
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Mistress’s Interrogation Room: A Femdom Erotica Pegging Fantasy




Forced Submission, Chastity & Extreme Humiliation




INTRODUCTION










Power. Control.

 

Submission.











Detective

 

James Keller


 
had spent his entire career enforcing the law, interrogating criminals, and breaking them down until they surrendered everything. He was the one in charge—the one who held the power, who decided when a man would confess, when he would break, when he would be brought to his knees.











But now, he’s the one kneeling.











What was supposed to be a simple undercover operation—a mission to infiltrate the notorious

 

Femdom Syndicate


 
—became something far more dangerous. From the moment he stepped into their world, he was marked. He thought he could manipulate them, outthink them, use his training to resist whatever they threw at him.











He was wrong.











Mistress

 

Selene


 
, the Syndicate’s most feared interrogator, doesn’t just punish—

 

she rewires, remolds, and owns.


 
She doesn’t just break men; she strips them of everything they thought they were, replacing their defiance with obedience, their strength with submission, their pride with desperate, aching need.










And James? He is no exception.










Bound. Gagged.

 

Denied.











From the moment he is captured, he is

 

stripped of his power, of his dignity, of his very identity


 
. Mistress Selene doesn’t rush. She enjoys the process, savoring every moment as she turns him from a once-proud detective into

 

a trembling, helpless pet, eager to serve at her feet.











She introduces him to

 

true discipline.












Humiliation. Chastity. Pain. Pleasure. Control.











She trains him to

 

kneel, to obey, to crave her touch and her torment


 
. Every lesson pushes him further into submission, every denied orgasm making him weaker, hungrier, more desperate to please.










But Mistress Selene isn’t alone in his training.










Mistress

 

Evelyn


 
joins the game, pushing him further, dressing him in lace, marking him as their

 

sissy slut


 
, showing him just how much further he can fall. His body is no longer his own. His pleasure belongs to them. His

 

entire existence is rewritten, reshaped, reprogrammed.











He thought he could escape.










He thought he could resist.










But as he kneels,

 

wearing delicate pink panties, his cock locked in steel, his body stretched and used for their amusement


 
, James realizes the truth.










There is no escape.










There is no resistance.










There is only

 

his Mistresses.











There is only

 

his obedience.











There is only

 

a lifetime of submission.










CHAPTER 1: THE TRAP










Detective James Keller had always been the one

 

asking the questions


 
.










For ten years, he had interrogated the most hardened criminals, making them talk, breaking them down piece by piece until they surrendered everything.

 

Now, he was the one in the chair.











And he wasn’t going anywhere.










The

 

room was dark


 
, lit only by a single overhead lamp that cast a harsh, sterile glow against the polished concrete floor. The air smelled of

 

leather, expensive perfume, and something else—a faint trace of sweat, of submission.











His wrists were

 

bound behind his back


 
, metal cuffs biting into his skin. His

 

shirt had been removed


 
, leaving his chest bare, muscles tensed as he pulled against his restraints, testing them.

 

No give. No escape.











The door opened.










The

 

click of heels


 
echoed against the walls, slow and deliberate, announcing her arrival.










Mistress Selene.










He had only seen pictures before, grainy surveillance shots that didn’t capture the sheer

 

power of her presence


 
.










She was

 

tall, poised, dressed in black silk and leather


 
. Her heels were sharp enough to pierce flesh, her dark hair cascaded down her back in a sleek wave, and her

 

eyes were unreadable, cold, knowing.











A

 

predator looking at prey.











“Well,” she murmured, closing the door behind her. “Detective Keller. I must admit, I’m disappointed.”










James

 

said nothing


 
, his jaw tight.










She moved closer, the air

 

thickening


 
between them.










“You spent months trying to infiltrate my organization,” she mused, circling him, her fingers trailing lightly across his bare shoulder. “You thought you could just

 

walk into my world


 
, pretend to be one of us, and I wouldn’t notice?”










He clenched his fists,

 

refusing to react to her touch.











Selene chuckled. “Oh, darling.

 

I knew the second you walked through my doors.


 
”










James’s pulse pounded in his throat.










His cover had been blown from the start.










That meant everything that had happened—his invitation, his tour of the facility, the private meeting that had led him here—

 

had been planned.











And now he was

 

exactly where she wanted him.











She leaned down, her

 

breath warm against his ear.











“I wonder,” she whispered, dragging a nail down his

 

chest, slow and deliberate


 
, “if you’ve ever been on this side of the interrogation table before.”










James

 

kept his face neutral


 
, giving her nothing.










A

 

sharp slap cracked across his face


 
, stunning him.










His head snapped to the side, the sting blooming across his cheek, heat rising in his skin.










Mistress Selene’s smirk deepened.










“Still so defiant,” she purred. “That’s cute.”










Her fingers traced down his

 

abdomen


 
, the lightest touch, barely there—

 

and yet it made him aware of every inch of his exposed body.











James

 

forced himself to stay still


 
, but his muscles

 

betrayed him, tensing under her touch.











She laughed softly.










“You have no idea what’s coming, do you?”










Another slap, harder this time, forcing a

 

sharp intake of breath


 
from him.










His cock

 

twitched.











His stomach twisted in

 

shame


 
.










Selene

 

noticed.











“Oh,” she whispered, dragging her gloved fingers down his chest. “Your body reacts before your mind does, doesn’t it?”










James growled,

 

struggling against his restraints, forcing his face into a glare.











“You can hit me all you want,” he spat. “I’m not going to break.”










Selene smiled.










“Darling,” she murmured, gripping his jaw, forcing him to meet her gaze.










“I’m not going to break you.”










She leaned in, her

 

breath brushing against his lips


 
, so close he could

 

taste her dominance, feel the weight of her control pressing down on him.











“I’m going to

 

remake you.


 
”










The words settled in his bones, heavy and

 

undeniable


 
.










James’s chest rose and fell, his

 

heart hammering against his ribs.











Because for the first time since stepping into this room, he realized—











He wasn’t leaving as the same man.











He wasn’t leaving

 

at all.










CHAPTER 2: THE FIRST TEST










James Keller sat

 

naked and bound


 
in the cold steel chair, his wrists secured behind him, ankles locked into place. His

 

bare chest rose and fell


 
, his body tense, sweat slicking his skin despite the chill in the air. The cuffs bit into his skin each time he moved, a silent reminder of his

 

helplessness


 
.










