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Baby, baby, oh, why you wanna mess it up?

Sooner or later I’ll find my place

Find my body, better fix my face

—Pleasure and Pain, Divinyls


Chapter 1
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Brickhouse stood in the doorway of the study.

His arms were crossed, his bulked-up shoulders stretching his black security shirt. His eyes dragged over me, taking in my wrinkled button-down and the dark half-moons under my eyes.

“Mistress Tatiana wants you,” he grunted. He gestured at my laptop. “That can stay.”

I stood up, feeling blood rush to my knees. Something clenched tight in the center of my ribs.

It had been three days. Three days since Mistress Tatiana Sting, head dominatrix and founder of the luxury domination empire House of Surrender, had punished me in Playroom Eight, since she’d driven me absolutely crazy, since she’d even spoken to me.

Brickhouse turned, not waiting to see if I was following. I rushed after him, forcing myself to breathe through my nerves. To walk like nothing was wrong. Tati’s powerful face flashed in my mind’s eye. Her voice rasped in my mind’s ear, smoky and low.

Breathe, Ricky. Breathe!

“Where…where are we going?” I asked.

Brickhouse stopped. Ran a palm through his ponytail. Then he trudged on without replying. Sighing, I sped up to a jog to keep up with his pace.

What is she going to take from me this time?

As we wound through silent hallways and down several flights of steps, my mind drifted to this morning, when I’d been greeted by an email from Mistress Maya with feedback on the revisions I’d made to the House of Surrender’s homepage.

That was what I’d been hired for (officially, anyway). To revamp the House’s horribly old-fashioned website. After a year of unemployment, three maxed-out credit cards, and an eviction notice folded neatly on my kitchen counter, the sweet-paying gig had felt like a lifeline, complete with a gorgeous mansion for me to stay in, working alongside women who wore latex and dominated rich men for a living.

Who needed a career at Google? Not me.

All I had to do was build a website.

That was…technically still the truth.

‘The homepage feels cleaner and more responsive now,’ Mistress Maya had written in the email, addressed not to me but to Tati Sting. ‘We’ve still got a long way to go, but I suppose progress is progress. Feel free to pass this along to the web guy.’

Mistress Tati had replied to Maya: ‘See? Perhaps there’s hope for the web guy after all.’ Then she’d forwarded the email chain to me without adding another word.

That had hurt.

Three evenings ago beautiful Tati Sting had kissed me until my knees went weak. Kissed me like she’d forgotten who she was and what she was supposed to be doing. Three evenings ago I’d watched her walk away and lock the playroom door behind her, leaving me alone with nothing but a branded steel cage around my cock and a plug nestled between my ass cheeks.

And now I was just her ‘web guy’?

It felt cruel. All of it.

But at least now she wanted to see me. And god, did I want to see her. My soul ached for it, ached in a way that was desperate and pathetic.

That was the power of Mistress Tatiana Sting. Both intimidating and highly intelligent, she was only in her early thirties and a known finance prodigy. The mastermind behind a discreet empire for the powerful and the perverse. And even though our last encounter had practically broken me into pieces, I wanted it all back again.

I wanted it all over and over and over.

The pleasure. The pain.

Whatever the hell else that woman might do to me, I craved it.

My stomach gave a nervous twist when Tati’s security stopped before an arched door. The hallway we were in was dark and shadowed, lit with candles that cast an orange glow against the red-and-gold wallpaper. Brickhouse knocked once on the door, then pushed it open. He stepped to the side to let me pass through, then slammed the door shut behind me.

I was inside a dungeon.

Blinking, I stood frozen in place, taking it all in. The walls were paneled in dark wood and carved into a floral design, each little stem and petal seemingly done by hand. Heavy-duty chains carrying cuffs dangled from the ceiling. Glass-fronted cabinets stood along one side, lit with LEDs, displaying rows of whips and paddles and other fetish gear.

Something about the space made it clear it wasn’t used much. A sense of newness filled the air, a sweet and lively freshness. Or maybe everything in here was taken care of so well and with love that it just came across that way? Yeah. Maybe that was it.

I turned, and that was when I saw her.

Tati was sitting on a steel workbench, her back partially turned to me.

She was working on a leather collar, rubbing some kind of polish into it. An overhead lamp caught the O-ring in the front, making it gleam.

I coughed a little to signal my presence in what I’d guessed by now had to be my Mistress’s personal dungeon. She swiveled, just a bit, but didn’t look at me.

“Go through that door,” she ordered, pointing ahead of her. Then she got straight back to work, buffing the collar in smooth strokes. Swish. Swish.

The air thickened between us.

Loaded with things I wanted to say but couldn’t.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said nervously.

My feet moved quickly. The door led to a large bathroom. It was squeaky-clean. Next to the marble sink was a folded-up towel, a razor, and a tiny silver key.

It took me a minute to figure out what my Mistress wanted me to do.

My heart began to race.

I stripped my shirt and pants off, laid them over the cabinet, then pulled my briefs down. My fingers shook as I picked up the silver key and slotted it into the padlock that had become my prison for three days straight. With a twist and a little effort I pulled the steel tube off slowly, my cock springing free in the process. Carefully I set the steel pieces on top of my clothes, the rose-gold initials glittering in the light.

T.S.

Bending over the sink, I sucked in a breath before reaching behind myself to pull my plug out. Maybe it was weird but I’d worn it every day, secretly slipping it in every morning.

I hadn’t been asked to do it, but somehow I convinced myself that’s what she wanted. I’d kept the sessions short though, maybe an hour or two at most, pulling it out when the stretch started to turn a little too much for my liking.

Slowly I tiptoed to the shower stall. I tried not to think about how empty my ass felt without the plug, how free my cock felt without the cage. Free of the restraints my Mistress had used to so clearly own me, to claim my body.

In the shower I held the razor in my hand for a long time, staring at it with goosebumps rising along my arms.

She wants me to shave.

Everything.

I’d never had much body hair to start with. Most definitely nothing like my older brother Ryan, who practically had a forest growing on his chest. Getting rid of my pubic hair and the fine tufts under my pits shouldn’t be a big deal. But no, that wasn’t what was eating at me, where the hesitation was coming from. It was the fact that the woman I’d fallen in love with had already taken control of the most sensitive parts of me, and now she wanted me to rip away what little was left of my masculinity.

The blade squeaked against my soaped-up skin as I got to work, slicing away strips of light brown strands. I stuck my tongue out to concentrate. Passing the blade over and over, up, down, and around, making sure everything was smooth to the touch.

I turned the shower off.

Steam clung to my skin when I stepped onto the cold floor. I was tempted to look at my reflection but didn’t. Instead my hand drifted lower, fingers skimming where my cage had once been. I was already so needy, so sensitive, and it had only been three days. I felt like a rabid animal.

Would Mistress Tati notice if I jerked off right now? The thought alone made me throb.

My thumb brushed my sensitive skin again.

Just once. Just to take the edge off—

Who does your body belong to now?

It was her voice. In my head. Invading my thoughts in that low, smoky whisper that always made my belly knot.

I pictured her eyes on me. Watching. Calculating. The way she always seemed to know exactly what I’d been thinking before I even spoke.

A shiver ran through me.

No.

I snatched my hand away.

I wasn’t supposed to do what I wanted anymore. She was in charge. Whatever I felt or craved or wanted didn’t mean a thing unless she allowed it.

The chastity cage was in my palm again, my thumb sliding over the lock mechanism. I stared at the etched initials, my teeth chattering. Would she kiss me again if I put this back on? Kiss me like last time, when she’d held me so close I could feel her heart beating against mine?

See, that was the thing. I didn’t actually fucking know what she wanted.

I’d spent three days guessing. Trying to figure out the actions of a beautiful woman I could barely read. And here I was frozen, terrified to click the cage shut on myself again, analyzing it all to paralysis.

Heart flittering, I positioned the circular ring behind my balls. I lifted the cage, then stopped. My hands hovered uselessly between my legs, waiting for the fog in my brain to clear. To have some kind of last-minute epiphany that would make it all make sense.

“Come out, Rose. Now.”

The command snapped in from outside.

This time, it was real. Stern. Sharp as her whip.

Oh, shit. The cage and key slipped from my hands, clattered against the sink. Had I taken too long?

My eyes darted around the bathroom. The towel hanging on the rack was damp and barely big enough to cover anything.

There was nothing in here for me to wear. Not even a freakin’ set of panties to hide my bits.

What should I do? What did she want me to do?

Come out, Rose.

It was just that, wasn’t it?

Go. Now!

Shame fell over me, deathly thick and choking for a second, only for it to be replaced by a terrifying need to just…let her see me like this. To let her see the mess she’d already made of me. Heck, it wouldn’t even be the first time she’d taken advantage of me. In that hauntingly dark playroom that day, she’d stroked me all over, explored every inch of it with her bare hands, even marked this fucking skin like it was hers to own.

I left my work clothes and towel where they were.

Sliding open the door, I took a deep breath and stepped out into the dungeon without the cage, without my clothes, without my dignity. This was Rose. This was who she wanted me to be, after all.

Wasn’t it?


Chapter 2
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Mistress Tati hadn’t moved from her workbench.

Her focus was still on the leather collar, polishing the O-ring to a high shine. I stood totally bare before her with the most sheepish grin on my face. I wondered if that collar was meant for me. I imagined it on my neck, her fingers buckling it tight. Claiming me in front of the whole House.

A little shiver of anticipation rolled through me. Was this why she’d called me?

Her face, though, gave nothing away. She looked positively regal, with the ends of her hair almost trailing past her buttocks, her full lips a sticky red, her latex-gloved fingers running down the collar, petting it fondly, as if it was her lover.

I watched as the leather shimmered in black and dug the balls of my feet into the floor. Hope flickered inside me like a flame in one of her dungeon lamps.

This would change everything.

This would mean she still wants me.

“Careful, pet,” Mistress Tati murmured. “About jumping into conclusions.”

I stilled.

“Not everything in this room is about you.”

The dungeon room shrank around us. Jesus. It was like she knew exactly how to pull the rug out from under me. A minute passed before I risked another glance up through my lashes. She was still bent over the collar, caressing the leather with a tenderness that made my throat tighten.

What if it was for someone else?

Some other pet that was more deserving, more broken in the ways she craved?

“Lotion up first,” she ordered, without looking up. “Everywhere. Then dress.”

I spotted the outfit draped over the upholstered chair beside her: red lace panties, matching lace bralette, sheer stockings with a delicate back seam, garter belt.

The fact she wanted me all laced-up and pretty before she even considered looking at me was painful. Like a slap across my face.

Fighting the rock in my throat, I reached for the bottle of lotion on the floor. I glided it over my now hairless arms, my thighs, the curves of my butt, the hollow of my throat. It smelled like vanilla, pure and innocent, something a girl might choose for a first date. My breath trembled out as I stepped into the panties, then slipped the bralette over my shoulders. The lace cups clung to my nipples, tight and snug. A strange, dark rush moved through me at the new sensations in my body—body parts that had never been meant to feel so soft. So delicate.

Swallowing hard, I finished dressing up, forcing myself not to linger on the way the lace hugged my curves.

Am I pretty enough for you now, Tati?

I was ready to do anything, even if I didn’t understand the rules yet.

Even if it meant shrinking my masculinity down until Rose tookup more space than Ricky ever had.

After what felt like an eternity, Mistress Tati tossed her buffing cloth to the bench and rose, turning those ocean-deep eyes on me. She circled me slowly, reveling in the shape of my body in lingerie, the faint whip-marks still visible across my skin.

Her eyes had darkened, her pupils swallowing up the amber light in her dungeon. She was staring at the marks she’d left on me. For a single heartbeat, I could’ve sworn her breathing got shallower. As if the whip-marks hurt her just as much as it thrilled her.

But a second later her jaw tightened, the dominatrix mask snapping back into place.

I trembled in place, hoping, praying, she’d say something.

Something I wanted to hear.

“Are you sore, Rose?”

The floor swayed a little. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Where?”

Everywhere. But especially my heart. “A little all over, Mistress.”

“What about the inside of your ass?”

Jesus. The casual filth made me twitch. “Yes, um, it’s a little sore from the plug,” I stammered.

“Is it? Show me.”

She stepped behind me. Her gloved hands weren’t gentle as they pushed the lace at the small of my back to the side, exposing my ass. Her thumbs pressed into the muscle near my tailbone, then swept lower, parting me.

Her finger traced my rim, very lightly.

I shivered, clenching tight at the almost clinical way she was inspecting me.

“There’s no need to tense up with me,” she murmured.

I melted at the softness in her tone. She released me too quickly, flipping my panties back up. Then she trailed a finger down my smooth inner arm, her head still.

“I want you to maintain this and shave daily.” Her eyes locked back onto mine. “Can you do that for me, Rose?”

I pressed my lips together, barely able to breathe.

Yes. Anything. Isn’t that what I’d promised to do when I’d signed my name on the contract?

I nodded.

“Say it then.”

“I’ll shave for you, Mistress,” I breathed. The words felt thick in my throat. “Everyday. For you.”

The gravity of what I’d just done wasn’t lost on me. I’d just agreed to shaving myself like a girl to make her happy—and I told myself she was happy, because there it was. Her approving smile. It was there for just a split-second, but god, it made me forget where I was. Who I was.

Who I was becoming.

Her palm came to my cheek, patting once, twice. The unguarded contact kicked my heartbeat up a notch. I itched to turn my face into her hand, to get down on my knees and beg her to tell me who she really was when no one was watching.

But when I opened my mouth, finally drumming up the nerves to speak, she pulled away from me sharply.

“Mistress!” I called after her.

She ignored me, heading for the loveseat against the wall.

The moment was lost.

I didn’t understand it, and it looked like she didn’t care whether I did. When she faced me again, her expression was cold. Distant. She sat, crossing one leg over the other, spreading her arms along the backrest.

Adrenaline pulsed along my veins at the sight of her. Those super-pale armpits exposed, her black corset and lace-up boots perfectly done-up and her long hair shining red like a stoplight. Behind her, the wall bristled with rows of hooks, displaying chains, cuffs, and ball gags. They framed her head like black serpents, all silent, waiting to be summoned.

“Kneel, girl,” Mistress Tati hissed. “I thought I trained you better.”

The heat in her tone bit at me and I sank instantly to my knees on stone floor.

She leaned back, eyes narrowing. For a long while, she simply observed me, like a queen on a throne, the red sole of one boot swinging like a pendulum.

I kept my submissive, servant stance before her, just like she wanted.

“I see you’re getting aroused,” she said eventually.

“Sorry, Mistress,” I mumbled.

One corner of her mouth curved. “Did I say it was a bad thing?”

She uncrossed her legs and then the tip of her boot was brushing over the lace panties, grazing my trapped cockhead. A broken little whimper slipped out before I could stop it. The taunting smile widened.

“If your poor little clit feels so neglected after just three days in my cell…” she said, leaning forward just slightly. “Imagine what I’d turn you into if I kept you locked like this for a whole year.”

The breathy heat in her tone sent a hot, dizzying wave crashing through me. I tried to see it. What would I become? Months of denial stretching into infinity, my body softening, craving to be stretched and claimed at her whim.

Would I become nothing but her simpering sissy, lace-clad and leaking, grateful even for gas-station dick?

I squeezed my eyes shut. God, it was too much.

“When was your last orgasm, Rose?”

“I…can’t remember.” My mind had gone blank. All I could focus on was her foot pressing on me, grinding without mercy. “Oh, um, no, it’s coming to me now. I think it was five days ago.”

“Was it quick and dirty? Or slow and hot?”

It had been slow, alright. Slow in the middle of the night in my cold basement room, while I was half-asleep, half-dreaming about her. Her voice. Her hands. Her suffocating presence.

“It was slow,” I said softly.

“Of course it was. You were never a sprinter.” Her gaze lowered to the lace that framed my hips, bright red and tight against my pale skin. She smiled. “And when you touched yourself, was it for release? Or was it for me?”

Startled, I blinked up at her. It had never once crossed my mind that I might touch myself for a reason beyond basic bodily needs.

“There’s a difference,” Mistress Tati said, as if she’d read my mind. “One is just a man scratching an itch. The other is a submissive demonstrating her utmost devotion.”

“It was for you,” I said quickly.

“Hm.” There was a skeptical quirk at the edge of her lips. “Then tell me. Whose name was in that mouth of yours?”

“Yours.”

“Utter her name.”

“Mistress Tatiana Sting.”

My body thrummed as the rich power of her name surged through me like a drug.

“But how could you have done it for her?” she demanded, brows raised. “You did it alone. In the dark. Hiding your pleasure from her. Isn’t that so?”

I considered what she said. She was right—of course she was right—and the truth of it burned. I hadn’t done it for her. I’d done it for me, hiding in the dark like a selfish thief, stealing scraps of her without permission.

Tati’s boot began tracing a path down my thigh, sending sparks of need racing through me. I inhaled shakily. My head was blank again. Nothing in it except how badly I wanted to fix this, to prove I could do better.

Her boot came back up again, its sharp tip nudging my chin, jerking it upwards. Her eyes were hooded with disapproval.

“Fucking your own dirty hand in the dark. How dare you think that’s for me.”

I let her anger soak through me, right down to the bone. My eyes stung as I stared up at her, ready to apologize, but she just cut me off.

“No, Rose. I need someone willing to surrender fully—not just the bits that please them. I need someone brave enough to give their entire body for me to command and to enjoy. They must be willing to be seen by me when I want, wherever I want. There will be no escape. There will be no wall between you and me. Tell me. Are you strong enough to endure such a commitment?”

I was dizzy again, like I was slipping, like I was just about to fall off the edge of a cliff. She was everywhere in my head now, my mind shattering under her seduction.

And I said it then, even though it felt like letting go of the last rope I had to hold onto.

“Yes. I am, Mistress. I’m strong enough.”

Tati’s boot drew back.

“Then prove it to me, darling.” She got comfortable again, crossing one long leg over the other, arms sliding lazily along on the backrest. “Touch yourself again. But this time, you do it for me. This time, you don’t get to hide.”


Chapter 3
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Oh my god.

She wants to watch me.

She wants to watch while I touch what’s hers now.

For a moment I couldn’t move. My hand hovered uselessly above my lap, trembling, as if my body wasn’t ready for what she was asking. Then, slowly, I slid my hand beneath my girly underwear.

My body reacted with an almost violent shudder, the touch so intense I had to hiss out a breath.

Men weren’t supposed to shave their bodies, rub vanilla lotion onto them, or dress up like burlesque girls in sexy garter belts. Men weren’t supposed to jack off wearing lace.

And they most definitely weren’t supposed to like it.

But here I was, no longer a man, on my knees, with my shaft splayed half-in, half-out of the pretty red lace. I could feel her gaze scorching into me like a million suns. My fingers wrapped tentatively around the base of my cock, the contact practically searing into my skin.

I squeezed my eyes shut and cupped my balls. I shuddered at how sensitive they felt.

They were so heavy. Full of cum.

Three days of it.

For a few seconds I didn’t move at all. Just knelt there, holding myself, painfully aware that she was watching every twitch of my body. Then, slowly—way too slowly—I began to move. Stroking just barely around the base of my shaft.

Up. Then down.

The panties clung to my hardness, soft and dangerously tempting. My hips jerked forward before I could stop them, the lace dragging across my swollen glans and sending a bolt of heat straight through my stomach.

“Look at me,” Mistress Tatiana commanded.

My eyelids flickered open, locking onto hers. They were dark and hooded, glittering with a kind of sharp, hungry lust. Predator. A sob rose inside me, even as my gut was twisting with desire. I forced myself to keep moving, to keep stroking, holding her gaze even though it felt so awkward.

Tati’s expression was growing tight. Focused.

She was watching me.

Watching every second of this.

Watching every glide and every shudder of what was supposed to be my most private moments.

There will be no wall between you and me.

The thought was terrifying and thrilling all at once.

“Rose,” she spoke from above. “Use your other hand to stroke your behind. Just the outside of your asshole.”

Everything suddenly went quiet.

Oh god.

The idea of touching myself there—right in front of her, without being able to escape that fiery blue stare—sent a flare of dread down my spine.

There’s no hiding, I reminded myself.

No mercy. Just devotion.

My free hand hovered uselessly behind me. After a long, terrible second, my fingers finally slid down my back and pressed against the smooth, forbidden skin I’d just shaved. The touch alone made my muscles clench. Tentatively, I circled the tight ring of my pink opening in a way that made my whole body tingle with pleasure.

Ruin me, Mistress.

Ruin. Me.

If that’s what it takes for you to want me back.

Heat flooded my face, my neck, my chest. What the hell was I doing? I had one hand stroking my ‘clit’ through expensive lace while the other shamelessly rubbed my own asshole for my Mistress to watch.

“Slow down, Rose. Show me exactly how empty and aching you are when you don’t have my permission to cum.”

A broken moan slid out of me. I forced my hand to slow down to an agonizing pace. It felt like torture. True torture. My hips trembled, wanting to buck, wanting to chase the release I knew was just within my reach, but I held them still because she was watching. Always watching with those luminous blue eyes.

