut him off again, stepping closer until her heels clicked right in front of him. “I’m not offering you a free pass. I’m offering you… an alternative.”

Jason blinked, confused. “Alternative?”

Vanessa tilted her head, her smirk turning predatory. “You’re clearly useless at paying rent, but I think you might be good for something else. I run a little side business, Jason. A very exclusive service for women with… particular tastes.”

Jason’s confusion deepened. “What are you talking about?”

Vanessa let out a soft laugh, circling him like a predator stalking its prey. “Let’s just say I specialize in providing entertainment for dominant women. And you, with that pitiful little body of yours… I think you’d be perfect.”

Jason froze, her words sinking in. “You can’t be serious.”

“Oh, I’m dead serious,” Vanessa purred, leaning in close. “I’ve been running this business for years, and I know potential when I see it. With some training, you could become a valuable asset.”

Jason shook his head, panic rising in his chest. “No. No way. I’m not doing that.”

Vanessa straightened, her smirk hardening into a cold smile. “You don’t have much of a choice, Jason. Either you agree to my terms, or you’re out on the street by tomorrow morning. And trust me, I’ll make sure every landlord in town knows how unreliable you are. Good luck finding another place to live.”

Jason’s heart raced as he stared at her, his mind scrambling for a way out. But Vanessa’s sharp gaze told him there was no escape. She had him cornered, and she knew it.

“Fine,” he muttered, his voice barely above a whisper. “What… what do you want me to do?”

Vanessa’s smirk returned, triumphant and gleaming. “Good boy,” she said, patting his cheek mockingly. “Pack your things. You’re coming with me tonight.”

Jason’s stomach churned as she turned on her heel, her heels clicking sharply as she headed for the door. “Welcome to your new life, Jason,” she called over her shoulder. “You’re going to love it.”

The door slammed shut behind her, leaving Jason alone in his cramped apartment. His legs felt like jelly as he collapsed onto the couch, the weight of Vanessa’s words pressing down on him. He had no idea what he had just agreed to—but deep down, he knew there was no turning back.



Chapter 1: The First Session




Jason sat stiffly in Vanessa’s car, his heart pounding as the city lights blurred past the window. He hadn’t said a word since they left his apartment, and Vanessa hadn’t bothered to fill the silence. She drove with the confidence of someone who always got what she wanted, her sharp eyes fixed on the road and her lips curved in a slight smirk.

“Where are we going?” Jason finally managed, his voice cracking.

Vanessa didn’t look at him, but her smirk widened. “To my estate,” she said simply. “You’ll be staying there from now on while you work off your debt.”

Jason’s stomach twisted. “And what exactly does that mean?”

Vanessa chuckled softly, the sound both amused and condescending. “You’ll see soon enough. But let me make one thing clear: you don’t get to ask questions, Jason. You’re here to do as you’re told.”

Jason sank further into his seat, the weight of her words settling over him like a heavy blanket. He stared out the window, trying to ignore the growing sense of dread in his chest.

When they arrived, Jason’s jaw dropped. Vanessa’s estate was enormous, its grand facade illuminated by elegant outdoor lighting. The towering gates opened smoothly as they approached, and the car glided up a long, winding driveway. Jason felt impossibly small as Vanessa parked in front of the sprawling mansion.

“Out,” Vanessa ordered, her tone sharp.

Jason scrambled to obey, stepping onto the polished stone driveway. Vanessa led him up the steps and through the massive double doors, her heels clicking against the marble floor. The interior was just as opulent as the exterior—high ceilings, crystal chandeliers, and sleek, modern furnishings that screamed wealth and power.

“Follow me,” Vanessa said, not bothering to glance back as she strode down a hallway. Jason trailed behind her, his eyes darting nervously to the ornate paintings and sculptures lining the walls. The air felt heavier as they descended a spiral staircase, the polished wood giving way to cold stone.

By the time they reached the bottom, Jason’s legs were trembling. Vanessa pushed open a heavy door, revealing a room that made his stomach drop.







The Dungeon




Jason’s eyes darted around the space, taking in the mirrored walls, leather benches, and racks of gleaming implements he didn’t recognize. The air was thick with the faint scent of leather and something else he couldn’t place—something that made his cheeks burn.