Mistress Selene stood in front of him, her expression one of

 

calm amusement


 
, like she was entertaining herself with

 

a new plaything


 
. She had stripped him bare, left him exposed, but she had

 

barely touched him yet


 
.










That was what made it worse.










The

 

anticipation.











The knowledge that she

 

wasn’t in a rush.











That she would take her time

 

breaking him apart.











James had interrogated people before. He knew how the mind worked. He knew how far someone could be pushed before

 

the cracks started to show.











And he would not crack.










Selene smirked, as if reading his thoughts.










“Oh, darling,” she murmured, stepping closer. The

 

click of her heels


 
against the concrete floor sent a shiver down his spine. “You’re trying so hard to hold on, aren’t you?”










James’s jaw

 

tightened


 
. He wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of answering.










Selene circled behind him, her fingers

 

trailing down his bare shoulders


 
, featherlight. He tensed, fighting the urge to

 

flinch away from her touch.











“You think you’re strong,” she whispered against his ear, her breath warm and

 

infuriatingly soft.


 
“You think you can resist me. That this is some kind of battle of wills.”










Her

 

nails scraped down his back, slow and deliberate, sending a pulse of heat straight through him.











James

 

refused to react.











Selene

 

chuckled


 
.










“Let’s see how long that lasts.”










She stepped in front of him again,

 

tilting her head, studying him like a specimen.











“You know, most men don’t make it past the first hour,” she mused, running a gloved finger down his chest, circling his nipple. “I wonder if you’ll do better.”










Her fingers

 

pinched


 
, twisting sharply.










James

 

sucked in a breath


 
through his teeth, his muscles jerking involuntarily.










Selene’s

 

smile deepened.











“There it is,” she murmured. “The first crack.”










James

 

growled


 
, yanking against the restraints, his body

 

tense with frustration.











Selene

 

sighed theatrically


 
, as if she were

 

bored


 
already.










She turned away, moving toward the table behind her. A sleek, glass-topped surface

 

lined with instruments of control


 
.

 

Clamps. Cages. Floggers. A sleek leather collar. A metal ring gag.











James’s stomach

 

tightened


 
.










She picked up something small,

 

silver and delicate


 
—a

 

cock cage


 
.










James went

 

rigid


 
.










Selene turned back to him, holding the device between

 

two fingers


 
, letting the light catch the polished steel.










“I wonder,” she mused, stepping closer. “What will break you first?”










Her

 

fingers wrapped around his length


 
, firm, testing.










James’s entire

 

body locked up


 
.











No.











He was already

 

half-hard


 
, and she had barely

 

touched him.











Selene let out a soft,

 

mocking sigh


 
. “So predictable.”










She squeezed,

 

just enough to make his cock throb in response.











James

 

ground his teeth together


 
, his breath coming in sharp, ragged exhales.










Selene leaned in, her voice

 

low, teasing


 
.










“Your body belongs to me now.”










James

 

snarled


 
, yanking at his restraints. “Go to hell.”










Selene

 

laughed softly.











“Oh, darling,” she whispered, sliding the

 

cold steel cage


 
down his length, locking it in place before he could stop her.










The

 

click of the lock


 
echoed in the silence.










James’s stomach

 

dropped.











Selene took a step back, watching as

 

he throbbed, swelling against the unyielding metal.











He was already

 

too hard


 
, already

 

straining against the confines of his new prison.











Selene

 

tilted her head


 
, pleased.










“Welcome to your first test, pet.”










James

 

swallowed hard


 
, his body on

 

fire


 
with frustration,

 

with something far worse than humiliation.











Desire.









CHAPTER 3: BREAKING HIS PRIDE










James sat

 

naked, bound, and caged


 
, his cock straining against the cold steel Mistress Selene had just locked onto him. His

 

chest rose and fell in sharp, uneven breaths


 
, every muscle in his body

 

tight with frustration


 
.










He refused to speak.










Refused to react.










Refused to

 

acknowledge the growing heat curling in his stomach


 
, the pulsing ache in his cock, the way his body was already

 

betraying him.











Selene stood before him, watching him with

 

that maddening, knowing smirk


 
. She crossed her arms, tapping a single

 

gloved finger


 
against her lips as if she were contemplating something.










Finally, she sighed.










“You men are always the same,” she mused, her voice

 

silk-wrapped steel


 
. “So eager to prove your strength. So desperate to hold on to the illusion of control.”










She stepped closer, heels clicking against the floor, her presence

 

commanding, suffocating, absolute


 
.










James

 

refused to look up.











Selene’s fingers gripped his

 

jaw, forcing his head back


 
, her nails

 

digging into his skin just enough to sting.











His gaze

 

locked with hers


 
, dark eyes burning with

 

defiance.











Selene just smiled.










“You don’t get to look at me like that, pet.”










James

 

growled


 
. “I am not your—”










A

 

sharp slap


 
cracked across his cheek, stunning him.










His head snapped to the side, his

 

skin burning


 
, a sharp sting radiating through his face.










Selene exhaled slowly, shaking her head as if disappointed.










“Let’s fix that attitude.”










She turned, moving toward the sleek

 

glass table


 
where her instruments of control were neatly arranged. He

 

watched her carefully


 
, his stomach twisting at the sight of what lay before her—clamps, cuffs, collars, a sleek black riding crop, a

 

steel ring gag.











Selene

 

deliberately


 
picked up the gag, running her fingers over the polished metal.










James

 

stiffened


 
.










She turned back to him, eyes gleaming.










“Open.”










He clenched his jaw.










Selene smirked. “Oh, we’re still pretending we have choices, are we?”










James glared. “I will not—”











Another slap.











Then another.










Harder this time, his

 

cheek burning, his cock twitching violently against its cage.











His

 

breath hitched


 
before he could stop it.










Selene

 

heard it.











She chuckled, gripping his chin tightly, her

 

fingers pressing into his jaw.











“Poor thing,” she whispered. “Your body is already learning faster than your mind.”










She squeezed.










“Open.”










James

 

hesitated


 
—just for a second.










And that was

 

all she needed.











The moment his lips parted, she

 

shoved the ring gag into his mouth, locking it behind his head.











His

 

stomach dropped.











