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Foreword

Thank you for reading.

If you found meaning, intensity, or pleasure in these pages, I’d be deeply grateful if you left a review. Your words help others discover the story — and ensure it continues to reach those who need it most.

— Roman Vale


Story 7: Timer’s Game – Escalation

Harriet’s nerves tingled before she even opened the lockbox. The room was already humid with anticipation—her skin slick, hair half-tied and coming loose from the heat and the hours of planning. It wasn’t the first time she’d done this, but tonight every muscle thrummed with a dangerous kind of excitement. This time, she wasn’t just surrendering to the unknown—she was sharing it, risking everything, and building a trap that might snap shut on both of them.

The bed was cleared but for the arsenal: two gleaming steel spreader bars, black leather cuffs, a posture collar that gleamed as if it had just been oiled, and her newest ball-gag—an O-ring that promised drool and muffled humiliation. She lined them up with a trembling hand, checking each lock, making sure each key was on the other side of the room, just out of reach. Next came the ice-locks: plastic tubes filled with water, frozen solid, each holding a spare key that would drop free only after the timer counted down. Safety, but only just.

Her phone buzzed.

Alex: “Strip and show me your kit, every item. I want to see you naked, and I want you blushing before we start.”

Harriet smirked, rolling her eyes for the camera—then pulled her shirt over her head and let it fall. Her nipples were already hard, the room cool and her mind already halfway lost in the scene. She pushed her jeans to the floor, slid her knickers down, and stood bare, legs apart, arms up for inspection. She angled her phone to give Alex a full view—face, breasts, belly, that faint, vulnerable line of her sex.

She heard his breath catch. His video flickered into focus: Alex’s own body, broad-shouldered, pale and already marked by anticipation, cock half-hard and twitching above a nest of dark hair. But his kit was brutal—a gleaming steel chastity cage, a thick plug already slicked with lube, nipple suckers, and a heavy ball stretcher with chrome weights lined up beside him. The camera followed his hand as he poured ice water into a bowl and dunked a thick, black belt into it, flexing it with a smirk.

“Closer,” Alex said, his voice low, dominant, and hungry. Harriet brought her phone in, showing off the heavy clamps—stainless steel, tips coated in black rubber, the kind that left marks for days—and the new vibrating plug. She pressed a finger to her slit, showing just how ready she was, teasing out slickness for the camera.

“Not enough. Mouth open, tongue out. Show me you’re ready to drool for me.”

Harriet obeyed, feeling the flush rise to her cheeks. She stuck out her tongue, let her jaw hang slack, already imagining the O-ring biting down and the drool running down her chin, matting her hair and painting her chest with humiliation.

Alex grinned. “Perfect. Now talk me through the rest—what’s your plan?”

She swallowed, throat thick. “Spreader bar at the ankles, locked cuffs overhead to the pull-up bar. Posture collar last—want to see me struggle to breathe? Nipple clamps before the plug, because I want you to see me squirm when it goes in. The plug’s on your app—I don’t get to touch it. Ring-gag before I lock the wrists. Ice-locks on both keys—one for the cuffs, one for the collar. I can’t get out until both are melted. If I beg, you add thirty minutes to your timer. If you beg, I’m locked for an hour more. Panic button means the ‘fail folder’—all the videos, all the audio, auto-uploaded for both of us to find in the morning.”

She could feel her heart hammering, the words themselves arousing—like reading out a confession to a jury of perverts. Alex’s pupils were wide, face half-shadowed by the lamp on his desk. His hand drifted down, thumb brushing the head of his cock, but he didn’t touch, just showed her the lube, the plug, the cage.

“My turn.” Alex’s voice was rough, almost shaky beneath the edge. “Weights on the balls first. Plug in deep—prostate massager, high as it’ll go. Cage locked, key in the ice. Nipple suckers until they swell, then metal clamps with weights. Thighs tied wide, belt soaked in ice water around them. Posture collar, wrists cuffed behind the back. If I grunt, you go harder. If you moan, I get five more minutes. If I cry, we both lose.”

They both laughed, tension breaking for a moment. The game was cruel, but the rules were clear: both suffer, both watch, both exposed.

Harriet reached for her phone, flipping the camera to selfie mode. “One more rule—confession. We each record a one-minute video, confessing a fantasy we’ve never told anyone else. If one of us panics, it gets played to the other before release. If both of us break, the files get sent to both, no take-backs.”

Alex just nodded, face set. “Deal. You first.”

Harriet’s hand shook as she hit record. “This is for you, Alex. If you’re seeing this, I failed, and you win.” She hesitated, feeling the sting of shame in her chest. “My fantasy is… being tied up in a public place, blindfolded, so many people watching me I can’t even hear myself think. Strangers using me. Humiliating me. I want to be a slut for the crowd, knowing I can’t say no.” She ended the video, cheeks burning. Her own words had her shivering.

Alex recorded his, voice softer. “If you’re hearing this, Harriet, I couldn’t take it. My fantasy? Being made to crawl, caged, at a party full of friends. They don’t know who I am, but you do. I want you to force me to beg for release in front of them, make me show off my locked cock and red, used ass. I want to be your property, nothing more.”

They stared at each other, raw and bare, more vulnerable than even the bondage would make them.

“Time to lock in,” Alex said, and the game began.

Harriet started with her ankles, pushing her feet apart until the cold steel pressed into the backs of her knees. The click of the lock was loud, final, the end of any chance of walking away. She attached the heavy cuffs to her wrists, ran the chain up to the bar, checked the quick-release (three full turns, just as they’d agreed—enough for safety, not enough for cheating). The cuffs pressed deep into her skin, lining up old bruises with new. Her posture collar went next, thick and unyielding, forcing her to hold her head high, every breath sharp and shallow.

Alex’s camera followed his hands as he slid the weights down over his balls, grunting as they tugged him low, scrotum stretched and purple. He lubed the thick plug, positioned himself on his knees, and forced it inside with a gasp, face twisted with effort and pleasure. He locked the cage next, squeezing his cock down into the steel, his hand shaking as the padlock snapped shut. He tightened the posture collar, then reached behind to cuff his wrists, looping the chain through the bedframe so he couldn’t twist away.

“Gag,” Alex ordered, and Harriet opened wide, jaw aching as she forced the O-ring between her teeth. The taste was rubber and soap and fear. Drool immediately began to slide down her chin, hot and thick. She tilted her head, showing off for the camera, letting the spit run down between her breasts.

He grinned, then took his own gag—a thick ball, rubber straps buckled tight. He groaned as he tightened it, the sound muffled but desperate. Saliva spilled out the corners of his mouth, running in rivulets down his throat and over his chest.

“Let’s check your rig.” Alex’s voice was muffled, hard to understand, but Harriet got the message. She panned her camera over her bondage—spread wide, wrists overhead, posture collar biting, clamps dangling in her hand. She waited for his nod, then attached the clamps to her nipples, sucking in air as the pain hit, the ache deep and immediate.

Alex showed his own, metal clamps snapping shut over his red, swollen nipples. He grunted, forced to hold still as the weights pulled them lower.

“Plug next,” Harriet slurred, and slid the vibrator in, slow and relentless, filling herself as the cold lube dripped down her thighs. She twisted until it settled deep, then held up the remote, showing Alex it was set to “off.”

He nodded, his own remote in view.

“Ice-locks,” he said, his words thick, and they both reached for the frozen tubes. Harriet positioned hers so the keys for her wrists and collar were locked away, only to drop free after the ice melted. She clicked the timer app, setting it for ninety minutes—a long, brutal session.

Alex did the same, tucking his keys into the ice, making sure Harriet could see he wasn’t cheating. The last safety net gone.

They both breathed hard, nerves and arousal colliding.

Harriet’s phone vibrated again—a final message from Alex. “Last chance. Are you ready for me to break you tonight?”

She could only nod, unable to speak around the gag, drool now painting her breasts in shiny trails.

He grinned, locked in, helpless, and harder than ever despite the cage. “Good girl. Let’s suffer together.”

She hit “start” on the app, feeling the first buzz of the plug as Alex spoke his safe word for the camera, locking them both into the game. Their eyes met on the screen, wide and feral, and in that moment, Harriet knew: tonight, someone was going to break. And both would be watching.

The first minute is always the hardest—when the reality of true helplessness crashes over the fantasy. Harriet felt it, a pulse of adrenaline mingling with arousal as she wiggled her wrists in the cuffs. The steel was unyielding. Her arms were stretched overhead, muscles quickly growing taut. The spreader bar bit at her ankles, pinning her legs wide, knees trembling with the effort. The posture collar forced her gaze up and out—straight at the camera, where Alex was now as much an audience as a participant.

On her screen, Alex was already breathing heavily. He knelt on his own floor, thighs forced apart by a leather belt that gleamed, still dripping from the icy bath. His wrists were cuffed behind his back, the lock glinting in the lamplight. The chastity cage jutted lewdly between his legs, skin flushed red and straining behind the bars. The ball-stretcher and weights hung low, every movement drawing a soft groan from deep in his chest. His nipples, already swollen from the suckers, were now clamped with heavy, serrated metal—each shift making the clamps swing and bite.

Both their gags muffled sound, but the cameras picked up every noise—every grunt, every ragged, desperate breath, every slur of drool as it hit bare flesh.

The timer on the app began its slow crawl. Ninety minutes. Every second now measured in ache and want.

Harriet tried to steady her breathing. The posture collar made each inhale shallow, her throat exposed and helpless. She tasted her own spit as it slid past the O-ring, dribbling down her chin and over her breasts, a cooling trail that made her nipples ache even more behind the clamps. The plug in her cunt buzzed low, just a tease, but every throb pushed her closer to the edge, her hips already rocking in tiny, shameful circles she couldn’t suppress.

On-screen, Alex’s thighs quivered as he struggled to keep his knees apart, the frozen belt numbing and burning his flesh. His face was red, sweat streaking his brow despite the cold. He flexed his hands, fingers clenching uselessly behind his back, testing the limits, feeling the totality of his restraint. Every tug on the cuffs sent a corresponding pull through the chain, tightening his wrists until he whimpered, gagged and wild-eyed.

The app’s control panel flickered, and Harriet’s phone vibrated—a preset command from Alex.

“On my count, ramp your plug to the first setting. Nod when you’re ready.”

She obeyed, fumbling for the remote, her hands trembling with anticipation. She pressed the button, and the plug inside her came to life—a steady, insistent pulse that sent shockwaves through her pelvis. She moaned behind the gag, body arching, as the vibration made her clit twitch and the clamps throb. Spit splattered her chest with every gasp.

Alex’s own remote was voice-activated—he grunted into the gag, the app recognizing the cue, and his plug began to buzz in sync with Harriet’s. He bucked, the weights on his balls swinging, his cock leaking helplessly in its cage. He let out a strangled moan, the metal clamps on his nipples twisting as he writhed.

For a moment, the two of them simply watched each other suffer—eyes glazed, lips parted, drool running in rivers. It was mutual torture and mutual spectacle, a perverse communion by wire and screen.

Then the next punishment hit.

Harriet’s phone chimed:

“Noise detected. Alex has triggered extra clamp pressure.”

The app was merciless. If either made too much noise, the other was punished. Harriet felt the clamps on her nipples tighten by half a notch, the teeth digging deeper. She yelped, drool flying, body arching in response. In the camera window, Alex’s face twisted in sympathy and hunger. He rocked his hips, balls swinging, desperate for friction he could never get.

Harriet’s revenge came quickly—she grunted, deep and guttural, knowing it would be picked up. On Alex’s end, the app responded with a zap of the ball-stretcher, a short, sharp pulse of electricity. He jerked, eyes wide, a choked sound escaping around the gag as his body shuddered. The metal cage pressed painfully against his cock, the ache now blended with a deeper, raw need.

The first ten minutes were a cycle of mutual torment. Each moan, each whimper, each gasp was weaponized. The app measured decibels and movement, assigning new punishments with every infraction:

For Harriet:

The plug’s vibration increases, a relentless rhythm against her g-spot, the ache growing with every cycle.

Ice cubes drop from a suspended bag—one landing directly on her exposed clit, making her scream into the gag, the shock of cold doubling the ache of heat.

The posture collar forces her to keep her chin up, eyes on the camera, humiliation written in every twitch of muscle.

For Alex:

The nipple clamps are weighted even further, tiny chrome balls clipped to the chains, making every movement agony.

His plug switches from steady to pulse, a deep internal throb he can’t fight.

Ice water is dumped from a cup overhead, soaking his thighs and balls, the cold biting and numbing until the pain blooms again.

Both are sweating, bodies gleaming in the artificial light, drool and tears mixing on Harriet’s face as she rocks against the restraints. Alex’s chest heaves, muscles trembling as he’s denied any hope of comfort.

The next command comes:

“Confession round. Both must beg for permission to edge. Fail to articulate and your partner is punished.”

Harriet’s heart pounds. She works her jaw, trying to speak around the O-ring, her words a garbled, wet mess. “Pffleesh… mehdge… need t’cum… mmm—pplease!” She forces herself to exaggerate her suffering for the camera, rolling her hips, letting her spit fly. Her cheeks are red, humiliation burning through every inch of her.

Alex grunts, voice rough and broken behind the gag. “Puh… leesh… Ah—eed t’cum…” He thrusts his hips as far as the cage allows, the weights on his balls swinging and clattering.

The app responds, cold and automated:

“Edging permitted for thirty seconds. Failure to maintain silence will add five minutes to both timers.”

Harriet closes her eyes, focusing on the plug’s new rhythm as it ramps to full power. Her body convulses, toes curling as she rides the edge of climax—so close she can taste it, but never allowed to go over. Every sound is a risk. Every gasp could punish them both.

Alex’s plug pulses in time with hers, his entire body a knot of denied release. His face contorts, sweat running down his chest, muscles straining as he tries to grind against the unforgiving air.

The time ends—no climax, just raw need, frustration, and another round of punishments. Harriet whimpers as the clamps on her nipples are tightened yet again, the teeth digging into flesh, blood rushing to skin already aching. Alex receives another zap, his body jerking uncontrollably, a string of drool swinging from his chin to his chest.

They lock eyes through the screen—two animals trapped by their own desire, exposed and helpless.

The next escalation is more cruel:

“Forced task: Harriet, write ‘used slut’ across your chest with your own spit. Alex, grind your ass against the plug and hold for sixty seconds.”

Harriet’s hands shake as she gathers drool on her fingers, tracing the humiliating phrase across her skin, each letter a mark of submission. The O-ring gag makes it messy, but she does it for the camera, for Alex, for herself. The exposure, the vulnerability, the degradation—each part makes her cunt clench around the plug.

Alex, red-faced, arches his back and grinds down against the plug, the weights on his balls making the movement brutal. He moans, eyes rolling back, jaw clenched tight around the gag.