“Welcome to your new workplace,” Vanessa said, gesturing to the room with a flourish. “This is where you’ll be earning your keep.”

Jason shook his head, his voice trembling. “I… I can’t do this.”

Vanessa turned to him, her smirk sharp enough to cut. “Oh, you can,” she said coolly. “And you will.”

Before Jason could respond, Vanessa stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his. She reached out and grabbed his shirt collar, yanking it downward with surprising strength. “Let’s get you ready,” she said, her tone almost playful.

“Wait—what are you—” Jason’s protests were cut off as Vanessa stripped him with practiced efficiency, tossing his shirt and pants onto the floor. He tried to cover himself, his cheeks flaming as Vanessa’s sharp eyes roamed over his exposed body.

“You don’t have much to work with, do you?” she mused, her smirk widening as her gaze settled on his small cock. “Well, that’s fine. My clients aren’t interested in that anyway.”

Jason’s stomach churned as Vanessa retrieved a leather harness from a nearby rack. She stepped behind him, looping the straps around his chest and hips before snapping them tightly into place. The harness left his cock and ass completely exposed, the tight straps digging into his skin.

“There,” Vanessa said, stepping back to admire her work. “Perfect.”

Jason clenched his fists, his body trembling with humiliation. “This is insane,” he muttered, his voice barely audible.

Vanessa grabbed his chin, forcing him to meet her gaze. “You’re mine now, Jason,” she said softly, her tone dripping with authority. “And you’re going to learn exactly what that means.”







The First Client




Vanessa led Jason to the center of the room, snapping a leather collar around his neck and attaching a leash. The cold metal of the collar made him shiver, the jingling sound of the leash adding to his humiliation.

“Stay here,” Vanessa ordered, stepping toward the door. Jason watched helplessly as she opened it, revealing a tall woman in thigh-high boots and a skintight dress. Her confident stride and piercing gaze made Jason’s knees weak.

“This is the new one?” the woman asked, her voice smooth and sultry. She circled Jason slowly, her heels clicking against the floor as she inspected him like a piece of meat. “He’ll do.”

Jason’s heart raced as the woman reached out, trailing her fingers down his chest. She stopped at his cock, letting out a soft laugh. “Not much to work with, is there?”

Vanessa chuckled. “That’s not what he’s here for.”

The woman smirked, stepping behind Jason. Before he could react, she grabbed his hips and pulled him toward a padded bench, forcing him to bend over. Vanessa stepped forward, securing his wrists and ankles to the bench with leather straps.

Jason’s protests turned to panic as the woman retrieved a gleaming buttplug from a nearby rack. “Wait—no—please!” he cried, struggling against the restraints.

“Relax,” Vanessa said, her voice calm but firm. “You’ll take it, and you’ll thank her for it.”

The woman spread a slick lubricant onto the plug, pressing it against Jason’s clenched hole. He whimpered, his body tensing as the cold metal began to push inside him. The pressure was overwhelming, and Jason gasped as the plug slid deeper, stretching him in ways he’d never experienced.

“Oh, he’s tight,” the woman said with a laugh, twisting the plug slightly to make Jason squirm. “This one’s going to be fun.”

Vanessa smirked, watching as Jason’s body trembled under the woman’s control. “He’s got potential,” she said, her tone casual. “Now let’s see how long he lasts.”

Jason’s humiliation deepened as the woman began manipulating the plug, pressing it against his prostate. Despite his shame, his cock twitched, betraying him as the sensation overwhelmed his senses.

Vanessa leaned down, her voice a mocking whisper in his ear. “Look at you,” she purred. “You’re already enjoying this, aren’t you?”

Jason shook his head, tears streaming down his cheeks as the woman continued her relentless teasing. “Please,” he whimpered. “Stop…”

But Vanessa and her client ignored his pleas, their laughter echoing in the room as Jason’s body betrayed him again and again.