Saliva

 

pooled instantly


 
, his jaw forced wide open, his

 

tongue exposed, useless.











Selene stepped back, admiring her work.










“There,” she murmured, running a

 

gloved finger along his lower lip


 
, tracing the edge of the metal ring. “Much better.”










James’s breath

 

came fast, hard, uneven


 
, his

 

humiliation sinking in


 
like a dull ache.










He

 

couldn’t close his mouth.











Couldn’t speak.










Couldn’t do anything but

 

sit there, drooling at her feet.











Selene exhaled,

 

pleased


 
.










“You look much more fitting now, pet.”










James

 

groaned in frustration


 
, his

 

muscles coiling, his cock throbbing violently


 
against the confines of his cage.










Selene

 

noticed.











Her smirk widened.










“Oh?” She stepped closer, eyes dark with

 

amusement.


 
“Does my little pet like being silenced?”










She leaned in, her

 

breath warm against his ear


 
, her

 

fingers dragging down his chest, his stomach, lower.











James

 

tensed


 
, every inch of his body

 

on fire.











Selene let her

 

fingertips brush over his caged cock


 
, barely a touch—

 

but enough.











Enough to make his hips

 

jerk forward involuntarily


 
, a

 

desperate, broken sound escaping the back of his throat.











Selene

 

laughed softly.











“Oh, Detective,” she whispered, her voice

 

dark and knowing


 
.










“You don’t hate this as much as you want to.”










James

 

growled


 
, the

 

sound garbled, pathetic, useless through the gag.











Selene just

 

tilted her head, amused


 
.










“I think it’s time for your next test.”










She turned, walking to the opposite side of the room, dragging

 

a sleek leather chair


 
to the center.










Then she sat down, crossing her legs elegantly, resting her

 

foot against his knee.











James’s stomach

 

twisted.











“Let’s see how eager you can be, pet,” she murmured.










She lifted her **foot, pressing the sharp heel against his chest, against his **pounding heart.










“You may start.”










James’s

 

breath stuttered.











The command hung in the air.










Heavy.










Waiting.










Selene

 

watched him closely


 
, her foot pressing

 

harder


 
.










His

 

pride burned.











His

 

humiliation threatened to choke him.











And yet—










His

 

lips lowered.











His

 

tongue flicked out.











A single, tentative lick.










Selene’s

 

smile was pure victory.











“There’s my obedient little pet.”










James’s

 

cock twitched violently


 
, a

 

muffled whimper escaping his gagged mouth.











And in that moment, he

 

knew


 
.










He was

 

breaking.










CHAPTER 4: FORCED OBEDIENCE










James knelt,

 

naked, bound, and gagged


 
, his tongue pressed against

 

Mistress Selene’s black leather boot


 
, his body

 

trembling with humiliation and something far worse—arousal.











His

 

cock throbbed, swollen, aching against the unyielding steel of his cage


 
, his skin burning from the weight of her gaze.










She didn’t rush him.










She let him sit there,

 

kneeling in his own shame


 
, drool

 

trailing down his chin


 
as he hesitated, as his

 

mind warred with his body.











Selene tapped her

 

foot against his lips


 
, a silent command.










“Keep going, pet.”










James

 

shuddered


 
, his body betraying him as he

 

dragged his tongue over the leather, slower this time.











The taste of her

 

boot filled his mouth, bitter, dominant, absolute.











Selene

 

sighed in satisfaction.











“There’s a good boy.”










His

 

cock twitched violently, precum leaking from the tip


 
, trapped in its metal prison.










Selene

 

noticed.











Her

 

smirk deepened.











She reached down,

 

gripping his hair


 
, yanking his head back.










“Pathetic.”










James

 

groaned


 
, the sound

 

garbled, desperate


 
through the ring gag.










Selene traced her fingers over his

 

flushed cheek, his jaw, his lips, slick with drool.











“You’re already broken, aren’t you?” she murmured, her nails

 

digging into his skin


 
. “You’re just too stubborn to admit it.”










James’s breath came

 

ragged, uneven, shaking with humiliation and frustration.











Selene chuckled softly.










“Let’s fix that.”










She released his hair, stood up, and turned toward the door.










James’s stomach

 

tightened


 
.










No.










Not this.










He knew what was coming.










The door opened.










A second pair of heels

 

clicked against the floor.











Mistress Evelyn.










James’s

 

face burned.











He had only seen her once before—

 

briefly, during his undercover operation.











Tall, dark-skinned,

 

devastatingly elegant


 
, Mistress Evelyn was known for

 

one thing above all else—breaking men in front of an audience.











And now

 

he was the show.











Selene turned to her with an easy smile.










“He’s all yours,” she said, stepping aside. “Let’s see how much pride he has left.”










James’s

 

stomach twisted in dread.











Mistress Evelyn

 

tilted her head, studying him like a new toy.











“Hmm.” She tapped a manicured nail against her bottom lip. “He looks eager.”










James

 

shook his head violently, his eyes wide, his cock twitching in betrayal.











Evelyn

 

laughed softly.











“Oh, darling,” she murmured, stepping closer,

 

her fingers trailing down his chest, his stomach, lower.











Her

 

hand wrapped around his caged cock, squeezing just enough to make him jolt.











“You don’t get to lie to us.”










James let out a

 

garbled, pathetic sound


 
, his

 

hips jerking involuntarily.











Evelyn’s grip

 

tightened.











Selene, still lounging against the chair, chuckled.










“He’s been pretending he still has control,” she mused, watching the way James

 

squirmed, humiliated, helpless.











Evelyn hummed, dragging her

 

nails down his abs


 
, watching him

 

shudder.











“I think we need to make sure he understands his new place,” she said.










Selene smirked. “I was hoping you’d say that.”










James’s

 

heart pounded violently


 
.










Selene turned back to him, her eyes

 

glowing with amusement.











“You’ve spent your entire life interrogating men,” she mused, tracing her fingers along his throat. “Forcing them to confess their secrets.”










Her fingers wrapped around his collar,

 

pulling him forward, making him arch his back like an obedient pet.











“It’s time you learned how it feels.”










James

 

shook his head, his body trembling.











Selene just

 

sighed, disappointed.











“Tsk, tsk.”










She released him, stepped back, and

 

crossed her arms.











“Repeat after me, pet.”










James’s

 

breath hitched.