The camera zooms in—Harriet’s chest streaked with spit, Alex’s ass grinding, his balls pulled taut and purple, sweat and drool painting him in shame.

The cycle repeats: every noise, every plea, every desperate gesture brings new punishment or denial. The timers crawl, each minute stretching out into a small eternity of sensation.

Harriet’s world narrows to the pain in her nipples, the fire in her cunt, the humiliation on her chest, the relentless ache in her arms. Every drool-soaked gasp is a confession, every moan a plea for mercy and more.

Alex’s own suffering is raw and visible. His cock swells uselessly behind the steel bars, balls aching, ass invaded by the pulsing plug. He grits his teeth, eyes locked on the screen, watching Harriet as she writhes and suffers for him.

A new task:

“Simultaneous edging: Both must ride the brink, then freeze. Failure to hold still adds a full ten minutes to the partner’s timer.”

They both groan, bodies trembling as they chase the edge, hips bucking, muscles spasming. The app’s decibel meter hovers at the red—one wrong sound, and they’re both lost.

They freeze, every muscle locked, the urge to scream almost overwhelming. Harriet bites down on the gag, jaw aching, spit foaming. Alex trembles, the pain and pleasure indistinguishable.

Ten seconds. Twenty. The app counts down.

At the finish, the relief is sharp, but so is the ache—no release, just another cycle of mutual torment.

The next app command is cold, impersonal:

“Final test: If either partner begs for mercy, the other receives the maximum punishment—clamps tightened, plug to max, ten extra minutes, humiliating confession played aloud.”

Harriet shudders, tears streaking her face. She can’t speak, can’t move, can barely breathe. But she can see Alex—sweating, suffering, but proud. They hold each other’s gaze through the pain, the humiliation, the raw need.

The lock-in is complete. Neither can escape. The suffering will only deepen from here.

And yet, beneath it all, there’s a gleam in Harriet’s eye, a hunger that goes deeper than pain. She knows Alex feels it too—knows that the harder they’re pushed, the higher the peak when they finally break.

Tonight, neither will give in easily. Tonight, they will see just how much suffering they can take—for each other, with each other, and under each other’s unwavering, unblinking gaze.

Time broke down into pieces—seconds measured in sweat and spit, pain and pleasure blurring into one throbbing, endless pulse. The initial shock of restraint faded, replaced by the slow, grinding ache of endurance. Harriet’s arms burned, shoulders stretched to the limit, every muscle trembling as she tested the cuffs overhead. The spreader bar forced her thighs wide and open, feet flat on the wooden floor. Her toes curled and uncurled, seeking any anchor as the posture collar bit deep and cold into the soft skin beneath her jaw.

She drooled helplessly, saliva pooling in her mouth, trickling down through the O-ring gag, trailing from her chin onto her breasts. It was sticky, warm, then cooling as the air hit it, leaving wet lines in patterns across her chest. She’d lost count of how many times she’d tried to swallow and failed, the act a reminder of just how little control she had left.

The camera was always there—a cold, unwavering eye. Alex’s image filled half her screen: his body a study in submission and defiance. He fought the restraints as much as she did, muscles flexing as he shifted, legs forced wide by the icy leather belt, his cock caged and pressed cruelly downward, balls a swollen, vulnerable target, weighted to the limit of what he could stand. His chest was slick with sweat and water, the clamp chains swinging from his nipples, eyes half-closed in pain and need.

But Alex was watching her too. Harriet knew every humiliation, every drool-soaked gasp, every shiver and wriggle was being recorded—both for his pleasure and for the threat of exposure. The “fail folder” hung over her like a sword, every motion a risk of mutual destruction. It made her ache, and burn, and want.

The app’s timer buzzed again, breaking her trance.

“Punishment escalation: 15 minutes. All toys up one setting. New task: Each must describe their most humiliating sexual moment—clearly, for the camera. Failure adds two clamps to the partner.”

Harriet sucked in air, tongue thick and clumsy behind the O-ring. She had to force herself to speak, spit bubbling over her lips. “Wh-when I was… nngh… caught touching myself… in my parent’s bathroom… neighbor could see… through window… couldn’t stop… made myself cum anyway… didn’t care if I was seen…”

Her cheeks flamed, humiliation doubling as Alex’s eyes widened, a flush creeping up his chest. He tried to speak—his own story, voice broken and raw. “Tried to… edge in the back of an Uber… couldn’t finish… driver noticed… made me pay cash… told me ‘don’t make a mess next time’…”

The app seemed satisfied. But there was no relief—only escalation. Harriet’s plug whined louder, the internal pressure now relentless, vibrating so fiercely her whole pelvis trembled. The clamps on her nipples pulsed, a cruel “massage” mode that sent lightning-bolts of pain through already tortured flesh. The weights hanging from each clamp were joined by a thin chain that forced her to roll her shoulders back, arching her chest, displaying her suffering for the camera and for Alex.

She whimpered, body twisting. The collar forced her to keep her head high, every gasp another river of drool.

Alex fared no better—his own plug buzzed to a brutal pulse, not just a vibration but a mechanical thrust that rocked him with every cycle. His balls were encased in a new cold compress, the weights swinging heavily with every shift, sending sharp jabs of pain radiating up his spine. The nipple clamps bit down, the metal cold and unforgiving.

But the app was insatiable.

“Edge cycle: Sixty seconds to grind and squirm. Freeze on command. Any movement during freeze adds 10 minutes and two clamps for your partner.”

Harriet groaned, hips rolling, her cunt clenching desperately around the plug. She squeezed her thighs, tried to rock against the spreader bar, muscles shaking as the pleasure built and built, never quite enough to tip her over. Her chest rose and fell, breath ragged, the clamps swinging with every gasp. Sweat poured down her back, pooled at the base of her spine. The drool was everywhere—slick between her breasts, sliding down to her stomach, cooling her heated skin in a humiliating, sticky mess.

Alex was a mirror image—face red, drool dripping from the gag, eyes glazed and wild. He thrust his hips as far as the restraints allowed, the cage straining as his cock swelled uselessly within, every denied throb a fresh torture. The weights on his balls bounced with every movement, each swing pulling a sharp, guttural moan from his throat.

The freeze command flashed:

“Freeze. No movement. Timer: 60 seconds.”

It was agony. Harriet’s whole body trembled, the aftershocks of denied pleasure racing through her nerves. Her arms ached, fingers going numb. Every muscle screamed to move, to arch, to buck, to beg for more. But she held, sweat trickling down, jaw aching, chest heaving.

A single tear slid down her cheek, mixing with the spit and sweat. Still, she didn’t move.

On the screen, Alex was still as death, muscles quivering, eyes locked on hers—desperate, proud, defiant.

They made it. The timer beeped. The relief was sharp, almost a pleasure in itself.

But the punishments kept coming.

“New humiliation: Each must spit on themselves, then beg for the other’s permission to cum. Refusal or poor performance adds clamps and resets freeze timer.”

Harriet gathered as much drool as she could, let it dribble down onto her chest, then across her stomach, painting herself in spit and submission. She forced herself to beg—voice broken, muffled behind the gag, but clear enough. “P-please… Alex… let me cum… need it… need you to watch me… need to be used…”

Her own words made her clench, the shame and heat mingling into a wild, frantic ache.

Alex’s turn. He let the drool swing from his chin, spattering across his chest and cock cage. He looked into the camera, face crumpled with need. “Harriet… mmm, please… let me cum… let me show you… need to be ruined for you…”

But there was no permission. The app simply punished both:

“No permission granted. Add two clamps each. 10 more minutes.”

Harriet’s world narrowed to pain. New clamps pinched the skin of her breasts, one just beneath her left nipple, the other at the base of her right. The bite was electric, sending shocks through her chest, down to her cunt. Her body twisted, but the restraints held her fast.

Alex groaned as his own clamps were added—one to the underside of each nipple, another to the sensitive skin at the base of his cock. He writhed, eyes rolling back, spit foaming at the corners of his mouth.

“New ice punishment: Harriet, a fresh cube against your clit for two minutes. Alex, ice in the cage.”

A mechanical drop from above: a cold, wet cube landing square on Harriet’s swollen, exposed clit. She shrieked into the gag, body convulsing, the contrast of heat and cold overwhelming. The ice melted slowly, sending rivulets of freezing water over her lips, into the folds of her cunt, mixing with her slick, running down her thighs.

Alex whimpered as the ice was forced into the narrow gap at the top of his cage. The cold seeped into his cock, numbing and burning, the pain as sharp as any clamp.

They were both shuddering, broken by sensation.

“Forced tasks: Harriet, slap your own breasts ten times, make the clamps swing and bite. Alex, pull the chain between your clamps with your teeth. Both: show the camera.”

Harriet obeyed, tears in her eyes as she slapped her tits, each blow making the clamps bite deeper, sending new waves of agony through already ruined flesh. The pain blurred into pleasure, the humiliation exquisite. She looked into the camera, saw Alex watching her, hungry and awed.

Alex bent forward, struggling with the restraints, and managed to seize the chain with his teeth. He pulled, the clamps stretching his nipples to the point of tearing, his body jerking, every muscle straining. The pain was blinding, but he showed the camera, made sure Harriet saw.

The cycle repeated, each task more degrading, more exhausting:

	Both forced to edge, again and again: The app allowed them ninety seconds to grind, squirm, chase the edge, then commanded a hard freeze. Every accidental movement punished.

	Verbal humiliation: Each forced to say, “I’m a dirty, drooling whore” or “I’m a ruined, caged slut,” or “I’d do anything for you, no matter who’s watching.”

	Exposure: The cameras zoomed in—Harriet’s cunt slick and open around the plug, Alex’s caged cock pressed against the steel, both bodies marked by clamps, chains, and spit.

	New confessions: Their deepest, filthiest fantasies, forced out in slurred, desperate syllables. Harriet admitted wanting to be put on display, fucked for an audience, not knowing who watched. Alex confessed to wanting to be milked by a stranger while Harriet looked on, helpless to intervene.



The app was ruthless. Every time they begged for mercy, every time their resolve slipped, a new punishment was triggered:

	Clamps tightened to their limits—skin purple and throbbing, blood pounding.

	Fresh ice, every cycle—Harriet’s clit and Alex’s cock alternating between numbness and fire.

	Posture collar tightened, making Harriet’s breath shallow, her vision swim.

	Freeze cycles extended: Two, then three minutes, holding perfectly still or facing more time, more pain.



Soon, Harriet’s whole world was pain and need. Her arms felt numb, shoulders burning, wrists throbbing in the cuffs. Her breasts were raw, clamps biting into swollen, mottled flesh. Her cunt clenched around the plug, hips rocking in tiny, involuntary motions, each forbidden, each punished with fresh pain. Drool poured from her mouth, coating her chest and belly in sticky, glistening lines. Sweat mixed with spit, her skin slick, hair matted and wild.

Alex was no better—body shaking, muscles twitching, cock swollen and leaking uselessly behind the bars, balls stretched to breaking, clamps digging into sensitive skin, chain between his teeth. His face was a mask of pain and longing, tears mingling with spit and sweat.

The humiliation was layered and relentless. Every confession, every slurred plea, every messy, drooling gasp was broadcast to the camera, immortalized for the “fail folder” that neither dared to trigger. They wanted to break, to give in, to let the pain stop, but their pride and their need to please each other kept them going.

Finally, the app gave them a reprieve—a brief, cruel hope:

“Simultaneous edging, plugs to maximum. First to beg for release gets denied and punished; second gets a moment of mercy. Freeze at the brink. Fail, and both face triple clamps.”

Harriet felt her body convulse, the plug vibrating so hard it felt like she was being split in two. Her clit ached, ice-cold and yet burning. Her breasts bounced, clamps swinging, skin on fire. She rode the edge, hips straining, breath caught in her throat.

Alex was right there with her, body shaking, ass grinding down on the plug, cock desperate and leaking. His eyes met hers through the screen—a moment of desperate connection, both begging silently for mercy, for release, for the other to let them go.

Harriet’s will broke first—a raw, wordless moan, drool splattering, tears running down her face. She begged, voice ruined, words barely intelligible. “Please—please, Alex, let me cum, let me go, please, please—need it, can’t—”

The app was merciless:

“Request denied. Harriet, triple clamps, five more minutes, ice punishment. Alex, thirty seconds mercy: plug to low, clamps released for a moment.”

Fresh agony hit—three new clamps, pinching the already bruised flesh of Harriet’s breasts, another cube of ice dropped on her clit, a new five-minute timer. She sobbed, body wracked with pain, humiliation complete.

Alex slumped in his restraints as his clamps briefly released, the pain replaced by a dull ache, the plug dropping to a low buzz. It was no relief—just a promise that more would follow.

The cycle went on, both bodies ruined, both minds teetering on the edge of collapse. The ordeal was total, stripping away everything but the shared desire to endure, to please, to break for each other.

When the timer finally reached zero, and the app announced,

“Final test: the twist is next. Prepare for ultimate surrender.”

Harriet was a wreck—skin bruised, raw, slick with spit, sweat, and tears, cunt still clenched around the merciless plug, arms numb and legs shaking. Alex was little more than a trembling mass of nerves and pain, cock caged, balls bruised, clamps littered at his feet, breath coming in ragged, broken gasps.

They had survived together, and broken each other, and were ready—begging—to be finished.

And neither knew just how far the other would go when the final twist came.

Harriet hovered on the edge of total collapse. Her arms trembled, suspended in their cuffs; her shoulders screamed, muscles burning and nerves singing with pain. Her breasts were a mosaic of bruises and clamp marks—red, purple, streaked with angry pressure lines and the glisten of her own spit. The plug was relentless inside her, buzzing at a pitch that seemed to vibrate the marrow of her bones. Her clit was numb from ice and still ached with every pulse.

She barely registered the timer’s final warning. Alex was a blur of pain and pride in the video window—body shuddering, eyes wide and glassy, sweat dripping down his face, drool painting his chest and stomach in shining, humiliating rivers. The cage on his cock looked almost too tight, the skin beneath mottled, angry, flushed with denial and strain. His balls were swollen, red and trembling, nipples purple and raw where the last clamps had hung.

Then the app flickered. A new screen appeared—one that neither of them had seen before.

“Manual override detected. One participant’s timer has been sabotaged. New protocol: Ultimate control is now in the hands of your partner. Only they can release you. Comply or suffer additional exposure and punishments.”

Harriet blinked, disoriented, barely able to process what she was reading. She tried to move, but her arms were too far gone, her wrists trapped, the collar forcing her gaze up and into the cold, unblinking eye of the camera. She tasted panic beneath the ache of her need.

On the screen, Alex was grinning—a wild, animal expression, the mask of someone right on the cliff’s edge. He had done this. He had triggered the override. Now, everything was in his hands.