Chapter 2: Breaking the Resistance




Jason woke with a start, the dull ache in his lower body reminding him of the night before. He was still on the padded bench in Vanessa’s dungeon, his wrists and ankles sore from the restraints. The buttplug remained firmly lodged inside him, its unrelenting presence stretching him in ways that left him humiliated and overwhelmed. The memories of Vanessa’s client—her taunts, her laughter, the way she manipulated his body—made his stomach churn.

“Good morning, Jason,” Vanessa’s sharp voice cut through his thoughts. She strode into the room, her heels clicking against the cold stone floor. Her predatory smirk was firmly in place as she stopped in front of him, inspecting him like a prize she’d just won.

“Did you sleep well, sweetheart?” she asked mockingly, leaning down to trail a perfectly manicured finger along his exposed back.

“Please… let me go,” Jason whispered, his voice trembling. “I can’t do this.”

Vanessa straightened, her smirk widening. “Oh, you’ll do this,” she said, her tone laced with condescension. “You made a deal, Jason. And I always collect on my deals.”







The Morning Routine




Vanessa released him from the bench but kept the buttplug in place, her sharp nails grazing his skin as she removed the restraints. “On your knees,” she commanded, holding the leash attached to his collar.

Jason hesitated, but a sharp tug from Vanessa sent him scrambling to obey. The cold floor pressed against his knees as he knelt before her, his cheeks burning with humiliation. Vanessa crouched to his level, her gaze piercing.

“Today, we start your training,” she said, her voice soft but firm. “You’re going to learn how to serve properly. That body of yours? It’s mine now. And we’re going to make sure it’s ready for the clients who’ll be using it.”

Jason’s heart pounded as Vanessa walked over to a nearby rack, selecting a series of progressively larger buttplugs. She placed them on a small table, each one gleaming ominously in the dim light.

“You’re going to start with this,” Vanessa said, holding up a plug slightly larger than the one currently inside him. “And by the end of the day, you’ll be taking this.” She gestured to the largest plug on the table, its size making Jason’s stomach drop.

“I can’t,” he muttered, shaking his head. “There’s no way…”

Vanessa chuckled, her smirk cruel. “You don’t have a choice, Jason. And if you don’t cooperate, I’ll make it even harder for you.”







The First Lesson




Vanessa led Jason to a padded chair with stirrups, forcing him to sit as she secured his wrists and ankles. She removed the buttplug slowly, watching his face contort with a mixture of relief and shame.

“See? That wasn’t so bad,” she teased, holding up the slightly larger plug. “Now let’s see how you handle this.”

Jason whimpered as Vanessa spread a generous amount of lubricant on the new plug, her sharp nails grazing his skin as she pressed it against his entrance. The pressure was immediate, and Jason clenched his fists, his body trembling as she began to push.

“Relax,” Vanessa said, her tone dripping with mockery. “Good boys take what they’re given.”

Jason bit his lip, his breath hitching as the plug slid deeper. The stretch was overwhelming, and he let out a soft cry as Vanessa twisted it slightly, ensuring it was fully seated.

“There,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Not so bad, was it?”

Jason shook his head, tears streaming down his cheeks. “Please… no more.”

Vanessa leaned down, her smirk widening. “Oh, Jason. We’re just getting started.”







The Afternoon Training




Vanessa spent the rest of the day pushing Jason’s limits. Each hour, she replaced the plug with a slightly larger one, her movements deliberate and unrelenting. She made him walk laps around the room with the plug inside, the leash in her hand as she barked commands.

“Stand up straight,” she snapped. “Shoulders back. You’re supposed to look presentable, not pathetic.”

Jason’s cheeks burned as the plug shifted with every step, its size making it impossible to ignore. Vanessa’s sharp eyes never left him, her smirk growing wider with every faltering step he took.

By the time they reached the largest plug, Jason’s body was trembling with exhaustion. Vanessa secured him to the padded bench once more, her fingers brushing against his skin as she spread more lubricant.

“This is the last one for today,” she said, holding the massive plug in front of his face. “Take a good look, Jason. This is what you’ll be wearing every day from now on.”

Jason’s stomach churned as she pressed the plug against his entrance, the pressure unlike anything he’d felt before. He whimpered, his body tensing as she began to push.

“Relax,” Vanessa said sharply, her hands firm on his hips. “It’ll hurt less if you stop fighting.”