His

 

throat dried.











He wasn’t going to—










Evelyn

 

gripped his cage and squeezed.











His

 

entire body jerked violently


 
, a

 

pathetic whimper escaping the back of his throat.











Selene

 

smirked.











“Try again.”










She leaned down, her lips brushing his ear, her breath warm and

 

utterly in control.











“Say it, pet.”










James

 

gritted his teeth, humiliated, wrecked, aching.











Selene

 

waited.











Evelyn

 

tightened her grip.











And then—










His voice,

 

weak, ruined, garbled through the gag.











“I… am Mistress Selene’s property.”










Selene

 

smiled in satisfaction.











Evelyn hummed approvingly,

 

dragging her fingers down his caged length, feeling the way he twitched beneath her palm.











“Good boy.”










James

 

shuddered.











The words felt

 

alien on his tongue


 
—but

 

his cock ached in its cage


 
, leaking, desperate,

 

needing more.











Selene took a step back,

 

admiring the view.











Then,

 

casually


 
, she reached down and unbuckled his gag.










The ring slid from his mouth, leaving his jaw

 

aching, his lips slick, his breath ragged.











He had

 

barely recovered


 
when Selene placed a

 

single black leather glove


 
into his open mouth.










James’s

 

stomach twisted


 
.










Selene

 

smirked.











“Suck.”










James’s

 

face burned in pure humiliation.











His lips

 

closed around the leather.











His

 

tongue flicked over it


 
, wet, obedient.










Evelyn let out a

 

soft, pleased moan.











“Oh, he’s going to be fun.”










Selene’s

 

eyes gleamed with satisfaction.











“Yes,” she murmured,

 

watching as James swallowed his pride, his shame, his past.











“He’s already mine.”









CHAPTER 5: BROKEN AND REBORN










James knelt,

 

naked, caged, and humiliated


 
, his lips wrapped around the

 

leather glove Mistress Selene had shoved into his mouth


 
.










The scent of

 

her dominance


 
filled his nostrils—

 

expensive, cruel, intoxicating


 
.










His

 

cheeks burned


 
. His

 

cock ached against its cage


 
, pulsing with

 

shameful need.











Mistress Evelyn watched from above,

 

amused, entertained, knowing


 
.










She traced a slow finger down his

 

bare chest


 
, over his

 

stomach


 
, stopping just before his

 

throbbing, swollen cock.











“He’s trembling,” she murmured.










Selene smiled.










“They all do, eventually.”










James

 

shuddered.











His

 

jaw ached


 
, forced open around the leather still

 

resting on his tongue


 
, filling his mouth, taking away the last bit of control he had left.










Selene removed her glove with

 

painful slowness


 
, sliding it from his lips, letting

 

a thin strand of saliva connect them for a moment before breaking.











James

 

panted, his breath shaking.











Evelyn chuckled. “I think he’s ready.”










Selene nodded.










“Oh, he’s beyond ready.”










She crouched before him,

 

tilting his chin up with two fingers


 
, her grip

 

unbreakable.











“You’re going to beg for your humiliation, pet.”










James’s

 

stomach clenched.











No.










He

 

wouldn’t.











He couldn’t.










Selene smiled like she

 

already knew the outcome.











She straightened, stepping back, crossing her arms.










“We’ll wait.”










James’s

 

breath hitched.











That was the worst part.










The

 

waiting.











The anticipation.










The knowledge that

 

his own body would betray him before his mind could resist.











Evelyn

 

tapped her manicured nails against his caged cock


 
, sending a sharp

 

pulse of pain and pleasure through his system.











His

 

hips jerked forward involuntarily.











Mistress Selene smirked.










Evelyn leaned down, whispering in his ear, her breath

 

hot against his skin


 
.










“Beg for it, slut.”










James

 

gritted his teeth, every muscle locking in resistance.











Selene’s

 

voice cut through him, smooth and authoritative.











“Say it.”










James

 

shook his head.











A

 

sharp slap


 
landed across his face, sending his head snapping to the side.










His cock

 

twitched violently in its cage.











Selene’s

 

smile widened.











“Oh, I see now,” she murmured.










She

 

tilted her head, watching him carefully


 
, then turned to Mistress Evelyn.










“He doesn’t need more pain.”










Evelyn nodded. “No, he needs

 

something else.


 
”










She stepped behind him, running her fingers through his

 

damp hair, tugging him back against her.











Selene crouched before him again,

 

her lips just inches from his.











“Beg,” she repeated, softer this time.

 

“Beg to be humiliated for us.”











James’s

 

breath came sharp and uneven, his face burning, his body aching.











His cock

 

throbbed painfully


 
, leaking precum onto the floor, desperate,

 

so fucking desperate.











His pride was

 

hanging by a thread


 
.










And Selene knew it.










She reached out, tracing a

 

single nail down his chest


 
, stopping just above his

 

caged cock


 
.










His

 

stomach clenched.











Her

 

touch was barely there


 
, but his body

 

reacted violently.











His cock

 

jerked, desperate for friction, for anything.











Selene’s smirk

 

turned cruel.











“You want it, don’t you?”










James’s

 

throat locked.











“You need it.”










He

 

shook his head


 
weakly, his

 

cock betraying him completely.











Selene chuckled.










She

 

wrapped her fingers around his cage


 
, squeezing just enough to make him

 

whimper.











“I want to hear it, pet.”










James

 

gasped, his body trembling, his resistance crumbling.











Mistress Evelyn’s fingers tightened in his hair, pulling his head back further, exposing his

 

throat, his submission, his defeat.











“Say it,” she whispered, her lips brushing against his

 

flushed, overheated skin.











James’s

 

lips parted


 
, his breath

 

shallow, wrecked.











He wanted to fight.










He wanted to

 

hold on.











But his body was

 

screaming for release


 
, his cock

 

dripping, pulsing, breaking.











And the words

 

slipped free before he could stop them.











“Please…” His voice was barely more than a

 

breath, ruined, wrecked, desperate.











Selene’s

 

eyes gleamed with victory.











“Louder.”










James’s

 

cheeks burned


 
.










His

 

body convulsed with the sheer humiliation of it


 
.










But he couldn’t stop.










“…Please, Mistress,” he gasped.










Selene

 

sighed, satisfied.











“There it is.”