“Good girl,” Alex managed to growl around his gag, voice ruined and raw, “now beg me to let you go. Show me how desperate you really are.”

The words were muffled, but the command was clear. Harriet’s face crumpled—shame, relief, and the deepest, most ferocious arousal she’d ever known. The humiliation was total. She was ruined, undone, every defense stripped away by suffering, by exposure, by the knowledge that her fate now rested on the man watching her through the screen.

She didn’t even try to fight it. Instead, she let herself become what she’d been denying all night: an object for his pleasure, a plaything for his control.

She worked her jaw, forced words out around the O-ring, spit and tears mixing, voice cracked and pleading. “P-please… Alex… I need it… need you to watch me… need to cum… need to be let out… please, please, I’ll do anything, I’ll say anything, I’ll let you ruin me—”

Alex watched her squirm, the app feeding him control of every device. With a swipe, he ramped the plug in her cunt to maximum, then flipped the clamps to their harshest setting, sending new spikes of pain through her swollen nipples. He barked a command, the old dominance returning full-force: “Don’t you dare stop. I want you on your knees for me—no, stay right there, arms up, tits out. I want to see you spit on yourself. Show me just how filthy you are. Beg for it. Beg for the whole world to see you ruined.”

Harriet’s body obeyed before her mind could resist. She tilted her head back, drool flooding out around the gag, spilling down her chin, painting her bruised breasts in slick, messy streaks. Her arms trembled in the cuffs, her muscles gone to jelly, her posture forced by the collar into the perfect display of surrender and exposure.

“Say it,” Alex demanded. “Say what you are.”

She sobbed, raw and desperate, letting the humiliation burn away every last trace of shame. “I’m your slut… your filthy, ruined slut… I want everyone to see me broken for you… I want to be used, to be shown off, to be made to cum with you watching…”

Alex’s hand shook as he operated the controls. He made the plug pulse, slow then fast, switching between patterns. He played her like an instrument—teasing her, pushing her, denying her, bringing her to the edge and holding her there, never letting her fall.

He made her confess, over and over, each new demand filthier, more explicit:

	“Tell me who you want to watch you get used.”

	“Admit how many times you’ve touched yourself thinking about being filmed.”

	“Describe what you’d let me do to you if I invited every one of my friends to watch.”



Each answer cost Harriet another piece of herself—each confession a sacrifice, a gift of her humiliation, her need, her deepest, most shameful cravings.

When she hesitated, Alex ramped the vibration even higher, the pain and pleasure fusing into a wild, overwhelming need. Her legs shook, toes curled, every muscle locked in a rictus of denial.

“Now,” Alex said, voice barely more than a growl, “cum for me. But not until you tell me the dirtiest thing you’ve never dared admit. Right now, on camera, or I’ll leave you there for another hour.”

The words tumbled out of Harriet—half scream, half sob. “I want to be made to cum on a livestream… want to be forced to watch myself get used… want strangers to laugh at me, to see me beg, to see how filthy I am for you, for anyone who wants it…”

The app’s screen changed again—camera angle switching to full-body, lights in Harriet’s room shifting automatically to spotlight her exposed, broken form. The live feed indicator blinked red: “Recording for partner.”

Alex leaned in, face inches from the screen, as he gave the last command: “Now. Cum for me. Show me, show the camera, show yourself what you are.”

Harriet’s body exploded. The orgasm ripped through her—violent, uncontrollable, the culmination of hours of denial and suffering and shame. She screamed around the gag, body convulsing, drool and tears and sweat pouring from her, breasts bouncing in their web of clamps and bruises, cunt clenching so hard around the plug she thought she’d break in half. Her thighs shook, arms pulling against the restraints until her wrists burned, every nerve ending alive and raw. She came and came, the pain and pleasure indistinguishable, every muscle spasming, every secret laid bare.

She collapsed, sobbing, body slack and ruined, head lolling against the collar, spit and tears painting her in defeat and triumph.

Alex watched her, hand working himself through the bars of his cage, face a mask of wild arousal and relief. He didn’t ask for permission—just let go, cock erupting inside the cage, hot fluid leaking, his body shuddering as he came with her, sharing the humiliation, the victory, the utter loss of control.

The app’s final punishment was sweet: the fail folder never triggered, but both confessions auto-played in their ears as they came down, raw voices whispering the filthiest truths, immortalized forever.

Alex finally released Harriet from her bonds, operating the ice-lock overrides and app unlocks, watching her slither down from the cuffs, legs giving out, body pooling on the floor. He unlocked himself too, hands shaking, cock still throbbing, balls aching, nipples burning from the clamps.

For a long minute, they just lay there—watching each other on the screen, broken, sated, triumphant.

And as the final aftershocks faded, the app played one last message:

“Congratulations, you have survived Ultimate Surrender. Review your footage together. Debrief, decompress, and discuss your next game. All data will be deleted upon mutual confirmation.”

Harriet, still dazed, managed a soft, grateful smile. “You broke me,” she whispered. “You made me beg, made me show everything. I’ve never—”

Alex cut her off, voice low, gentle. “You were perfect. I want to see you like this again, as many times as you’ll let me. Next time, maybe someone else will be watching, too.”

A thrill ran through Harriet—of fear, of longing, of anticipation for the next ordeal, the next surrender, the next time she would be put on display and ruined, not just for Alex, but for whoever he chose.

But for now, she was just his—wrecked, exposed, and, for the first time, truly free.

For a long while, Harriet barely moved. The cuffs were off, the collar undone, the heavy O-ring ball-gag peeled out from her aching jaw. She lay sprawled on the floor, thighs parted, breasts rising and falling with each shaky breath, body limp in a puddle of spit, sweat, and tears. The marks of the session stood out in lurid Colour: purple and red bruises where clamps had bitten, thin silver lines where the spreader bar had pressed into her skin, and the faint imprint of the posture collar’s curve beneath her jaw. Her cunt was still twitching, the aftershocks of her orgasm rippling through her muscles, hot and sore and open.

The plug slipped out with a wet, defeated sound. Harriet groaned, rolling to her side, arms limp and useless. She wiped spit from her face, shivering in the sudden absence of pain. For the first time in hours, her mouth was empty, tongue thick and numb but gloriously free.

On the screen, Alex was in almost the same state. He had managed to unlock himself—fingers trembling, cock still caged but now sticky, the bars glistening with his own release. He had unclipped every clamp with ritual slowness, wincing at the sting, then massaged his sore, purpled nipples and bruised balls with ice. He looked dazed, exhausted, and utterly at peace.

For several long minutes, they simply watched each other. No words, no commands, just the raw honesty of two people who had seen—and been—everything for each other.

Eventually, Alex spoke first. His voice was raw, low, and soft, but gentle. “Colour?”

Harriet smiled, lips chapped, eyes still glassy. “Green,” she whispered, then repeated it, stronger. “Green. I’m… here. I’m okay. I’m better than okay.”

Alex nodded, letting out a long, shuddering breath. He stretched, rolled his shoulders, kneading the muscles where the cuffs had left angry red bands. “You look beautiful,” he said quietly. “Completely destroyed. I want you to see yourself.”

He clicked an icon. On Harriet’s screen, a split window appeared: a slow playback of her final orgasm, her face wild with surrender, her body painted in spit and tears, her breasts marked by clamps and bruises. It was raw, unfiltered—pure submission, pure surrender.

Harriet blushed, but didn’t look away. Instead, she let herself see it: the mess, the shame, the triumph. She touched her fingers to the camera, a silent thank you.

“Show me yours,” she murmured, and Alex obliged. He replayed his own climax: his body jerking, cock pulsing uselessly in the cage, face flushed and eyes glassy as he spilled for her. The sounds—raw, animal, helpless—made Harriet’s heart thump with pride and tenderness.

“Thank you,” she said, voice trembling. “For breaking me. For keeping me safe. For making me trust you with all of it.”

Alex’s eyes went soft. “You made it easy. You gave me everything. And you looked so fucking good doing it.” He paused, then added, “Let me see your marks. All of them. Please.”

Harriet angled her camera, showing him each bruise, each bite of the clamps, the trembling flush of her cunt, the bite marks on her shoulders where the collar had held her in place. Alex traced the images on his screen, reverent, eyes shining with pride and longing.

“Every one is perfect,” he whispered. “They’ll fade, but I’ll remember. Will you show me yours next time, when we’re together?”

Harriet smiled, slow and feral. “I want to wear them for you. Out. Under my clothes. I want to feel you in every ache, every step. I want to remember this every time I sit down, or touch my chest, or see a mirror.”

Alex’s breath caught. “Fuck. That’s… That’s everything.”

They both laughed, exhausted and giddy, the weight of the ordeal dissolving in the warmth of aftercare. For a while, they talked quietly—checking in, listing wounds, sharing the small aches and lingering heat.

Harriet massaged her wrists and arms, easing the blood back into her fingers. She took a long drink of water, savoring the way her tongue came alive again, the taste of her own sweat and humiliation dissolving at last. She made a nest of pillows and blankets on the floor, curling up in the afterglow.

Alex stripped off the last of his restraints, wincing as he freed his cock from the cage. He moaned, half in pain, half in pleasure, as he rubbed life back into his shaft, then his balls, then slowly, gently, traced every bruise and bite on his thighs, his chest, his neck.

They checked in on aftercare basics:

	“Any numbness?”

	“Any tingling, cold patches?”

	“How’s your head? Any dizziness?”

	“Feeling safe? Warm enough?”



Both answered honestly—no bravado, no holding back. Harriet had a mild tingle in her left hand, but it faded as she moved. Her nipples burned, her cunt throbbed, but it was the ache of satisfaction, not of injury. Alex’s balls ached, his cock was tender, his nipples stung, but it was all within bounds.

They praised each other—detailed, explicit, loving praise:

	“You took every clamp. You didn’t flinch, even when I made you beg.”

	“You looked so strong, so desperate, so fucking beautiful for me.”

	“I wanted to break you, and you let me. That’s the bravest thing I’ve ever seen.”

	“You let me see everything. Even the parts you’re scared of. I love that about you.”



They debriefed about the ordeal, picking apart the details:

	“What was the hardest part?”

	“Was there a moment you almost called red?”

	“What made you want to keep going?”

	“Was there anything you want to change for next time?”



Harriet confessed she nearly broke during the third ice cycle, when her clit went numb and the plug wouldn’t stop. Alex said he almost gave in when the clamps were added to the underside of his cock, the pain so sharp he thought he’d pass out. They both admitted the humiliation—the forced confessions, the drool, the spit, the exposure—had brought them closer than anything else. Each shameful act had felt like a gift, an offering that bound them together tighter than any rope.

The conversation slowed, settling into a gentle intimacy. Harriet massaged lotion into her bruises, moaning quietly at the lingering soreness, half-turned on by the reminders. Alex stretched out on his bed, hands folded behind his head, eyes lidded, a lazy smile on his lips.

“Do you want to watch the fail videos?” he asked, voice teasing.

Harriet grinned. “Only if you promise to delete them together after. No trophies, no blackmail. Just… proof that we survived.”

He agreed. Together, they watched the short confessional clips—each raw, unguarded, a glimpse of vulnerability that had powered the night’s torment. Harriet’s whispered fantasy, Alex’s confession of shame and want. They watched without judgement, only pride and tenderness.

When the last video ended, Alex deleted them from the folder, making a show of emptying the digital trash, holding his phone up for Harriet to see. She breathed out, tension gone, knowing her secrets were safe with him.

There was a long, warm silence, the kind that only comes after shared extremity. Harriet stretched, muscles singing, and rolled onto her back, legs splayed, hair tangled and wild.

“I want you to use me like this again,” she whispered. “I want to be even more helpless next time. Or maybe… maybe I want to be the one in control.”

Alex’s eyes glinted. “You want to break me?”

She grinned. “I want to see how much you can take. I want you to wear my marks. I want you ruined for me.”

He shivered, a flush creeping up his chest. “I’d let you. I want it, too.”

For a while, they drifted, letting sleep and satisfaction wash over them. They made soft promises for the next game:

	More clamps, different patterns.

	Longer freeze cycles, new humiliation tasks.

	Maybe a live audience—a trusted friend, or even a faceless chatroom, for the ultimate exposure.

	More confessionals, more blackmail, more tests of endurance and trust.



But for now, it was enough. They curled up in their separate rooms, screens still open, voices low and sweet.

“I’m proud of you,” Harriet murmured, eyes fluttering shut.

“I’m proud of you too,” Alex replied.

“You broke me.”

“And you put me back together.”

The last thing Harriet saw before sleep claimed her was Alex’s face, soft and open, as vulnerable as she felt—both of them naked, marked, and utterly safe.


Story 8: The Public Offering

Elena paused at the unmarked black door, her heart thundering against her ribs. There was a faint gold symbol—a discreet chain looped in a circle, the club’s sign—barely visible in the alley’s gloom. She clutched her invitation in trembling fingers, the heavy card embossed with her alias and the club’s rules: “Total surrender. All limits respected. No easy escape.”

The line ran through her mind, setting her nerves alight. This was no ordinary club. Tonight, she would not simply watch, or blend into the darkness, or sip a cocktail while others took risks. Tonight, she was the spectacle, the offering, the body given for their games.

She pressed the buzzer. The door clicked. A tall, elegant woman in latex and pearls greeted her—Club Manager, Mistress Jules. Her smile was knowing, gentle, hungry. “You’re right on time, darling. Leave your phone in the safe, your clothes on the hook. You’ll need only yourself—and your courage.”

Elena stepped into the vestibule, thick carpet swallowing her footsteps, the air already tinged with leather, perfume, and anticipation. There was no turning back now. She handed over her phone and ID, surrendered her clothes piece by piece—shoes, stockings, skirt, blouse, bra, then her black lace panties, slipping them down with slow, deliberate care, acutely aware of the club staff’s eyes. A young attendant, soft-spoken and efficient, placed her belongings in a locker, tagging them with her number: “07.”

She stood naked, every flaw and strength on display under the lights: pale, unshaven skin, goosebumps racing across her arms, soft belly rising and falling with nervous breaths, long dark hair tumbling over her shoulders, nipples already hard. She tried not to cover herself. The room was mirrored on three sides, so there was nowhere to hide. Every angle, every curve, every mark was visible—not just to her, but to anyone who entered.

Mistress Jules circled her slowly, eyes raking Elena’s body, hands never quite touching. “You read the waiver?” Elena nodded. “You consent to all standard play and public humiliation as per your pre-negotiated limits?” Another nod, this one less steady, but sincere.

“Speak it aloud, for the record.”