Jason let out a strangled cry as the plug slid inside, the stretch so intense it left him gasping. Vanessa twisted it slightly, her smirk triumphant as she watched him squirm.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “You did it.”

Jason’s body trembled as Vanessa unstrapped him, the weight of the plug making every movement a struggle. He collapsed onto the floor, his cheeks wet with tears as Vanessa crouched beside him.

“You’re making progress, Jason,” she said softly, her tone almost affectionate. “But we still have a long way to go.”







The Involuntary Betrayal




Vanessa wasn’t done with him yet. She led him to a padded stool in the corner of the room, securing his wrists to the sides. Jason whimpered as she retrieved a small, remote-controlled vibrator, pressing it against the base of the plug.

“This is going to help you get used to it,” she said, her smirk widening. “And if you’re lucky, you might even enjoy it.”

Jason’s protests turned to gasps as the vibrator came to life, sending waves of sensation through his body. His cock twitched, betraying him once again as the vibrations hit his prostate. Despite his humiliation, his body responded, his breathing growing shallow as the pleasure built.

“Look at you,” Vanessa said, her voice dripping with mockery. “You’re such a mess.”

Jason let out a strangled moan as his body convulsed, the involuntary orgasm ripping through him. He collapsed against the stool, his cheeks burning as Vanessa laughed.

“Good boy,” she purred, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re finally starting to learn.”



Chapter 3: The Clientele




Jason stood awkwardly in the middle of Vanessa’s dungeon, his hands trembling as they rested on his exposed thighs. The massive buttplug nestled inside him shifted with every nervous fidget, its weight a constant reminder of his humiliating “training.” The faint jingle of the leash attached to his collar punctuated the heavy silence, each sound making his stomach churn.

Vanessa circled him slowly, her sharp heels clicking against the stone floor. “Tonight, you’re going to meet a few of my clients,” she said, her voice smooth and laced with authority. “They’ve been very eager to see you.”

Jason’s head shot up, panic flashing in his eyes. “Clients?” he stammered, his voice cracking.

Vanessa smirked, reaching out to trail her fingers along his jawline. “Yes, Jason. Women who are paying good money to… enjoy you. Consider this your first real job.”

“I—I can’t do this,” Jason whispered, his breath hitching. “Please, Vanessa, don’t make me—”

Her sharp laugh cut him off. “Oh, Jason, you still think you have a choice?” She leaned in closer, her lips brushing against his ear. “You don’t.”







The Arrival




Vanessa stepped away, her smirk widening as the sound of heels echoed from the hallway. Jason’s heart pounded as the door swung open, revealing two women who exuded confidence and power.

The first was a statuesque brunette dressed in a sleek black dress that clung to her curves. Her sharp eyes scanned Jason with a mix of amusement and disdain, her red lips curling into a predatory smile.

The second woman was shorter but no less commanding, her platinum-blonde hair swept into an elegant updo. She wore a tailored suit that emphasized her authority, her piercing gaze making Jason’s knees weak.

“Ladies,” Vanessa said, gesturing toward Jason. “Meet our newest addition.”

The brunette raised an eyebrow, stepping forward to circle him slowly. “He’s… cute,” she said, her voice dripping with mockery. “In a pathetic kind of way.”

Jason’s cheeks burned as the women laughed, their sharp heels clicking against the floor as they closed in around him.







The Inspection




Vanessa snapped her fingers, pointing to a padded bench. “On your knees,” she commanded.

Jason hesitated, his body trembling, but a sharp tug on the leash sent him stumbling forward. He knelt on the bench, his head hanging low as Vanessa secured his wrists and ankles with leather restraints.

The blonde smirked, running her fingers along Jason’s exposed back. “So obedient,” she murmured, her tone mocking. “I like that.”

The brunette approached next, her sharp nails grazing Jason’s chest as she inspected him. “He’s so small,” she said with a laugh, wrapping her fingers around his cock. “It’s adorable.”

Jason whimpered, his face burning with shame as the women’s laughter filled the room.







The Session




Vanessa retrieved a series of toys from a nearby rack, laying them out with deliberate care. She selected a sleek, vibrating plug, handing it to the blonde with a knowing smile. “He’s trained for this,” Vanessa said. “Go ahead.”