Every frantic twitch of my body would now only show her how completely she owned me.

I made slow, shaking circles that made my balls draw up tight, made little pathetic sounds leak from my throat no matter how hard I tried to swallow them back.

I hated how beautiful it felt to suffer like this for her.

I hated how much I was starting to love it.

“Nice and slow. Don’t stop touching yourself.” Mistress Tati smiled.

I nodded.

How much longer?

Oh fuck, I don’t think I can last.

But all I could do was keep stroking. Slow jerky circles on my cock. Slow, teasing ones on my back entrance. The rising tide of pleasure made my vision go out of focus, made my glasses fog up. I was ready to break down. I was ready to beg. To tell me I was hers in a way that went far beyond this game.

“Mistress!” I finally choked out. “Please! I don’t think—”

“You do not need to think, pet,” Her smile sharpened like a knife. “I only care how far you’re willing to go.”

I bit my lip hard enough to taste blood. There was no path back from this test, no mercy in failing it. Sweat slicked my skin, droplets rolling down my spine. My kneecaps creaked. The denial only made the fire burn hotter, twisting every denied throb into something raw. Addictive.

Someone else was stirring beneath my skin. She was soft, eager, whispering that this was the right thing to do. That this suffering was the price of belonging to a woman as mesmerizing and dark and deadly as her.

Another moan tore out of me. I was so close to giving up. The edge was right there, and I was just about to go flying off it.

Release me, Mistress.

My toes curled. Somehow I still managed to keep her gaze. Her face seemed clouded by pleasure. Her eyes swept possessively over my figure, drinking in the slow torture I was inflicting on myself.

I sipped in a breath, balls tensing violently, ready to—

“Now, Rose,” she said softly. “You may cum for me. On my boots.”

“T-Tati!”

Her name shot from my throat at the same time my cum shot out in thick spurts, painting her polished boots in pearly white. I kept gasping, heaving and gasping until I buckled over with my fist still around my cock, squeezing the last few drops out of me.

Then everything was silent.

For one long, suspended heartbeat, I was giddy with the thought that this was what belonging to a woman felt like. My body breaking open for her. Her total control ruining me. I was finally giving her everything she’d been waiting for.

But when I looked up at Mistress Tati, my heart sank.

She was already distracted, reapplying her lipstick with a small handheld mirror. She rubbed her lips together before glancing at the glossy stains on her boot.

She clicked her teeth. “Such a mess. Lick it up. Every drop.”

My stomach lurched as I leaned over, ass in the air, dull heat still pulsing low in my groin. Her boots smelled richly of leather. The first taste stuck to my throat, making me gag. Mistress Tati shoved her boot into my mouth before I was able to turn my head away again.

The whole thing felt surreal. I’m eating my own semen. And while I was doing it, the truth cracked over my head until it hurt. The only thing I’d proven today was how completely Tatiana String could rip away every last shred of my manhood and leave me whimpering like this.

My tongue dipped back into my cum. I licked it off. Swallowed. Above me, my Mistress watched the whole way through, and I don’t think she ever blinked.

* * *

Back in the bathroom, I undressed quickly, peeling away the garter and stockings, the soiled lace panties. I balled them up and tossed them in the corner, then stepped under the shower. I got dressed in my shirt and pants again, my legs still feeling a little unsteady, then put on my glasses.

I stepped out with wet hair dripping down my neck, dampening my collar.

Mistress Tati was back on her workbench. She picked up the gleaming black collar and my stupid hopeful heart skipped a beat.

But no, the collar wasn’t for me.

She put it inside a box and pulled out a stainless steel toy. It was another chastity cage, except this one was even smaller than the one I was used to.

“This is for you before you go back to work, my sweet little web designer,” she said.

She beckoned for me. I undid my pants without a fuss, even though the questions were clawing at my throat. Had all of that just been a game? Who was I to her really?

As the steel closed around my privates, her fingers brushed, very lightly, against the inside of my thigh. Our eyes locked. Her eyes were a mix of emotions, swirling like a dark, stormy ocean. Her lips parted in a way I couldn’t read.

I swallowed the lump in my throat, not sure whether I could trust this. Was she giving me another glimpse of the real Tati? Or was she just toying with me?

I ached to take a risk. Maybe slide my hand on top of hers. But with a quick twist she locked the cage and her hand floated away.

She held up the tiny silver key, letting it catch the light. Opening her mouth, she dropped the key on her tongue.

Then she smiled.

Something potent lodged itself in my stomach, something that was devastating. Intoxicating. She could play with my body now like it was her own little violin, and to a guy that’s always had massive body insecurities, had spent his whole life trying to hide the parts of himself that felt wrong, I couldn’t think of anything more dangerous than that.

Mistress Tati reached for the next item, watching my face the whole time. It was a new plug, one that was noticeably thicker than the one I’d worn for the past three days. She began coating it generously with lube, letting me watch as she worked it over slowly and carefully.

Making sure I saw how much bigger it was. How much more it would stretch me.

“Let me…” My voice shook, and I didn’t care. “Let me get ready for you, Mistress.”

I bent over the workbench before spreading my ass apart as much as I could. For a brief second her fingers threaded into my damp hair, steadying me. Then her palm came to rest against my lower back, caressing me while I trembled. The cool, slippery tip pressed against me, then the gradual flare began its slow stretch. My muscles fluttered. I wanted it to hurt.

But she was gentle now. So fucking gentle.

Why?

The plug was eased in, inch by slow inch. All I could do was breathe through the helpless flutter in my heart as the thickest part twisted in deep, seating her carved initials flush against my entrance.

“Practice with this,” she murmured, her lips kissing the shell of my ear. Her breath was hot against my neck. “Stretch yourself open for me.”

“I will, Mistress.”

“Because the next time…” Her voice lowered, sweet as honey, as she ran one possessive palm over my buttocks. “…it will be a cock filling you. My cock.”


Chapter 4
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It was time to shave again.

I looked down at my inner thigh, where little red bumps had popped up like an angry rash. My skin was irritated because I never gave it a chance to heal.

I dragged the blade down slow. I needed to go heavier with the lotion.

The only place that was currently safe from my daily shaving ritual was my pubic area—but that wasn’t out of choice.

I finished up my shower and headed to the sink. My plug was on the ledge, its base wide enough to make me clench if I looked at it for too long. Squeezing a dollop of lube onto my fingers, I slicked the metal generously until it glistened. Then I bent forward over the counter, ass pushed out, one hand braced on the ledge while the other reached back.

I eased the plug inside me. The thickest part made me hiss out a breath as my passage struggled to accept the invasion.

Someone banged on the door.

“Coming!” I yelled.

I slid into my shirt and pants as quickly as I could, then ran a comb through my hair. Brickhouse was standing on the other side, his arms crossed like twin boulders. For just a second I wondered if he knew Mistress Tati’s initials were still warm inside me.

I worked from 8 a.m. to noon, quiet and with my head down.

I was back in business. Back to being just the web guy. But strangely enough there was some comfort in that too. A reminder of my old life before I’d stepped foot into the House with just a small suitcase of my belongings and naïve hope for a better future.

Before the House things had been straightforward. There was a logic to everything. Logic I could understand. Important people depended on me to build important things, and when things broke, they came to me to fix it. And despite completely fucking up the homepage revisions at the start, it kind of felt like I was earning some of that trust back at the House of Surrender.

My workload was increasing pretty quickly, which I took as one good indicator. Among the many new requests in my inbox was the biggest project of the month: the House of Surrender Newsletter. Scheduled to launch in three weeks, it was meant to be sent out to vetted clients only, where they’d receive private access to an event calendar. The events would include multi-day retreats, direct bookings, mentorships and private coaching slots in exotic cities like London and Paris. I was in charge of building the intake forms, the approval funnels, the automated responses that would blast out notifications.

The sick irony of it all lingered at the back of my throat.

Here I was, plugged, caged, waiting for her. Denied and discarded while I was literally engineering the system that would allow other men entry into her sacred, private world. Designing a freakin’ pipeline for wealthy bastards who would have the privilege of kneeling in front of her, crying on her boots, sucking on her toes.

I dragged a hand over my face. No mames…

When was I going to see Tati next? Tomorrow? The next day? What if it took four days? Four days would be torture. Four days without those beautiful eyes on me, without that callous aura cold enough to turn my knees into water. Every time my thighs slid together under my desk and the cage pressed tight, the plug stretching deep inside me, I remembered her threat with a throb of longing.

The next time it will be a cock filling you. My cock.

By midnight the newsletter framework was done. I attached everything to a single update and sent it off, copying Tati as instructed.

I waited for another hour, biting my nails.

She didn’t reply.

* * *

The following day I was so deep in the trenches working I never noticed the old woman enter the study, not until her fingers thumped sharply on the back of my monitor.

“Miss Langley,” I said, working instantly on my posture. My heart leapt with hope. Maybe this was it? Maybe Tati finally wanted me back in her dungeon? “How can I help you?”

“Mistress Tatiana would like you to observe one of her live workshops today,” Miss Langley said flatly.

I stared at her. “Oookay?”

“The observation is meant to help you understand what you are advertising in the newsletter. As she explained to me, it would be silly to have you writing about discipline intensives and private training packages without having witnessed any of it.” Her wrinkled lips curled into a faint sneer. “Today, along with a group of Dominas-in-training, you will witness firsthand exactly how authority is established at the esteemed House. You will have the privilege of seeing how a client is broken down and rebuilt in real time by one of the most sought-after dominatrices in the world.”

Tingles flitted through me, each one sharp and hot.

Miss Langley let that settle before adding, “You are to take notes. You are not to participate. You are not to interrupt. Understood?”

Oh.

The excitement dampened. Of course. She wasn’t summoning me as Rose. She was requesting her trusty web designer.

Still.

She’d asked for me specifically. That had to mean something, right?

When I stood up, the plug nudged inside me at this really good angle and I bit my cheek to stay quiet. I followed Miss Langley down the hallway, her heels clicking across the freshly polished floors. We arrived at the workshop dungeon in under five minutes.


Chapter 5
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Inside the workshop dungeon, I instantly felt out of place.

Six dominatrix trainees sat in a half-circle, clipboards and pens in hand, ready for instruction. They were all young-ish, none past their mid-thirties, but the power rolling off them made goosebumps pop all over me. I caught glimpses of sleek latex. Razor-sharp eyeliner. Tattoos and piercings.

Postures poised and totally intimidating.

They all turned to look at me when I tiptoed in. The air thickened under their combined attention. Gulping, I took the stool in the back corner, balanced my notebook on my knee, and wished I could turn invisible.

I was already sweating. Bright fluorescent lights washed the stone walls pale, and a skylight doused a narrow strip of air with hot afternoon sun. Along the walls, ropes hung in perfect coils, sorted and labeled by thickness and length, floggers mounted in menacing lines like tools in a mechanic’s garage.

The air shifted suddenly and everyone took a breath in anticipation.

Mistress Tati strutted in with her shoulders pulled back and her spine was impossibly straight. Her hips were doing this lazy side to side thing, making her hair sway like a sheet of molten lava. I went still as she breezed past me, crossing the stone floor to the center of the room, where her assistant was positioning a male volunteer beneath some kind of suspension frame. Ropes were quickly passed and looped through body parts, then tied and woven by the assistant, who looked like she was in some sort of a hypnotic trance.

It was mesmerizing to watch.

Like a dance performance.

The volunteer client was tall, bare-chested, a metal collar buckled tight around his throat. His caged bulge strained against tight black briefs. The ropework left him hanging in the air, his weight settling against the tethers, body folding up over himself.

Tati tilted her head from one side to the other, as if she was enjoying the scene with fresh eyes. I watched her watch him with something fluttering in my lower belly. Her eyes were dissecting him in the exact same way she’d dissected me.

“Predicament bondage,” Mistress Tati said finally to the attentive audience. The dominatrices leaned forward in their chairs. “A form of bondage that involves creating a position where a client can relieve one pressure only by increasing another.”

She reached out, adjusted one of the upper lines, tightening it by half an inch.

The volunteer hissed subtly.

“In this configuration, if he straightens his legs to ease the strain on his shoulders, the tension increases here.” She pressed two fingers lightly into the rope crossing his thigh. “If he shifts his hips to protect his groin, he loads the chest harness instead.” With an elusive smile, she began trailing her long index finger slowly down the client’s abdomen. He began to squirm. “See? Any way he tries to shift the pain only amplifies his discomfort. All he can do is suffer through it. In time, he will learn to accept it. He will realize the struggle only exists in his own mind.”

The man exhaled shakily. Sweat was glistening along his ribs, maybe just as much was pooling under my own pits.

“Always check your client’s circulation,” Mistress Tati continued, assessing the angles of the rope. “Check where his joints are aligned. The goal here is discomfort, not injury. An understanding of anatomy is critical so you don’t constrict any vital organs.”

Mistress Tati tapped the rope at his inner thigh. The volunteer grunted, jerking hard as his foot rose on its own, muscles flexing, toes curling, fighting a losing battle with gravity. She looked at him with cold amusement.

“His fight for release only makes him sink deeper. He needs to learn the connection. Pain is not punishment. Pain is merely a teacher.”

I watched as the guy’s chest heaved against the ropes. Every time he shifted, trying to steal a little relief, the cords dug deeper into him. His shoulders twitched. His hips jerked. And somehow it only made everything worse.

A cold shiver slid down my spine.

The cage.

The plug.

The shaving.

The denial.

Wasn’t she doing the same thing to me?

Heart hammering, I stared at the suspension frame again. That poor bastard was tied up with hemp and knots, locked into a position where every instinct to escape only tightened the trap around him.

My prison just happened to be invisible.

Her rules wrapping around my brain like the bondage rope around his limbs.

Tightening with every thought, every instinct to push back.

And just like him, the harder I fought them, the deeper they cut.

She looked away from the man, and—for the barest fraction of a second—her eyes found mine.

She didn’t blink.

I didn’t breathe.

She looked away, continued to face the group.

“A Domina’s job is to make a client aware that relief only exists when he is willing to open up,” she said. “To open up to you. But you never give him too much.” She smiled, but this time it was icier, sexy in a way that chilled me deep inside. It reminded me of a tigress with her jaws already locked around her prey. “Distance is part of the design, remember. Lose it, and you lose control. Lose control, and you lose everything.”

A shiver snaked through me. The memory of her mouth on mine was back again, all the confusing, jumbled emotions rushing through me in a crashing wave. The way her hand had tightened in my hair. The way her heart had been beating just as fast as mine before she’d torn herself away.

Had she broken her own rule when she kissed me?

Had it been intentional or a mistake?

My heart sank with the sick certainty that if distance was part of her design, then the only way to keep any piece of her was to stay exactly where I was: just out of reach, aching, obedient.

Never pulling too tight on the ropes that had already wound themselves deep inside my mind and body…

My mind was spinning so fast I was dizzy. The workshop continued, but I didn’t hear a single word. As I kept staring at the volunteer, though, a bitter little thought crept in: at least he was the one she’d chosen to play with today. Maybe she’d already replaced me with him. He was better looking, a brand-new Ken from the toyshop. I stared at her through my eyelashes, watched the way her red mouth moved and her gaze swept over the Mistresses, waiting and waiting until it finally landed on me again.

It didn’t.

I can’t deal with this anymore.

I can’t.

I stood up and left.

* * *

I locked myself in the farthest stall in the men’s restroom and leaned my forehead against the cold metal divider.

My hands struggled as I fumbled with my belt, past the zipper, fingers slipping in a sweaty panic. Through my briefs, I traced the base of the plug, pulse thudding low and hard. I pushed it deeper.

There.

The pressure was hitting all the right nerves. My thighs quivered and a broken moan tore out of me before I could stop it.

No, Rose. Not yet.

I froze. Her voice was in my head. Slowly I pressed around the edge of the plug instead, desperate, stretching just enough to hurt. I was burning for her. For the idea of her. For the hope she’d planted in me and then walked away from.

I jerked my hips in small, pathetic thrusts. The cage pressed back against skin, too tight. I heard her voice again, colder this time.

Show me how empty you are without my permission.

I stopped. Pulled back, panting, pressing my forehead hard into the metal divider.

What if she never wanted me that way? What if this was all I was good for—all this stupid watching, aching, following her rules like a good puppy? What if there was never going to be a collar around my throat?

My vision swam and my chest ached. Everything in me ached. And as much as I tried to stamp my stupid hope into the ground, it just wouldn’t budge.

Fuck you, Ricky! Fuck you! Why can’t you grow some balls?

Sniffing, I straightened, flushed the toilet to justify the time, and exited the stall.

I headed to the sink, choosing the one in the corner that didn’t have a stupid mirror. I began washing my hands as I wondered what to do next.

There was another flush, and a second later, the stall right behind me swung open.

I stiffened.

It was him. The workshop volunteer.

He looked down at me, his brows creasing. This asshole looked too much like my brother Ryan. With those broad shoulders and thick arms that now sported rope burns. Had he fucked Tati in his down time too? She seemed to like screwing around with guys like him—big boys with big muscles and egos to match.

“You okay?” he asked, frowning.

I looked away, my breath catching. I had nothing to say to him. Absolutely nothing.

“Need a hand?”

“What?” I said, then realized I had my palms hovering underneath the paper towel dispenser like an idiot. “No. I can manage.”

But he didn’t wait for me to do it by myself. His fist pressed into the machine. A roll of paper towels slithered out. He grabbed a bunch and headed to one of the sinks, dabbing at the sweat staining his skin.

“See you around, bud,” he said, walking up to the door.

I nodded.

I waited until he was gone before I let my shoulders sag.


Chapter 6
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Another week crawled by, so slow I could’ve sworn the earth had stopped spinning.

I spent whole days cooped up in the study, the only break being an afternoon or evening walk in the House gardens as the weather grew warmer. The gardens were lush and beautiful and sprawling, full of roses and orchids and even a little grove of lemon trees tucked behind iron trellises. You could technically wander here for hours without seeing another soul.

But even on those walks, my mind kept stubbornly replaying the workshop.

I’d watched six Dominas hang on Mistress Tati’s every word while she coolly taught them how to break a man. I’d never seen anyone hold so much power in a community and make it look so easy.

I couldn’t help feeling I was just another client in her empire—except I was paying her with my waiting. My hope that she might one day look past the sissy and see the man begging to know her.

Soon, the days began to blur together, little by little.

Every morning I’d stand in front of the fogged mirror, razor in hand, ready to do her bidding. My thighs were still irritated but I continued to shave until my skin was as smooth as a girl’s. Sometimes I’d get nicks. I’d press pieces of toilet paper onto them, watching the little blooms of blood with satisfaction.

Hurting for Tati made me feel good, even if she was never going to notice it.

Sometimes, alone in my crusty private bathroom, I’d look at my reflection and call myself ‘Rose’. Pose in different ways. Different angles. Checking if I could see whatever she saw in me in those fleeting moments. I still didn’t see it.

Experimenting with my new plug was also—slowly, but surely—becoming more than just an assignment. I’d started to get used to the heavy, grounding pressure of it, especially when I kept it in for hours.

Where was Mistress Tati?

She was most definitely busy. Traveling the world to meet anonymous dukes, Russian oligarchs, and who knew who else? All of them forking over fortunes just for the chance she’d step on their chests in six-inch heels. Domination was her sport, and she was playing in a league of her own.

Another week passed.

At work, I kept refreshing the House portal and my inbox, praying I’d see an email from her. I began moving through the House like a ghost—a shadow wearing someone else’s skin. I stared at screens and replied to emails but inside I was falling apart.

Without my Mistress’s voice, without her gaze pinning me in place, I didn’t know who I was. Was I still Ricky? Or Rose? Could I be both? Or was I someone stuck in purgatory, someone who’d never get the chance to fully know who I might become?

Then one night, I just couldn’t make myself go to sleep.

Staring at the black window in the ceiling, I lay in my cot, convincing myself I saw the stars in the night sky. I rolled over onto my pillow, feeling my cage tug gently against my skin, then turned again, sighing. The mattress was hard against my shoulder. Rolling over again, I stuck my face into the pillow and pressed my thighs together, the strange, needy ache still lingering from the hours I’d spent with the plug earlier.

I’d never stopped doing my rituals. Maybe it was because stopping would mean admitting to myself she’d already forgotten about me. That she’d moved on. So I kept waiting. Trained. Obedient. Her good girl.

But the emptiness scared me more than anything because it was starting to feel like that was the only thing she’d leave behind for me.

Mistress, I called in my mind. I’m waiting for you.

Nothing happened.

Not that I’d expected anything to happen.

But something did.

* * *

“Up! Now!”

A flash of light exploded in front of my eyes and I opened them drowsily, half-aware that somehow I’d drifted off to sleep that night before vile old Miss Langley had woken me up. She waved a flashlight in my face.

“What?” I mumbled. “What time is it?”

She checked her watch. “2:17, not that it’s any of your business. You’re already two minutes late!”