Elena swallowed, voice barely above a whisper at first. “I consent to public display, restraint, exposure, pain, humiliation, orgasm denial, forced climax, and crowd participation. My hard limits are—no blood, no permanent marks, no penetrative sex with strangers, no breath play. Safeword is ‘goldenrod.’” She took a breath, pride and nerves tangling. “Tonight I want to be owned by the room. Whatever they want, I want. I want to be theirs.”

Mistress Jules smiled, warm and wicked. “Beautiful. Turn for me, hands on your head.” Elena obeyed, the gesture making her breasts lift and her belly stretch tight, thighs and ass bared for inspection. The attendant circled her with a clipboard, ticking boxes, measuring wrist, ankle, and neck for restraints, then sliding a black posture collar around her throat—cool, stiff, and tall enough to force her chin up and her eyes straight ahead.

Her number was written on her thigh in bold black marker: 07. On her other hip, the words “Property of The House”. The ritual marking left her tingling—already claimed before she even reached the stage.

The attendant led Elena to a padded bench, gently coaxed her to sit, and began the “display check”—palms up, mouth open, teeth checked, hair tied back with a simple leather thong, wrists and ankles wiped down with warm, scented cloths. She was offered a glass of water, a quick snack—a slice of honeyed fig, sticky and sensual on her tongue. Her body was an object now, her mind floating in a blend of anticipation and dread.

The prep room was a riot of backstage activity. Two other participants, one male and one nonbinary, waited their turn, already collared and marked. They watched Elena with a mixture of envy and sympathy, both knowing the hunger that drove her, the fear that was part of the offering.

A mirrored wall forced Elena to see herself as they saw her: upright, proud, naked, the posture collar giving her a haughty beauty, her eyes wide with the vulnerability of prey.

Mistress Jules returned with a tray of “display props”:

	Wide black leather display cuffs (thickly padded, polished to a gloss)

	An oiled, gleaming leash with a matching brass tag (“#07 – Property of The House”)

	A slim remote, resting next to a violet-silicone plug and a set of silver clover clamps with delicate chains

	Two weighted nipple rings, a velvet-lined blindfold, a ball gag, and a selection of lubricants and cooling gels



Jules narrated the ritual as the attendant fitted each piece. “Tonight, you’ll be presented to the House. You’ll be collared, cuffed, leashed, and walked on stage. Every vote and tip adds a new ordeal. You are free to use your safeword at any time, but until then, you’re the club’s to display, test, and adore.”

Elena tried to keep her breathing steady as the cuffs went on—first wrists, then ankles, then a narrow set above her knees, forcing her thighs just far enough apart to feel exposed. The leash clipped to the collar, the tag brushing the top of her breast with every breath. A dab of cooling gel was spread over her inner thighs, making her shiver.

“Stand,” Jules ordered, and Elena obeyed, body moving on autopilot now, surrendering to the ritual, the routine, the inevitability of display.

A wall-length mirror showed the full effect: Elena upright and bound, marked and collared, her body slicked and ready, leash held loose in the Mistress’s hand. The posture collar forced her to look at herself—she saw pride and shame, fear and hunger.

The other participants were led out, their ordeals just beginning. A wave of anticipation swept the prep room. Jules inspected Elena’s restraints, checked for tightness, ran her fingers down the line of the posture collar, over the cuffs, down the leash.

“Anything you want to say before you’re theirs?” Jules asked, voice soft, full of the authority of care.

Elena licked her lips. “I want to be used. I want them to see me—to really see me. I want to feel everything.”

Jules smiled, approval clear. “You will. And you’ll be proud. Remember, you’re not alone. The staff is watching, the app is tracking every second, and your safeword is yours. If you forget everything else, remember you’re brave.”

A single nod, and then the world narrowed: lights dimmed, the attendant adjusted Elena’s collar and cuffs one last time, applied a little more oil to her breasts, and led her to the velvet curtain.

She could hear the crowd now—music pounding, voices rising and falling in excitement, the hum of anticipation. She tried not to think about who might be in the audience—strangers, friends, maybe even lovers from her other life. That was the point: to surrender to the unknown, to become a body, a toy, an offering.

The host, a tall, magnetic figure in a midnight-blue suit, greeted her backstage, eyes raking over her as if she were already on the auction block. “Ready for your debut, 07?”

Elena nodded, heart slamming in her chest.

The host gestured for silence. The club’s music faded, the house lights dimmed, and the velvet curtain swept aside.

A single spotlight pinned Elena in place, her skin shining gold, every imperfection illuminated. She took a breath and stepped forward, guided by the leash, the posture collar forcing her gaze up, meeting the hungry, appreciative eyes of the audience. Applause thundered, then settled into a low, predatory hush.

The host’s voice echoed through the club, half master of ceremonies, half auctioneer:

“Tonight, we offer you a display of devotion and endurance. Number 07, Elena, has consented to your control. Every tip, every vote, every command will shape her ordeal. Respect her limits; revel in her surrender. Let the game begin.”

Elena was paraded around the stage, body on display, audience members leaning forward for a better look. She felt the air on her bare skin, the heat of the spotlight, the flush of shame and pride colliding in her chest.

The throne waited, center stage, black leather and steel, restraints open and ready.

Elena turned to face the crowd—breasts high, thighs parted, the posture collar an iron brand of submission. She waited, trembling, breathless, already aching, already wanting. She was the offering.

And the crowd was ready to claim her.

The curtain’s velvet weight grazed Elena’s shoulder as it opened, and the world beyond burst into a blaze of sound and light. The air was dense—hot with anticipation, perfume, sweat, the sweet and electric tang of latex and arousal. Elena felt the heat of the spotlight before she saw anything: a circle of white fire that painted her bare skin in sharp, merciless relief, catching every drop of oil, every imperfection, every twitch of her body.

She could barely process the audience’s faces at first. They blurred at the edges—men and women in masks and corsets, some bold and open-mouthed, some sipping cocktails behind feathered dominoes, all their gazes burning. She saw a glint of teeth, a flash of tongue, hands raised in slow, almost reverent applause. She stood frozen for half a heartbeat, and the posture collar forced her to meet their gaze, forced her chin up, presenting her breasts, her throat, the trembling flutter at the base of her neck. The leash dangled loose from her collar, swaying with every unsteady breath.

Mistress Jules pressed her palm to the small of Elena’s back—subtle, but firm. The gesture sent a bolt of warmth up Elena’s spine, grounding her in the moment, propelling her forward even as her body screamed to turn and run.

The host’s voice rang out, full and commanding. “Tonight, we present Number 07: yours to torment, yours to test, yours to bring to her knees.”

Applause rippled through the club, swelling and receding like a wave. Elena’s nipples hardened under the heat and the scrutiny, the cool air from the ceiling vent sending a shiver down her slick skin. She felt the blush rise from her chest to her cheeks—a flush so deep she wondered if the audience could see her pulse hammering beneath her skin.

She took her first step forward, the stage’s lacquered boards slick and cool beneath her bare feet. Every movement was magnified: the soft creak of the display cuffs at her wrists, the delicate slap of her inner thighs as the strap forced her legs apart, the drip of oil pooling at her collarbone and rolling in slow, shivery trails down between her breasts.

The bondage throne waited, centered in a pool of gold light: black leather, thick and cool, with steel cuffs flung open like welcoming jaws. Elena’s eyes darted across its surfaces, her mind conjuring every restraint, every point of contact, every spot where her skin would soon be stretched, pressed, marked.

The host extended a hand, and Elena sank obediently to her knees, thighs wide, the posture collar keeping her back arched and her head high. Her ass hovered just above the leather seat, every muscle in her legs quivering with the effort to hold the pose. She felt the slow, betraying leak of arousal from her cunt—a hot, sticky thread that trailed down her inner thigh.

A wave of perfume—citrus, leather, the ghost of someone else’s sweat—washed over her as Mistress Jules approached with her tray. Elena felt her knees dig into the soft, worn leather cushion. The host guided her wrists to the throne’s armrests, securing them with thick, padded cuffs that bit deliciously into the soft skin above her wrists. Each click was a new surrender—one by one, her options vanished, her freedom bled away.

Ankles next—positioned into steel stocks at the base of the throne, forcing her knees wider than she thought possible, calves pressing down into cold, unyielding steel. Every subtle shift of her thighs stretched her slick folds open, baring her cunt to the audience, to the host, to the dark glass lens of the club’s camera. The posture collar—firm, cool, and unyielding—pressed into her throat, a constant reminder to present, to obey.

A hush fell. Elena heard every detail of her own body—the dry rasp of her breath, the staccato flutter of her heart, the tiny squelch as her thighs pressed open, slick with her own arousal. She tried to swallow, but her mouth was dry, tongue stuck to the roof, and her chest fluttered with nerves.

Mistress Jules, poised at her side, met her eyes for a moment—a flash of reassurance, warmth, pride. Then businesslike, she dipped her fingers into the pot of lube, drawing them up slick and shiny. Elena’s legs jerked involuntarily as the first touch slid up her labia—cool, firm, not teasing. Jules spread her lips with clinical precision, her gloved fingers making a wet, obscene sound as she massaged the lube into Elena’s folds. Every nerve ending seemed to come alive: her clit throbbed, sensitive from the cold air and the heat of the crowd’s gaze.

Jules pressed the tip of the plug to Elena’s entrance. It was bigger than any she’d used alone at home—wide and firm, the silicone slightly yielding but merciless in its size. Elena’s whole body tensed, her shoulders straining against the cuffs as Jules worked it in, slow and steady. The burn made her gasp—her hips arched, ass lifting off the seat, then settling as the widest part passed. There was a moment of dizzy, overwhelming fullness, the cool pressure of the plug fitting tight inside her, sealing her open for the crowd.

A spasm shook her hips. She moaned, the sound echoing around the room. The audience let out a collective sigh—an audible rush of approval.

Jules clipped the plug in place, its base pressing hard against Elena’s slick skin. The host snatched up the remote, waving it at the crowd with a wicked grin. The tip tally flashed in neon on the stage:

	“Pulse: 300 credits.”

	“Steady: 200 credits.”

	“Ramp up: 500 credits.”



Elena’s nipples were already aching, stiff points standing proud on her breasts. Mistress Jules rolled them between her fingers, cool latex making the skin tingle, coaxing them to full, dark peaks. Elena shuddered at the touch—trapped between pain and longing, the anticipation of what she knew was next.

The first clover clamp snapped shut with a sharp, metallic click. The pain was immediate and shocking—like fire streaking from her nipple straight to her cunt. Her back arched, involuntarily pulling against the restraints, a whimper escaping her lips. The audience’s collective gasp was almost a second orgasm. The clamp’s pressure was unyielding, biting deeper with every breath, sending a wild, animal panic through her chest before settling into a dull, throbbing ache.

A second clamp, just beneath the first, made her cry out—her hips jerking, plug shifting deep inside her, the fullness transformed by pain. The chains of the clamps brushed her skin, cold and heavy, promising more.

Jules moved to her other breast, repeating the ritual. Elena tried to steady her breath, but her body was betraying her—nipples taut, clit swollen, cunt dripping steadily onto the black leather below. The third and fourth clamps left her panting, each new bite a wild, stinging jolt, the pain so sharp it blurred into heat, then into an odd, almost comforting ache.

The host attached the clamp chains to overhead pulleys, letting them dangle just loose enough to tease—every movement, every arch, every breath threatened to pull them tighter, the promise of escalation visible to everyone.

The host’s voice rose: “Let’s see what the room wants next!”

The app’s digital chorus sounded:

	“Weights!”

	“Ice!”

	“Plug to pulse!”

	“Gag!”



Mistress Jules selected a pair of lead weights, each heavy and cold. She clipped one to each side, letting them swing and dangle. The new pressure was overwhelming: the chains stretched, dragging the clamps down, making the bite sharper, deeper. Elena’s nipples throbbed, her whole chest a web of pain, every beat of her heart echoing in the clamps.

Next came the ice. Jules trailed a melting cube up Elena’s inner thigh. The cold shocked her—her legs jerked, muscles tensed, a squeal escaping. The ice slid up, traced over the sensitive crease at the join of thigh and pelvis, making her shiver and squirm. Then, with merciless slowness, Jules pressed it to Elena’s clit. The shock was electric. Elena’s hips jerked up, her whole body tightening, thighs trembling and quivering, ass lifting off the seat as she tried to escape the cold.

But there was nowhere to go. The restraints held her wide, open, helpless. Her toes curled, her fingers fisted, muscles in her arms and legs standing out in sharp relief. The ice melted, sending cool water running down over her clit, pooling in the crease between thigh and seat, mingling with her own arousal.

The host pressed the plug’s remote. The first pulse rocked Elena—deep, insistent, the kind of vibration that made her whole body jump. The plug seemed to throb in time with her racing pulse, the sensation spreading out from her core, up her spine, down her legs. Her muscles clenched around the plug, helpless to resist.

She moaned, long and loud, her thighs shaking. The audience responded—clapping, whistling, some calling out for more.

The gag was next—a bright red ball, rubbery and glossy. Jules held it to Elena’s lips, nodding for her to open. She complied, jaw already aching, and let the ball press in. Jules buckled it tight behind her head. Drool began to well up immediately, spilling out past her lips, over her chin, trailing down to her collarbone and breasts.

The host cupped Elena’s chin, forced her to meet his gaze. “You’re beautiful, 07. Let them see what you are.”

Elena’s eyes filled with tears—not of pain, but of surrender. The crowd, close now, watched as her body was worked by the plug, the clamps, the ice, the weights. Her skin glistened with sweat and oil, each breath visible in the heave of her chest, each shiver sending the clamps swinging, the chains biting deeper.

The audience votes came in faster. The screen flashed:

“Confess your filthiest secret—now, or we add more weights.”

The host unbuckled her gag for a moment, microphone pressed to her lips. Elena gasped, spit stringing from the ball, voice cracked and trembling. “I came in my boss’s office—on his chair—left a mark and watched him sit in it. Wanted to be caught. Wanted to be punished.”

A fresh roar from the crowd. Some jeered, some cheered, some looked at her as if they’d never seen a human being so exposed, so needy, so ready to be used.

The plug was switched to a harsh, steady vibration. Elena convulsed, the muscles of her belly clenching, her arms trembling against the cuffs, her toes flexing, heels drumming against the stage. Her head lolled back, posture collar holding her throat exposed, the cords standing out under the strain.

Mistress Jules wiped drool from her chin, then—deliberately—spread it over one nipple, massaging it into the swollen flesh beneath a clamp. The gesture was intimate, almost tender, and it made Elena shudder.

A masked woman came onstage, trailing an ice cube along Elena’s torso, circling one nipple, then the other. The chill made the clamps bite deeper, every muscle in Elena’s body reacting, her skin pebbling with goosebumps, her hips jerking with every fresh shock of cold.