The blonde smirked, spreading a generous amount of lubricant onto the plug. She positioned herself behind Jason, pressing the toy against his entrance. Jason’s body tensed, his wrists straining against the restraints as the plug began to slide inside.

“Relax,” the blonde said, her tone sharp. “It’ll hurt less if you don’t fight it.”

Jason whimpered as the plug stretched him, the pressure overwhelming. By the time it was fully seated, his entire body was trembling.

The brunette stepped forward next, holding a remote control. She pressed a button, and the plug began to vibrate, sending waves of sensation through Jason’s body. His cock twitched involuntarily, the humiliation of his arousal making his cheeks burn.

“Look at him,” the brunette said, laughing. “He’s loving this.”

Vanessa leaned down, her smirk widening. “Aren’t you, Jason?”

Jason shook his head, tears streaming down his face. “Please… stop…”

But the women ignored his protests, their laughter growing louder as the vibrations intensified. Jason’s body betrayed him, his breath hitching as the sensations pushed him closer and closer to the edge.







The Involuntary Orgasm




Jason let out a strangled cry as his body convulsed, the involuntary orgasm ripping through him. His cum spilled onto the padded bench beneath him, his humiliation complete as the women laughed and clapped.

“Good boy,” Vanessa purred, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re finally starting to get the hang of this.”

Jason collapsed against the bench, his body trembling with exhaustion and shame. The plug continued to vibrate inside him, prolonging the sensations until he was sobbing.

The blonde stepped back, her smirk triumphant. “He’s going to be very popular,” she said, addressing Vanessa. “You’ve trained him well.”

Vanessa chuckled, unfastening Jason’s restraints. “Oh, we’re just getting started.”







The Aftermath




Vanessa led Jason back to the center of the room, his body trembling as she snapped the leash back onto his collar. The two women watched with amused smiles as Jason struggled to stand, the weight of the plug making every movement a challenge.

“You did well tonight, Jason,” Vanessa said, her tone almost affectionate. “But there’s still a long way to go.”

Jason didn’t respond, his head hanging low as Vanessa guided him toward the door. The sound of the women’s laughter followed him as they disappeared down the hallway, their taunts echoing in his ears.

As Vanessa led him to a small room at the end of the hall, she smirked down at him. “Get some rest,” she said, unlocking the door. “Tomorrow, we’ll see just how much more you can take.”



Chapter 4: The Auction




Jason’s stomach churned as he knelt on the cold stone floor, his wrists bound tightly behind his back with a leather strap. The weight of the buttplug Vanessa had secured earlier pressed heavily against him, its size a humiliating reminder of his “training.” The leash clipped to his collar jingled faintly with every nervous tremble, and the skimpy leather thong Vanessa had forced him into left nothing to the imagination.

The room buzzed with the sound of high heels clicking against the floor and soft, hushed laughter. Vanessa’s clients, an exclusive group of dominant women, had gathered for what she called “the highlight of the evening.” Jason could feel their eyes on him, their sharp gazes assessing every inch of his exposed body. He fought the urge to pull away, knowing Vanessa would make him regret it.

“Ladies,” Vanessa’s sharp voice cut through the chatter, commanding the attention of the room. “Thank you for joining us tonight. As you know, I’ve been preparing something very special for this auction.”

Jason’s heart pounded as Vanessa approached, her predatory smirk sending a chill down his spine. She yanked on his leash, forcing him to shuffle forward on his knees until he was positioned in the center of the room.

“This,” Vanessa announced, gesturing to him with a flourish, “is Jason. He’s been with me for a few weeks now, and I can assure you, he’s worth every penny.”







The Presentation




Vanessa stepped behind Jason, her fingers grazing his shoulders as she addressed the crowd. “He’s obedient, durable, and very responsive. Perfect for any of you looking for a versatile plaything.”

Jason’s cheeks burned as Vanessa knelt beside him, her hands trailing down his chest and stomach. “Let’s show them what you’ve learned,” she murmured, her smirk widening.