Her fingers

 

released his cage


 
, tracing his

 

inner thighs instead, teasing, testing.











Evelyn chuckled, running her nails down his

 

chest, his stomach, his sides, letting him shiver under their control.











“You love it,” she murmured.










James

 

shuddered.











“I…”










Selene’s

 

fingers tightened on his chin, forcing his head up.











“You do,” she whispered. “Say it.”










James

 

squeezed his eyes shut, his entire body screaming in humiliation and something far, far worse—need.











“I…”










Selene leaned closer.










“Say. It.”










And then,

 

the final crack.











James’s

 

breath hitched, his entire body trembling.











“I love it.”










Selene’s

 

smile was pure, unfiltered satisfaction.











“Good boy.”










She released him,

 

letting him kneel there, spent, ruined, owned.











Evelyn smirked, watching the way he

 

collapsed against Selene’s leg


 
, his body

 

weak, broken, completely theirs.











“I think he’s ready for the next step.”










Selene

 

ran her fingers through his hair, petting him like a prized possession.











“Oh, I think so too.”










James

 

didn’t move.











Didn’t fight.










Didn’t think.










He just knelt there,

 

completely and utterly owned.










CHAPTER 6: A PERFECT PET










James knelt at

 

Mistress Selene’s feet


 
, his body

 

spent, trembling, and completely owned.


 
His

 

cock throbbed inside its steel cage


 
, painfully swollen,

 

dripping with denied need.


 
His mouth was

 

still wet from sucking her glove


 
, his face

 

flushed with humiliation and arousal.











Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him,

 

dragging her nails down his chest


 
, feeling the way his

 

muscles tensed under her touch.











Selene leaned down, tilting his

 

chin up with two fingers


 
, forcing him to meet her gaze.










“Look at you,” she murmured.










James’s breath came in

 

shallow, desperate pants.











“You begged so sweetly for your humiliation,” she continued. “And now…”










Her fingers

 

traced down his throat, over his collarbone, lower—











“You’re going to learn what it means to be a perfect pet.”










James’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, but he didn’t pull away.










Couldn’t.










Selene smiled.










“You’re mine now.”










Her words

 

settled into his bones


 
, sinking deep.










James

 

shuddered.











Mistress Evelyn smirked, standing up and moving toward the

 

glass table lined with their instruments of control.











She ran her fingers over the items,

 

deliberate, slow


 
, before finally picking up a

 

leather collar with a silver tag attached to it.











The tag read:











"Property of Mistress Selene."











James’s

 

stomach clenched.











Evelyn turned to Selene,

 

holding up the collar.











Selene hummed in approval, turning back to him.










“Do you know what this means, pet?”










James

 

swallowed hard.











His

 

cock twitched violently in its cage.











Selene took the collar from Evelyn, running her fingers over the leather before stepping behind him.










Slowly,

 

deliberately, purposefully


 
, she

 

wrapped the collar around his throat


 
, fastening the buckle in place.










The

 

soft click of the lock


 
sent a shudder through him.










Selene leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear.










“This means you belong to me.”










James

 

exhaled sharply, his body trembling.











Selene

 

stood back, admiring the view.











Mistress Evelyn chuckled,

 

gripping his chin, forcing him to look up.











“You look perfect like this.”










James

 

groaned


 
, his

 

cock straining, leaking, desperate.











Evelyn

 

ran her fingers over the silver tag, smirking.











“I think we should make sure he understands his new role.”










Selene nodded, stepping back toward the chair.










She sat down,

 

crossing her legs elegantly, resting her foot on his thigh.











“Crawl.”










James’s

 

face burned.











His

 

body ached, raw with denial, humiliation, and something far, far worse—need.











But his

 

knees moved before his mind could resist.











He

 

crawled forward


 
, pressing his

 

lips against the tip of her shoe


 
,

 

silent, obedient, completely broken.











Selene

 

sighed in satisfaction.











“Good boy.”










Evelyn smiled, stepping closer.










“I think it’s time to test his limits.”










Selene smirked.










“Oh, I think so too.”










She

 

snapped her fingers


 
, and James

 

knew


 
.











Knew what they wanted.











Knew what he had

 

become.











And for the first time…











He wanted it too.










CHAPTER 7: BOUND AND USED










James

 

crawled forward


 
, his lips brushing against

 

Mistress Selene’s shoe


 
, his body

 

trembling with submission, humiliation, and undeniable arousal.


 
His

 

cock throbbed painfully inside its steel cage


 
, every twitch a reminder that

 

he was no longer in control.











Mistress Evelyn crouched beside him, running a

 

single manicured nail


 
along his spine, making his

 

muscles tense involuntarily.











“He’s learning so well,” she murmured,

 

amused.











Selene smirked,

 

crossing her legs elegantly, watching him.











“Yes, but he still has more to give.”










Evelyn hummed in agreement, stepping back toward the

 

glass table lined with instruments of control.











She picked up a

 

set of black leather restraints


 
, running her fingers over them before turning back to Selene.










Selene

 

tilted her head, eyes gleaming.











“Yes. Bind him.”










James’s

 

stomach clenched, his breath hitching.











Evelyn moved behind him, gripping his

 

wrists firmly


 
,

 

fastening the leather cuffs around them, securing his hands behind his back.











Selene leaned forward, gripping his

 

chin between her fingers


 
, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.










“You love this, don’t you?”










James

 

shook his head instinctively, his face burning.











Selene chuckled.










“Oh, my sweet pet,” she murmured, brushing her

 

thumb over his bottom lip


 
, her

 

touch deceptively soft.











“You don’t get to lie to me.”










She released him, sitting back, watching as Evelyn

 

tightened the last strap, ensuring he couldn’t move.











James

 

panted, his body on fire, trapped, bound, completely at their mercy.











Evelyn’s fingers trailed over his

 

thighs, his hips, stopping just short of his caged cock.











“Look at how hard he is,” she mused, gripping the

 

base of the cage, testing the weight of his arousal.











Selene smirked, watching the way James

 

tensed, the way his cock jerked involuntarily in its prison.











“Desperate, aren’t you?”










James

 

bit his lip, his body screaming for relief.











Selene leaned forward, her

 

breath warm against his ear.











“Beg.”










James’s

 

face burned.











“No.”