Another audience member, bolder still, reached up to flick the chains, making the clamps swing. Elena cried out, voice muffled by the gag, spit and tears running in streaks. The pain blurred into pleasure—the humiliation, the heat, the pressure in her cunt all combining until she was nothing but sensation.

The host pressed the plug’s remote to max. The vibration became a roar inside her—her body shook, thighs clenching, feet flexing, the spread forcing her to ride the sensation with no escape, no hope of hiding her response. She felt her orgasm building, then slipping away, denied by the pain in her nipples, the ice on her clit, the crowd’s roar.

“Tell them what you want, 07,” the host commanded, pulling the gag out again. Elena, sobbing, voice shredded, begged: “Please, let me cum, I need it, I need to break, I want to show you, I want to be ruined for you, please, anything—”

The crowd’s chant was relentless: “Not yet! Not yet!” Votes rolled in for denial, the host obliged, remote set to tease, vibration cycling from high to almost nothing, keeping Elena on the knife’s edge, forcing her body to ride the waves of frustration and longing.

Mistress Jules knelt beside her, whispering, “You’re a vision, Elena. Hold on for me. Let them see you want it so bad you’ll do anything. You’re doing so well.”

Elena slumped, spent and shuddering, drool and sweat and tears streaking her face and chest, her cunt still clenching, her whole body alive and on fire.

And the night, she knew, was only just beginning.

Time seemed to suspend itself as Elena lay splayed in the throne, the crowd’s energy pressing in, thick and expectant. The hot lights made her skin slick and glistening; sweat collected under the curve of her breasts and pooled in the hollow of her spine. Her hands flexed in their cuffs, instinctively seeking some comfort, but there was only the slow, inexorable ache of immobility.

Mistress Jules, ever attentive, knelt by her side. “Breathe. Let them see you endure.” She stroked Elena’s hair back from her damp forehead, fingers gentle as they grazed the edge of the posture collar. Elena’s eyes fluttered shut for a moment; the simple touch felt impossibly kind after so much display.

The host’s voice was a velvet blade. “The audience will choose your next torment. Let’s take our time—give her the gift of anticipation.”

There was a pause, a hush, as the crowd conferred. Elena’s pulse thundered in her ears, every second of suspense heightening the throbbing ache of her nipples—still caught in the clamps, still bearing the heavy, swinging weights that sent constant, rolling pangs down her chest. The pain was no longer shocking; it was a constant hum, background music to her humiliation.

A notification sounded. The host grinned and read aloud: “Clamp rotation. Jules, be slow and thorough.”

Mistress Jules unhooked one of the chains, her movements almost ceremonial. She caressed Elena’s breast, tracing the path of the clamp with her fingertip, and then—slowly, deliberately—she released the first clamp. Blood rushed back into the tortured nipple, a sudden, blinding pain so sharp that Elena gasped, tears welling in her eyes. Jules massaged the flesh with her thumb, coaxing away the numbness with careful, gentle pressure, letting the audience watch the full arc of her suffering.

Elena’s breath came in jagged shivers, each exhale a soft moan. The pain faded, replaced by a deep, tingling heat. Her nipple was swollen and angry, standing out stiff and proud, glistening with sweat. Mistress Jules waited until the shaking stopped, then replaced the clamp slightly higher, the new bite even sharper against unmarked skin.

The process was repeated for each nipple. The removal was always worse than the application—the flood of sensation, the red flush, the wave of helpless, animal sound that escaped Elena’s lips. By the end, her chest was a map of agony and endurance, the crowd held rapt by every twitch and whimper.

Then came the next order—ice application, but only to one breast, held for a full minute.

Mistress Jules produced a single, perfect ice sphere and placed it directly atop Elena’s left nipple, already bright with pain. The shock made Elena thrash, or try to; the restraints let her move only a fraction, every muscle in her body seizing as the cold seeped in. The audience fell silent, watching her shiver, watching the ice melt and run in rivulets down her breast and ribs. She panted, fighting to control her breathing, to master the wild urge to scream or beg.

The minute crawled by. Droplets of water pooled in the valley between her breasts, mingling with sweat. Her skin prickled, goosebumps racing over her arms, her legs, even as her cunt pulsed around the still-throbbing plug. Her nipples burned with the cold, pain and pleasure indistinguishable. She could see the glint in Jules’ eyes—a challenge, but also pride.

When the ice was finally removed, Jules massaged the flesh again, and the returning warmth brought a new, deep ache, almost erotic in its intensity. Elena moaned softly, her cheeks streaked with tears, her jaw slack.

The host approached, microphone poised. “Tell them how it feels, 07. Take your time. Give them every detail.”

Elena’s voice shook, but she obeyed. “It burns, and then it goes numb. The pain comes back worse, but it’s… good. It’s deep. I feel it everywhere—my chest, my stomach, my thighs. I can’t… I can’t stop wanting more, even when it hurts.”

The crowd’s response was a low, appreciative murmur—a ripple of admiration at her honesty, her vulnerability, her refusal to rush the ordeal.

Mistress Jules pressed a cool, damp cloth to Elena’s lips, letting her drink, wiping the drool and sweat from her face. She leaned close, whispering for Elena alone: “You’re doing perfectly. Don’t rush. Let them see you surrender, moment by moment.”

The next round was chosen with equal care. Instead of moving immediately to a new torture, the host invited a volunteer to the stage—a woman in emerald silk, slow and deliberate in her movements. She knelt beside Elena and, with gentle hands, ran her fingers along the inside of Elena’s thigh, tracing circles just above the spreader strap. Elena felt her muscles tighten, the tension in her body electric. The woman produced a fresh ice cube, smaller this time, and traced it from Elena’s knee, up the trembling line of her thigh, all the way to her mound—never quite touching her clit, just circling, teasing, drawing out the anticipation until Elena’s hips lifted in mute plea.

The woman smirked, placed the ice on Elena’s hip, and withdrew, leaving a trail of goosebumps in her wake.

The host let the crowd settle. “We will not hurry her ordeal. We will savor every response.”

The lights above the stage shifted, bathing Elena in a gentle, unforgiving glow. Every bead of sweat, every trembling shudder of her belly, every subtle pulse beneath her skin was revealed to the crowd. She was a study in exposure—each flaw and strength on display, magnified by the stillness forced on her by the posture collar and restraints.

Mistress Jules let the last streaks of melted ice wander down Elena’s skin, tracing slow patterns on her hip, her ribs, her inner thigh. The cold had her flesh pebbling, a trembling that ran up and down her legs with every breath. Jules did not hurry. She let the audience see Elena’s body fight the chill, watched how her nipples stiffened anew, the clamps biting even harder as her chest rose and fell in shallow, gasping breaths.

The host’s voice was low, coaxing the crowd into something more intimate than a frenzy—a shared savoring. “Watch her, everyone. See how every touch echoes through her body.”

For a long moment, nothing new happened. The silence was heavy, the kind of hush that comes before a storm. Elena’s mind started to drift: heat, pain, cold, embarrassment, pride—all circling, rising, folding into each other. She realized she was swaying slightly, the small movements exaggerated by her restraints. The chains of the nipple clamps jingled with every tiny shift, the sound a reminder of the weight, the pain, the eyes on her.

A voice from the crowd—soft, feminine, commanding: “More ice, this time on her tongue. Make her beg for warmth.”

Mistress Jules responded with slow, deliberate movements. She approached Elena with a single, melting cube, held it up before the crowd, then gently pressed it to Elena’s lips. Elena’s mouth opened, unthinking, trained by so much earlier obedience. The cold shocked her tongue, a bright, biting pain that forced her to whimper, lips quivering. Drool mingled instantly with the meltwater, a thick, humiliating thread that slid down her chin.

The host knelt, meeting Elena’s eyes. “What do you need most, 07? Tell your audience.”

Elena’s jaw shook with cold, words fumbling out through a blue-tinged tongue. “Warmth… touch… please, something soft… anything but more ice…”

Her plea sent a delighted shiver through the audience. Mistress Jules, not cruel, drew a velvet blindfold from her tray and eased it over Elena’s eyes. For a moment, the stage vanished. Elena was only sensation—hot and cold, pain and want, every nerve exposed.

Hands—many, gentle, anonymous—began to explore her body. Some traced her calves, slow and reverent. Some caressed her shoulders, massaged her thighs. One pair pressed warm palms to her belly, holding her still as her hips twitched, as the pain in her nipples flared anew. The crowd’s energy shifted—no longer just torment, but worship, a slow and unhurried feasting on her vulnerability.

The host narrated, voice soft, a lullaby of submission: “You are surrounded by desire. Let it in. Let them give you what you need, but also what you fear.”

Time seemed to stretch. Elena lost track of the minutes, her world shrunk to the ebb and flow of hands and heat and ice, the throbbing ache in her breasts, the pulse of the plug, the cool blindfold cutting her off from everything but sensation.

One hand—she could not tell whose—unclipped a clamp for a moment, massaged her nipple with firm, deliberate circles, then reapplied the clamp in a fresh spot, the pain shocking in its newness. The warmth of a tongue flickered against her earlobe, the whispered breath hot against her skin: “You are beautiful like this, you know.”

Her breath hitched, tears prickling beneath the blindfold. The humiliation was profound, but so too was the pleasure of being so completely seen, so completely handled.

The host, reading the room, slowed things even further. “Before we go on, one more challenge for 07. Audience, take your time—tell her what you most want to see. She will answer each desire. Let her break for you, slowly.”

One by one, the audience spoke. Each command was simple, sensory, and drawn out:

	“Hold your breath as my ice melts on your nipple.”Mistress Jules set another ice sphere atop Elena’s right breast, timed the melt, and watched Elena’s body tense and shake, her lungs aching, until the cold and lack of air left her shuddering, drooling, gasping for release.

	“Describe how the clamps feel, in three words, and only three.”Elena bit her lip, voice thin with pain: “Burning, electric, endless.”

	“Beg, but don’t use words—only your body.”Elena strained against the cuffs, hips undulating in small, helpless circles, her toes curling, chest rising, sweat running down her sides. The audience watched every micro-movement, every desperate effort for friction or mercy.

	“Show us your tears, 07.”The host brushed the blindfold aside. The lights caught the streaks on Elena’s face, the way her mascara had run, the way her jaw trembled. There was no hiding from the gaze now.



The plug buzzed quietly throughout, always present, always a threat. Sometimes the host would ramp it up for just a few seconds, making Elena gasp, cunt clenching, muscles trembling in a wild, fleeting chase for pleasure that never quite arrived.

When the next round of audience instructions was tallied, the host announced it with a reverence normally reserved for ritual:

“Last endurance before the next humiliation: Freeze. We will count a full minute—any sound or motion, and the audience chooses a new punishment.”

Elena stilled. She fought the urge to sob, to shake, to move in any way. Her muscles screamed. The sweat on her skin cooled, the pain of the clamps and spreader bar and plug settling into her bones. She felt herself slipping into subspace, the world narrowed to heat, cold, and pain, the soft noise of breath and bodies and anticipation all around her.

Sixty seconds ticked by, every one an eternity.

When it ended, applause rolled over her—a softer sound, almost loving.

Mistress Jules, careful and slow, wiped Elena’s face, massaged her arms and legs, offered her water. Elena drank, the coolness a relief but also a new shame as she felt the water run down her chin, over her collarbone, pooling between her breasts.

She knew she could stop at any moment. She knew the safeword was hers. But she did not want it—what she wanted, she realized, was to be carried through to the end, to be held by the ritual, by the eyes, by the hands that had so slowly, so carefully, broken her down to this helpless, trembling, endlessly aroused thing.

The host, seeing her readiness, drew the crowd in for the next phase. But he did not rush.

He let them savor her suffering—let the silence and the sweat and the stretch and the tears speak for themselves.

Mistress Jules let the afterglow of Elena’s last endurance trial linger. The crowd remained quiet, the air thick with suspense, anticipation, and a faint tang of sweat and arousal. Elena’s breathing was ragged. Her whole body pulsed with a heat that bordered on feverish, and every time she exhaled, it seemed to stir the crowd closer, drawing their focus even sharper onto her exposed, shuddering form.

The host let the silence build. Elena’s thoughts came scattered—her world narrowed to simple sensations: the deep ache in her arms from holding her body taut, the way sweat stung in the raw bite of the nipple clamps, the low, relentless fullness of the plug. There was a kind of grace in her helplessness—a submission that felt less like defeat and more like a prayer.

From the front row, a gloved hand rose. The host nodded, giving permission. The woman who stepped onto the stage was elegant, her movements slow and theatrical. She circled Elena, letting her fingers ghost just above the skin of Elena’s thigh, not touching yet—just letting anticipation build.

Then, with the faintest pressure, her hand landed at the inside of Elena’s knee. She drew her nails up, tracing the sensitive skin with a tickling slowness that made Elena gasp. The touch was featherlight, but after so much pain, so much restraint, even this minimal sensation made her body shudder. The woman’s fingers reached the spreader strap, then slipped beneath, cool and clinical, and rested there. She left her hand just so, letting Elena feel her presence, but not her motion.

Elena’s cunt clenched involuntarily, the humiliation of her reaction almost worse than the pain. The crowd murmured in appreciation, watching Elena’s hips shift, her toes curl, her breath catch.

The woman’s other hand cupped Elena’s jaw, thumb stroking her cheek, gathering a bead of drool and rubbing it into her skin with slow, circular motions. “You’re so open for us,” she whispered, not for the microphone but for Elena alone. “So beautiful. So desperate.”

Elena whimpered, the sound raw, her face burning. She felt like she was floating, her skin more alive than ever before. Even the pain felt good—a reminder she was still here, still feeling, still wanted.

The host’s voice broke in softly. “Audience, you may suggest the next sensation, but only one at a time. We will not rush. Each suggestion will be honored in full before we move to the next.”

From the darkness: “Slow the plug to a low, deep throb, and make her describe what it does to her.”

Mistress Jules knelt, pressed a button, and the plug dropped from its teasing pulse to a slow, heavy vibration—so deep Elena could feel it in her hips, her belly, her toes. It was less stimulation than pressure, a fullness that forced her to feel every inch of herself, every beat of her heart.

The host pressed the microphone to her lips. “Describe it. Don’t hold back.”

Elena struggled for words. Her voice was thick, needy. “It’s like… thunder. I feel it everywhere. It fills me up, pushes everything else out. I want to move, I want to grind on it, but I can’t. It’s slow but… I can’t escape it. It’s all I am right now.”

The crowd’s sigh was almost as satisfying as applause.

A pause. The next suggestion: “Twist the clamps. Let her say when it’s enough.”

Mistress Jules made a show of checking in with Elena, a finger gently touching her jaw, eyes searching for true consent. Elena nodded—barely perceptible, but clear.