With a sharp tug on his leash, Vanessa guided Jason to his feet. The buttplug shifted with the movement, making him whimper softly. Vanessa ignored his discomfort, spinning him slowly to give the crowd a full view.

“Isn’t he beautiful?” Vanessa cooed, her voice dripping with mock affection. “And he’s so much fun to play with.”

The women murmured their approval, a few stepping closer to get a better look. One reached out to trail her nails along Jason’s thigh, smirking as he flinched.

“He’s so small,” another woman remarked, her laughter sharp. “But I suppose that’s part of the appeal.”

Vanessa chuckled, holding up a small remote control. “Oh, size doesn’t matter with him,” she said. “He’s trained to respond… no matter what.”







The Demonstration




Vanessa pressed a button on the remote, and the buttplug inside Jason began to vibrate. His eyes widened as the sensation hit him, the soft hum sending waves of heat through his body. Despite his humiliation, his cock twitched, betraying him in front of the crowd.

“See what I mean?” Vanessa said, her smirk triumphant. “He can’t help himself.”

Jason whimpered as the vibrations grew stronger, his knees wobbling as Vanessa guided him back to the padded bench in the center of the room. She secured his wrists and ankles with leather straps, positioning him so that he was completely exposed.

“Now, ladies,” Vanessa said, addressing the crowd, “let me show you exactly what he can handle.”

She retrieved a gleaming strap-on from a nearby table, fastening it around her waist with practiced ease. Jason’s heart raced as she stepped behind him, the sound of her heels clicking against the floor making his stomach twist.

“Wait—please—” Jason stammered, his voice shaking. “I can’t—”

“You can,” Vanessa snapped, her tone firm. “And you will.”

The first thrust was slow and deliberate, the pressure overwhelming as Vanessa pushed the toy inside him. Jason cried out, his body tensing against the restraints as Vanessa began to move. The laughter and jeers from the crowd filled his ears, each mocking comment cutting deeper than the last.

“Look at him,” one woman said, her voice dripping with amusement. “He’s loving it.”

Vanessa leaned down, her lips brushing against Jason’s ear. “Aren’t you?” she whispered, her tone mocking.

Jason shook his head, tears streaming down his cheeks. “Please… stop…”

But Vanessa ignored him, her movements growing more confident as she thrust into him. The vibrations from the plug combined with the relentless pressure of the strap-on, sending Jason’s body into overdrive. His protests turned to strangled cries as his cock twitched uncontrollably, clear pre-cum dripping onto the bench.







The Involuntary Orgasm




Vanessa reached around to grip Jason’s cock, stroking him in time with her thrusts. “Go ahead,” she murmured, her voice soft but commanding. “Show them how much you love this.”

Jason’s body betrayed him completely, a strangled moan escaping his lips as he came, his release spilling onto the padded bench beneath him. The crowd erupted into laughter and applause, their mocking voices filling the room.

“Good boy,” Vanessa purred, her smirk widening as she pulled back. She unfastened the straps around his wrists and ankles, letting him collapse onto the bench in a trembling heap.

The women surrounded him, their laughter sharp as they commented on his performance. One reached out to pat his head, her voice laced with mock affection. “Such a good little toy,” she said. “I think he’s worth every euro.”







The Auction Begins




Vanessa stood, her smirk triumphant as she addressed the crowd. “Ladies, you’ve seen what he can do. Now, who wants him for the night?”

The bidding started high, the women’s voices growing louder as they fought for the chance to claim Jason. He lay on the bench, trembling with humiliation as the numbers climbed higher and higher.

When the final bid was called, Vanessa approached Jason, crouching beside him with a satisfied smile. “Congratulations,” she murmured, trailing her fingers along his jawline. “You just made me a fortune.”

Jason whimpered, his cheeks burning as Vanessa helped him to his feet. She handed him off to the winning bidder, her smirk widening as she watched him disappear into the crowd.

“Good luck,” she called after him, her laughter echoing through the room. “You’re going to need it.”



Chapter 5: Forever Hers




Jason sat on the edge of Vanessa’s padded bench, his body trembling from the night’s events. His wrists and ankles were raw from the restraints, his hole still stretched and aching from the relentless pegging he’d endured during the auction. The faint jingle of the collar around his neck was a cruel reminder of his place, and the slick residue on his thighs only deepened his humiliation.