Evelyn chuckled, dragging her

 

nails over his inner thighs


 
, sending a

 

sharp pulse of pain and pleasure through him.











“Oh?” Selene

 

tilted her head, amused.


 
“Still pretending you have a choice?”










She snapped her fingers.










“Spread him open.”










James

 

froze.











Mistress Evelyn

 

didn’t hesitate.











She gripped his

 

hips, forcing his legs wider, making him arch forward, exposing him completely.











Selene sighed, reaching forward,

 

trailing a single finger along the sensitive space between his bound thighs.











James

 

sucked in a sharp breath, his cock pulsing violently.











Selene chuckled.










“You think you’re resisting,” she murmured,

 

her fingers circling, teasing, testing.











“But your body belongs to us now.”










James

 

shuddered, his muscles trembling.











Selene smirked, dragging her

 

nails down his spine, slow, deliberate.











“Say it.”










James

 

squeezed his eyes shut.











He wouldn’t.










He couldn’t.










Evelyn

 

tightened her grip on his hips, her fingers digging into his skin.











“Say it, pet.”










James

 

shook his head, his breath shaking.











Selene sighed.










She reached back toward the table, picking up a

 

sleek black plug, coated in lube.











James’s

 

eyes widened.











No.










Mistress Selene leaned in, whispering against his ear.










“I’ll ask one more time.”










Her

 

fingers pressed against his entrance, testing, pushing.











“Who do you belong to?”










James

 

whimpered, his cock jerking violently in its cage.











Selene pressed

 

deeper, inch by inch, claiming him.











James

 

moaned, wrecked, broken, undone.











Selene smirked.










“I didn’t hear you, pet.”










James

 

gasped, his body trembling, his mind shattering.











“…You, Mistress.”










Selene exhaled,

 

pleased.











“That’s right.”










She pressed

 

deeper, filling him, stretching him, owning him completely.











Evelyn

 

smirked


 
, watching him fall apart. “Oh, he’s perfect.” Selene smiled,

 

petting his hair like a prized possession.


 
“Yes.” She

 

dragged her nails down his spine, feeling his body submit beneath her.


 
“He is.”









CHAPTER 8: PEGGED INTO SUBMISSION










James

 

knelt, bound, exposed, and trembling


 
, his

 

cock still locked in its unforgiving steel cage


 
, his

 

body slick with sweat, submission, and shameful arousal.


 
His knees ached against the cold floor, his arms

 

secured behind his back


 
, his

 

breath coming in shallow, uneven gasps


 
.










Mistress Selene sat in her chair, legs crossed elegantly,

 

watching him with quiet amusement


 
, her nails tapping against the leather of the armrest. Mistress Evelyn stood beside him, running her

 

fingertips over his spine, down to his spread thighs, barely grazing his skin


 
.










“You’re doing so well, pet,” Selene murmured.










James

 

shuddered.











His

 

mind warred with his body.











He wanted to fight.










He wanted to resist.










But his

 

cock twitched inside its cage


 
, aching, leaking, his body

 

betraying him in the worst way.











Evelyn smirked, gripping his

 

chin between her fingers


 
, tilting his face up to meet her gaze.










“You’ve taken every lesson so well,” she whispered.










Her fingers trailed down his

 

chest


 
, lower, grazing his

 

thighs


 
before

 

gripping his caged cock, squeezing just enough to make him whimper.











Selene chuckled.










“I think it’s time for his final test.”










James’s

 

stomach twisted.











Mistress Evelyn stepped back, moving toward the

 

glass table lined with their instruments of control.











She ran her fingers over the collection,

 

deliberate, slow


 
, before finally picking up a

 

sleek black harness, fitted with a thick, intimidating strap-on.











James

 

froze.











Mistress Selene smirked, watching his reaction.










“Ah. There it is.”










The

 

fear. The realization. The submission.











James

 

tried to shake his head


 
, tried to

 

pull away


 
, but Selene simply snapped her fingers, and Evelyn gripped his

 

hips, holding him in place.











“Oh, pet,” Selene murmured, standing from her chair, stepping behind him.

 

Her gloved fingers trailed over his back, slow, possessive.











“You belong to us now.”










James’s

 

breath hitched.











Selene leaned down, her

 

lips brushing against his ear


 
, her voice a whisper of

 

absolute control


 
.










“And now, we’re going to show you what that truly means.”










Evelyn stood before him, fastening the harness into place, her

 

movements slow, deliberate, teasing.











She ran her fingers over the

 

silicone shaft


 
, coating it with

 

lube, letting James watch every motion


 
, his

 

face burning with shame.











Selene crouched behind him, her

 

hands spreading him open


 
, her breath

 

hot against his skin.











James

 

whimpered.











Selene

 

laughed softly


 
, pressing a single

 

gloved finger against his hole


 
, testing,

 

pushing just enough to make his body jolt.











His

 

cock twitched violently in its cage


 
,

 

leaking, betraying him.











Evelyn hummed, amused.










“He’s so eager.”










James

 

shook his head, his body trembling.











“No,” he gasped.










Selene smirked.










“Oh, but your body says otherwise.”










She pressed

 

deeper


 
, her

 

finger sliding inside him, stretching him, owning him.











James

 

groaned, his head falling forward, his breath shaking.











Selene

 

sighed in satisfaction, withdrawing her fingers.











“He’s ready.”










Evelyn

 

stepped behind him, positioning herself.











James’s

 

entire body locked up.











Mistress Selene

 

gripped his hair


 
, pulling his head back, forcing his eyes to meet hers.










“Breathe, pet,” she whispered.










James

 

gasped


 
, his

 

cock throbbing, leaking, aching.











And then—











Evelyn pushed inside.











James

 

cried out, his back arching, his entire body jerking violently.











His

 

muscles clenched around her, stretching, opening, taking her.











Selene

 

shushed him, her fingers stroking his throat, grounding him.











“There you go,” she whispered. “Good boy.”










Evelyn

 

moved deeper


 
,

 

slow, controlled, deliberate


 
, filling him,

 

claiming him completely.











James

 

shuddered, his entire body shaking, his cock throbbing helplessly in its cage.











Evelyn leaned down, her

 

breath hot against his ear.











“You’re ours now.”










She

 

thrust forward, harder, deeper, forcing a desperate, broken moan from his lips.











Selene gripped his

 

caged cock


 
, squeezing lightly.