“Huh?”

“A client from Tokyo has complained he can’t access his private portal. Mistress Tatiana wants to see you about that. Now.” She tossed a robe at me. “Move, boy. Don’t you dare keep her waiting. If there’s anything that gets her in a real dark temper, it’s client issues.”

I was wide awake now. My heart pounded as I rushed after the old woman down the corridor, barefoot and my robe flapping. What the hell had I done? Had I fucked up the code or something? Fucked something else bad enough to cost the House a client?

My insides were swarming both with terror and a stupidly desperate thrill. Mistress Tati had to be furious. Maybe she was ready to punish me in ways that would leave me sobbing. But the thought of seeing her again, of breathing the same air molecules as her after days of rejection was like a hit of morphine straight into my veins.

I was huffing by the time I was led through a side passage lined with heavy velvet drapes. Miss Langley rapped sharply on a door and called out, “The boy is here!” She scowled at me.

“Enter,” came the low command from inside.

Oh, god. It was the voice I’d been hearing in my dreams for so many days. The one that always made my body come alive with shivers of desperation.

I fixed my glasses and stepped into the room.

“Mistress,” I began, already out of breath. “I apologize for the issue your client is experiencing. Technically, the portal access shouldn’t be kicking anyone out. But if I reset his session—don’t worry, it’ll just take me a few minutes—um, but I will need his IP address, if that’s okay with you, um—”

“Close the door, Rose.”

My mouth closed and my hand moved automatically, the latch clicking softly behind me. The clicks of Miss Langley’s heels slowly receded from the hallway beyond.

When I turned back around, I’d already forgotten the rest of my apology. The room felt ten degrees hotter. I could smell her expensive perfume. It was something lovely and musky, mixed with a haze of peat-smoke whiskey. The energy of her anger and frustration seemed to circulate all around us.

I wobbled on my bare feet, gathered the robe tighter around myself. I felt like a trapped mouse.

She was standing in front of a long vanity that was cluttered with makeup application brushes and bottles of perfume. A burgundy silk robe draped over her tall figure. It was already sliding apart down the front, but I couldn’t tell if she’d let it happen on purpose. Either way I couldn’t stop my eyes from feasting on a strip of beautiful shoulder, the generous cup of a black lace bra. Further down, her bellybutton was exposed, along with the edge of a high-cut black thong.

My head spun. I could never get used to this.

There was an empty crystal tumbler on the vanity. Mistress Tati lifted a fresh bottle of Lagavulin and tilted it towards the glass. The liquor poured out very slowly. She brought the glass to her mouth and sipped, even slower, like she knew how long I’d been starving for the sight of her.

The column of her throat rose and fell, rose and fell until the tumbler was drained.

She set the glass down with a little clink.

“You kept my Tokyo client waiting,” she said softly. “He couldn’t log into his private gallery. To say he was not impressed would be an understatement.”

I swallowed. “I—I’m sorry, Mistress. As I said—”

She held up her hand. “Or at least that’s what my assistant believes.”

I stared at her.

There was no emotion in her expression. Not a twitch of an eyebrow, or the slightest movement in her lips to give anything away. I was confused. “You mean, Miss Langley—”

“We don’t need to speak about her anymore,” she said. She sounded relaxed, nonchalant. Her long, graceful fingers curled along the lining of her robe and in one move, it came loose, dropping to the ground like a curtain.

“The fact of the matter…” she whispered, “is here you are. Again. In the middle of the night. Because I called.”

My palms were starting to sweat, the heat in my body tingling through to the back of my knees and my toes.

“And here I am. Drinking alone at 2:30 in the morning. I’d say that’s an emergency. Wouldn’t you?”

The blood rushed into my head as everything finally clicked.

“Agreed, Mistress. That…does sound like a serious emergency.”

She stepped forward, a slow sway of thick hips and long legs, those black lacy panties teasing my hungry gaze. I licked my lips, the sound loud in my own ears. Her eyes were slightly rimmed with red but they were sharp. Alert. Focused.

I’d been starving for her. Fucking starving for this. Now here she was, half-naked, having summoned me under false pretenses, and I was shaking, trembling, my mind blank except for one single thought that was drumming as loud as thunder.

Whatever you want, Mistress. Take it all.

Take it all.

“Drop the robe, pet,” she said quietly. “Then strip.”

Naked and caged by her, I stood there for her inspection, my skin tingling under her cool gaze. She ran the backs of her nails over my arm, humming softly and pleasingly.

“You’ve been shaving,” she murmured. “Such a good girl.”

The praise made me light-headed with desire. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from whimpering.

Mistress Tati crossed to a low drawer, pulling it open with the toe of her black stiletto. Her back was to me, and I saw her thong was cut low, accentuating her firm ass and the little dimples on either side. She turned, tossed something at my knees.

“Put this on. Pretty for my use tonight.”

I could feel the heat rolling off her skin, and I knew I had to do this quickly. She watched me transform myself for her, her attention never leaving my body as I slid on the tight-fitting pink chemise. I tied the halter neck behind my head and blushed when I realized the top was nothing but sheer mesh, leaving my nipples dark and peaked and fully exposed.

Every inch of me felt raw. Overly sensitive. My shaved skin on display, my posture more delicate. I was becoming Rose, the girl I didn’t fully know.

The sissy girl who belonged to the woman I desperately craved.

Mistress Tati crooked a finger and I walked towards her, overly aware of the way my own hips were moving. She took off my glasses, setting them on the vanity beside the empty tumbler. Dipping a finger into an open tube of bright pink lipstick, she dabbed my lips with the color.

Standing this close to her, even without my glasses, I could tell she’d been outside. Her red hair was slightly tousled and her mascara had smudged under just one eye. Maybe she’d had a long day. Where had she been? With whom? I was itching to know, but she was never going to tell me.

Did it really matter though?

No.

My Mistress looked like she needed to release some steam, and tonight I was here to offer myself to her.

Whatever she wanted tonight, I would give it to her.

“Look at you,” she whispered when I pressed my lips together to warm up the lipstick. Her voice was thick with desire. “You turn into such a sexy girl when you obey me.”

She reached into the same low drawer and withdrew a pair of silver nipple clamps, the chain between them glinting. It took everything I had to keep my breathing even. Pinching one of my nipples between her fingers, she rolled it hard until I gasped, then fastened the clamp with a snap.

The pain was beautiful and long and bright, like a ray of sunshine. I’d missed the pain. Her pain. The last time she’d done this had been too long ago.

She repeated the motion on the other side, and the chain swung lightly between my nipples. It felt amazing.

“Not so vanilla anymore, are we?” she said.

A flush stained my face as I shook my head. There wasn’t any point in pretending with her now. She always knew how to cut deep to the center of me, find the things I wanted but wouldn’t dream of saying out loud…

Mistress Tati pulled hard on my nipple chain, lips curving, and ordered me to kneel.

“Stick out that tongue of yours,” she said.

She swiveled and leaned forward over the vanity, gripping its edge. Her hair was tinged golden-red from the dressing room lights, the ends brushing the dimples at the base of her spine. She pulled the strands over one shoulder before hooking a finger under her thong.

Tugging it aside just enough to expose the smooth line of her ass crack.

Jolts zinged straight to my trapped cock. Had my Mistress just presented her beautiful ass to me?

Wanting me to worship it?

How was I allowed to be this close to something so perfect, so forbidden?

I surged in hungrily, pressing my face deep between her cheeks. She was warm, clean-shaven. Her smell wrapped around me—dark, earthy, and totally intoxicating. My universe shrank down to just that smell, my mouth watering.

Tongue flat, I licked her tight ring, slowly, dutifully. She exhaled in a sharp hiss, a sound that wasn’t really a moan but something close to it. I was happy with that. I kissed her hole again, again, soft open-mouthed presses that said thank you, thank you, thank you without a single word.

She stiffened suddenly. “Is that all you have?”

Her hand shot back, yanking the nipple chain in one vicious move. The pain lanced through me and I folded forward with a gasp.

“True surrender is not just enthusiasm, Rose.” She twisted the chain, harder, making me groan. “It is giving me exactly what I ask for. Nothing more, nothing less.” She let go. “Now listen. Use the point of your tongue and go deeper into me.”

Desperate to please her, I stiffened my tongue, then pushed the tip gently into her clenched rosebud, trying to penetrate her.

As soon as the tip slipped in, she rocked back with a sigh, her thighs clamping over my head. I flickered rapidly, then pressed deep again. Created a crude fucking motion with my tongue.

“Yes, bitch. Fuck my dirty ass. Just like that…”

A low shuddering sigh slipped out of her as her hips began to rock. It was the first crack in her ice queen composure tonight, that first slip of her absolute control. And in that tiny fracture I saw the real Tati, the woman beneath the mask. It felt fucking euphoric. Her hips rocked once more, then stilled, letting me work. Her arousal bloomed and thickened on my tongue, hot and tangy, coating my lips, my chin. There were no more words. No more praise. Just her using my mouth like a toy while my jaw burned and my cage was beginning to leak down my thigh, soaking into my pink chemise.

Her climax wasn’t explosive.

Her back curved in one sharp arc. A low gasp tore from her throat. Her whole body tightened, then loosened. For a long moment, she stayed like that, panting softly, my face still buried in her, her weight resting heavily against my mouth. Then with a shudder she pushed me away.

I fell back onto my butt with my lips swollen and hurting.

A silk cloth was handed to me, and she ordered me to wipe her. I did it, kneeling, while she poured another finger of whisky and knocked it back.

“Now help me dress.”

I pushed myself up, my heart still ticking wildly from what we’d just done. She handed me fresh black stockings and I knelt again, rolling it up her calf as my trembling fingers grazed her skin. She taught me how to lace her corset, starting from the bottom, cinching her waist in with every tug, until it shrunk her to almost impossible proportions. With every item I helped her with she turned more lethal, even more beautiful. Like a gorgeous queen from a different era.

She turned to the mirror and I watched as she tapped powder across her face, until the soft flush vanished and her skin smoothed back into the perfect, untouchable doll finish that was her signature domme look. She reapplied her lipstick, her mouth turning red and positively dangerous. The last thing she put on was her mink coat, the dark fur cloaking her shoulders.

She studied her reflection, satisfied, then finally looked at me.

Her gaze dropped to the still wet patch on the front of my chemise and my stomach flip-flopped. Her lips pursed. Jesus. I would’ve dropped and licked the floor clean if that’s what it took to earn one more second of that kind of attention.

“I leave for Paris in forty minutes,” she said.

That made me swallow. “Paris,” I whispered.

“It’s a client booking.”

Oh.

So she’d just used my mouth to get her fix, and now she was off to Paris to give some rich jerk her attention?

The jealousy hurt more than the clamps that still bit my nipples.

“Paris is where men go when they want to disciplined,” Mistress Tati said, a faint smile curving her mouth. “You don’t want to be disciplined.”

My pulse stuttered.

“No?”

“No.” She shook her head. “You are keen to understand. To understand the difference between pain and sacrifice. Obedience and ownership. You want to understand…me.” She started sliding on her gloves. “I saw that at the workshop, Rose.”

My breath caught.

God, she’d seen me. Seen me bolt from that room like a hurt puppy.

“Curiosity,” Mistress Tati continued, “happens to be the most expensive trait in a submissive. It’s rare. A good quality. But it’s also far, far more dangerous.” She looped her handbag over her elbow. “Perhaps one day I’ll take you to Paris. If you prove useful.”

“How?” I blurted out desperately. “How do I prove that to you?”

She stepped closer and tilted my chin up with one gloved finger. Those ocean-deep eyes soaked through me like the iciest splash of water.

“By not asking me that,” she said softly.

Then she was gone.

I was alone in her dressing room. So alone. Brushing my fingers over one clamped nipple and then over my swollen, smudged lips, I felt myself throb. My pink chemise was wet. I hadn’t had any release, and all that was left with me was just the sad ache of waiting.

Without thinking, I reached for Tati’s discarded silk robe from the floor. I draped it over my shoulders like a blanket, inhaling the last traces of her. Her perfume, the smoke of the whisky, her musk.

Would she really let me fly with her to Paris one day?

I sank to the floor. “Mistress,” I whispered. “I’m waiting for you.”

Because that’s exactly what I was doing. Despite everything that had gone down tonight I was still back to square one. Waiting. Waiting for her.


Chapter 7
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Two days later

My contact lenses burned and tingled as I crossed the courtyard in bare feet. The trees looked like spider-webs that lined the garden path and, without the safety of my glasses, I felt like I’d lost some kind of invisible shield.

Behind me, the House loomed in shadows in the night. Getting smaller and smaller. Watching me, like a silent Mistress inspecting my every move.

Through a grove of trees, I spotted the poolhouse. It was half-hidden by tall, manicured hedges and glowed golden through the glass doors, the only building on the estate that still had its lights on.

I stepped inside and breathed in the warm, chlorine-tinged air. Plumes of steam rose from the pool surface, the water lapping gently against the tiles.

She was already in the pool.

I looked down at myself and quickly made sure I still looked presentable after walking all the way here. I had on a white chiffon wrap skirt, tied loose at one hip so it parted with every step. It was paired with a bralette in the same shade of white. My nipple clamps swung underneath it and showed through the lace.

I also had on a cute blonde wig, shoulder-length, plus a thin plastic cross-link choker. The outfit had done its job. Everything had been carefully chosen to turn me into someone softer and prettier. Someone more breakable.

The box had been waiting on my pillow when I got back from work, along with a little card that said, 12:45 a.m. Poolhouse. A gracefully drawn map followed the message, showing me exactly how to reach it from my basement quarters. At midnight I’d excitedly started making myself over. Everything I needed had been inside the box, including the contact lenses fixed with my prescription.

Now, Mistress Tati was floating on her back near the far end of the pool. Her arms were spread, red hair fanning out on the water. Her eyes were closed. For a second I thought she might be asleep.

Then her lashes lifted.

Those dazzling eyes found me across the water.

She watched me, breathing slow, as I crossed the tiles towards her. Even through my nerves, my length was trying to swell inside my now tiny chastity cage. The punishing steel pushed back hard, and as I stopped at the edge of the pool, my heart fluttering at the sight of the woman who held the key.

There was no one in here but us. No bruisers built like brickhouses who stood in for her security. No personal assistants waiting their next orders.

We were alone.

For once.

A night just for us.

Mistress Tati drifted closer, water rippling around her shoulders, until she could brace her forearms on the tile and look up at me. Droplets slid down her collarbone, disappeared into the deep V of her swimsuit.

I dropped to my knees without being told.

“So much better,” she said softly. “I prefer to see your eyes.”

I didn’t think my hazel eyes were all that special but I knew she liked them. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Without your glasses, there’s nothing for you to hide behind.”

I smiled, even as a flicker of heat crept under my skin.

She studied me for a long moment. Then she said, “I just came back from Paris.”

Shivers of happiness tingled like butterflies down my spine. My Mistress had just touched down from France, from spending company with men with wealth and power, and the first thing she did was summon me. She…needed me. Needed to see me, at least.

“Did you…” I hesitated. “Did you have a good time?”

Her jaw clenched. She looked away. “It was tedious.”

She rose up out of the water then, water pouring off her shoulders, slicking down the long planes of her Victoria’s Secret model legs. The swimsuit clung wet and dark, outlining everything. Her nipples. Her hips.

My pulse fluttered.

She moved past me, handing me a towel without a word. She didn’t have to speak her orders out now. I understood what they were on instinct. Dry her. Worship her with the towel like it was my tongue.

Same difference.

I started at her shoulders, patting and smoothing, dragging the towel along her back then back up again. Dragging myself close enough to smell her perfumed, chlorinated skin. Close enough so her wet hair could brush against my cheek.

“Rose. Some men think if they pay enough they can buy anything.” Tati was speaking slowly, almost like she was thinking out loud. “They forget I am not a whore. Or their therapist. Or their mother.”

She let out a quiet, scornful laugh.

My hands froze for half a second on her collarbone.

That bastard client. Was that who she was talking about?

But…you didn’t give in, I wanted to say.

You walked away.

And now you’re with me.

“Enough talking.” Her gaze cut back to me. “Kneel.”

Her tone was sharp now. Hungry, like the last time we’d met in her dressing room.

I dropped onto the hard tiles instantly.

She untied the side of the swimsuit and stepped out of it languidly, like a satisfied cat.

That was when my heart stopped.

Underneath, the harness was already strapped tight around her hips.

Nine inches of thick black silicone. Jutting forward and upwards, wet with pool water.

Her cock.

I shivered as I remembered the way her palm had slid over my ass that night in her personal dungeon. Possessive. Promising.

Fear and longing both twisted together in my gut, so tight I almost whimpered. Was this what she’d dressed me up for?

She stepped closer, the silicone brushing the side of my face.

“You look beautiful like this, Rose,” she murmured.

She was staring down at my kneeling form, her eyes dark and unreadable. But one corner of her mouth was curved—just enough to show me she knew exactly what was racing through my head.

Heat, bright and blooming, rushed through me. She was drinking it all in. How quickly I’d surrendered, how I’d reshaped myself night after night just to fit the space she left open. This was what got her off. Not the sex itself, not really.

It was my surrender.

She waited, eyes narrowed. Silent. Looking to see what I’d do. Her command was spelled out in the energy throbbing off her skin, in the way she simply existed above me.

I leaned forward first.

“Slow,” she said.

I listened.

“Relax your jaw.”

I did.

Her voice dropped even lower. “Go deep so you can smell where you’re unworthy to enter. The place that is reserved for real men.”

A full-body shudder ran through me. Yes. It was true. Her pussy would always be for someone else, and somehow that only made me want to serve her more.

I brought the broad, smooth head to my lips. Her fingers settled into the wig at my crown.

She watched my face the whole time while I sucked. She didn’t seem interested in how awkwardly I was blowing her. Her attention was on the flush rising in my cheeks instead, the way my head shook beneath her hand. The way I struggled to wrap my lips tight around her thick shaft.

The way my eyes were welling up.

“Faster, pet. Use your sweet hand on my cock.”

I took more. Jerked her off with my small, thing fingers. Spit slicked my chin fast. Her strong, controlling hands pressed at my head, directing the rhythm, making sure I didn’t slow down.

“Look at me while you serve me.”

I raised my streaming eyes to hers. Held her gaze while I deep-throated her brutal length, my throat practically convulsing around the invasion. Her lips parted slightly. I caught a flicker of dark excitement in the depths of her gaze. There was a flush creeping up her neck.

When her hips began to swing, when she began to fuck my throat hard and fast, a thrill swirled deep inside me. We were suddenly in sync, her taken by the absolute power she had over me at that moment, and me willingly letting her ruin who I once was. It was a feeling so powerful it drugged us both.

I was fighting for air when she finally slipped the glistening shaft out of my mouth.

She placed a hand over my bruised mouth and gazed down at me fondly. I was a spit-slick, debased mess. Even my wig felt sticky. It was the first time I’d sucked someone off. The first time I’d sucked a dick.

It was also the first time anyone had ever looked at me with such raw satisfaction, like I’d been worth it.

“You’re very good,” she said quietly. “When you stop trying to be a man.”

She unfastened the harness and set it aside on a bench. Then she lowered herself onto one of the lounge chairs near the water.

“Crawl to me, pet.”

I did. Just like a puppy, with my heart soaring. She rested her hand on my head as I knelt between her knees. Her fingers raked through the blonde strands of my wig. Almost tender. My chest squeezed tight. This felt like something. Like maybe, just maybe, she was letting me get closer than she ever let anyone else.

“Mistress,” I whispered.

Her eyes dropped to my mouth.

Dear god, when you look at me like that…

My eyes stung from the tears, from the contacts. But without my glasses, I couldn’t hide my fear, my devotion to her…and that was exactly how she wanted me.

I can do this. I want her so much I’d risk anything…

I leaned in. Desperate for the kiss she hadn’t given me since that day in the playroom. God, I needed it bad. For her to give me a glimpse of the girl beneath the Mistress. To kiss me and hold me and make me feel like I was floating away.

My lips parted. My heart pounded. She caught my chin before our mouths could meet.

“No.”

She said it so quietly I almost didn’t hear her.

“A dominatrix does not kiss, Rose.” She held me there. Palm flat against my chest now, like she was pressing my heartbeat back into my ribs. “That is a rule I will never break.”

“I wasn’t trying to—”

“I know what you were trying to do.”

She released me and stood. Heat flooded my face with shame, the sting of misreading everything. Not again.

“You want to know who I am when no one kneels. That isn’t information you earn with your mouth.”

She wrapped a robe around herself, tying it tight around her waist.

“I said what I said at the workshop for a reason, Rose.” She pulled on a pair of slippers, tied her wet hair partly back with a claw clip. “In our profession, kissing blurs lines. It opens up too many opportunities for confusion and abuse of trust, which goes both ways. Unfortunately, it is a lesson many dominas learn the hard way.”

“But…I’m not a client,” I whispered.

What I really wanted to do was scream: You kissed me before! Did that not mean anything to you?