Jules reached for the right nipple clamp, twisted it gently at first, then more, a slow spiral of pain. Elena’s breath shuddered in her throat. Her body tensed, sweat breaking out anew across her chest, her thighs clenching, her fingers curling. The pain sharpened, then dulled, then returned in a new place as Jules let the clamp go and took up the left.

Elena tried to endure, but after a dozen heartbeats, she gasped, “Enough. Please. That’s—enough.”

Jules let go instantly. Her fingers were soothing now, massaging the tortured flesh, offering warmth where only agony had been before.

The audience watched the transformation: the bite of pain, the surrender to it, and the fragile, shaking relief afterward.

The host, seeing Elena’s tears, signaled for water. Jules tipped a glass to Elena’s lips, letting her drink slowly, careful not to let her choke. The water was cool, and as Elena swallowed, a trembling calm settled in her limbs. She felt herself returning, little by little, every breath a reminder that she could keep going.

A new voice: “Make her hold a fresh ice cube on her clit with her own fingers until it’s melted. Don’t let her drop it, no matter what.”

Jules placed the ice cube in Elena’s bound hand, then guided it between her legs, pressing it against her swollen, over-sensitive clit. The chill was savage, a direct, shocking contrast to the heat of her body. Elena’s thighs trembled, muscles seizing with the effort to keep the ice in place.

The cold raced through her—her teeth chattered, her nipples hardened even further (impossibly, she thought), the ache of her need was suddenly almost secondary to the icy bite on her most tender skin. The pain was clean, bright, and as the ice melted, slick water mixed with her own wetness, running down her thigh, pooling on the leather beneath her.

She whimpered, biting her lip, tears slipping from her eyes as she held the ice in place, refusing to let it fall, even as the crowd counted down each long, agonizing second.

When it was gone, the host offered only a soft, “Brave girl.” The audience applauded, low and reverent.

Mistress Jules removed the clamps, one at a time, her fingers gentle. The returning blood brought a new flood of pain—a bruised, deep ache that nearly made Elena sob aloud. But Jules soothed her, massaging the tortured flesh with a soft, oiled cloth, whispering encouragement and praise.

The world seemed to slow even further. Elena’s body was shaking, her skin mottled with red and purple marks, her cunt throbbing and slick, her chest rising and falling in slow, exhausted arcs. But there was pride in her, a glowing ember beneath the suffering—a knowledge that she had endured, not for herself alone, but for every watching eye, every hand that had touched her, every voice that had called out her name.

The host leaned in, voice low, intimate. “You have given them a show they’ll never forget. Are you ready for your next humiliation?”

Elena, weak but resolute, nodded.

The lights dimmed a shade, setting the stage for the next round—a new confession, a new ordeal, and, soon, the final phase before her lover’s reveal.

The club’s lights were softer now, almost intimate. The focus was not on frenzy but on witness—dozens of eyes drinking in every shift of Elena’s body, every tremor, every ripple of agony and arousal. The background noise faded; the crowd was utterly attentive, waiting to see just how far she could be taken, how much she would give.

Mistress Jules knelt at Elena’s side again, her movements unhurried. She held Elena’s gaze—checking, always, for that last flicker of consent. Elena nodded, silent but desperate to continue, pride and submission holding her upright even as her body wilted in the heat.

The host let the next command linger in the air: “We want a confession. But not just a spoken one—show us in your body what you fear, what you crave.”

The instruction echoed in Elena’s ears, as intimidating as any implement or device. Mistress Jules stood, turning Elena’s face gently toward the audience. “Open yourself to them, love,” she murmured, not just a command but an invitation.

Elena let her knees fall further apart, thighs shaking, the last of her resistance gone. She tilted her hips, exposing herself more brazenly than ever, cunt swollen and flushed, marked by the clamp’s angry bites. Her hands trembled in their restraints. A tear slipped down her cheek—not just from pain, but from the overwhelming vulnerability of being seen, truly seen, by this sea of strangers.

The host waited, then whispered into the mic: “Tell us with your body, and then with your words.”

Elena’s back arched, breasts thrust up and out, every muscle strained for the crowd. Her toes pointed, her face soft and open, her breathing ragged—every line of her screamed surrender and need. The crowd watched in reverent silence.

When she finally found her voice, it was raw and unguarded. “I crave to be helpless. I crave for you all to see me fail. I’m afraid that I want it more than I can stand. I’m afraid of how much I want to be broken open for you.”

Mistress Jules wiped Elena’s cheek with the soft cloth, her touch full of pride. The applause that followed was not raucous, but sustained—almost like a standing ovation, the acknowledgment of someone who had bared everything and survived.

The next torment came not with a new device, but with time itself. The host announced, “She will remain as she is for ten long minutes. No new pain, no new pleasure—just the ache, the audience, and her own mind. Watch what happens when sensation becomes endurance. Let her drift, and let her find what waits for her in the silence.”

Mistress Jules adjusted the posture collar and restraints one last time, ensuring Elena was held but safe. Then she stepped back.

For those ten minutes, the only things that moved were sweat and tears and the trembling of exhausted muscles. Elena’s body became a map of endurance: her chest heaving as she fought to slow her breath, her hands flexing in the cuffs, her thighs quivering with fatigue and arousal, her cunt still leaking, still throbbing around the unmoving plug. The pain of the clamps faded into a distant ache, the sharpness dulled by time but made more exquisite by the enforced stillness.

In that enforced silence, Elena drifted into a kind of trance—a subspace deeper than anything pain or humiliation alone could bring. Her thoughts blurred at the edges: she felt gratitude, pride, relief, the faint hope that she had made herself worthy of their desire. She was also aware, always, of her own boundaries—how close she was to calling her safeword, and how, in that closeness, she found a new kind of strength.

When the timer finally chimed, the host’s voice was gentle, almost awed. “She is still here. She has not broken. Let’s thank her, and then decide—has she earned release, or should we demand even more?”

Mistress Jules stepped in to remove the clamps, massaging each nipple in long, slow circles, coaxing warmth back into the bruised flesh. Elena whimpered, the flood of sensation almost too much to bear. Jules draped a warm towel across her chest, shielded her from the worst of the lights, and pressed a cup of water to her lips.

Elena drank, greedily, water spilling down her chin, mixing with spit, sweat, and the last of her tears.

The host invited the audience to take their time with the final vote—would Elena’s ordeal continue, or would her secret lover be revealed to claim her?

As the crowd deliberated, Elena lay there—broken, marked, shivering and radiant, on the cusp of surrender or salvation.

In that quiet, held by the club’s gaze and her own trembling endurance, she realized that this—this ache, this exposure, this desperate pride—was what she’d come for.

She was ready for whatever, or whoever, would claim her next.

The hush that settled over the club was different from before—no longer a pause of anticipation, but a silence heavy with awe, desire, and something like reverence. Elena, slumped but still upright in the bondage throne, felt the difference in the air: the crowd’s energy was no longer just hungry, but almost worshipful, as if they sensed that what came next would be more than spectacle, more than pain or performance. It would be the breaking, and the making, of her.

Mistress Jules leaned in, whispering against Elena’s ear, “You’ve made it so far. This is the moment you’ll remember. Let yourself fall. You are seen. You are wanted. You are safe.”

Elena nodded, her lips trembling, breath catching in her throat. She felt raw, stripped not just of clothes and defenses, but of anything that might keep her apart from those watching. She was pain and want and pride and shame, a body and a will made transparent under the club’s lights.

The host took the stage, microphone in hand, his voice pitched low and intimate. “We have seen Number 07 give her body and pride. Now, we offer her one last trial—a public confession, a final round of crowd control, and then, her fate will be decided by you, her audience. Will you demand more, or will you return her to the arms of the one who loves her most?”

The crowd stirred, hungry for more. The app’s voting panel lit up on the house screens:

	“Confess your deepest fear, and let us mark you.”

	“Beg, until the audience chooses to stop you.”

	“Ordeal: ten more minutes of exposure, all restraints and plugs in place.”

	“Reveal her lover—let them claim her, or prolong her humiliation.”



The votes ticked by, each option running neck and neck, the audience unwilling to rush a decision.

Mistress Jules began the ritual of unmasking, removing Elena’s blindfold, brushing back her hair, and massaging her shoulders and arms. Elena blinked, vision blurry, every light feeling a thousand times brighter now. The crowd came into sharp focus: a sea of faces, anonymous but intimate, each eye a little universe of judgment and longing.

The host announced the first outcome: Confession and Marking.

He knelt beside Elena, his hand gentle on her thigh. “What is your deepest fear, 07? Say it for all to hear. There will be no secrets after this.”

Elena’s heart pounded. For a moment, she was mute with terror, every humiliation of the night suddenly dwarfed by the enormity of this request. But she found her voice, soft at first, then rising in strength as she let the words pour out.

“My deepest fear is that I will always want this more than anyone can understand. That my need will make me unlovable. That my desire to be used and humiliated means I don’t deserve gentleness. I’m afraid that if you really see me, you’ll turn away. But I still want to be seen.”

Tears spilled down her cheeks, hot and unchecked. The silence in the room was so complete she could hear her own heartbeat, the ragged catch of her breath.

Mistress Jules picked up a silver-tipped pen from the tray—a temporary marker safe for skin. She drew, slow and visible to the crowd, a simple symbol on Elena’s inner thigh: an open eye, ringed in rays, the club’s sign for “witnessed and unashamed.” Jules then placed a smaller, matching mark on Elena’s breast, just above her heart.

The host nodded solemnly. “She is seen. She is claimed—by us all.”

The next round was chosen: Begging. The host adjusted Elena’s posture, uncuffed her right wrist, guiding her hand to the stage floor. “Kneel, 07. Face your audience. Beg them for their mercy, for their praise, for your release.”

Elena shifted, awkward and trembling, to her knees. The stage was hard under her, the leash still dangling from her collar, the marks and sweat and fluids of the night cooling on her skin. The host handed her the microphone, its weight almost shocking after so much surrender.

She began to beg. At first, the words came halting, her voice raw and hoarse:

“Please, let me go. Please, I want to be yours. I want to be forgiven, to be praised, to be taken home. Please don’t leave me here. Please, let me be enough. Please—”

But the crowd was unsatisfied. The voting screen glowed: “Continue.”

Elena kept going. Her knees ached, her body shook, but the humiliation was somehow intoxicating—a further letting go, a stripping away of pride until only need was left.

“I’ll do anything. I’ll be anything. You’ve seen me break. You’ve seen me want. Please, let me have mercy. Please, show me I am still worth loving. Please, please—”

Her words blurred into sobs. The host waited, letting the room fill with her desperation, then finally raised his hand. The voting panel flickered: “Reveal her lover.”

The lights shifted, the house falling into shadow except for a single, narrow beam trained on the audience. A masked figure stood, slow and steady, moving through the crowd. Elena recognized the walk, the shoulders, the shape—even though every part of her was certain she could not have endured the gaze of someone she loved.

The figure approached the stage. The crowd parted, silent, giving way with a reverence usually reserved for royalty or saints. Mistress Jules took the lover’s hand, guiding them up the steps, beside Elena, who was still kneeling, head bowed in exhaustion and fear.

The lover knelt with her, pressed a soft, steady hand to her back. With deliberate slowness, they removed their mask, revealing the face that made Elena sob with relief and shame and wild, irrepressible joy—a face she knew, loved, had feared to show this side of herself to. The room held its breath as the lover gathered Elena close, cradling her against their chest.

The host’s voice was gentle. “Audience, does she belong to you, or to her lover?”

The crowd’s answer was unanimous, shouted as one: “Her lover!”

Mistress Jules unlocked the last restraint, unbuckled the collar, slipped the leash from Elena’s neck. The lover wrapped her in a blanket, soft and warm, held her through the last waves of sobs and aftershocks.

But the ritual was not quite over.

The lover pressed the microphone to Elena’s lips, voice trembling but strong. “Tell them what you feel. Tell them what you want to remember from this night.”

Elena, tears still streaming, lifted her face to the lights. “I want to remember that I can be seen and still be wanted. That I can break and still be held. That I can crave everything and not lose what matters. That I am yours—and I am loved.”

The host led the crowd in applause—not raucous, but thunderous and sustained, a celebration of Elena’s ordeal and her surrender, of the courage it takes to want, to beg, to be witnessed and not destroyed by it.

As her lover carried her from the stage, Elena looked back at the marks on her skin, the eyes of the crowd, the traces of her own body’s limits—and she knew that she was not just the club’s offering, but her own. She had survived. She had been claimed. She had become something more than the sum of her humiliations: a person remade by desire and seen by love.

The heat of the lights faded, but the eyes of the crowd remained—a sea of witnesses, every pair of them a silent oath: We saw you. We wanted you. We remember you now. Elena felt the weight of that gaze as her lover—let’s call them Cass, for intimacy—cradled her close, the blanket wrapped tight around her shoulders, a shield and a trophy all at once.

Cass’s arms were strong but gentle, hands tracing Elena’s sweat-slick skin, checking every mark, every bruise, every trembling muscle. “Breathe, sweetheart. I have you now.” The words were private, but the microphone was still live, and the crowd heard the tenderness in them—a stark contrast to the brutality and spectacle that had come before.

Mistress Jules moved quietly, collecting clamps, weights, ice trays, and the last of the props. She wiped the throne with a reverent care, leaving it gleaming for the next soul brave enough to fill it. A staff member offered Elena water, pressing the glass to her lips, tilting it just so. The water was cool and sweet, washing away the last of the salt and humiliation, grounding her in the present moment.

The host, voice now soft as velvet, addressed the crowd. “Tonight, you witnessed devotion. You shaped her ordeal. But the final act—her claiming—belongs to her lover alone. Watch. Remember. And honor her bravery.”

Cass slipped the blanket from Elena’s shoulders, baring her again to the stage—not in punishment, but as a ritual of honesty. Cass’s hands explored her body with slow, deliberate reverence. They traced the red, angry marks of the clamps, the flushed streaks where ice had burned her, the trembling softness of her inner thighs. Each touch was a question—Are you here? Are you whole? Are you proud of yourself?

Elena nodded, unable to speak at first. She let Cass turn her gently, so her back rested against Cass’s chest, her legs spread over Cass’s lap, her head tucked under Cass’s chin. Cass’s hands pressed firm at her belly, cradling her, holding her in a position of both utter openness and absolute safety.

The host offered Cass the collar and leash—a choice, not an order. Cass buckled the collar around Elena’s neck, the gesture slow, deliberate, symbolic. The leash snapped on with a soft metallic click, and Cass held the end aloft, turning so the entire club could see: She is claimed. She is loved. She is not alone.

The crowd erupted—not in the hungry roar of earlier, but in a standing ovation, applause that rolled and washed over the stage in waves. Elena, caught in the center, felt it sink into her bones—a heat that was not just sexual, but alive with something like pride, something like grace.