James

 

whimpered, wrecked, ruined, completely undone.











Evelyn picked up the pace,

 

each thrust pushing him further into submission, forcing him to accept his place beneath them.











James

 

groaned, panting, gasping, his body surrendering completely.











Selene

 

gripped his throat, forcing him to look at her.











“Say it.”










James

 

shook his head weakly, his eyes glassy, his body trembling.











Selene’s

 

fingers tightened.











“Say. It.”










Evelyn

 

slammed into him deeper


 
, making him

 

cry out.











James

 

couldn’t fight it anymore.











He was

 

broken, taken, owned.











And the words

 

slipped free before he could stop them.











“I— I belong to you.”










Selene

 

smiled.











Evelyn

 

groaned in satisfaction, thrusting deeper, forcing his body to take every inch.











Selene leaned down, whispering against his lips.










“Yes, you do.”










James

 

shuddered violently


 
, his body

 

completely surrendered.











His

 

cock pulsed violently in its cage, leaking, dripping, desperate.











Evelyn slowed,

 

her hands gripping his hips tightly.











Selene leaned back, admiring her work.










“He’s perfect.”










Evelyn chuckled,

 

stroking his back, soothing him.











“Oh, he’s more than perfect.”










She pulled out, making James

 

whimper at the sudden emptiness.











Selene

 

petted his hair, running her fingers through the damp strands.











“Shh, pet. You did so well.”










James

 

collapsed against her leg, weak, ruined, completely owned.











Selene chuckled.










“You’ll never be the same again.”










James

 

shuddered, his body still trembling.











And he knew—








She was right.







CHAPTER 9: A PET FOR LIFE










James lay

 

on the cold floor


 
, his

 

body wrecked, his muscles weak, his mind shattered.


 
His

 

cock still throbbed painfully inside its cage


 
,

 

leaking, desperate


 
, trapped in

 

denied submission.


 
His

 

ass still ached from Mistress Evelyn’s brutal claiming


 
, a

 

constant reminder of his new place beneath them.











Mistress Selene sat in her chair, legs

 

crossed elegantly


 
, watching him with

 

pure satisfaction


 
, a glass of wine in her hand. Mistress Evelyn stood beside her,

 

leaning against the table


 
, her eyes

 

filled with amusement.











James should have felt

 

shame


 
.










He should have felt

 

anger, resistance, anything other than the aching, pathetic need pulsing through his body.











But he didn’t.










Because deep down, he

 

wanted more.











Selene set her glass down and stood,

 

her heels clicking against the concrete floor as she approached.











She crouched beside him,

 

gripping his chin, forcing his glassy, ruined eyes to meet hers.











“You are nothing now,” she whispered.










James

 

shuddered.











Her

 

grip tightened.











“You are my pet,” she continued, her voice

 

smooth, commanding, absolute.











James

 

swallowed hard, his breath coming in ragged, broken gasps.











Selene smiled.










“You will never be a man again.”










His

 

stomach twisted, his cock pulsing violently in its cage.











Selene ran her

 

gloved fingers down his chest


 
, over his

 

shaking stomach


 
, stopping at the

 

tight metal prison locked around his cock.











She

 

tilted her head, amused.











Mistress Evelyn chuckled from behind her.










“Oh, I think it’s time we take his training to the next level.”










Selene nodded, standing and turning toward the

 

glass table lined with their instruments of control.











She picked up a

 

delicate, folded piece of pink silk


 
and held it up, letting it

 

unfurl slowly, deliberately, teasingly.











James’s

 

eyes widened.











Pink

 

lace panties.











Mistress Selene turned back to him,

 

amused at his expression.











Evelyn stepped closer,

 

trailing her nails down his back, making him shudder.











“Oh, pet,” she purred, “you didn’t think we were done, did you?”










James

 

trembled.











Selene

 

sighed, shaking her head.











“You’re not just our pet anymore.”










She crouched down, holding the

 

delicate, humiliating fabric in front of his face.











“You are our little slut.”










James

 

gasped, his body betraying him violently, his cock twitching against its cage, dripping.











Selene smirked.










“You will wear what we choose.”










She

 

grabbed his collar, pulling him forward, making him crawl to her.











“You will dress how we say.”










She snapped her fingers.










“Stand.”










James hesitated.










Evelyn’s

 

hand cracked across his ass.











He

 

jerked upright immediately


 
, his

 

face burning, his cock still leaking uncontrollably.











Selene smiled.










“That’s better.”










She lifted the

 

pink panties


 
,

 

holding them open.











“Put them on.”










James’s

 

face burned with fresh humiliation.











Selene

 

tilted her head, amused at his hesitation.











Evelyn smirked.










“He still thinks he has a choice.”










Selene sighed.










She stepped forward,

 

grabbing his caged cock, squeezing it firmly.











James

 

let out a strangled, wrecked moan.











“You have no choices, pet.”










She let go,

 

letting him sway on his feet, weak, needy, desperate.











“Put them on.”










James’s

 

fingers trembled


 
as he reached forward, taking the

 

delicate lace fabric.











His

 

cheeks burned


 
as he slid the

 

humiliatingly feminine material up his legs


 
, the

 

silk brushing against his sensitive, denied cock.











Mistress Evelyn

 

sighed in satisfaction.











“Oh, he looks precious.”










Selene smiled, stepping back to admire him.










James

 

stood there, ruined, humiliated, wearing the delicate pink lace, his cock twitching helplessly beneath the fabric.











Selene stepped closer,

 

running her fingers over his stomach, lower, over the thin lace covering his caged cock.











“You will wear these every day,” she murmured, her voice

 

soft, commanding, dangerous.











James

 

shuddered, his breathing ragged.











Evelyn smirked.










“You will be locked in this cage permanently.”










Selene chuckled.










“And every time you leak, every time you ache, every time you beg for release…”










She

 

grabbed his chin again, tilting his face up.











“You will remember that you belong to us.”










James

 

gasped, his entire body trembling.











Mistress Evelyn chuckled, stepping behind him, pressing a

 

sharp slap against his ass.











James

 

whimpered.











Selene sighed.










“Now, on your knees, slut.”










James

 

dropped instantly, obedient, broken, owned.











Selene and Evelyn

 

smirked at each other.