“You’re right. You’re not. You…are something else entirely.”

But what she said next, and the way she said it, with her eyes turned callous and all the warmth drained out of them, felt like she was ripping my chest open and clawing my heart out with her manicured nails.

“I would be very careful with the curiosity, pet. Around here, some doors once opened only lead to deeper cages.”

Her expression remained stoic, her smile about as soft as a stone.

“And even if a day comes that you find yourself locked inside one, you will realize you still don’t know me. You never will. Now get out.”


Chapter 8
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Iwas sitting at the edge of the dock at our lakehouse with my toes skimming the surface. The water was warm near the top, cool underneath. I liked that. The way it changed the deeper you went.

It was a bright summer day, with the perfect blue sky and fat white clouds that never seemed to move. I was alone. For once. My parents had gone into town an hour ago. Ryan hadn’t come along, claiming he wanted to hang out with friends before college started. In other words: drink too much and smoke too much without Mom and Dad hovering over him.

I didn’t really get that stuff, but I was glad for the peace and quiet.

I let my feet trail deeper in then I lay back, folding my arms beneath my head. Maybe this is what happiness is? When I was alone there was no one to judge me or compare me or bully me for not being cool enough, or tough enough. I could just be me.

For just this moment I could enjoy that.

“Hey!”

I jerked up at the sound of the girl’s voice. She came down the dock in bare feet and jeans with rolled up cuffs, her hair flying back in the breeze. The sunlight caught in her hair, painting the red with lines of rusted gold.

I blinked. Where had she come from? She was definitely not the kind of girl who would ever want to hang out with someone like me.

“Oh come on, you. You always this serious?” she teased, dangling her long legs over the dock.

I blushed. How the hell had she known what I’d been thinking?

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Ricky.” I paused, frowning as I studied her face and those really, really blue eyes. “Wait a minute! I think I know you.”

She laughed at that. The sound was as bright as a bell. It made her face light up with something. Mischief? Or magic? She kicked her feet, watching them plunge beneath the surface, water flying. “Wanna swim?”

“I was thinking about it.”

“You know what I think?”

“Yeah?”

“I think you think too much!”

Her shoulder bumped mine and I couldn’t help grinning. I could smell her. She smelled like the air right after a rainstorm. Like roses and sunshine and sky and—

Before I could figure it out, she leaned in.

She kissed me.

My pulse raced to light-speed but then she was up again, stripping her t-shirt over her head, jeans already unbuckled, stepping out of them. She gave me a wink before she removed her underwear and dove into the water.

“You coming or what?” she laughed, shaking her wet hair out of her face.

She swam off. I looked after her, trying not to stare. She was so pretty. I couldn’t stop watching the way her hair swirled around her as she swam. Her freckles were really pretty too, and her body was perfect. It was the first time I’d seen a girl naked in the flesh. I decided I was already in love with her.

I stripped down to my boxers, feeling a little shy about how skinny I was. Removed my glasses and tossed them on top of my clothes. I was just about to jump in when she yelled at me to get rid of the boxers or I wasn’t allowed to join her.

I didn’t even hesitate.

I did exactly as I was told.

When she looked at my naked body I felt her looking at all of me and not just what was on the surface. And for some reason, she’d decided she liked what she saw. With the cutest mischievous grin, she told me to keep up. She swam backwards, deeper and deeper into the lake. I wasn’t the best swimmer but I sure as hell wasn’t about to give up.

I kept on swimming, and when I looked back, the dock seemed so far away already.

“Come on, silly! You’re so slow.”

I laughed. Nervous. Breathless.

And then, before I could blink, she went under.

My body stopped, suspended in the water. I waited for her to resurface.

One second.

Two.

Three.

“Hey! Wait up! Where did you go?” I yelled.

Nothing. Instantly I dove in. The water stung my eyes when I opened them, and all I saw was blurry, murky green. My breath was gone but I had to reach her. I swam with everything I had in me. I felt fear. Felt the cold around me, in me, spreading, spreading. When I thought my lungs couldn’t take it any more I resurfaced to breathe.

Where the hell was she?

“You’re messing with me! I know you are!”

Movement in my peripheral vision made me look right. I thought I saw the long drift of her beautiful red hair, but when I blinked, it was gone. I dove back in. I needed to touch her, feel her, to make sure she was fine.

Then I saw her.

I reached for her wrist. My fingers grazed her skin, but she was too deep, too far out. She was looking at me, her eyes too wide but weirdly stoic. I reached out again but she made no move to grab my hand. She drifted away further and further, her body quickly overtaken by shadows.

I swam harder. I knew I couldn’t last much longer but I couldn’t let go of her.

But the deeper I dove, the colder and darker it was. I tried again and again. There was no sign of her.

That was when the panic started to take over.

I opened my mouth to call her name, but then I remembered I didn’t even know what it was.

Except you do.

Water rushed in, flooding my throat. My lungs.

I kicked, but couldn’t tell which way was up or down.

The lake was pressing in from all sides.

She was gone.

I was alone in the dark.

And drowning.

* * *

I woke up choking for breath. My sheets were twisted around my legs and wet with sweat.

I still felt the water in my lungs.

Gasping, I clutched my chest and sucked in deep breaths of air. You can breathe, Ricky. Breathe. Just breathe. I rubbed my face, trying to shake off the lingering fear and panic. Then I stared up at the dark ceiling, the questions pinging back and forth in my head until one broke through the surface, rising above all the others:

Who were you before you learned how to drown without asking for help?
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Brickhouse dragged the study door shut with his usual grunt, leaving me alone with the laptop and the gray morning light that had only just begun to leak through the tall arched windows.

My eyes hurt. I hadn’t been able to fall asleep after my horrible dream so I’d hopped into the shower instead, letting water run over my face, into my mouth. Down my throat. Then I’d tilted my head back, holding my breath under the spray until my lungs burned.

I wanted to feel the line between air and drowning.

Feel where it cracked.

I spent the morning on autopilot, tweaking blocks of code and replying to inquiries about recent adjustments I’d made on the House portal. On the outside, I was back to being the perfectly posed worker, sitting in his professional button-down, ready for anything. The resourceful web guy who seemed to have the magic solution for every glitch.

Inside, though, I felt hollow. A blobby thing of a person who couldn’t stand upright without her presence.

I wanted Tati. I wanted Tati for more than her body. I wanted her mind, her heart, her soul, her story. And, with the lake still pressing on my chest, the questions I’d been trying to ignore began to caw like scavengers.

Who are you, Tati Sting?

What would it take for you to let that mask crack again?

Just once?

At five o’clock I closed my laptop, disconnected the monitors. My mind went straight to her. I pictured her in bed late at night. With the glamor and the gloves off, the makeup wiped away, alone in a luxury bedroom with no one left to perform for.

Who were the ghosts that kept her awake?

Her words at the poolhouse came back to me, sinking like vampire teeth into my flesh.

“And even if a day comes, you’ll realize you still don’t know me. You never will.”

I opened my laptop again. With trembling fingers, I opened the project dashboard and navigated to the Executive drive. The location that housed Tati’s restricted directory.

Tucked in the corner was the sub-folder I’d noticed weeks ago. The folder had a little padlock icon and a permissions badge that made it crystal-clear I had no technical clearance to access it.

My mouse hovered over the folder. An itch flared between my shoulder blades, burning hotter the more I stared at it. It was waiting. Waiting for me to open it.

What would it take for me to finally reach the real you—the girl who just might let herself want me back?

What had Mistress Tati told me exactly? That day she’d made me service her in her dressing room? Was it that curiosity was the most expensive trait in a submissive—but also far, far more dangerous?

Well.

I was about to find out how true that was.

Because the fact was she’d never just give me the answers.

She’d make me bleed to protect her distance.

That, of course, left me with no choice.

Because if I needed those answers…I knew I’d have to hunt them down myself.

* * *

The House of Surrender newsletter was a success.

It went live right on schedule, pulled in the right kind of traffic, and did exactly what it was meant to do: draw out the right targets. What I’d done with the newsletter was prove I had the skills to build something that served what the House’s femdom establishment felt like. Discreet. Ultra-exclusive. High-end control.

In other words, I’d proved myself.

The following week, a new project landed on my desk.

And that was when everything changed.

Again.

I was summoned to Room 727, Mistress Tati’s private office space, on Tuesday morning. There she told me, in her cool, emotionless voice, that their current intake system—the system that screened and approved new clients before they were allowed access into the House—was too ‘sloppy’ and inefficient.

In other words, she wanted something a lot more secure and functional. Something that offered tiered access, had everything encrypted, had every single action traced and logged.

“Is this something you can actually do, Mr. Hayes?” Mistress Tati leaned forward across the desk, narrowing her eyes at me. Here, in Room 727, she was all business, acting as if the heat of the poolhouse had been nothing but a fever dream. “Be honest. It’s a lot of work. Zero room for error.”

She let the words hang, watching my face, waiting for the flinch she was used to getting.

I wasn’t sure what devil urged me to do it, but this time I leaned toward her just a fraction. Enough to feel the air tighten between us.

“I built your newsletter system from crap in under two weeks, Mistress,” I said. “And it seems to be running smoother than anything your old team ever did. So yeah. Pretty sure I can handle this.” Adrenaline sparked in my throat, but I forced my next words out. “In fact, I’ll make it so airtight you won’t even find a crack…unless you want one.”

Mistress Tati tilted her chin, her gloved finger tapping once, slow. Her eyes got darker, sharper, and I got the distinct feeling she was very possibly figuring out how to price my balls on eBay.

“Bold words, pet.”

The words slid under my skin and I felt it. The quiet, ugly truth. Because no matter how cocky I pretended to be, I was still the guy standing in a room she owned, with my cage locked, my asshole still waiting for her claiming.

But this was all I had, dammit. I couldn’t get past her mask. I couldn’t touch whatever she kept locked behind those fatal blue eyes. My tech skills were all I had.My only power. It was the only way I could convince her to let me stay just a little longer.

I waited with bated breath to see how she’d respond.

“You’ll have to prove to me you can do it, Mr. Hayes.” Tati leaned back in her chair and reached for a cigarette case like she had all the time in the world. She flicked it open, pulled one out. Lit it with the click of her lighter and took her first drag, savoring it, her eyes never leaving mine.

And only then did she smile.

“Or I’ll enjoy reminding you exactly how replaceable your confidence can be.”

My pulse thudded south before I could stop it. My length—my clit—thickening against bars of metal at the threat, at the dare, at the reminder she still happened to own every inch of me.

I didn’t blink, but I was shaking inside.

“I will.”
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What Mistress Tati had conveniently failed to mention, though, was the one thing that made this project different. Due to confidentiality concerns and ‘operational sensitivity’, as she termed it, I would be building the system inside her office.

Directly under her supervision.

Working within her orbit made all my senses sharper. I began noticing the most mundane and teeniest things about her, like the way each of her stiletto clicks would echo twice against the marble. The way her fingers tapped on top of the page when she was reading. The polished coolness of her tone on calls.

I was the vampire now. Feeding on the crumbs, the micro-reveals she exposed of herself when she thought I wasn’t looking. Like how a small crease formed between her brows whenever she reviewed a contract, how her lips quirked to one side before disagreeing. How, at the end of the day, her neck and shoulders would seem to stiffen, like a weight was pressing on her.

Those tells felt like more than anything she’d ever given me. The scraps of her I wasn’t supposed to have, but the only parts that felt real.

For the first few days, my project work stayed very technical. I began setting up who had access to what, laying the groundwork for the structure that would guide each submission from start to finish. That was when I was introduced to Mistress Ruby, a senior dominatrix who worked closely with Mistress Tati and oversaw client vetting and the more discreet assignments.

Mistress Ruby was also—shocker—very young, in her late twenties at most. She wore tailored suits every day, her silk blouses tucked into high-waisted trousers with a sharp-looking blazer to match. Her blush was dark and severe along her cheekbones, bringing out the beauty of her brown skin. Unlike the other dommes, though, Ruby didn’t treat me like I was invisible. She was bubbly and chatty, almost friendly, even.

The day everything changed, I was sitting beside her in Room 727 as she reviewed some of the access requirements for the dominatrices. A staff member appeared at the door.

Mistress Tati and Mistress Ruby exchanged glances. Neither of them looked surprised.

Tati gave a nod and the staff member walked in, whispering something into her ear. I was watching her very closely and that’s when I saw it. A subtle tightening of the back of her shoulders.

“I’ll take it,” she said.

Ruby looked up from her tablet. “Here?”

A prickly silence settled over the room. I felt the pulse of their conversation like a ticking bomb. Finally, Tati said, “He insisted.”

My ears burned. He?

Ruby’s brow quirked. “Hm. I didn’t realize his office was still pushing you for direct contact.”

“It’s no more than I can handle,” she said curtly.

Ruby leaned back in her chair, her mouth pursed.

Tati’s gaze shifted to me.

“I’ll return shortly,” she said.

I could pick up the stiffness in her tone, the constraint almost non-existent…undetectable unless you were a vampire like me.

The door closed with a snap behind her.

Mistress Ruby let out a sigh. Her gaze drifted toward the window as if the gardens were suddenly the most interesting thing in the room.

“She didn’t do that before,” she said at last. “See them off the record like this. Poor girl.”

My fingers stilled over the keyboard.

Before?

Before what?

A few minutes later, Ruby stood and turned to me. “Carry on with what you’re doing, Mr. Hayes. Email me the updated access filters and spreadsheet when you’re finished.”

“Will do, Mistress.”

She took her tablet and headed to the door.

Alone in Room 727, Ruby’s words buzzed in the air, hanging over my head like a dark cloud long after the door clicked shut.

She didn’t do that before. See them off the record. Poor girl.

I closed my eyes, heart racing as I imagined Mistress Tati sitting at her desk just moments earlier. Something didn’t line up. Poor girl?

I looked at her desk across from me. Her laptop was open, her screen glowing dimly. Unlocked.

A million doors open in front of me.

I stood up, moved past the desk, my palms already sweaty.

I knew the risks. One snap of her fingers could ruin my career. One hiss could destroy the relationship we’d built together. But the itch under my skin had become a flame I couldn’t just ignore. I had to know. I had to know who she was.

It felt like an out of body experience as my hands drifted down to her keyboard.

Her screen was open to the system that was now completely traceable. Every access point was recorded, every file view time-stamped. I knew all this. I’d built the fucking thing.

If I took one more step forward, I’d be leaving a trail of digital footprints that led straight to my throat.

Worse, it was an invasion. Of her privacy, of her trust. I had no right to be here, no right to touch any of this. But my fingers were already moving, searching over her folders, looking, hunting. The vampire was back, ravenous and unstoppable, going right for the jugular.

I had one clue.

Just one, but it would be enough to start digging.

My mind shot back to the staff member appearing at the door just minutes ago. I’d analyzed Mistress Tati’s micro-expressions enough times by now to start reading them. And based on how she’d reacted today, I guessed that she already knew somebody was coming up to meet her—someone she wasn’t looking forward to seeing.

And that meant there had to be a trail, right here. Some kind of communication thread with a record of a person requesting an appointment with her.

I checked the recent activity panel in the sidebar of her screen. The small audit icon in the corner was there, giving me dagger eyes.

I was being tracked.

I couldn’t pause the freakin’ system without triggering an alert. I’d built it too carefully for that. But the log held thousands of records, thousands of routine actions tracked, and who was going to sit there and audit this thing unless something tipped them off?

If I needed to, I could comb through backend cache later. Tonight. Or tomorrow, first thing. Manipulate the data if I really wanted to.

For now? The truth was I really didn’t fucking care.

It didn’t take me too long to find what I was looking for.

And when I did, I almost wished I hadn’t.

* * *

When the sound of muffled heel-steps came from the hallway outside Room 727, the adrenaline hit me like an electric shock.

I snapped the file closed, exited the folder, yanked the screen back to normal.

But I was still too late.

Mistress Tati entered the office while I was still leaning over her desk, my arm propped against the polished wood of her desk.

The fire flared over my skin, tightening my throat.

This was it.

There was no way I could explain what I was doing here, in front of her laptop. I was done. I was dead.

Tati crossed the room without breaking her stride. Her posture seemed tauter, her face set harder than usual.

But she didn’t even glance my way. She set her phone down and sighed as she sat down. Her gaze skimmed her laptop screen.

The moment felt like a literal blade grazing the skin of my throat.

The light of her laptop washed over her, bright and white, and it struck me suddenly that her flawless made-up face had never been a mask. Not after what I’d just seen. I’d got it all wrong, as usual. Tati wasn’t pretending to be anyone she wasn’t. She was a dominant, through and through.

What I’d thought was a mask was actually something much harder—a wall, rooted deep, sealed tight, to keep people from getting too close to her heart.

But now that wall had never felt thinner, never felt more brittle.

“Did you make the adjustments?” Mistress Tati asked. Her voice was flat.

“Yes, Mistress.” My throat was dry as a bone. “I was just, um, double-checking everything.”

She nodded once. Didn’t look up.

“Everything funneled through one channel now?”

“Yes.”

“And if someone tries to bypass it?”

“Let’s just say they’re not going to get far.”

“Good.”

She reached for a folder on her desk, sighing again. Her focus was drifting like she was already mentally out the door. Whatever had happened out there, whoever she’d met, had put a damper in her energy. Her sharp edges had dulled, the brightness of her aura dimming into shadows.

“Take the rest of the day off, Mr. Hayes. We’ll continue where we left off tomorrow.”

“Understood. Thank you, Mistress.”

I left quickly, my heart heavy with something I couldn’t really name.


Chapter 11
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All I’d wanted to do was understand her.

I never thought I could fuck it all up like this.

The next day, I was still back in Room 727 in spirit, reliving the things I’d seen. The things I’d read. Somehow I’d uncovered the truth about Mistress Tati, but the truth felt less like a breakthrough. It was more like a stone in my gut. Cold and undigested, threatening to rise into my mouth at any second.

I felt like an idiot. I’d gone hunting for a mask—something fake I could peel away one day to find the ‘real’ Tati underneath. But it hadn’t been a mask at all. It had been a shield. A suit of armor she’d built to protect herself because she was fucking afraid.

Because she’s been hurt before.

The more I mulled over the documents I’d skimmed through, the more things started to make sense. The puzzle pieces fitting together in a way I hadn’t noticed before: the obsessive discretion of the House. The contracts. How she wanted to control every client interaction down to the smallest detail. How she refused to show much or any emotion at all, wearing her Ice Queen persona like a badge of pride.

The way she kept me close enough to kneel, to serve, to reconstruct myself for her… but never close enough to believe I could actually touch her.

All this because I was able to hack into her inbox.

The documents I’d uncovered were a set of attachments on an email thread between Tati’s counsel and a firm in Paris. The subject line had read: RE: Settlement Compliance Review — Marceau Holdings.

The first attachment was a civil settlement involving an ex-client from Paris. A powerful man who’d drawn her into a relationship, but when she tried to leave, he turned dangerously possessive. Tried to scare her into staying by threatening to tell lies about her. Threatened to ruin her business.

Tati had to call on lawyers to make him stop. The terms of the settlement were brutal. Destruction of all private photos, video recordings, or phone call recordings from their time together in Paris. A ban on using blackmail or rumors to destroy the empire she’d built with her own hands.

The second file I’d opened was even worse.

An injunctive order.

I had no idea what ‘injunctive’ meant, but reading through it, the horror was right there on the page. This was a man who wasn’t used to following rules—unless he was in a playroom being barked at by a Mistress, that is. The order listed strict restrictions: no direct contact with Tati, no unscheduled appearances at her professional premises.

This Marceau bastard hadn’t just been a client—he’d been an obsessed predator. A stalker.

A sudden wave of nausea hit me. Was that the ‘client’ she’d gone to visit in Paris just recently? Had he been the visitor here the other day—the guy she’d felt compelled to meet? What if he’d found a way around the order?

What if she was getting drawn into his web again?

The cold stone lurched up higher and higher and I gulped back the bile in my throat. An even colder dread was already spreading through me: was I really any better than her ex? I’d used my skills to bypass her locks. I’d turned into an obsessed vampire, hunted out the one thing she’d probably spent years—and likely millions of dollars—trying to keep in the dark.

And she didn’t know I’d done it.

She didn’t know what I was capable of.

And that meant one thing was for sure: she could never find out I’d betrayed her trust.

Never.

* * *

The following week, I tried to keep myself busy. So busy I wouldn’t need to think about things I didn’t need to be thinking about. I threw myself into work, jumping on tasks before anybody asked and obsessively picking at the code.

But Mistress Tati’s cool predator eyes missed nothing.

I should’ve known that by now.

I didn’t look at Tati unless she addressed me directly. I just couldn’t, knowing what I knew about her. She moved through her House exactly the same, the majestic Mistress with that long gliding stride, the whisper of expensive silk and leather, her composure totally unbroken.

No one looking at her would ever guess the dark history she was carrying.

During briefings she’d ask me for updates in this cool, detached tone. So cool but I could catch something simmering underneath it, a wave of heat that made my throat feel like it was closing up.