Cass whispered, just for her, “You are the bravest thing I’ve ever seen. You gave them everything. Will you give yourself to me, now, with all of them watching?”

Elena’s voice was shaky but resolute. “Yes. All of me. Here, now, and always.”

Cass’s hands slid lower, teasing, gentle—fingertips tracing the slickness at Elena’s cunt, finding her swollen, bruised clit, stroking in slow, patient circles. The club watched, breathless, as Elena’s body came alive again—every nerve singing, every muscle tensing, her head falling back onto Cass’s shoulder, her moans now unashamed, open, proud.

Cass murmured praise as they brought Elena to the edge: “That’s it, let them see your pleasure. Let them see how beautiful you are when you let go. You’re safe. You’re owned. You’re wanted.”

Mistress Jules, kneeling beside the throne, slipped a hand to Elena’s breast, massaging away the last aches, thumbing the sore, purpled skin where the clamps had been. Elena gasped, her whole body trembling in Cass’s arms, tears streaming down her cheeks—not from pain, but from a joy so intense it bordered on relief.

The host gave a final invitation: “When you’re ready, let them see you surrender. Let them see you climax in your lover’s arms. Let the room remember what devotion looks like.”

Cass’s hand moved faster, the circles tighter, thumb flicking Elena’s clit as their other hand slipped inside her, two fingers filling her, curling deep. Elena’s hips bucked, her thighs shuddered, her body split open by pleasure and exhaustion and gratitude. The club watched in rapt silence, some guests holding their lovers, some lost in their own memories, everyone present in the moment.

Elena’s orgasm was not a single crest, but a long, rolling wave—her muscles tensing and releasing, her cries echoing off the velvet walls, her cunt clenching around Cass’s hand, her body arching and then collapsing in surrender. Cass held her tight, rocking her through every aftershock, whispering praise, petting her hair, soothing her back down to earth.

The applause that followed was thunderous, but Elena heard only Cass’s voice, steady and loving: “I am so proud of you. You are everything I hoped you would be.”

Mistress Jules covered them both with the blanket, drew the curtain halfway, and gave the stage over to intimacy.

Cass continued to hold Elena, giving her water, massaging her legs and arms, inspecting each bruise and mark, applying lotion where skin was raw, kissing the top of her head and murmuring, “You did it. You did so fucking well. I have you. Nothing will hurt you now.”

Elena breathed in the scent of Cass’s skin, the softness of the blanket, the warmth of the lights. Her body was spent, but her mind was alight—glowing with pride, relief, a wild, bright hunger to live in this afterglow forever.

The host’s final words drifted through the curtain: “You have witnessed a devotion rarely shown. Tonight, remember what it means to be wanted, to be brave, to surrender. The House thanks you. Elena, we thank you. Cass, thank you for showing us how love claims what courage offers.”

The crowd’s ovation faded, and the staff quietly moved about, dimming lights, returning the club to its usual, private shadows.

Elena and Cass sat together in the aftercare lounge, surrounded by pillows, cool water, and quiet. Staff checked in, offered snacks, tended to every need. Mistress Jules visited, giving Elena a final, gentle squeeze of her hand, a whispered, “You are extraordinary.”

Elena rested in Cass’s lap, her mind drifting between exhaustion and bliss. Cass stroked her hair, humming, wrapping the blanket tighter, and kissing her bruised forehead.

“You were seen,” Cass whispered. “And you were loved for it. I will always remember this night.”

Elena’s eyes closed, a smile curling on her lips as she drifted to sleep—claimed, honored, utterly spent, and, for the first time, completely whole.

The stage was gone, the velvet curtain drawn, and the noise of the club faded to a low murmur behind thick walls. In the aftercare lounge, everything was soft and warm: plush blankets, overstuffed armchairs, quiet music, and the faint sweetness of tea and honey. The lights here were low and golden, gentler on eyes grown raw from the brightness of display.

Cass helped Elena into one of the chairs, draping a heated blanket around her shoulders, tucking her in with the loving precision of someone who had waited all night for this moment. Elena’s whole body ached—her thighs trembled with aftershocks, her chest still bore the throb of clamp and paddle, her cunt was swollen and pulsing with a dull, deep satisfaction.

Mistress Jules arrived, crouching to meet Elena’s eyes. “How are you, darling?” she asked, her hand reassuring on Elena’s knee. “Colour?”

Elena smiled, blinking back sudden tears. “Green. Really green. I’m just… wrung out.”

Jules nodded, pride clear in her expression. “You gave everything. Let us take care of you now.” She set down a tray: a cup of sweet, cooling herbal tea, a bowl of sliced fruit, a plate of tiny, decadent chocolates. “Drink, eat. Slowly. There’s no rush.”

Cass knelt beside her, hands gentle as they massaged her calves and feet, working out the ache. Elena sipped her tea—sweet, floral, grounding—her tongue still tingling from the memory of ice, her lips rough from the gag. Each swallow seemed to bring her back to herself, breath by breath.

Staff arrived with a soft, warm towel, helping Cass clean away the last traces of the night: sweat, tears, lube, drool, the sticky evidence of pleasure and humiliation. Every wipe, every dab, was a reminder of both ordeal and survival. Elena surrendered to their touch, letting herself be tended as thoroughly as she had been tormented.

The marks were everywhere: clamp bruises blooming purple and red across her breasts, faint paddle prints on her thighs, smudges from the marker still visible on her hip and heart. The staff dabbed gentle lotion on the worst spots, whispering praise as they went: “You were amazing.” “The whole club was talking about you.” “The bravest thing I’ve seen this year.” Elena’s cheeks flushed, not with shame, but with a new, wild pride.

Cass wrapped both arms around her, holding her so close she could feel their heartbeat, slow and steady, a counterpoint to her own. “You were incredible,” they whispered. “I’ve never wanted you more than I do right now. I’m so proud to be yours. I’m so grateful you let me claim you.”

Elena let herself melt, head falling onto Cass’s chest. She felt safe, more herself than ever—a body marked by others’ pleasure and her own, but a soul held only by the one she loved.

Mistress Jules returned, kneeling again. She held Elena’s hand, squeezing gently. “Thank you for trusting us. Thank you for giving yourself so fully—not just to Cass, but to the whole House. You showed everyone what real surrender looks like. You were never just an object, even when you felt like one. You were the bravest person in the room.”

Elena choked back another sob, more relief than sorrow. “I needed to know I could still want this and not be ruined by it. I needed to know I could let go and still come back.”

Jules nodded, pressing a kiss to Elena’s knuckles. “You did. And you did it beautifully.”

The staff checked in with Cass too—making sure they were steady, hydrated, clear-headed. “You held her perfectly,” one said. “That was a claiming to remember.”

For a while, the three of them just sat in the golden quiet: Cass rubbing Elena’s feet, Jules braiding her hair with slow, soothing fingers, Elena breathing it all in—the softness, the safety, the sense of having nothing left to prove. She let herself linger in the afterglow, the pride and vulnerability settling together like cream and honey.

When Elena finally spoke, her voice was hoarse but certain. “Will you… show me? I want to see how I looked. I want to see everything.”

Cass hesitated only a moment before handing her their phone. The House had recorded everything: every twitch, every confession, every wave of pleasure and pain. Elena scrolled through the footage slowly—watching herself writhe, beg, endure, break, and finally collapse in Cass’s arms. She watched herself marked, claimed, comforted, adored. She watched the moment her lover stepped onto the stage, the way her face crumpled in joy and surrender, the thunderous ovation that followed.

Tears ran freely down her face, but she didn’t look away. She wanted to remember every second. When she finished, Cass kissed her damp cheeks, murmuring, “You are the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

Elena let herself smile, a true, quiet smile that grew wider as she looked at her marks, her lover, and the cozy circle of staff who had cared for her. “I want to do it again. Not tomorrow, not next week—but someday. I want to come back.”

Mistress Jules grinned, mischief in her eyes. “Whenever you’re ready, there will be a place for you. The House remembers.”

Cass tucked the blanket tighter, laying Elena’s head in their lap. “For now, let’s just be here. Let’s just feel this. You’re safe. You’re mine. You’re enough.”

Time passed. Elena drifted—dozing, waking, drinking tea, eating chocolate, murmuring soft thanks as staff checked in, massaged her calves, offered more water. She traced the bruises on her chest, running her thumb over the place where the club’s sign had been drawn. She liked the way it looked—a mark of survival, not defeat.

When at last she felt able to stand, Cass helped her into the club’s robe—a soft, heavy thing with the House’s crest on the pocket. Elena tied it tight, savoring the feeling of being swaddled, held, cherished. Jules handed her a discreet care kit: soothing salve, bandages, her phone, a business card with an aftercare hotline. “Text me if you need anything,” Jules whispered. “Anything at all.”

The walk out of the club was slow and quiet. Staff lined the hallway, offering gentle nods, a few whispered congratulations. Outside, the city’s night air was cool and sharp, the world shockingly normal after so much intensity.

Cass hailed a car, guiding Elena into the back seat, pulling her into their lap again as the city rolled by in neon blurs. Cass’s hand slipped under the robe, fingers tracing lazy circles on Elena’s thigh, not with lust, but with ownership—an unhurried, wordless promise that the claiming was not just for the crowd, but for them alone.

They spoke little on the ride home. There was nothing left to say—everything had been laid bare on the stage. When they reached Elena’s flat, Cass carried her inside, set her gently on the bed, undressed her with slow care, and slipped beneath the covers with her, holding her as the city’s morning light began to creep through the curtains.

Elena slept deeply, dreams full of heat and applause, the sting of clamps and the softness of blankets, Cass’s arms an anchor and a home.

When she woke, it was to sunlight, and the warm weight of Cass’s body wrapped around her. The marks on her skin had faded a little, but the memory of what she’d given and received glowed brighter than ever.

Cass kissed her hair, murmured, “I love you. I love what you give. I love who you are when you surrender and who you are when you return.”

Elena smiled, nuzzling closer. “I love who I am when I’m with you. And I love that they saw it, and still let me be yours.”

In the hush of the morning, wrapped in love and pride and the softness of new day, Elena knew she would always carry this night with her—a badge, a secret, a gift, a promise that even at her most exposed, she was not just watched, but wanted.


Story 9: The Clinical Method

The taxi let Riley off in front of a discreet, whitewashed building on a quiet, anonymous street. No sign, no waiting room visible from the pavement—just a frosted glass door, a brass plaque inscribed only with “Private Practice,” and a subtle, inconspicuous security camera above. The air outside was cool and dry, tinged with the scents of rain and distant antiseptic.

Riley hesitated, heart pounding in her throat. She checked her phone one last time for the confirmation message, rereading the instructions with trembling fingers: Arrive at the designated time. Bring only yourself. No jewelry, no perfume, no makeup, no distractions. All care will be provided on site.

The door buzzed open as soon as she approached. Inside, the change in air was immediate: warmer, more humid, and tinged unmistakably with medical-grade cleanliness—an undercurrent of alcohol wipes, latex, and the sharp metallic tang of disinfectant. The lighting was gentle, diffuse, carefully curated to feel neither harsh nor seductive, but matter-of-fact. A pair of low, modern chairs flanked a reception desk of pale birch; the walls were lined with minimalist anatomical prints and a few carefully placed houseplants.

A receptionist in crisp scrubs smiled politely, eyes flickering over Riley’s body, taking her in from shoes to the bare skin of her wrists, to the faint shadow of a bruise beneath her collarbone. “Good afternoon, Riley. Welcome to The Practice. Please set your belongings in the locker to your left and take a seat.” Her voice was gentle but businesslike, as if nothing about this was out of the ordinary.

Riley slipped off her coat, tucked her bag into a cubby, locked it, and slipped the key into the little tray marked with her first initial. The sensation of being stripped of her personal items, of losing her last “outside” tether, sent a thrill up her spine. She could already feel herself drifting—nerves at war with arousal.

As she sat, she glanced at the only other item on the desk: a thick sheaf of forms on a clipboard, topped by a clean black pen. The top page read: Patient Intake & Consent: Experimental Protocol. Beneath it, the first questions were innocuous—name, age, preferred pronouns, next of kin, allergies. But the page turned quickly:

	Last sexual encounter (date, details):

	Do you masturbate? Frequency?

	Do you enjoy anal play? What implements?

	Have you experienced orgasm denial or forced climax? Rate your enjoyment 1–10.

	Describe your most embarrassing sexual fantasy.



Each line demanded more. The questions grew explicit, even humiliating, in their clinical directness:

	Have you ever been observed or recorded during sex?

	How many partners in the last 6 months?

	Have you ever been restrained or forced to hold a position?

	Do you enjoy being spoken about as an object or specimen?

	Describe any previous medical, psychological, or emotional traumas that may affect your experience today.

	Is there anything you are afraid might happen during today’s session?



Riley’s hand shook as she wrote, the pen leaving uneven lines, the sound of her answers—scritch, scritch, pause, inhale—so loud in the otherwise silent lobby that she flushed. Each answer was a confession, a tiny surrender, a piece of control relinquished even before she’d been touched.

The last page was the waiver:

	I consent to all procedures outlined in the Experimental Protocol.

	I understand that restraint, exposure, forced examination, and recording may be part of today’s session.

	I acknowledge that I may be observed by additional clinical staff for training and quality assurance.

	I know I may withdraw at any time using my agreed safeword:A line for her safeword (she wrote, after a pause: “Ivy”).



She signed. It was the most deliberate, weighted act of her week—a choice as much as a submission.

The receptionist returned, still polite but with a new undertone of anticipation. “Very good, Riley. Please step this way.” She pressed a silent bell, and a new figure appeared—a nurse in blue scrubs, tall, androgynous, clipboard in hand.

The nurse’s smile was professional, eyes calm and assessing. “Welcome, Riley. I’ll be your first contact today. I need you to remove all your clothing here and now, please—shoes, underwear, everything.” The nurse’s gaze didn’t waver; the instruction was as routine as a blood test.

Riley felt her cheeks warm. She stood, fumbling at the buttons of her shirt, feeling the nurse’s eyes on her skin with every movement. Shirt, bra, skirt, tights, panties—all came off, folded into a neat pile, placed on a rolling cart. She stepped out of her shoes last, suddenly conscious of the coolness of the floor and the complete exposure of her body. Goosebumps prickled her arms and thighs; her nipples peaked in the chill.

The nurse handed her a paper gown, crisp and thin, medical blue, open at the back. “Put this on, please. You’ll be called for initial assessment in a moment.” Riley obeyed, feeling the papery fabric flutter against her thighs. The sense of vulnerability was almost unbearable—every shift or movement risked exposure, every part of her body was on the verge of being seen.