Vanessa strode into the room, her heels clicking sharply against the stone floor. She looked every bit the powerful predator, her tailored suit hugging her curves as she held a gleaming buttplug in one hand. The predatory smirk on her lips widened as her sharp eyes took in Jason’s defeated posture.

“Good morning, Jason,” she said, her voice dripping with condescension. “Did you enjoy your night?”

Jason didn’t respond, his head hanging low. Vanessa chuckled softly, stepping closer until she was towering over him.

“Aww, don’t be shy,” she cooed, tilting his chin up with her fingers. “You made quite the impression last night. My clients can’t stop raving about you.”

Jason’s cheeks flushed with shame as Vanessa’s words sank in. He had no idea how he’d endured it—the constant taunts, the relentless pegging, the humiliating inspections. But the worst part was the way his body had betrayed him, responding to every touch, every thrust, until he was nothing more than a trembling, cum-streaked mess.







The Morning Routine




Vanessa tapped the buttplug against her palm, her smirk widening. “Well, we can’t have you slacking off now, can we?” she said. “Get on your knees.”

Jason hesitated for only a moment before sliding off the bench and dropping to the cold stone floor. The crinkle of the leather thong he still wore was loud in the quiet room, and the heavy leash attached to his collar jingled faintly as he knelt before her.

“Good boy,” Vanessa murmured, crouching down to his level. She held the plug in front of his face, its size making his stomach churn. “This is going to keep you nice and ready for your next session.”

Jason whimpered softly, but he didn’t resist as Vanessa pressed him onto all fours, tugging his thong aside. The cool lubricant made him shiver, and the pressure of the plug against his entrance sent a fresh wave of humiliation through him.

“Relax,” Vanessa said, her voice firm. “You know the drill by now.”

The plug slid inside slowly, stretching him until he let out a soft cry. Vanessa twisted it slightly, ensuring it was fully seated before giving his ass a playful slap. “There we go,” she said, standing. “Perfect.”







Training Day




Vanessa led Jason to the center of the room, the leash taut in her hand as he crawled behind her. Each step made the plug shift, sending faint ripples of sensation through his body. The women from the auction had left, but Vanessa wasn’t done with him yet.

“We’re going to push your limits today,” she announced, her heels clicking as she circled him. “You’ve already proven you can take what I give you. Now, it’s time to see how much you can handle.”

Jason’s heart sank as Vanessa retrieved a series of toys from a nearby rack—vibrating plugs, prostate massagers, and a strap-on that made his stomach twist in dread. She laid them out with deliberate care, her smirk widening as she caught his nervous glance.

“Don’t look so scared,” she said, snapping on a pair of gloves. “By the time we’re done, you’ll be begging for more.”







The Breaking Point




Vanessa started slow, using the vibrating plug to tease him until his cock twitched uncontrollably. She laughed as his body betrayed him, the involuntary spasms sending fresh waves of shame through him. But she didn’t stop there.

She replaced the vibrating plug with the strap-on, her movements confident as she pushed him to the edge. Jason’s protests turned to strangled moans as Vanessa hit his prostate repeatedly, her thrusts relentless.

“Look at you,” she said, leaning down so her breath brushed against his ear. “You’re such a mess.”

Jason let out a choked sob as his body convulsed, another involuntary orgasm ripping through him. The humiliation was overwhelming, but Vanessa’s mocking praise sent a confusing warmth through his chest.

“Good boy,” she murmured, running her fingers through his hair. “You’re finally starting to learn.”







Acceptance




By the end of the session, Jason was a trembling, cum-streaked heap on the floor. Vanessa crouched beside him, her smirk softening into something almost affectionate.

“You’ve come so far,” she said, tilting his chin up so their eyes met. “And you’re going to go even further.”

Jason whimpered softly, his body too exhausted to resist. Vanessa leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead.

“You’re mine now, Jason,” she whispered, her voice both possessive and triumphant. “And you’re going to love every second of it.”