Could she see the guilt on my face?

Could she see I was just a pet trying to prove my worth to the queen I’d just betrayed?

On Thursday afternoon, we sat together in Room 727 while she scrolled through the most recent permissions log, her eyes narrowed.

“Is the new system functioning as intended, Mr. Hayes?”

“Of course, Mistress.” I said. My own code, the very system I’d used to track her, glittered back at us from the monitor. There was no way she knew. Like a coward, I’d already covered my tracks, cleaned up the backend cache and the audit logs until they showed no evidence I’d ever been there.

Still, I held my breath. Waiting to see if she was going to slap me or do something worse. I hoped she couldn’t see the sweat prickling at my hairline.

She held my gaze for the longest time. The room around us grew so silent I could hear the ticking of the second hand on her wristwatch. There was no anger in her expression, but the look felt like a claim, a guileful probe that made desire flutter in my belly despite the guilt churning there.

There was no way she knew. But goddammit if I wasn’t falling even more in love with her…

I wanted to protect her, and I wished I could tell her that. I wanted to find this Marceau freak and erase him from the earth. She was so strong, stronger than I’d ever realized.And something about the way she held herself made my chest ache. I wanted to get past that wall, not to break it, just to be close enough to take some of the weight off her.

I hated the lies I had to keep between us, but the thought of losing her felt worse.

I looked back at the screen. “Is, uh, is there a problem?” I asked softly.

Tati’s lips parted slightly and she leaned in, as if she wanted to taste the air between us. I imagined the ghost of her breath on my skin, the way her lips had felt on mine, the way she could break me and make me without really trying.

She lit a cigarette. Drawing in deeply before exhaling a plume of smoke right into my face. Then, without breaking our stare, she crushed it out on the desk between us, the ember grinding into the perfect wood, dark ash smearing into ugly dust.

That was when I felt the bite of her heel sinking into the top of my shoe.

Pinning me for an agonizing second before she let go.

She finally responded.

“I thought I was the one asking the questions here, Mr. Hayes.”

* * *

After that, the House began to close in.

Extra security materialized at the side entrances, hulking forms in black who all looked like they’d sprouted from Brickhouse’s family tree. Doors that were usually kept open were locked up with signs spelling out ‘Restricted Access’ pinned on top. At the same time, a new cleaning crew arrived and worked from morning until night, dusting chandeliers and vacuuming floors and polishing old wood until everything shone.

It felt like the House of Surrender was getting a makeover of its own.

Then, dominatrices I didn’t recognize began drifting through the hallways. Some of them had devoted submissives trailing behind them, collared, primped figures kneeling in corners or led by leashes. Not all of them spoke English. It seemed they’d jetted in from all over the world—I heard snippets of Japanese, and what sounded like German or French.

I couldn’t figure out what was going on until I overheard the security team talking about prepping themselves for ‘Ascension Week’. With a little research I was able to piece the mystery together: Ascension Week was Mistress Tati’s elite annual conclave, where she mentored and trained both novices and veterans in the refined arts of domination.

The mornings came alive with group workshops, delivered by Tati and her closest apprentices. The evenings were dedicated for one-to-one coaching sessions and relaxing. The atmosphere would grow looser then, the dominas networking in the moonlit gardens, talking about whatever gorgeous, confident women who ruined men for sport talked about.

A part of me was relieved. It felt like the House—and Mistress Tati—was too busy to watch me, to notice my guilty conscience. Not to mention I had plenty of eye candy to keep myself distracted.

Slowly, the weight of what I’d done was fading away into the background—for the time being, at least…


Chapter 12
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Dinner had ended early. Laughter had rung down the stairwell earlier and the crack of a cane occasionally cut through the air somewhere deeper in the building, dommes and their submissives playing their roles for the evening. Now that Ascension Week was nearly over, most of the House drifted upstairs for late-night workshops or the garden terrace for entertainment.

Down here in the basement, it was quiet enough to hear my own thoughts. For the first time since I’d stepped foot into this mansion, nobody needed me. I was kept tucked away like a broom in a closet. Excluded, invisible.

I sat on the edge of my cot, rolling the little engraved padlock of my cage between my fingers. The metal clicked softly against itself again and again. I had nothing else to do so I did what I usually did.

I thought.

I thought about her.

A sudden sharp knock on my door made me almost fall off the bed.

Before I could react, three louder raps followed in quick succession. Sharp and impatient.

I rolled my eyes. “Yeah, yeah, I’m coming.”

It was probably old Miss Langley or Brickhouse coming to me about some complaint. IT gremlin to the rescue, as always.

I pulled the door open, then blinked when I realized no one was there. The dim corridor, which stretched out in both directions, appeared cold and deserted.

“Hello?”

I took a step forward and that was when I felt something brush against my foot. But then I noticed movement at the far end of the corridor. A flash of dark silk disappearing around the corner, leaving behind only a shadow that flickered under a malfunctioning lightbulb. The shadow of a statuesque figure with long, flowing hair.

My pulse quickened. “Mistress?”

I rushed after her as fast as I could. But when I turned the corner, all I saw was another long corridor stretching ahead of me. Empty. Silence all around me, like no one had ever been here.

Great, now I’m seeing things.

Creeped out, I hurried backwards to my room only to see what had been left just outside my door. It was a crimson envelope, laying on top of a box that was wrapped like a gift, with a ribbon tied on top.

A feverish heat gushed through me. So she had been here. Or had she? My fingers trembled a little as I picked up the envelope and box and went back to my room. Breaking open the seal carefully, I slid the note out of the envelope. The fever began to ravage me at the sight of the looping cursive script.

‘Rose, report to my personal dungeon at midnight. -T.S.’

That was it. I looked down at the box that had been left with the order. I untied the bow, my heart racing. Then, for a long moment, I just stared at the contents. Trying to understand, trying to analyze the thoughts of a woman who’d never made anything easy.

My fingers hovered over the lingerie, the wig, a rush of shame-laced sweat dripping under my arms as the realization sank in.

Hooker.

That was the word that flashed through my mind, ugly and blunt and impossible to ignore. Every single thing inside that box had been designed to transform a man—me—into a cheap, decorative sissy slut who held no control over what would happen to her.

My first thought was this had to be about punishing me. About embarrassing me. Somehow she’d found out what a fraud and liar I was, and she was going to make me suffer for it. Or…was this a sign that she wanted to take our relationship to the next level?

The guilt twisted in my gut again, sharper and bloodier now. But my decision to obey her felt right. I’d betrayed her privacy, and I realized that, yes, I was ready to dress up like a cheap female prostitute if it would mean a chance to make things right with her again.

It was the least I could do.

I hopped into the shower, making sure every crook and crevice of my body was squeaky clean. I shaved more carefully, moisturized my skin with so many layers I felt like a ball of butter. It was going to take a while for me to make myself over. I knew Mistress Tati expected nothing less than perfection—and I needed to present myself exactly the way she liked.

I’d thought transforming myself like this would get easier the more often I did it, but the truth was it hadn’t. Instead it only felt stranger, more disconcerting. Maybe it was because each time I did it, I felt it more. How far I was slipping, how easy it was getting to give her whatever she wanted.

At last I was almost finished, slipping the pink lacy G-string panties up over my smooth thighs. I adjusted my chest in the pink lace bralette—the bra cups had open cut-outs that had been padded with fake breasts, making them visible for the world to see. Black fishnet stockings slid all the way up, digging into my soft thigh flesh. The heels were sky-high pink patent platforms, strappy with thin ankle cuffs, forcing my feet into that arched, toe-pointed position that made my calves pop and my hips tilt helplessly.

The mirror drew me in like a hypnotist.

I wanted to look away from it…but I simply couldn’t.

I couldn’t look away from the girl standing there. A girl I couldn’t even recognize, in a classic bimbo-blonde wig, the thick black winged liner, colorless contacts, the contoured cheeks and the glossy, overlined pink lips. The pink popped against all the black like candy punishment.

“Hooker,” I whispered to myself. “You look exactly like a truck stop hooker that will spread her legs for a buck in some sleazy motel.”

That familiar knot pulled tight inside me again. Shame and desire braided so tightly together I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. I shivered. A couple more iterations of this and maybe Ricky wouldn’t even exist anymore. I was losing myself and I hated that it aroused me. I hated how sensual it felt to be so powerless at the hands of a woman. My clit strained inside my cage while my fingers brushed over my crotchless panties.

A hooker.

If this is what my Mistress wants me to be…then maybe that’s what I am.


Chapter 13
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At exactly midnight, I was standing outside Mistress Tatiana’s dungeon doors with my robe cinched tight around my waist. Shivers tingled down my spine as I remembered the last time I’d been in this dark, intimidating space.

The arched doors stood open tonight. I had to walk inside extremely slowly since my heels made me feel like I was standing on stilts. I paused as the familiar darkness surrounded me—the floral designs on the dark wood walls, the gleam of steel cuffs dangling from heavy chains, the glass cabinets displaying whips and paddles like museum pieces. The scent of leather and luscious perfume…and sex.

Whatever was about to happen tonight, I could feel the dangerous undercurrent in the air like static.

It was when I took another step inside that I froze.

Mistress Tati wasn’t alone.

A second dominatrix stood beside her, in front of a St. Andrew’s cross, laughing in conversation. A long-sleeved black latex bodysuit cloaked her lithe body and she had a whip coiled around her forearm. Her hair was straight and dyed pink and her face looked young enough to give off high school mean girl vibes.

They stopped speaking as soon as they noticed me.

Terror.

Pure terror flooded through my veins all at once, my hands tightening around the belt of my robe. What had I walked into? I felt like a lamb in the slaughterhouse—a delicious sacrifice for the two dominatrices now standing in gleaming latex and leather, both of them looking to claim me.

I could tell Mistress Tati had noticed my nerves, how I was quivering all over even though I was trying to put on a brave face. No surprise there—those eyes could pierce through my façade every single time.

Her gaze landed my robe.

I untied it immediately.

The fabric slipped open and fell away, leaving me shamelessly exposed between them—heels, lace, cage and all.

“Down,” Mistress Tati said softly.

I sank to the stone floor. Mistress Tati herself had never looked more terrifying, with a black latex suit covering her practically from throat to ankle, the latex shining like a liquid mirror, her bright hair loose over the length of her back as she studied me. For a second I thought I saw the corner of her mouth curl. Sneering at me. Or was I just seeing things again?

“Rose,” Mistress Tati said. “This is Mistress Kayla, a professional dominatrix working in Toronto.”

I inclined my head. “Mistress.”

“She’s flown in tonight for a private coaching session with me. You will be assisting us.”

Mistress Kayla crossed to me eagerly. I felt small, irreversibly small, as her confident stare claimed my obscene outfit. Her gloved fingers tilted my chin up. “Look at those eyes,” she whispered. “Beautiful. Like a frightened doe.” Her thumb raked across my lower lip, prying my mouth open just a bit. Her cruel eyes literally danced as I let out a small gasp. “Speak, sissy.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said quietly.

“Again.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Her gaze dropped to my crotchless panties. She bent down and cupped my privates without a drop of shame. “Are you chaste, girl?”

The heat boiled my throat. I glanced at Mistress Tati. She stood totally still and cool, watching me closely.

“Yes, Mistress,” I answered in the tiniest whisper.

“Plugged?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Very nice. You have a nice soft voice. You might be even prettier than my own sissy. She would’ve been very jealous if she saw you.” Kayla leaned into Tati, their shoulders brushing in a way that made my eyes narrow. “Lucky, lucky girl, Tee. Your pet looks well-trained.”

“She’s learning.”

“Learning what?”

“That obedience is easy.” Mistress Tati paused. “That true surrender is far more than just obedience.”

That made her turn her face back to me. There was nothing obvious in her expression, but something sharpened between her brows and I felt it like a blade leaving its sheath.

Fear spilled down my ribs at once. What the hell had she meant by that? Did she suspect something?

No. I pushed the thought away from pure fear. She can’t. She just can’t.

Mistress Kayla hummed. “Oooh, sounds like this sissy is in trouble! Maybe you’re due for a spanking? In Canada, we’re big fans of needlework. Acupuncture needles, push needles. Even sewing needles.” She burst out laughing. “Ha! I’m just kidding, slut. Should’ve seen your face.” She choked my cheeks together in a sharp grip. “You’re prettier when you’re scared.”

Mistress Tati’s voice slashed through. “Leash her.”

Mistress Kayla wasted no time following orders. A leather collar went quickly around my neck and a chain leash was clipped onto it. She yanked on the leash, causing me to stumble forward with awkward steps in my pink heels. When I saw what I was being led to, my stomach curdled. It was a dark-stained wooden stock. The wood looked rigid and heavy and promised no escape. There would be no hiding my slutty makeup or sexualized body if I was locked in there, displayed and degraded.

I was twisted into a cramped position, with my knees on the platform and my ass high in the air. My neck was forced through the hole, my wrists shoved in. The wood closed shut with a snap.

Mistress Tati’s face appeared in front of me.

I sucked in a breath.

Her fingers slipped through my wig, tilting my head back until I was forced to look directly into her eyes.

“You will hold this position,” she said quietly.

“Yes, Mistress.”

She held my gaze for several seconds, as if she had more to say to me. The dark blue eyes I’d fallen madly for felt like nothing more than ice crystals, but even then I knew I still loved her. Even with what I’d discovered about her, things I never should’ve known, I couldn’t get how attractive she was out of my mind. Her past only made me feel…closer to her. She felt more real, more human, and funnily enough, more like the girl in my lakehouse dream.

I wanted to tell her I was sorry.

My heart thumped but then she simply shook her head and left me there.

What is she thinking?

Does she know?

My heart sank. I watched as the two Mistresses crossed the room towards a thick padded post, where they practiced for several minutes, talking in low voices, ping-ponging questions at each other. Leather whips snapped again and again and again, my knees getting weaker and weaker the more I watched them at work. At one point Mistress Tati lifted two whips and began rotating her wrists in slow circles, the leather tracing dual hypnotic arcs through the air. The sight flooded me with a lust so strong it seared through my body like molten lava.

“The Florentine,” she stated to Mistress Kayla. “Quite difficult to master, but beautiful, is it not?”

At that point I couldn’t even breathe.

It was almost impossible not to be aroused by my Mistress when she looked like that—all long limbs and perfectly smooth hair and curves in that long-sleeved, high-neck catsuit. The authority zinged off her like lightning bolts. Her power was so effortless and that was just it, wasn’t it? That was why she was terrifying.

When the practice session was over, Mistress Tati strode over to me, slowly unrolling a bullwhip before handing it to Mistress Kayla.

“This is good for warming up,” Mistress Tati said. “Go slow at first. Remember the safe zones—the thighs and the buttocks.”

Mistress Kayla bopped me on the nose. “Shall we see how long it takes to break you, ma chérie?”

I simply nodded, blushing, knowing what was coming next.


Chapter 14
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The leather brushed across my thigh first, teasing, testing.

My whole body shivered.

Mistress Tati stood in front of me, so close I could see the muscles in her thighs shift as she breathed and waited. I could see the tight dip of her waist, her sculpted ribs, and the curvy hint of her chest, the black latex so tight they look vacuum-sealed.

The sudden rustle of air along my back made every nerve ending wake up at once.

Crack. A bright line of heat seared across my backside, making my toes curl in my heels. My fingers tightened inside the wooden cuffs while I forced myself to breathe evenly.

Then—crack!

I arched instinctively against the stocks, a sharp breath ripping out of me before I could stop it.

“Look at you!” Mistress Kayla crooned. “Look at your ass, shaking. Wish you could see how beautiful it looks, Tee.”

Her whip swung again, a stripe of heat that made all my nerves light up like live wires.

There was only silence in front of me.

When I forced my eyes up, she was standing exactly where she’d been before. Watching me. Her powerful gaze steady and narrow, watching me suffer for her. Was she waiting for me to slip up? Was she waiting for me to break? Or to see if I was worth keeping at all?

I just want you to be happy with me.

She never looked over at the whip. Not even once. She was observing my face instead, studying every tremor and gasp while Kayla continued striking under her direction. The fact that she was meditating on my face, the way it flinched and tensed while she orchestrated the pain inflicted upon my feminized body, was doing something to me. My muscles tightened with heat, my cock surging. Being this close to her, having her witness my suffering, was possibly the closest thing to euphoria I’d felt.

“Lower.”

Mistress Tati’s command floated somewhere above me. Her voice rushed through me like I was drifting, out at sea, helpless to the power of the tide.

Mistress Kayla responded instantly, the lash cutting at me somewhere over my left thigh.

“Good. Again.”

I felt the heat of her stare everywhere in my body. There was nothing left for me to cover up. She towered over me, steady as a sentinel, soaking in my pain, my surrender. Getting off on it.

“Again.”

The pain became electric, morphing itself into an addictive ache I couldn’t stop chasing.

“Again.”

My cage pressed tight against my body while a helpless slickness gathered beneath me, my body involuntarily reacting to every second of her gaze.

“Switch to the cat.”

The whip cracks stopped. Tools were exchanged. When the strikes began again, they were thuds. Deep thuds that spread across my skin in bands of delicious pain. I trembled as a pressure built inside me, a dark need tightening, desperate for release.

I was pretty sure I was dreaming now. Dreaming or sinking. Sinking into the pits of that cold, dark lake, except I’d found her. I was hanging onto her. No—she was hanging on to me. Holding me. Protecting me with the strength I no longer had. With each thud of the leather, I was back in Playroom Eight, reveling in the sizzle of her kissing me. Our bodies so close.

She was giving me a new way to breathe.

If this is what drowning is…hell, please don’t save me.

I needed her to keep watching me, even though I was feeling so vulnerable. I wanted to cry out her name. I wanted her to be the one beating me.

But she never touched me, though she owned the moment completely.

The leather kept landing against my ass while Tati stood inches from my face, her attention fixed on the way my breath faltered, the way my back arched, the way my eyes struggled to stay open under the growing fire spreading through me. Monitoring how much I could hold, so things would never go too far.

“Stop.”

My eyes drifted closed. The waft of her spiced perfume told me she’d moved to the back to assess what had been done to me.

Whispers. The cold, rubber fingers of Mistress Kayla prodding my plug. The thing slipped free with a quick yet oddly satisfying stretching sensation. I knew my anus was pulsating earnestly, exposing its wet, rosy secret. The proof I’d not only enjoyed my submission but had shamelessly surrendered to the depth of it.

“That’s a pretty pussy.” The drawl of Mistress Kayla made my face flush. “Have you fucked her yet?”

“No.”

“Too tight?”

Silence again.

A chuckle from Kayla. “Possessive?”

I clenched my teeth, trying not to listen, but I needed to hear Mistress Tati’s answer. To see if it would give me another precious clue. I needed to know why she hadn’t taken me yet.

But Mistress Tati didn’t respond. The silence was like a heavy fog rolling in, blanketing the air with tension, unspoken secrets. I could tell Mistress Kayla had sensed the change in mood and knew not to prod her. Anyone who knew Mistress Tati knew she was a deeply private person, after all. So instead, Kayla flittered back to the stocks, releasing me from their confines and then pulling me upright.I stumbled, helpless and weak, swamped by the fiery, throbbing pain on my thighs and butt.

“Rose, show your gratitude for Mistress Kayla’s lesson,” Mistress Tati ordered.

Down on my scarred knees, I reached for Mistress Kayla’s thigh-high latex boots. Leaned my forehead on the steel reinforced heels. I gathered up enough energy to murmur a thank you in a soft, tinkling tone. Mistress Kayla gave me a few pets on the head.

“And thank you, Tee, for bringing such a nice little pet for me to play with.”

“It was good to practice together.”

Mistress Kayla laughed. A breathy sound that was unmistakeably flirtatious. “I miss the times we did more than practice, ma chérie.”

I was shocked when I saw Mistress Kayla lean in and kiss Tati on the mouth, their mouths sliding into an intense, sensual kiss.

I could see Mistress Tati shiver, clearly taken in by the pink-haired domina’s advances. I tried not to stare, tried to camouflage my surprise. So clearly they had a history together. Yet another part of her story I hadn’t been a part of.

Mistress Tati suddenly retreated, her posture stiffening as if she’d remembered I was still there. An unwanted audience.

“Baby, you can’t blame me,” Kayla purred. “I’m such a sadist and horny right now. Come have another glass with me with me out on the terrace?”

Mistress Tati didn’t smile. “Stay in the lounge. I’ll find you there.”

“I knew you’d take care of me,” Kayla said, lashes fluttering, giving her a final peck on the cheek. She looked down at me one final time. “Such a lovely ruin you are, Rose. I’m sure my sissy would like to play with you one day.”

She sauntered away, boots clicking, her pink hair swinging over one shoulder. Mistress Kayla’s footsteps faded down the corridor until the dungeon doors closed with a heavy boom that rolled through the stone floor beneath my knees.

For a few seconds Mistress Tati didn’t move.