Mistress Selene ran her fingers through his

 

damp, wrecked hair


 
, petting him like the

 

perfect little pet he had become.











Evelyn crossed her arms, amused.










“Oh, he’s ready.”










Selene smiled.










“Yes.”










She

 

pressed her heel against his caged cock, making him whimper.











“He belongs to us forever.”










James

 

shuddered, his cock throbbing, his body completely surrendered.











And for the first time—











He knew it was true.










CHAPTER 10: A LIFETIME OF OBEDIENCE










James knelt in

 

perfect submission


 
, his knees aching on the cold floor, his hands

 

bound behind his back


 
, his

 

body trembling


 
under the weight of his final surrender.










The

 

delicate pink lace panties


 
clung to his skin, tight, humiliating, the soft fabric brushing against his

 

caged, leaking cock.











Mistress Selene stood before him,

 

smirking, dominant, victorious.











Mistress Evelyn circled him slowly,

 

her nails dragging over his exposed skin


 
, watching the way he

 

shuddered, twitched, whimpered at every touch.











Selene exhaled,

 

pleased


 
, lifting his chin with two fingers.










“Look at you.”










James’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, his

 

eyes glassy, wrecked, submissive.











“You were so sure you could resist.”










Selene traced her fingers over his

 

throat


 
, down to the

 

silver tag hanging from his collar.












PROPERTY OF MISTRESS SELENE











Her

 

smirk widened.











“And now?”










She reached down, palming his

 

caged cock through the silk


 
, feeling the

 

wetness of his leaking arousal soaking through the fabric.











James

 

whimpered, his hips jerking forward involuntarily.











Selene

 

laughed softly.











“You ache for us, don’t you?”










James’s

 

breath hitched.











He

 

wanted to deny it.











Wanted to

 

fight back, hold on to some last shred of his pride.











But there was

 

nothing left.











Only

 

the need.











Only

 

the hunger for their control.











He

 

swallowed hard, voice trembling.











“Yes, Mistress.”










Evelyn smirked.










“Oh, he’s finally honest.”










She stepped behind him, running her

 

hands over his shoulders, down his back, lower.











“I think he’s ready for his final transformation.”










Selene nodded,

 

stroking his hair, admiring the way he pressed into her touch like a desperate little pet.











“Yes.”










She

 

tilted his face up, meeting his gaze, eyes dark, commanding.











“From now on, you are nothing but our little sissy slut.”










James’s

 

stomach clenched, his cock throbbing violently in its cage.











Selene chuckled.










“You will dress for us.”










Evelyn reached behind her, pulling something from the

 

glass table lined with their tools.











A

 

delicate, lacy pink babydoll nightie.











She held it up in front of him, watching his

 

face crumble in humiliation, in shameful, undeniable arousal.











Selene smirked.










“You will wear this.”










James

 

let out a broken whimper, his cock twitching wildly.











Evelyn leaned down, whispering in his ear.










“You will serve us.”










Selene gripped his

 

collar, yanking him forward, pressing her heel against his caged cock.











“You will beg for us.”










Evelyn reached between his

 

spread thighs, fingers brushing against his exposed, vulnerable hole.











“And you will take whatever we give you.”










James

 

shuddered, his body weak, spent, completely theirs.











Selene smiled.










“Say it.”










James’s

 

cheeks burned, his voice barely above a whisper.











“…I am your sissy slut.”










Selene

 

tightened her grip on his collar.











“Louder.”










James

 

moaned, humiliated, broken, desperate.











“I am your sissy slut, Mistress.”










Selene’s

 

smile was pure victory.











Evelyn

 

sighed in satisfaction, stroking his back.











“Good boy.”










Selene smirked.










“No.”










She lifted the

 

silk nightie


 
, slipping it over his head, letting it

 

drape over his exposed, ruined body.











The

 

fabric was sheer


 
, the lace soft and humiliating, the

 

cut designed to make him look as delicate, as submissive, as helpless as possible.











She stepped back, admiring her work.










“Not a boy anymore.”










James

 

whimpered, his body shivering, his cock leaking.











Selene stepped forward, gripping his

 

caged cock through the lace, giving it a slow, teasing squeeze.











“You are our little sissy pet.”










James

 

moaned, his body collapsing against her, trembling, ruined.











Evelyn crouched beside him, running her

 

fingers over the lace covering his body.











“I think we should celebrate his final transformation.”










Selene chuckled.










“Yes.”










She turned toward the

 

glass table


 
, running her fingers over the tools before picking up a

 

thick, black strap-on, already glistening with lube.











James’s

 

stomach dropped, his cock pulsing painfully in its cage.











Selene strapped it on,

 

adjusting the harness, watching him shiver.











Evelyn stepped behind him, gripping his

 

hips, spreading him open.











James’s

 

breath came in ragged, uneven gasps.











Selene crouched before him, tilting his

 

chin up.











“You’ve taken every lesson so well, pet.”










She

 

dragged her fingers down his throat, lower, lower, stopping just above his caged cock.











Her

 

eyes gleamed.











“Now, it’s time for your final reward.”










She

 

pressed the tip of the strap-on against his hole


 
, testing, teasing.










James

 

whimpered, his cock throbbing wildly.











Selene

 

smirked.











“Beg for it.”










James’s

 

face burned, his shame overwhelming, his body betraying him completely.











He

 

didn’t hesitate.











“Please, Mistress.”










Selene ran her

 

nails down his chest, enjoying the way he trembled.











“Please what, pet?”










James

 

let out a wrecked moan, his cock twitching, leaking through the silk.











“Please… please fuck me, Mistress.”










Selene

 

sighed in satisfaction.











“There’s a good girl.”










She

 

thrust forward, filling him, stretching him, owning him completely.











James

 

cried out, his body breaking apart beneath them.











Evelyn gripped his

 

hair, forcing his head back, whispering in his ear.











“From now on, this is all you are.”










Selene

 

pushed deeper, watching him shudder, his cock jerking helplessly in its cage.











“You will serve us.”










Evelyn chuckled.










“You will take us.”










Selene leaned down,

 

her breath hot against his lips.











“And you will love every second of it.”










James

 

whimpered, his body surrendering completely.











Selene sighed, stroking his

 

cheek, pushing deeper, stretching him wider, ruining him completely.











“You belong to us forever, pet.”










And James

 

knew


 
—










She was right.
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