Epilogue: Owned




Years had passed since Jason first knelt in Vanessa’s dungeon, trembling with resistance and humiliation. Now, as he crawled across the polished stone floor, the bell on his collar jingling softly with each movement, he no longer felt the urge to fight. The heavy buttplug seated inside him, the crinkle of his snug leather thong, the sharp commands from Vanessa—they had all become second nature.

Vanessa’s estate had grown over the years, her exclusive clientele expanding as her reputation spread. Jason had become the centerpiece of her offerings, a living demonstration of her ability to transform even the most resistant men into obedient, responsive toys. Tonight, he was on display for a high-profile gathering, his body adorned in sleek leather straps that left nothing to the imagination.

“Ladies,” Vanessa’s voice rang out, commanding the room’s attention. She stood at the head of the parlor, her sharp heels clicking against the floor as she gestured to Jason. “This is Jason. Some of you have had the pleasure of using him already, but for those who haven’t… let me show you why he’s become my most requested toy.”







A New Role




Vanessa snapped her fingers, and Jason froze, kneeling with his head bowed. The leash attached to his collar dangled between his hands, the weight of it grounding him as Vanessa circled him slowly.

“Look at him,” she purred, her fingers brushing against his jaw. “He was once so resistant, so defiant. But now? He’s the perfect little pet.”

Jason’s cheeks flushed as Vanessa guided him to his feet, her touch firm but practiced. She led him to a padded bench in the center of the room, securing his wrists and ankles with leather straps. The room buzzed with anticipation as the women gathered around, their sharp eyes taking in every detail of his exposed body.

Vanessa selected a gleaming strap-on from a nearby rack, fastening it around her waist with a smirk. “You all know what to expect,” she said, addressing the crowd. “But tonight, I want to push him further.”

Jason’s heart raced as Vanessa approached, the sound of her heels echoing in his ears. The weight of her control pressed down on him, leaving him breathless as she positioned herself behind him.







The Final Transformation




Vanessa started slowly, her movements deliberate as she pushed the strap-on inside him. Jason whimpered, his body trembling with the familiar stretch. The room filled with soft laughter and murmured approval as Vanessa set a steady rhythm, her thrusts hitting his prostate with practiced precision.

“Look at how well he takes it,” Vanessa said, her voice laced with triumph. “This is what true training looks like.”

Jason’s protests were long gone, replaced by soft moans that betrayed his reluctant pleasure. The heat building in his body was undeniable, each thrust sending ripples of sensation through him. His cock twitched uncontrollably, clear pre-cum dripping onto the bench as the women watched with amusement.

“He’s a masterpiece,” one of the women murmured, her voice filled with admiration. “You’ve outdone yourself, Vanessa.”

Vanessa chuckled, her thrusts growing deeper and more confident. “Oh, he’s not done yet,” she said, reaching around to stroke Jason’s cock in time with her movements. “Go ahead, Jason. Show them how much you love this.”

Jason let out a strangled cry as his body convulsed, the involuntary orgasm ripping through him. His release spilled onto the bench, the shame and pleasure mingling in a way that left him trembling.

“Good boy,” Vanessa purred, leaning down to whisper in his ear. “You’ve made me so proud.”







Forever Hers




As the evening wore on, Jason became the centerpiece of the gathering, his body used and admired by Vanessa’s clients. He no longer flinched at their touch or their taunts, his arousal and submission intertwined in a way he couldn’t deny.

By the time the guests departed, Jason was a trembling, exhausted heap on the dungeon floor. Vanessa crouched beside him, her smirk softening into something almost affectionate.

“You’ve come so far,” she murmured, trailing her fingers along his jawline. “You’re exactly where you’re meant to be.”

Jason looked up at her, his cheeks flushing as he whispered, “Thank you, Vanessa.”

Vanessa’s smirk widened, her satisfaction evident as she stood. “Good boy,” she said, attaching the leash to his collar. “Now crawl to bed. We have more clients tomorrow.”

Jason obeyed without hesitation, the sound of his collar jingling softly as he disappeared into the shadows. Vanessa watched him go, her sharp heels clicking against the floor as she followed.

Her empire had grown, and Jason was its crowning jewel—a testament to her power, control, and skill. He was hers, completely and irrevocably, and there was no place he would rather be.
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