She stood near the center of the room with her back partially turned, the low dungeon lights sliding over the smooth black of her latex suit. I stayed where I was, feeling naked and degraded in my heels and lace-clad body, my fake breasts still exposed, my skin still burning. The room suddenly felt colder now that Kayla was gone. I wrapped my arms around myself without thinking.

I’d always felt so exposed around Tati. Even more so now, with nowhere to hide, no shadows to blend into.

Finally she spoke.

“Come here, Rose.”

My legs trembled as I pushed myself upright. The rush of blood made my vision blur for a second. I steadied myself against the stocks and inched toward her slowly. The backs of my thighs were throbbing where the lashes had landed. I tried to keep my breathing controlled. Tried to keep my shoulders straight.

Tried not to look like a total mess.

As I stepped closer, I could feel the heat of her gaze like I’d just stood too close to an open flame. Her callous eyes moved through my body so slowly. A possessive huntress absorbing every inch of the prey she was going to devour.

I suddenly became painfully aware of the fall of my wig on my shoulders. The bright pink lipstick that was probably smeared all over my face by now. The contacts she’d made me wear so she could admire my hazel eyes.

A shiver raced through me.

I knew what she was seeing.

She’d painted over me, redesigned me into something gentler than the man who’d walked into her House months ago. And each time she called me in, I was changing myself a little bit more to fit her vision. And she was making it harder and harder for me to deny how good I felt when I was like this. A sissy girl.

The spell broke when she spoke.

“Lie down on your stomach.”

She had her arm extended towards a long padded table that looked like something you’d find in a spa.

It felt like sinking into an enormous pillow stuffed with clouds. A sigh of relief escaped my lips as my knees turned sideways and I lowered myself until my belly was flush against the soft foam. If my body wasn’t still being pumped full of adrenaline I was pretty sure I would’ve started snoring right then and there.

Something soft dipped into my lower back. Skin. Her palms. The touch was cool at first, then warm as her fingers began to move slowly over my flaming skin, assessing the red welts that streaked my backside.

“You took your beating well,” she said.

Heat pricked through my veins at the compliment. “Thank you, Mistress.”

Footsteps behind me. Then came the sweet coolness of cloth against my tortured skin. The relief was instant, almost overwhelming. The line of my lace thong was lifted as she swept the cloth underneath. She pressed against one of the welts, gently holding it there until the fire began to soften.

“Does this feel good?”

“Yes. It feels…like heaven.”

The contrast between the earlier pain and the soothing pressure of her hands was intoxicating. She worked in silence for several minutes with those powerful fingers. Every place she touched was healing me. Not just my flesh, but also the bruised places I still couldn’t show her. The pieces that still wanted to disappear completely.

At last, she stopped. I pushed myself up slowly, not wanting this to end just yet. I wanted this quiet, peaceful connection to last just a little longer.

But Mistress Tati handed me a fresh silk robe and then dismissed me.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said softly, “for your kindness and your care.”

I offered a respectful bow and turned toward the door. Leaving behind just the memory of her presence and the pressing scent of the dungeon air. I’d almost reached the arched doors when it hit me. I didn’t deserve any of this. Not her kindness, or her guidance, or her praise. My lips parted, my legs freezing. But could I really tell her what I’d done? That I’d soiled—no, violated—whatever we were starting to have?

No. I just couldn’t. Not now—not when she was happy with me. Not when I was about to leave her dungeon on such good terms. And maybe she didn’t need to know. I could keep her secret mine forever. People kept secrets, even in the closest of relationships. Right?

“Rose.”

I flinched.

Mistress Tati was standing a few paces behind me. She closed the space between us with two graceful steps and the tension grew, thick and suffocating. The air turned charged, electricity sizzling between us.

“You’re trying so hard lately,” she whispered.

She lifted a hand to my jaw, stroking it. I leaned into the warmth of her skin. Chased the sensation with everything I had. She let her fingers glide down my neck. Feeding on my hunger for her approval.

“You seem to be afraid of me,” she said.”

She let the accusation hang in the air between us. Heavy. Implacable. Unshakable.

“Why is that, Rose?”

My mind raced. What could I tell her? My skin was coming alive with desire, but that beautiful feeling was being spoiled by the stupid crime I’d committed.

“I…I don’t ever want to let you down,” I said, swallowing.

Her eyes searched mine. “You scare easily,” she said slowly. “But you always seem to be afraid of the wrong things.”

I didn’t say anything.

She dropped her hand, stepping away from me, but something in the air changed between us. The weight of what I was hiding, what she could be starting to suspect, was finally starting to crush me. I felt my eyes water and blinked furiously to fight back the tears. My body felt like it was being ripped in half. Which way do I go?

I hated this—hated feeling guilty—but I needed this to remain a secret. For my sake. For our sake.

“Mistress,” I began, my throat tightening.

I forced myself to meet her gaze, but I was surprised to see her eyes had softened. Her hand moved to the edge of my robe that was falling off my shoulder and she pulled it up, smoothed it over gently. The gesture was so unexpected, so fucking tender, that a lump formed in my throat.

“If you have something you wish to tell me,” she said at last, “You may.”

I shuddered at the words.

That was it.

The opening.

The truth clawed against the back of my teeth like an animal desperate to escape.

Tell her.

Tell. Her.

The animal inside me threatened to tear its way out of my throat.

I took a deep breath. “I have nothing to say, Mistress.”

I had to fight to stay still under that unblinking stare, to stop myself from sagging. My heart pounded faster and faster. The backs of my knees quivered.

Mistress Tati leaned forward until her mouth was only an inch from mine. The warmth of her breath sent sparks flying through my entire body. It should’ve felt romantic, an almost-kiss, tender and quiet. Except it didn’t. There was something tight and sinister under the surface of her expression, something that was coiled and ready to snap like an invisible whip. It made my stomach drop, made me feel like a gazelle standing on a cliffside, trapped between the jaws of a tiger.

She spoke.

“Never underestimate me, Rose,” she spat into my lips. “Never. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Do you really?”

“Yes!”

“Then get out.”

Outside, the silence of the corridors haunted me as I made my escape. It was only when I’d run down the basement stairs that it finally dawned on me. She knew. She fucking knew.

She was simply waiting. Waiting to see what I would do…

And the fact that I hadn’t confessed when she’d given me the chance to was going to kill me slowly.


Chapter 15
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In the end, it was the music that pulled me in.

I stood rooted in the deserted hallway, listening to it for several minutes with my mouth open in a trance. It was a siren song. Beautiful in a way that hurt. My feet moved in the direction of the melody, with those minor chords cresting over and over again in tense, haunting waves.

I knew it had to be her. Only Tatiana Sting could make something so tormentingly beautiful.

The source of the piano turned out to be the room just off the third-floor landing, tucked beside the railing overlooking the floor below. My hand hovered over the brass handle. This felt like trespassing. It was. The music wasn’t meant for my ears.

But did that really matter if tonight was my last day at the House of Surrender?

My heart clenched tight as a stone. The guilt that had been sitting inside my chest had morphed into a monster in the last two days, since Mistress Tati had basically hinted to me in her private dungeon that she wasn’t stupid.

“Never underestimate me.”

But that’s exactly what I’d done, and I felt like the biggest idiot. How could I have even thought I could get away with a crime like that knowing how intelligent and perceptive she was? I hadn’t just been reckless and stupid, I’d insulted her. Her power. Her brilliance. Everything. Now I had to make things right. Even if that meant being thrown out of the House and whatever strange, intoxicating world she’d allowed me to glimpse inside it.

I’d already accepted that tonight would be my last night here at the mansion. I’d sort of planned things out in my head: the payments Tati had already made would be more than enough to keep me afloat for a few solid months. If I didn’t end up finding another job, I could call up my brother Ryan. Ask if I could crash at his place for a while, until I figured out my next move. It would be embarrassing as hell, but better than starving to death in the streets. Better than being a man with no integrity.

The brass handle had warmed underneath my fingers. Praying the handle wouldn’t squeak, I twisted it and quietly crept onto the carpeted floor of the music room.

And there she was.

The piano was dead center in the room, angled halfway towards the curved bay windows framed by pulled-back curtains. Mistress Tati sat at the piano bench, wearing a long, black silk dress. Her hair was a dark river of red, spilling over one shoulder. The light of the moon hit her through the glass, giving her an otherworldly glow.

It almost felt like I was seeing her for the first time all over again. Knowing that it would also be my last cracked something inside me. Leaning against the wall, I watched her silently, just listening to her play, careful not to interrupt or distract her.

Her fingers slid and fluttered along the keys, her head moving slightly as she concentrated. I had no idea what the melody was, but it felt like a classical piece. Maybe even a vaguely familiar one, one I’d come across in a game or something.

The music piece erupted like ocean waves crashing against the shore, rough and restless. Untamed. Then it dropped into its final chord. It dragged low but unexpectedly sharp before fading away into a mellowed tinkle.

Then the silence fell. So heavy I was frozen in place for what felt like a full minute, trying frantically to decide if I should clap or not.

She swiveled slowly on the bench to face me. She wasn’t wearing any makeup and in the soft light, she looked younger, tanner. Infinitely more dangerous. Her gaze dipped, sweeping over my rumpled shirt, my bare feet, the dark puffiness under my eyes.

The undeniable fact of my uninvited presence.

“How did you find me in here?” she asked.

“I heard the music,” I choked out. “I… followed it. Y-You play so beautifully.”

Her brow arched. “You couldn’t sleep.”

“Yeah. I’m sorry for intruding. I’m sorry—”

She raised a palm. “Stop. Take a breath first. I will not have you hyperventilating in my presence.” She pointed to a stool by the wall.

Flustered, my knees finally gave out, and I sank onto the edge of the nearby chair. “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” Then it all poured out of me, like a pile of vomit. “I know about Marceau!”

What had I been expecting? For her to jump in shock, to gasp, or slap me across the face now that I’d uttered her ex’s name? Did she even know how far I’d snooped?

Of course, Tati didn’t do anything I’d been expecting. She didn’t even blink as she sat there like a queen. Was she waiting? Waiting to see if I was brave enough to finish what I’d started?

“I mean, I know everything,” I whispered. I wrapped my arms around myself. “About the settlement. I read the files the day you had the visitor. I—I couldn’t help myself. I broke into your laptop and that’s where I found them. I read everything.” My breath hitched. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry! I didn’t have any malicious intentions—I was just curious about you, that’s all. It was a disgusting thing to do, and then I lied about it!”

Once again, I braced for the storm. For the icy fury that would freeze me over.

It didn’t come.

For a heartbeat, there was nothing. Then I saw it. The smallest crack. Her pupils dilated, black swallowing the blue in a primal flare. I felt like a child, a stupid child and a jerk to boot. But then she pulled back, smoothing over the crack, until her face settled back into the same calm, terrifyingly unreadable stillness.

“The problem is not your curiosity, Ricky,” she said. She uncrossed her legs, recrossed them the other way. “The problem is trust.”

I wanted to shrivel away, to disappear into dust on the carpet.

“Surrendering depends on rules. Clear, inviolable rules. They are not a cage to restrain you. They exist to protect the submissive from himself. And they protect the Dominant from what he might otherwise take.” Her gaze pinned me. “You broke that structure. You entered a room I did not open for you.”

The logic thwacked me in the ribs like the blade of an axe. I doubled over, palms covering my face. I’d sinned. I hadn’t just made a stupid mistake. I’d damaged something sacred between us, something I didn’t even understand yet. Something I’d been begging her to let me be part of.

“I understand,” I whispered lamely, then swallowed, pausing for time. If I was going to be ruined tonight, I might as well die knowing the truth. “I’m sorry about what happened to you in Paris. About what Marceau did to you. I really hope he never hurt you. I mean, with his hands. Because…” I inhaled shakily. “…that would break me too.”

A sharp, brittle laugh cut through the room. “That,” she said, the corner of her top lip curling like she could barely stomach my pity, “is not your concern.”

“But it is,” I pushed. “Because it’s a part of you. And you and I both know we don’t have a normal employee-boss relationship. It’s something more.”

Those blue jewels flashed. “If you believe you know everything about me after reading a few words about one of my encounters, you, my dear, are a fool.”

One of my encounters? The world swayed under my sneakers. Had it just been an encounter? Not a relationship? I’d skimmed those documents and built an entire story in my head. But what if I’d been wrong? About everything. It wouldn’t be the first time I’d been fucking wrong.

I closed my eyes, digging my nails into the skin through the fabric of my jeans. The only thing that had kept me sane all these days was the illusion I understood her just a little better now. That I’d finally had a genuine glimpse into the complex layers beneath that cold exterior. Was I back to square one again? I couldn’t bear the thought.

I opened my eyes, forcing myself to look at her. The beautiful, mysterious woman who still remained a total mystery to me.

“Maybe I am a fool,” I whispered at last. “Maybe I’m a big dumbo. But I can’t help it. I care about you, Mistress. Because I’m not…I’m not just in love with Tati the Dominatrix. I’m in love with you. All of you.”

Of all the days I could’ve said the ‘L’ word, of all the times I could’ve picked while we were alone, it was obvious I’d chosen the absolute worst. The temperature in the room plunged instantly. Tati didn’t move, but I felt her retreat, like she’d stepped back behind a wall of reinforced glass. All hints of the woman who’d played heartbreaking music in the dark were gone, sealed away.

“Loving me,” she said, her voice perfectly, terrifyingly even, “is a luxury you have not—or will ever—earn.”

She let the words hang, let them cut to the fucking bone. “You have failed to prove the absolute minimum, Ricky. You have failed to demonstrate you respect the most basic of boundaries I draw. And you are entitled enough to expect to be rewarded for your acts of gross indecency.”

She turned back to the piano and closed the lid over the keys with a final thud.

“You underestimate how much I know you. I am intimate with every inch of not just your body, Ricky, but also your psyche. Do you truly believe I was oblivious on that particular day you were left to your own devices and decided you could access my personal files? I knew what you had done the minute I returned and saw you hovering near my laptop. You are a terrible liar. Every word, every expression gave you away. You might be smart with a computer, but you fail at the basics of relationship building. Of what it means to respect a woman. Of what it means to respect your Mistress.” She stood, pushed the bench back to its place with a shove of her foot. “You were too busy trying to psychoanalyze me that you failed to notice I have been doing the same to you from the very moment we first met, and doing a much better job at it.”

My brain was still trying to catch up with the hostility in her words. My chest squeezed so tight I couldn’t breathe. My face prickled with shame.

I’m sorry. God, I’m sorry.

The sound of her steps rustled through the room as she closed in on my broken form.

“Since you cannot handle basic decency,” she said, “you will return to what you can handle: my rules. Go to the Pink Room. Prepare your body for me. Remind yourself who owns it.”

She disappeared out of my line of vision as I started trembling uncontrollably. The Pink Room. Suddenly I had the cold, cold realization that this really was the beginning of the end. This was her version of exile. My last supper, so to speak. She couldn’t have made it clearer—she’d never give me the chance to love her. The only apology she’d accept would be reclaiming my body, submitting for her one last time, and then she’d be done with me.

The story of Tati and Rose would be over, just as quickly as it had started.

I reached for the door and pulled it open, forcing myself to move. It would all be over soon, just like I’d predicted, and I had to keep myself mentally prepared. But beneath the dread and the horrible finality of it all, something else was rising up slow inside me. Even now, even after everything I’d done, she still wanted me to prepare myself for her. To offer my body back under her control.

Even if she planned to fire me in an hour…for the next sixty minutes, I was still hers to command. And it was sending dark, electric sparks through my shame. I was terrified of the end, yes, but I was also desperately, helplessly aroused by the fact that Mistress Tati wasn’t finished with me.

Because right now, I still belonged to her.

Right now, she still hadn’t let me go.

I stumbled out into the hallway, but before the door swung shut I couldn’t help glancing back.

Mistress Tati hadn’t moved. She was staring at the closed lid of the piano, her hands resting in her lap. After a full minute, she stood and walked to the sideboard. She poured two fingers of Lagavulin into a heavy crystal tumbler.

She lifted the glass and held it there, watching the liquid catch the moonlight. Her own reflection was staring back at her from the elaborate faceted bottom of the crystal glass. Fractured. Multiple. A woman being pulled in different directions.

She set the full glass down on the sideboard without taking a single sip.

I’d seen enough. I closed the door as quietly as I could, and ran.


Chapter 16
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The mirrors were already waiting for me in the Pink Room.

My breath quickened as I stepped inside. The Pink Room vanity stood against one wall. I couldn’t bear to look at myself in the simple vanity mirror. I looked terrible. Pale, nerdy, boyish. Guilty. I picked up one of the contact lens cases sitting by the vanity. Had they been placed there by Mistress Tati?

Cupping the little plastic blob in one finger, I slid it onto my left eyeball and blinked them into place. I did the same with my right eye. I already looked better. My heartbeat relaxed—just a little.

I’d destroyed everything—her rules, her trust, the space she’d built for me—and now it was too late. If I couldn’t fix what I’d done, then maybe I could at least give her one last thing in return: my body.

It would be better than a measly apology.

I reached for the makeup. A palette of eyeshadow sat on the countertop next to a tube of mascara and several lip gloss and lipstick tubes. With my heart pattering and my skin prickling, I made myself over for her for the last time. Pink and bronze shadows glazed over my lids to bring out the blue in my hazel eyes. A thin line of liquid eyeliner and a few coats of mascara to make them pop. A layer of translucent powder to fix my oily zones. Coral-pink lipstick with a matching gloss on top to make my mouth soft and plush.

Little by little, my identity fell away, and someone called Rose was slowly emerging from her cocoon. I admired her in the mirror for a long, slow second. Her pretty eyes. The long, dark lashes. She wasn’t complete without a wig, though. I found the shoulder-length blonde one I’d worn for the poolhouse among the many others sitting on the shelves and fitted it over my scalp, making sure I tucked my own hair underneath.

When I looked up again, I shivered.

There she was.

The pretty blonde stranger wearing my face.

I looked around the room with my pulse crashing in my ears, wondering what I should wear. My eyes darted over the racks of possibilities. The sheer volume was dizzying. Dresses upon dresses, cotton whispering against satin, lace teasing silk, every cut and color you could imagine. How could I even begin to make up my mind? Would a long dress or a short dress be better? Cotton or satin or silk? What color would I look my best in? Would it clash with my makeup?

I was starting to panic. My fingers reached for the simplest thing I could find. A flowy pink dress with cap sleeves. Yes. It would be easy to put on. Kind of cute. Comfy, even. And it would even cover up my body.

I started to change. I had one arm half out of my shirt when I stopped.

That isn’t what tonight is supposed to be.

“What the hell is it supposed to be, then?” I snapped at my reflection. I was a losing man anyway. Yes, a man. That was who would be left when she was finished with me and I’d be walking out of here.

“Let’s just get this the hell over with.” Unbuckling my jeans, I wiggled them halfway down my legs when I stopped again. The answer came in an adrenaline rush, like a bug fix that had suddenly clicked after hours of me staring at a screen.

Atonement.

The word came to me in Mistress Tati’s voice. I stared down at the flowy pink dress, exhaling slowly. Of course I’d picked the easiest option. Of course I had. That was what I always did: stay close to the line. Don’t push too far. Don’t risk too much. And look where that had gotten me.

Now I had to atone in the only language my Mistress would accept from me: submission. True surrender. Offering her not only my flesh and my virgin ass, but also my deepest fears and shame.

The floor felt unsteady beneath me, the fear flowing through me in a slow, molten tide. I balled up the pink dress, flung it to the other end of the room. Blood pounded hard at my temples as I rifled through the racks again.

Inside, my brain screamed at me: Quick. Quick! She’ll be here any minute.

My attention flittered from outfit to outfit, then finally landed on a white babydoll nightie. My mouth dried up as I took it out of the padded hanger and held it in my hands. It felt like something stolen from some bride’s fantasy—except no bride would ever wear this. Delicate organza so thin it was practically mist, scattered with tiny embroidered hearts that caught the light and shimmered like stars. The cups (well, practically the entire nightie) were see-through. Below the cups, the babydoll skirt flared out in floaty layers of tulle, short enough that even standing still it would barely skim the tops of my thighs.

The babydoll nightie felt virginal. Innocent but slutty at the same time.

The kind of thing a man would imagine peeling off a trembling girl on her wedding night.

Except I was the one about to wear it.

My fingers shook as I lifted the matching thong from the pile. It was the same shade of white, same tiny hearts stitched along the front waistband, the back nothing but the narrowest strip of fabric that would disappear between my ass cheeks.

The most private parts of me would be fully exposed. Ready for claiming.

I stripped properly this time, my skin ringing as the air hit it, and stepped into the thong. Carefully I lifted the babydoll over my head and slid it down my body. It settled onto my hips with a barely-there hush, so delicate it felt like I wasn’t wearing anything at all.

Turning away from the vanity, I finally faced the star of the room. Six full-length mirrors, framed in gold, arranged in a perfect hexagon and creating a circle around a plush pink rug the color of candied almonds.

Even from where I was standing, I could see the infinite regression beginning. A nightmare if you were the sort of person who couldn’t even stand seeing your own face, let alone twenty times in all different directions.

I was once that person. During my first visit to the Pink Room, I was just Ricky Hayes, an unemployed web designer with a maxed-out credit card and a soul-deep shame. But inside that circle, under Tati’s guidance, I’d first been stripped away before the feminine version of myself had been forced to look herself in the eye.

I was a different person now.

I took the deepest breath I could before I walked inside the circle.

The world instantly exploded into greenish reflections. I saw the blonde, wide-eyed girl I’d become, with her shaved legs pale, her posture just slightly tense. I saw her curves and her exposed nipples and the tempting line of my throat.

And I didn’t look away.

I couldn’t stop the blush crawling up my neck, burning my cheeks. My cage was already warm from my body heat, already uncomfortably tight.

I knelt there, trapped in a prism of who I’d become, for what felt like hours.

Then I heard the firm click of the door opening.

My breath caught, and suddenly the tiniest flicker of doubt squeezed my chest.

What if she hates what she sees?

What if it’s too much? Too desperate?

What if she doesn’t think this is enough?

But all my thoughts disappeared the second she strode into the circle.

Her presence charged the air instantly with her power. Her dark dominance. My flesh woke up. My breaths shortened. She’d changed her outfit. In place of the black wrap dress were tailored black trousers and a simple black satin camisole. Her hair was pulled back in a neat, low knot. Her red lip was back, along with the rest of her signature makeup. In one hand, she carried a long, black case and in the other, a smaller pouch of black velvet. Something about the outfit reminded me more of the finance prodigy of her former self.

She set the case and pouch on the low bench just outside the circle. Finally, she turned, and her eyes found mine in the glass.

She looked me up and down, her face painfully stoic as she inspected me. All my muscles felt jittery while I waited for the verdict.

“Get up.”

She reached out and gently raised my chin. Her thumb swiped over the edge of my lipstick, fixing a smudge I’d missed. Then her attention dipped to what I was wearing. I could tell she liked it from her body language—the way she kept staring at me, the tiniest hitch of her breath.

“Get into position on the chaise,” she instructed. “On your stomach with your arms above your head.”

The chaise lounge sat at the edge of the circle, and this time, several black restraints were coiled through metal rings fixed at its corners. I lay down on the velvet with my heart beating so hard I could feel the vibration in the back of my teeth.

She stood close, fixing the straps in quick succession. First, my wrists. Stretched out, bound in front of me in a helpless stance. Then my ankles. Connecting the wrist and ankle cuffs together was her perfectly designed centerpiece—a padded collar that wrapped around my neck and tied every part of the system together with thick black bands. As she secured me, I felt my feet being hoisted up in the air while my thighs spread wide, then wider. Obscenely wide, the air kissing my ass and every exposed inch of my crack. My babydoll rode up helplessly, the sheer skirt bunching around my waist, my thong doing nothing to hide the steel cage or the way my cock strained uselessly inside it.

The worst part of it all was the harness forced my head back, tilting back just enough that I had to look up at her…or at the mirrors.

I couldn’t close my legs. Couldn’t hide. Couldn’t even turn my head away from the sight of myself—dressed like a desperate little bride in a porno, bound obscenely, like a hogtied pig.

“Beautiful,” Mistress Tati whispered, her voice low. Hungry. “I’ve been waiting for a day like this for a long time.”

I shivered, then stole a glance at the mirrors. My restraints had arched my back just enough to thrust my chest forward, the babydoll’s lace cups gaping, my nipples stiff and visible through the hearts.

I looked…ruined already. And she hadn’t even touched me yet.

Mistress Tati brought in the black case, clicked open the latches. Inside, nestled in foam, was a harness, and next to it lay a cock. A silicone cock. Thick, veined, a deep matte black. It was the same one from the poolhouse.

It was the cock that would help her fulfill the promise she’d once made to me.

“The next time it will be a cock filling you. My cock.”

A wave of fear washed through me, followed instantly by a surge of desire so intense it felt like nausea.

I watched as she lazily stepped into the harness, tightened the straps around her hips and thighs before attaching the silicone shaft. She was now armed. Transformed into something terrifyingly, irrationally arousing: a goddess with a new tool of punishment.

She approached me calmly, let the tip of her cock smack once against my soft lips. Then she made me blow her. She didn’t say a single word as I serviced her. It felt sick, twisted…but delicious. When she was satisfied she picked up her velvet pouch and pulled out a bottle of lube. Slicking a general amount between her palms, she glided it over her shaft, letting me watch as she slowly worked it up and down until it glistened with her masculine power.

Finally, she stepped behind me.

For a moment the world hovered. Mistress Tati had told me so many times she owned my body, and for the first time, she would show me how she would use it.

I felt the cool, slick press of her fingers first as she lubed the cleft between my buttocks. I shivered, my entrance already throbbing excitedly from the memory of my plugs. I was loose enough now, stretched from the hours I’d spent secretly practicing.

“You wanted to get to know me,” Mistress Tati said, her voice low and conversational, like we were just talking about the weather. Her fingers slid inside me. Checking. Testing with her expert touch.

I whimpered. “Yes, Mistress…I did…”

“Rose, this is who I am. I revel in the power and the feeling of your weakness. I devour pain and fear and suffering. I thrive on lust and my own sexual fantasies. There is nothing else to me.” She withdrew her fingers. The broad head of her strap-on pressed against me, warmed by her body heat. “Now I will own you completely. I will take every single inch of you, and you will feel every inch of me.”

She pushed, just an inch, a slow, firm invasion. My body fought for a second or two before yielding. I shuddered out a sigh, accepting my fate.

“Tonight,” she hissed, “You and I will merge to become one being.”

Her slick, powerful hands went to my hips while she began to move. Drawing out, pushing in, working in a slow rhythm, until her harness pressed flush against me and I was trembling, stuffed full. She paused for a long time, letting the reality of what she was doing sink in.

Then it was happening. Really happening.

She was fucking me.

It was even more intense than I’d imagined, the sensations growing and straining and flaming somewhere deep in my gut. I squeezed my eyes shut, overwhelmed by the new feelings blooming to life.

“Open your eyes and look at yourself, Rose, while I fuck you,” came the low warning. “There will be no hiding tonight. Really look.”

I opened my eyes, reluctantly let my gaze drift. Oh god, it was everywhere. We were everywhere. Hundreds of us, joined together. Me, bound, eyes glazed, my feminized body bent and offered. Her, standing between my thighs, taking me.

Our gazes locked.

“Tell me who owns this pretty little hole,” she hissed. She yanked my head back so I had to arch even more for her. “Tell me you’ll never again try to steal pieces of me I haven’t given.”

“Y-you, Mistress,” I gasped, voice cracking. “My body…my ass…it’s yours. I’m sorry, I won’t—”

My words were swallowed down by a sob. It wasn’t out of sadness, but I was losing myself, dissolving into the pure feelings of my helplessness and the endless evidence of my surrender.

Her thrusts were becoming more urgent, more powerful. Pleasure and pain sparked up my spine, shame and desire flooding through to my helpless little clit.

“Do you see who you are? Do you see yourself breaking for me?” Her strokes were turning long and relentless, every thrust carrying more intensity. “I will fuck your betrayal right out of you… until the only thing left is obedience. Until the only thing you will crave again is my control.”

“Make me hurt, Mistress,” I cried out. “I want it. Take it all from me…I want to be yours to use…”

Forced to keep my eyes open, I could see myself from every angle: dressed like a virgin in white, my thighs splayed apart, my body weakened by her strength. And behind me, always behind me, her reflection: tall, composed, red hair pulled back, taking me. Her face ruthlessly restrained while my emotions had nowhere left to go but straight through my body.

I tried to remember how to breathe, tried to remember why I’d come here.

Something shifted inside me as I kept staring. The mirrors weren’t showing me my shame and humiliation. They were showing me what she saw. What we were, together.

A possession.

A beautiful, broken thing that belonged to her.

Waves of pleasure rose and fell with every thrust until I was quivering inside a warm, foggy haze. My mind was giving itself up entirely, becoming empty and floaty, leaving nothing but a pulsing hunger for her and her seemingly endless power. Mistress Tati bent, stroking her fingernails along the line of my shoulders until goosebumps flared up my skin. I felt every inch of her strap, so hard and thick and relentless as she penetrated me again and again and again.

Oh god. Oh good god…

Something was blossoming from a deep dark place inside me. It surged through my veins like electricity, sparking through my entire body.

There was only one direction. One purpose.

A sudden pressure.

Straining at the tip.

And then there it was—the thickened ecstasy of release as my forced pleasure spilt in milky ropes of fluid through the steel confines of my chastity cage.

Mistress Tati stilled, buried inside me, letting me feel the full, shocking weight of what I’d just done.

Then, slowly, she withdrew.

I panted out, shuddering, trying to absorb everything. To hold on to the beautiful afterglow that was already beginning to slip through my fingers like sand through a sieve.

Mistress Tati unfastened the harness, set it aside, and came back to the chaise. She undid my restraints, her fingers careful my bruised wrists.

“Sit up,” she said.

I did, my body trembling, feeling as weak as a newborn, too aware of the shameful wet patch I’d created. I couldn’t look away from the mirrors now. The girl looking back was flushed, dazed, her makeup smudged, her blonde hair in a tangle. She looked utterly, totally claimed.

Tati stood before me, looking down. The businesslike detachment was back, but her eyes held a new, terrifying depth.

This is it, I thought. This is when she tells me to fuck off.

Mistress Tati brushed the flyaways from her face. There was a coat of sweat glistening across her forehead. “You have a choice,” she said, her voice too clear. Too final. “You can leave the House tonight. The contract will be voided. Your work will be paid in full. You will walk out of here, and you will never see me again.”

For a long, helpless moment, my heart just stopped.

“Or…” she continued, her gaze holding mine, unblinking. “You can stay.”

I bit the inside of my cheek. And the catch?

“You can stay, and you will surrender completely. Not just your body. Your will. Your curiosity. Your need for secrets. You will surrender them to my rules, to my structure. You will trust that what I give you is what you need.”

“But—”

“Let us not forget you broke my trust, Rose. There are doors in this House you don’t open. That is the rule. It always has been.” A pause, brimming with finality. “If that is a problem, you are free to leave.”

She let the ultimatum hang in the scented air. The only sound was our breathing, slowly syncing to each other’s rhythms. The vulnerability in the act we’d just shared was still burning a hole in my chest. But everything I’d put her through was suddenly rising to the surface—the violation, the shame, and a guilt so fierce it would probably consume me for the rest of my life.

But even after everything she’d just done to me, I did see something else. A glimpse of who she truly was. She wasn’t a cruel person. And even though she was trying to convince me otherwise, I knew this wasn’t about control for the sake of it. This was about survival. Structure. Rules. Rituals. Dominance. It was where she felt safe. It was how she protected her heart.

How did I know? I knew about fucking survival. I’d been living like that for years.

I couldn’t blame her.

How could I blame her for being human?


Chapter 17
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Ilay in my cot in total darkness, still clothed in nothing but the sheer white babydoll nightie. The chill of the cement was seeping up through the mattress, but I didn’t care.

She’d claimed me.

In the most intimate, devastating way possible, she’d taken possession of my body, shown me her power reflected to infinity. I’d offered myself to her on a platter of hearts and white organza, and she’d taken it. Brutally. Maybe a part of me had still been hopeful, just a little bit, that a door would finally open between us.

That she’d want me.

All of me.

I’d been stupider than I thought. Joder…

I slid off the cot, my legs unsteady, the ghost of what she’d taken from me still ringing in my muscles.

I felt so alone. The truth was slowly snaking its way around my heart: the woman behind the dominatrix didn’t exist for me. The Tati who laughed, who cried, who had hopes and dreams and secrets. She was just a phantom, a ghost who lingered in dark places, and I’d never find her no matter how fast I ran.

What do I do now?

When the answer came to me, there were no tears, surprisingly. It just came to me with this numb heaviness I knew I had to accept. The tiny room that had been my home felt like it was closing in on me. I could feel the man I used to be somewhere inside the walls, stuck there forever now.

I couldn’t stay.

The clarity of it all was what terrified me. If staying at the House of Surrender meant I’d stay Rose, owned, maybe even adored, but kept at a distance from the woman I ached for, then it wasn’t a life. It would be a death by a thousand tiny cuts. I’d already surrendered my body, my will, and all my shame, but I couldn’t surrender the need to love her completely.

If she didn’t want that, then there was nothing here for me.

What Tati was giving me was only the role, the rules. The intoxicating, addictive domination. Rose could stay, live in her world. But the guy who actually loved her and wanted to know her? He’d always be shut out.

I wanted to scream and rage at myself, at the stupid, fucking universe. But one thing was never going to change no matter how ruthless she got: I still loved her.

I moved in the dark, my movements stiff, my ass still sore. Dragging out my suitcase from the closet, I started to pack. My jeans, my wrinkled button-down shirts, socks, T-shirts and boxers I’d worn for years. They all felt like clothes from a completely different life.

Then my fingers brushed against the box hidden in the back.

Inside were all the things Mistress Tati had given me. The pink lipstick she’d put on me in her dressing room. The stockings with the faint run from my first time with her in the playroom. The collection of clothes and accessories she’d sent me for Mistress Kayla’s training.

And there, buried under everything, was what had started everything. The pair of pale lavender panties. The very first pair of panties she ever made me wear.

I held the lavender panties close to my chest, remembering the night she took my glasses off while I’d been crying. I’d felt like such a wimp at first. Humiliated. But when she’d cared for me, removing the lipstick so gently, it felt like she was really seeing me. For the first time ever, I felt safe with someone.

So many first times.

Letting out a shuddering breath, I stuffed the panties back into the box, then shoved the whole thing into the suitcase before zipping it shut.

I went to the bathroom, ruffled the babydoll skirt up above my waist, and sat down to pee like I’d gotten used to. When I finished, I stared down at the steel cage still locked around me. My heart fluttered. My fingers slid over the engraved initials, now the only remaining symbol of our connection together. The right thing to do would be to stay until morning, have my contract officially voided, get the key to unlock my cage. Say my goodbyes. But I didn’t want to talk to Tati. I didn’t want to beg anymore. I’d probably have to go to the ER once I was back in town and get the padlock cut off.

Whatever. I’d deal with it later.

I wrapped myself in a robe, grabbed my suitcase, and headed for the door.

It was time to leave all this behind.

* * *

The House at three in the morning felt like a different creature. The grandeur of it was still there, in the shadowed arches and polished floors, but it looked empty, stripped down in a way.

I passed the closed kitchen on the ground floor, then one of the many laundry rooms. My own breaths came too loud, too rattly. I thought I heard footsteps behind me, and for a second I was sure Miss Langley would jump at me out of nowhere.

But no one did. The place was all empty, empty as a haunted house.

I paused as I found myself on a hallway that split into two. The left, I knew, went deeper into the main part of the House. I guessed that the right would—hopefully—lead toward the service exits.

Turning right, I rushed forward as fast as I could. My palms were so slick I could barely hold onto my suitcase. My pulse beat feverish beats in my head. Finally, as my eyes adjusted to the dark, I could make out a plain metal door at the end of the corridor with an exit sign above it.

I pushed the bar open hard. I almost didn’t think it would give way, but it did, and I stumbled outside.

The winds instantly caught up with my robe, yanking it open with a fierce sweep that made me gasp. I was on the House grounds, the night air sharp with the scent of damp earth and distant rain. Squinting through my glasses, I could just about make out the outline of the high gate in the distance, the faint glow of a security light. It was only about a hundred yards away.

With my suitcase bumping against my thigh with every step, I began making my way down the cobblestone path. Misty clouds puffed out in front of me with each breath. I was freezing, but I was almost there.

Move, Rick-tard, move!

I stopped short to gather my breath, and that was when a thick hand thumped hard over my shoulder.

I let my suitcase go. Fell backwards onto the dewy grass with a pained groan.

“Lost, princess?”

The voice was a deep rumble in the darkness. Standing near a hedgerow was a tall, broad-shouldered man wearing the tightest black t-shirt. One of the House guards.

My blood turned to slush.

“No,” I managed weakly.

A flashlight came to life and shone right in my face. I shuddered as the guard’s flinty eyes soaked me in, down on the grass with my robe wide open, the babydoll hiked up too high, revealing my cage and my naked thighs.

“No?” he parroted back to me, sounding lightly amused.

“No. I…I want to leave.”

“Leave the grounds? Service areas are off-limits after hours. The hell were you thinking, wandering out here? And dressed like that.”

He stepped closer and my heart plummeted. A dozen awful scenarios crashed through my mind, and I geared up to scream my head off, when the guard simply extended one burly arm towards me.

“Up,” he grunted.

I looked at him for a few more seconds before I tentatively closed my fingers around his palm. He hoisted me up. When I found my footing, I brushed the dirt off my hands and backside and hastily drew my robe shut.

“This isn’t what it looks like, I swear,” I said. “Could you, uh, show me to the gates? I really need to get home.”

“Get home?” There was a humorless chuckle. “Without saying goodbye? Now, now. Mistress Tatiana wouldn’t like that.”

He fished out a walkie-talkie and held down a button before mumbling something into it. When he was done, he clipped it back to his belt and regarded me with a cool smirk.

“Just let me go,” I whispered. “Please, just…tell her I ran. Tell her whatever you need to tell her. She won’t miss me.”

The guard shrugged and made a gruff sound. “Sorry, not my call.” He bent, grabbed my suitcase, and hauled it up on one shoulder. Then he jerked his head back the way I’d come. “Listen, I’m not in the habit of playing with princesses like you, so how ’bout you let me do my job and you can tell Mistress Tati whatever you want yourself.”


Chapter 18
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Was there really any point in running now?

Only if I wanted to look more like a fool than I already did.

Dejected, I turned around on the gravel and followed the guard without a word.

With the guard hovering at my heels, he led me to a discreet elevator that was set aside from the main areas of the mansion. He swiped a keycard, and we ended up in what had to be a private residential wing. I’d never been here before, but it was obvious this was where the residential dominas stayed. The hallway was carpeted in deep, plush cream, and there were abstract paintings on the walls.”

He stopped in front of a pair of heavy dark-wood double doors, knocking in a specific, well-versed rhythm.

“Enter.” Mistress Tati’s voice, even muffled by the door, sent a shock through my system.

My stomach tightened into a thousand tiny knots.

The security guard opened the door, nodded to someone inside. “Found him at the east service exit, ma’am.”

“Thank you, Leonte. You can go.”

Leonte dropped the suitcase beside me, gave a nod, and left.

Tati stood inside her suite, holding a steaming mug of tea. For a moment, I was speechless. She looked completely different, clad in casual black leggings and a gray sweatshirt that was slipping off one shoulder. Her hair was tied up in a messy bun, a green clay mask coating her face.

She looked utterly, devastatingly real, like just another girl you’d see on a college campus, or maybe someone you’d pass through on the street walking their dog.

I waited at the doorstep in nothing but the thin robe over my see-through babydoll as she assessed me. I wonder if she knew my backside was still tender from how hard she’d fucked me. The memory of being spread wide and claimed in front of all those mirrors sent a fresh rush of sparks downstairs. On reflex, my fingers traced the spot where the once-damp fabric of my babydoll had clung to my thighs.

But then, just as quickly as that spark lit, it fizzled out. I dropped my head in shame. I couldn’t look her in the eye, not when she was seeing me like this—caught trying to sneak away in the middle of the night, still dressed like her desperate little doll.

Tati set her mug down.

“I did not expect you to leave,” she said slowly. “I am not sure what I expected of you. You are difficult to predict, Rose.”

She began walking towards me, bare feet silent on the carpet.

I wasn’t sure what came over me then. Maybe it was how close she was getting. Or the warm scent of her skin. The humiliation of being dragged back like a naughty little pet who’d tried to run away.

The fact she was still calling me Rose.

Whatever it was, it all crashed down on me and something inside me snapped. A sob ripped out of my throat. Then another.

Shaking and half-blind with tears, I fled.

I ran down the opulent hallway, my stupid robe flapping open once again. Where could I hide? There had to be somewhere I could hide, or bury myself alive.

Either option sounded pretty good right now.

A second later I found myself ducking around a corner into an alcove and squeezing myself behind a huge decorative urn that was almost as tall as I was. Crouching, I yanked my knees to my chest and buried my face in them, muffling my sobs, praying the shadows would swallow me whole.

Praying she wouldn’t see me.

The paddings of her feet grew louder. Slow. Calm as ever. Then I could sense her standing nearby, silent. The tension felt like it was going to crush me from the inside. The cuffs of her leggings appeared in front of me and I winced.

She was staring. Her gaze stretched, creeping, crawling all over my body like the slowest spider until I felt trapped in her web. Then she crouched down until she was eye-level with me.

“Look at you,” she said softly. “A complete state.”

My whole body trembled.

“Get up.”

My limbs were jittery as I pushed myself upright against the cold marble of the urn. I kept my eyes down, too ashamed to meet hers. Instead they locked on the way those black leggings clung to her powerful thighs. Those thighs that had thrust so hard into me barely an hour ago until I’d leaked helplessly all over the place.

She turned and started walking. I stumbled after her, dazed. A little numb. Back down the hallway. And this time, through her open apartment door.

Inside her private suite.

It looked nothing like the space of a woman who had devoted her life to carving herself into an inaccessible dominatrix. In fact, the suite seemed out of place in this brooding gothic mansion. It was modern and minimalist. Bright and calming. There was a fluffy white sofa decorated with fluffy white cushions. A wide window looking out over the darkened grounds. A bookshelf filled with volumes on finance and psychology and human biology, their spines creased and worn.

It was the home of a highly intelligent woman.

Tati picked her mug back up.

“Why did you try to leave?” she asked, too quietly. Her fingers played with the string of the tea bag still steeping inside it.

“Because…” I forced myself to take a breath, tried again. “Because I…I think I finally get it. The rules. What you want from me.”

She was looking out the window, like she couldn’t bear to look at me.

“And what do you think it is I want? Do enlighten me.”

My pulse fluttered like a dying bird as the room became painfully silent. I was scared to say it out loud, but I also didn’t want to lie to her anymore. Not about this. I owed her the truth, especially now that I was leaving.

“Rose,” I said hoarsely. “You only want Rose. The obedient girl you created. The pretty thing in the mirror who doesn’t ask questions but spreads her legs whenever you want her to.” My fingers curled into a fist as I tried to scrape together whatever courage I had left. “I’m tired of the games, Mistress. You said it yourself: there will be no wall between us. But you meant that just for me, not for you. And I thought…if that’s all there is, the role and the rules and the sex—and god, yes, I can admit the sex is out of this world—but if the woman I love is never going to let me near her, then I can’t stay. I’ll break. Do you understand? I will actually break.”

I saw it then. The clench of her shoulders. It was infinitesimal, but I was looking for it. Her breath caught, just the tiniest hitch in the smooth rhythm of her chest.

The hand holding her mug tensed.

A chill slithered down my back. The famous Tatiana Sting thought she had me all figured out—thought she could reduce me down to a simple formula. After all, I was just a sheltered, naïve, insecure young man without a ton of life experience. I was easy to read and easier to control.

What had Tati thought I’d do? Maybe she’d expected defiance. Fear. Tears. Maybe even me retreating into deeper submission. But she hadn’t expected this from me.

She never thought I’d actually leave her.

I should’ve felt cocky. Triumphant. I’d finally defeated a Dominant’s calculations, beaten her at her own game without meaning to. But that wasn’t what I was feeling at all. All I wanted was to reach out to her and touch her, to hug her from behind, to see if she’d pull away or let me comfort her. Even though underneath that pull of desire was something more ominous: uncertainty. I couldn’t shake the feeling I was still wrong about her, that I’d misread everything again.

Tatiana Sting was the opposite of me. Too complex. Too layered, each piece hiding another layer beneath it, and she’d never let you know what was real, and what was part of the performance. It was what made her so magnificent. A terrifying force who could seduce you into wanting things you never knew existed.

Come to think of it, from the moment I’d stepped into her foreboding mansion, had I ever truly known which version of her I was dealing with?

Tati sighed, and this time I felt something surprising: the tense energy in the air softening, relaxing around us. I breathed deeply, and this time my chest didn’t hurt. Maybe the wall between us was just starting to disintegrate. Just the tiniest fraction, but that was enough for me.

“Come with me,” she ordered.

Her voice was low, sultry, but it didn’t have the cold, commanding edge I’d grown familiar with. It was softer, but somehow just as powerful.

She didn’t wait to see if I obeyed. She turned and walked toward a door on the far side of the suite, leaving me standing there, expecting me to follow her like I always did.


Chapter 19
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Through the door lay a world of warm, perfumed steam.

Mistress Tati’s private bathroom was huge. Cream marble and golden candlelight played in a glow of a huge sunken tub in the center swirling with hot water. Steam rose, smelling like sandalwood and sweet jasmine.

It felt too intimate, too private. Like I had no right to be here.

“Set that down,” Mistress Tati said. She nodded to a low bench of carved stone.

Oh. I’d been lugging my suitcase around like an idiot.

“Clothes off.”

Her voice was calm. Matter-of-fact but still comforting, not the sharp dungeon tone laced with her usual erotic dominance. This time the words came off as an instruction, like a nurse prepping a patient. Still, my body temperature spiked as I untied the belt of the robe and let it slip off my shoulders, leaving me standing there in nothing but the babydoll nightie and the tiny thong I’d worn for her earlier. My blonde wig came off, and so did my glasses, which had been starting to fog up in the humidity anyway.

While I pulled the babydoll up above my head, Tati was by the sink, wiping off her clay mask with a face towel. Soon I was naked before her wearing nothing but my steel cage. My cock was soft inside it, but the whole thing still felt heavy, exposed, a perpetual reminder of the woman who still owned me. My gaze was glued on the floor. I was way too shy to look at her.

“Into the bath.”

The water was perfectly, almost unbearably hot. I sank in slowly until the water came up to my chest. The heat leached the tension from my muscles, soothed the tender spot between my cheeks where I’d been fucked so thoroughly. For a minute, I just let myself float, suspended in liquid warmth, the rough events of the night already drifting away like the mist in the steam.

I heard a soft rustle inside me, the tap-click of a bottle. Then she was right there, sitting on the bath’s marble edge with her sweatshirt sleeves rolled up to her elbows. In her hands she held a thick sea sponge, already wet and bubbling with rose-scented soap.

“Close your eyes,” she said softly.

I did. The sponge touched my forehead, dragging slowly down the bridge of my nose, over my lips. She was washing away the smeared pink lipstick, my tear-tracks, the grime and dirt of my failed escape. Purifying me, cleansing away my sins. Her strokes were matter-of-fact too, like a mother cleaning up her child after a long day. It was comforting. With a tenderness I couldn’t help but lean into. She moved the sponge swiftly down my neck, over my shoulders, circling my collarbones with firm pressure that made my skin hum with satisfaction.

The sponge massage was over too quickly. Before I knew it she was pressing a shampoo bottle into my palm. “Wash your hair now.”

I lathered my short hair quickly and she helped me rinse the shampoo off, guiding my head back with a hand on my brow and pouring warm water from a pitcher. Her fingers then raked over the faint stubble along my shin, frowning.

“Those legs need attention,” she commented.

I blushed. “Yes, Mistress. I shaved for you today but I guess I got a little sloppy.”

She flashed me a disapproving look. “That won’t do.”

She handed me a razor plus a dish of shaving cream. Submerged in the fragrant water, I performed my now-familiar ritual, gliding the blade as gracefully as I could over my calves and thighs while she watched me from the tub’s edge. With each stroke, her glittering eyes roved down my skin, making me feel so self-conscious.

As soon as I was done, Tati bent over the tub and feathered along my inner thighs with her fingertips. My breath caught. She didn’t say anything as she produced a key from her sweatshirt pocket. She caught my caged cock with her palm, lifting it out of the bath suds. She pulled the steel off me so quickly it felt like a clinical procedure, my soft cock falling free into the warm water in the process. The sudden absence of the weight I’d become so used to made something inside me lurch. I wasn’t hard, but that cool gaze on my private parts still sent a helpless pulse through my groin.

“Shave it all,” she said quietly. “Everything. I want you completely smooth for me.”

A ripple of both nerves and excitement fluttered between my thighs at her words. Lathering the shaving cream over my pubic mound, my balls, and the base of my cock, I got to work. Mistress Tati stayed right there, watching every pass of the razor. I felt so exposed, so completely owned, knowing she could see exactly how vulnerable I was now without the cage, knowing how obsessed she was with that part of me. Every time I glanced up, those eyes were still on me—blazing, dangerous, and completely in control.

This was what defined us after all. The symbol of how deep our bond had grown, no matter how messy it felt in that moment.

As soon as I was finished and rinsed everything clean, she took the razor and cream from my hand.

She examined me for a long moment, her gaze tracing the now-bare skin between my legs like she was inspecting her own property. Then she reached for the cage again. She tucked my ‘clit’ back into the tube and closed the lock. The weight of the steel returned instantly, pressing against my now pink-warmed skin. On one hand, it felt good. Familiar. But on the other hand, she’d put me back to where I belonged before I’d even stepped out of the water.

I swallowed hard. What did all this mean? The lock going back on was reminding me exactly how far away she still kept herself. I ached for her so badly it hurt, but was all I going to get was this? Her hands on my body, her rules, the cold metal trapping me again?

If Tati noticed any of my hesitation or confusion, she didn’t show it. She simply held out a thick, linen towel and ordered to me to step out of the tub.

With the towel wrapped around me, I was led to her bedroom. It was spacious—easily twice the size of my old crappy apartment back home—and decorated in white and gold. It even had its own little sitting area, a flatscreen on the wall, and, of all things, another shining white tub by the windows. While I was admiring how luxurious everything looked, like an extravagant Parisian five-start hotel I could only dream of being inside, Mistress Tati had already returned with a garment draped over her arm.

She held up a pale green chemise, laced with ruffles at the neckline and hem.

“Arms up,” she said.

I raised my arms. She gathered the fabric and drew it over my head. It felt like the softest cotton. Next came a pair of panties in the same shade of green, ruffles gathered in elastic at the waist. “Step in.”

I did, lifting one foot, then the other, my hand resting lightly on her shoulder for balance. The intimacy of the act, her kneeling, like a mother dressing her child for bed, was almost too much for me to handle. I started to quiver. She smoothed the fabric over my girly hips, her fingertips brushing my skin, leaving trails of fire.

I looked down at myself and saw the cute flare of the chemise, the ribbon bows along the lace trim, the sweetheart neckline. The length that extended well beyond my knees. The lump was back in my throat again.

This was what she wanted me to wear in her bedroom. Not the cheap, slutty lingerie from the playroom, but something softer, prettier, and more personal. My belly swizzled restlessly, half with shame, half with desperate need. I looked like the exact opposite of the guy I used to be, being re-assembled by the only hands that knew the blueprint.

Was this what Tati saw when she looked at me?

Something small. Something pretty. Something hers?

She was adjusting the flutter sleeves on my shoulders when she spoke, her voice strangely casual.

“I used to work a lot in Paris.”

I was so distracted by the cuteness of what I was wearing that at first I had no idea what was talking about. Then I froze.

She turned away from me and crossed to the tea station in the bedroom, where a kettle had been set.

“When I began this work, Paris was the only place worth going,” she said. “For practice. For education. I worked for two years under Madame Delphine de Serdieu.” Wisps of steam rose as she poured water into two mugs, then dipped several teabags in. “Madame D is exceptional. One of the finest dungeon masters in the world. I wouldn’t be who I am today if it weren’t for her.”

Her voice had drifted into a nostalgic tone. She paused then, like she was gathering herself. I stood there, barely breathing.

“Marceau was a client during those days,” she said at last. “One I allowed to overstep.”

I swallowed. “So…he wasn’t just one of your ‘encounters’?”

She didn’t answer straight away. “I was inexperienced then. Too young. I learned the hard way what happens when a dominatrix’s boundaries and rules are not enforced.”

The protective instinct rose in me, hot and destructive. Marceau, you jerk. I needed to know if she was safe. “Your recent visit to Paris…was that to see him?”

“No.”

“Then who did you see?”

She set one mug to the side, then reached for the second. Her hair bun was untwisting by itself, until it tumbled down her backside in gorgeous red waves. She didn’t bother tying it back up. The look softened her a little more, making her look vulnerable.

Just one layer gone, I thought, but the rest is still just as impenetrable.

“You seem to forget my life did not begin with him. Or with you.” Tati didn’t look at me as she answered. “That trip was for another client entirely.”

I hesitated. “But the visitor to your office. That was him, wasn’t it?”

“No.”

She handed me a mug, directed me to sit on one of the cream-colored armchairs besides the tea station. Tati lowered herself to the chair beside mine.

“Marceau does not come by himself anymore,” she said.

“But he sent them.”

“He sent a representative.”

“To do what?”

“To remind me he is still there.”

My fingers clenched around the mug, which was already scalding hot. I barely felt it. “How is that allowed—I mean, with the order?”

Her gaze met mine fully now.

“Technically it is compliant. Their representatives can request meetings,” she said. There wasn’t a drop of emotion I could detect in her voice. “His legal counsel position themselves at the edge of what is permitted. Marceau is not just intelligent. He is what one might call a sociopath.”

Holy fucking shit. I shivered. “And you have to deal with that?”

“I manage it.”

Tati took a slow sip of her tea.

I followed her, bringing the rim of the mug to my lips, and took a taste. I gagged at the bitterness, then almost spit it out.

“Chamomile,” she offered me. “It’s good for you. I like it strong.”

I began apologizing profusely. “I’m sorry—I’ve never been one for herbal shit—I mean, teas.”

A smile touched her lips then, a real one that reached her eyes and made them crinkle at the corners. She leaned back, a hint of playful steel taking over her expression.

“Just wait until I make you some valerian,” she said, and then she laughed.

I made a face. I could only guess what that smelled like. Probably like death.

“I’m sorry about everything,” I whispered finally. “I wish…I wish I could help.”

“I do not want your pity,” she responded sharply.

Silence fell. The space between us stretched again, but this time it felt less like a chasm and more like a bridge. My Mistress had chosen to tell me. The significance of that choice bloomed in my chest like a warm, fragile flower. Granted, it was just a sliver of trust, offered on her terms. But I understood the why behind it. Tati was a stickler for rules, because without them, asshole clients like Marceau could take advantage of her.

And…and just as I’d proven to her, someone like me could get in too.

“Do I…do I remind you of him?” I blurted out.

A dark flicker crossed her face, and for a moment I thought she was going to tell me to shut up.

But then she said, very slowly, “No, my dear. You are not a sociopath. Perhaps you are even the opposite of one—a person who feels too much.” She set her mug down and stared at me. “You, however, are dangerous for a different reason.”

I swallowed. “Could I ask why that is, Mistress Tati?”

“Perhaps…” she hesitated. “Perhaps that is a question for another day.”

I had no idea what that meant. Was she already tired of our conversation, or was it because she didn’t know the answer herself?

Her fingers reached out, adjusting my fluttered sleeves again, gliding it up slowly over my shoulder.

She was close enough now that I could feel the heat of her body. Close enough that my pulse had already started to trip over itself.

My gaze floated to the slender, long lines of her bare neck. Unaccessorized, without a single necklace or collar, but the bareness made her more beautiful than I’d ever seen her.

She saw me looking. She didn’t speak, but I felt a subtle understanding pass between us. We sat for a while, drinking our teas (or more accurately, me pretending to drink mine).

Her proximity was intoxicating. The need to connect, to bridge the terrifying gulf between us, surged within me. I was drained, physically exhausted, overwhelmed with gratitude, and beneath my skin was still the constant thrum of wanting to submit.

Before I could think, I leaned forward, tilting my face up towards hers, heart hammering.

Her hand snapped up.

Her palm pressed firmly against my lips, stopping me cold just inches from her mouth. Her grip was strong. A clear warning.

Fresh humiliation burned across my cheeks as I froze there, trying to process the rejection without breaking down completely.

She stood up, turning away from me and headed to her bed.

“Come here,” she said.

I followed her in my pretty chemise, self-conscious and shy as always, my shaved skin still tingling from her hands in the bath. Wondering, as usual, with a prickle of anxiety what was about to happen next.

From her bedside table, she picked up a tube of lipstick. When she uncapped it, I saw the shade was creamy rosy red, delicate and unmistakeably femme, leaning towards pink just enough to match the green of my nightie.

Her bare thumb brushed my lower lip, parting them slightly. I pouted a little for her. The tip of the lipstick touched my flesh. She traced the color smoothly, slowly over my lips. I honestly couldn’t think of anything sexier a woman could do to me.

“You should know me well enough by now,” she said, her tone just lightly teasing. “I only kiss men with lipstick on.”

The rule felt ridiculous, but it was perfect. It was hers.

Her mouth pressed over mine.

The first kiss was gentle, just a peck, a taste of both sweetness and power.

“You smell good,” she whispered.

“Thanks to you, Mistress.”

The second kiss was the opposite of gentle. It was deep. So possessive I could hear the blood singing in my own ears. Her lips were soft but demanding, and then her tongue slid in. I kissed her back with everything I had, my hands clutching the front of her sweatshirt, then coming up to tentatively frame her face, slide my palm over her soft hair.

The taste of her in my mouth—it was heaven and hell and home.

She kissed me harder, one hand at the back of my neck, the other sliding down to press against the small of my back, pulling me between her thighs. I could feel how fast she was breathing, how tightly she was holding on. Like she knew she shouldn’t be doing this but couldn’t make herself stop.

The funny thing was I knew exactly how she was feeling. Being kissed like this while being all pretty for her, locked and smooth and totally submissive, felt so fucking right it scared me. It couldn’t be any less intense than the most euphoric drug highs.

“Rose,” she breathed. “Oh, Rose…”

“Mistress…” I whispered, but I couldn’t find the words.

I didn’t fucking want to leave anymore. I didn’t want anything except this —her mouth, her taste, her power, the dizzying, terrifying rightness of surrendering. The high of being in love, being Rose for her, the girl who turned her on. To hell with the consequences.

When she broke the kiss, we were both breathing heavily. Tati’s lips were flushed and glistening, her eyes darker than I’d ever seen them. She stared at me for a long second, cupping the side of my neck like she was fighting the urge to kiss me again.

Then she angled her face away, just slightly, jaw clenched.

I could see it. The war behind her eyes.

Without a word, she took my hand and led me to the chaise positioned by the tub, facing the giant bed that belonged to Mistress Tati. The chaise was long enough to sleep in and looked like something stolen from a palace. Keeping with the color scheme, it had white tufted upholstery and gold framings.

“Lay down,” Mistress Tati ordered softly.

The exhaustion I’d been holding back crashed over me then. Each one of my limbs felt like lead. Tati came over with a blanket and draped it over my lap and tucked in around my shoulders and legs.

I simply stared up at her, the tall woman filtered by the moonlight and who knew how to care for me so efficiently. And it hit me just how scatterbrained I’d become with the cravings she stirred in me. Even locked tight in steel, my cock pulsed and strained, aching for her. God, how completely happy would I be if she ever decided to take me again—burying her cock deep inside me until there was nothing left of the man I used to be.

With a flutter in my stomach, I realized I might never find my way out of Tati Sting’s clutches…and right now I didn’t even want to.

Tati was looking down at me, looking as if she was thinking similar thoughts.

“What happens now, Mistress?” I asked softly.

She didn’t answer immediately. For a heartbeat, I thought she was going to let the question go, but then I saw the truth: she didn’t know either. We were drifting away from the shore of everything we understood. Neither of us knew what came next, only that it both thrilled and terrified us to core.

A thousand questions swirled inside my head as the heavy sheet of sleep came down over my eyes.

Would this ruthless, intelligent woman ever let me see more of her?

Would she regret what happened between us today?

Would she take me to Paris one day, let me walk beside her in that other life she kept locked away?

Would she ever put a permanent collar around my throat?

Or would I always remain here—on my knees, in silk, in shadows—trapped within the rules and structures she’d constructed?

“What happens now?” she echoed my question back to me.

Tati’s response came as a whisper minutes later, as if she was hoping I was too sleepy to hear it.

“Now, you stay. And we see what’s left of us in the morning.”

I hummed to let her know I’d heard her words, then let them settle into my bones. I had no idea what the future held for us, but the answer felt good enough for tonight. Tati hummed back and adjusted the blanket, pulling it at the ends to cover my feet. Then I felt her presence disappear as she walked away, allowing my mind to shut down and eventually drift off to sleep.


THE END

(…for now)

Thank you for reading, pretty girl!

Rae <3

Book Three (the final part of the trilogy) will be releasing soon! :)

If you’d like to stay updated, be sure to sign up for my newsletter!


My Newsletter

Keep up with Rae Robinson!

Want FREE books, exclusive teasers/content, and writing updates?

Sign up for my newsletter!


Thirsty For More?

Girly For Her
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Five full-length novellas (that’s 100,000+ words!) by best-selling femdom feminization author Rae Robinson, now available in an exclusive bundle for a very pretty discount.

Themes include femdom punishment and sissy training, gentle femdom, cuckolding, chastity, romantic first time feminization, straight to sissy, BDSM/bondage, corporal punishment/spanking, humiliation, degradation, strap-on action, bi-action, and foot worship.

Stories included in this bundle:

No One Has To Know, Professor

Housewife From Hell

Under Her Sinful Veil

My Heartless Ex-Girlfriend

Her Husband, Her Cam Girl

Start reading now!


About The Author

A full-time corporate content writer by day and an erotica and romance writer by night, Rae Robinson writes all kinds of scorching hot stories when the doors are locked and anything can happen. Her main interests include femdom, sissification, and feminization. She particularly loves exploring the intersection between sexuality and self-identity.
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