The nurse guided her to a small alcove off the lobby. Here, the ritual continued: Riley was weighed on a digital scale, the nurse’s hand steady on her elbow. “Breathe normally,” the nurse instructed as a blood pressure cuff squeezed her arm, the clinical detachment in their voice only sharpening Riley’s awareness of her body.

A tape measure circled her chest, waist, hips, thighs. “Good. Hands above your head, please.” The nurse scribbled notes, voice even. “Any discomfort?” Riley shook her head. The nurse lifted the edge of the gown, checking her skin for marks or rashes, then pressed a cold stethoscope to her chest, listening to her heartbeat. Riley’s breath caught, the moment intensely intimate for all its medical neutrality.

The nurse slid a wristband over Riley’s arm—white plastic, printed with her name, the date, and a code: PROTOCOL BETA – CONSENT: IVY. A second, smaller band circled her ankle. Each click of the fastener felt more final, more inescapable.

“Please sit on the exam bench. Legs apart.” Riley complied, the gown falling open at her thighs. The nurse reviewed her clipboard, glancing over the forms Riley had completed. “You answered all questions honestly?” Riley nodded, cheeks still burning. “Good. Honesty is the foundation of good clinical care.”

The nurse’s next questions were spoken aloud, for “verification”:

	“When did you last orgasm?”

	“Do you have any injuries or soreness today?”

	“Are you aware of the recording and observation protocols?”

	“Will you use your safeword if you feel unsafe or distressed?”



Riley answered each question, voice steadying as she spoke, a part of her finding comfort in the ritual.

Finally, the nurse produced a digital tablet, holding it out. “Sign here for today’s treatment. One last time—do you have any new limits, or changes to your consent?”

Riley hesitated, then shook her head. She pressed her finger to the screen, a last surrender. The nurse smiled, not unkind, and helped her to her feet.

“Follow me.”

The hallways of the clinic were even more sterile and anonymous—doors with frosted glass and letter codes, muffled sounds of running water and distant voices. Riley’s feet were silent on the polished floor, her heart louder than ever. Every step was a step further from the world outside, deeper into the world of ritual, exposure, and control.

They paused at a door marked EXAM 2. The nurse tapped twice and opened it, guiding Riley inside.

The room was as pristine as a surgical theater: white tile, overhead lights, a gleaming metal exam chair in the center, leather straps draped over the arm- and leg-rests, a tray of sealed instruments at one side. The faint hum of an air filter underscored the silence.

“Wait here for the doctor,” the nurse said. “Hands on your knees. Gown open in the back.” They disappeared, leaving Riley alone, gown fluttering around her hips, her bare skin exposed to the cold light and the waiting chair.

She breathed in, and out, feeling every pulse of anticipation and fear. Her mind wandered through everything she had just signed away: her privacy, her right to comfort, her ability to pretend. She was here to be made a specimen, a body to be tested, catalogued, and—if the clinic had its way—unraveled, wrung out, and put back together.

She watched the exam chair, its stirrups gleaming, its restraints coiled and ready. She tried not to imagine what her body would look like spread in it, every secret and shame exposed, every reaction recorded and discussed as if she were only an interesting case, a set of measurements, a pulse and a heat and a name on a wristband.

She did not know how long she waited—ten seconds or ten minutes. The time stretched and compressed, a liminal, trembling space between ordinary and ordeal.

When the doctor entered—a figure in a white coat, clipboard in hand, stethoscope around their neck—the air seemed to shift. The doctor’s smile was calm, almost kind, but with a flicker of curiosity beneath the surface, as if Riley’s very presence were a problem to be solved, a mystery to be explored.

“Good evening, Riley. I see you’ve completed induction. Thank you for your honesty.” The doctor’s voice was low, modulated, used to command. “You’ve been chosen for Protocol Beta—our most intensive. Are you ready to begin?”

Riley’s answer—barely a whisper, but unmistakably true: “Yes.”

The doctor approached, setting the clipboard aside, snapping on latex gloves with a sound that cut the air. “Then let’s proceed. You’re in good hands now.”

The door shut behind them, and the ritual of clinical surrender began in earnest.

The doctor’s presence filled the exam room—not with noise, but with an air of absolute authority. Their white coat was crisp, sleeves rolled above competent, strong wrists. Their eyes were steady, almost gentle, but beneath the politeness was a kind of hunger: not for sex, but for information, for surrender, for control. Riley sat up straighter on the bench, the paper gown rustling, hands gripping her knees, feeling the air prickle over her bare skin where the gown gaped at her back.

The doctor smiled—a small, professional thing. “Let’s review your file and clarify the protocol. We’ll take our time. Consent isn’t a box to tick; it’s a conversation.”

Riley swallowed, nodding. Her mouth was dry.

The doctor glanced at the clipboard, pen poised. “Full name?”

“Riley Anne T—” Her voice wavered, then steadied. “Riley Anne Turner.”

“Very good. Riley, is this your first time in a clinical experimental setting like this?”

“Yes.” Her voice was soft, almost apologetic.

“That’s useful to know. We find first-time subjects are more honest in their reactions—less guarded, more willing to give themselves over to the process. That’s what we’re looking for today: your real reactions, your real limits. Not performance. Not fantasy. Understood?”

“Yes,” Riley said again, quieter.

The doctor’s questions came slowly, calmly, each one with a pause for Riley’s answer and the quiet scribble of notes:

	“Sexual orientation?”

	“Are you currently in a relationship? If yes, is your partner aware of today’s session?”

	“Most recent STI screen?”

	“Describe your orgasm pattern—do you tend to be quick, slow, difficult, easy to bring off?”

	“Do you experience pain or discomfort with vaginal or anal penetration?”

	“Preferred term for your genitals?”



Each answer was a small surrender—sometimes clinical, sometimes so intimate it made Riley’s skin burn. The doctor listened, nodded, never judgmental but never hiding their curiosity.

They set the clipboard down. “Let’s discuss what’s ahead. This is not a ‘scene’ in the sense you might find at a club. You’re not here to perform for me. You’re here to be tested—observed, measured, and, yes, used. My job is to keep you safe. My other job is to take you right to the edge of what you believe you can bear. If you forget everything else, remember this: you can stop at any moment. But I will always encourage you to see how far you can go.”

Riley’s breath quickened. “I—I understand.”

“Good.” The doctor’s tone softened for a moment. “Your safeword?”

“Ivy.”

“Say it once for me, please.”

“Ivy.” The word felt strange, even as it steadied her.

“Excellent. If you even think of using it, I want you to say it at once. I will stop immediately, check in, and you may choose to continue or end the session. There is no reward for suffering beyond your desire. That’s my promise to you.”

The doctor pulled a rolling stool up and sat, closer now. They turned the clipboard so Riley could see the next page—a printed list of possible interventions.

“We will proceed in stages. You will always be told what’s coming next, and I will narrate as we go. Today, interventions may include:

	Physical restraint—cuffs, straps, posture collar

	Clinical exposure—stirrups, open gown, visible monitoring

	Vaginal/anal insertion—plug, dilator, speculum

	External stimulation—vibrator, e-stim, clamps

	Orgasm denial and forced climax

	Psychological humiliation—questioning, forced confession, clinical notes read aloud

	Observation and video recording for training and records.”



The list seemed endless. Riley’s hands curled on her knees.

The doctor turned to her, eyes gentle, voice softer still. “Which of these are you curious about? Which frighten you?”

Riley licked her lips. “I’m curious about all of it. The… the forced exposure, the measurements, the recording. I’m nervous about… the humiliation. About being spoken about, not to. And—” She swallowed. “I think I’m most afraid of… not being able to hold back. Or of being too much.”

The doctor smiled, genuinely. “Honesty. That’s all I need. There’s no such thing as ‘too much’ in a controlled setting. If you lose control, that’s data. If you break, that’s part of the treatment. If you hold back, I’ll see it, and we’ll adjust. Your only job is to be here, in your body, and let whatever happens, happen.”

A pause. “Do you have any triggers I need to know about? Anything that’s always a hard no?”

Riley shook her head, then added, “No blood, no breath play, no scat, no lasting marks. Please—just those.”

“Done.” The doctor ticked boxes on the form. “No need to apologize for wanting to be safe. That’s part of the protocol too.”

They made notes, then set the clipboard aside. For a moment, the clinical pretense dropped, replaced by a tone that was almost kind. “You’re not a patient to me. Not just a patient. You’re a body I get to explore, yes—but also a person I get to guide through something most people never dare. I take that seriously. You will leave here changed, but you will leave here whole.”

Riley felt herself trembling—a combination of nerves, relief, and the first flickers of arousal she’d been trying to ignore since arrival.

The doctor rose, circling behind her. They placed gentle hands on her shoulders, pressing down, grounding her. “Let’s rehearse consent one more time. I’ll touch you now. If you want me to stop, say ‘Ivy.’ If you want to slow down, say ‘yellow.’ If you want to go deeper, say ‘green.’ Use these as often as you need. Understood?”

“Yes,” Riley said, voice clearer.

The doctor’s hands lingered, warm through the thin paper of the gown, then lifted it away from her shoulders, baring her skin to the chill of the room. Riley’s pulse raced, the sensation of air on her back electric, vulnerable.

“I’m going to check your pulse, then your breath.” The doctor’s fingers pressed to the side of Riley’s throat—her carotid, firm but gentle. The clinical touch was somehow more intimate than a caress. Riley shivered as they counted silently, breath feathering over her ear.

“Elevated,” the doctor said, half-smiling. “You’re nervous, or aroused, or both. Perfect.”

They moved to her side, pressing a stethoscope to Riley’s bare chest. The cold circle made her gasp; she forced herself to breathe deeply, in and out, as the doctor listened. “Good. Lungs clear, heart strong.”

The doctor then snapped on a fresh pair of latex gloves—snap, stretch, flex—the sound loud in the quiet room. “I’m going to touch you now. Tell me if you want to stop.”

The gloves slid over Riley’s collarbone, down her arms, over her ribs. Every touch was firm, impersonal, but not unkind. When the doctor lifted the hem of the gown and pressed between Riley’s thighs, she flinched—a reflex more from anticipation than fear. The doctor paused. “Breathe, Riley. Let me check your response.”

Fingers parted her, checking for wetness. The glove was cool, the touch deliberate and slow. The doctor withdrew, peeled off the glove, and made a note on the clipboard: Aroused, responsive. Patient compliant. No visible marks or injuries.

Riley’s cheeks flamed. The doctor handed her a tissue to wipe herself, the gesture both degrading and gentle.

“One more thing before we proceed.” The doctor held up a small, wireless microphone, clipped it to Riley’s gown at her shoulder. “For the record. I want you to say, in your own words, what you want from today’s session. Don’t think—just answer.”

Riley hesitated. The air seemed to buzz with expectation. She closed her eyes. “I want to be seen. I want to be used, and not given a choice. I want to know what I can take. I want to stop pretending I’m in control. I want to know someone else can handle all of me—even the parts I’m afraid of.”

There was a long silence. The doctor nodded, satisfied. “Beautiful. That’s the most honest thing you’ll say all day.”

They unclipped the mic, patted her shoulder. “Let’s get started. From now on, every word, every gasp, every command is part of your record. Ready?”

Riley nodded. “Ready.”

The doctor guided her to stand, the gown barely clinging to her body. They led her to the main treatment room, its sterile promise waiting—a world of light, steel, leather, and absolute surrender.

“Step up onto the chair. It’s time for you to be seen, Riley. Fully. Utterly. Clinically.”

Riley’s breath caught as she obeyed, nerves and desire spiraling together. The pre-exam was over. Her ordeal—the clinical, explicit, relentless exposure of body and will—was about to begin.

Riley followed the doctor into the treatment room, each step more surreal than the last. Here, the world was made of chrome, glass, and polished tile: white light, everywhere, flooding every shadow from above and below. The air was cooler, sharp with disinfectant and something vaguely metallic. At the center stood the exam chair, less a seat than a throne of surrender—upholstered in white, stitched to resemble surgical gloves, with thick, contoured padding and adjustable supports for every limb. Restraints—leather and steel—draped from the arm- and leg-rests, neatly coiled, as if waiting for her alone.

The doctor closed the door with a soft click, setting Riley’s clipboard on a nearby cart. “Stand here, please. To the left of the chair.” Their tone was gentle, clinical, yet it left no room for argument. Riley complied, her bare feet cold against the tile, paper gown fluttering around her hips, heart racing so hard she could feel the pulse in her throat.

“Before we begin, let’s be clear. From this point on, you’re not just a patient. You are a specimen—a subject of protocol. My job is to position, examine, and document you, in whatever way the treatment requires. If you wish to stop at any moment, say your safeword, and the protocol ends. Otherwise, I will proceed without hesitation. Understood?”

“Yes,” Riley whispered, her voice breathless.

The doctor reached for her shoulders, guiding her gently but inexorably forward, closer to the chair. “Let’s remove the gown. Arms up.” Riley obeyed, raising her arms above her head, feeling the gown slide from her body in a single, theatrical motion. The sudden chill prickled every inch of her skin—goosebumps erupted across her arms, her breasts tightened, and her thighs trembled, bare and exposed. For a moment, she was left standing there, entirely naked under the bright, surgical lights, her body an open text for the doctor’s eyes.

The doctor let the silence linger, letting Riley feel the weight of her own exposure. She fought the urge to cover herself—arms rigid at her sides, toes flexing on the cold floor, nipples peaking in the chill, every scar, every curve, every vulnerability on display.

“Very good.” The doctor walked a slow circle around her, making quiet notes—nothing hurried, nothing lewd, but everything observed. The latex gloves returned: the doctor traced a finger down Riley’s spine, paused at the small of her back, then tested the tone of her muscles with a gentle squeeze of her upper arms, the flare of her hips, the softness of her belly. “You carry your tension in your shoulders. We’ll make sure to correct your posture before the first measurements.”

A nod toward the chair. “Step up—there’s a footrest, just there. Place your left foot, then your right. Face forward.”

Riley climbed onto the chair, body quaking with anticipation. She perched on the edge, back straight, legs closed instinctively. The doctor’s hands found her knees, coaxing them apart with gentle but unyielding pressure.

“Let your legs fall open. Wider.” The order was soft, almost hypnotic. Riley complied, thighs trembling as they spread, the cool air swirling up between them. The seat’s padding cupped her, the vinyl cover slightly sticky against her bare skin.

The doctor adjusted the stirrups, cold steel pressing to the backs of Riley’s knees. “Heels up. Good. Slide your calves forward. Let your feet rest in the hollows.” Riley did as instructed, her body soon spread wide, her most intimate parts framed and exposed for inspection. Her breathing grew shallow—her hips rolling forward, pelvis tilted, cunt and ass utterly bared in the harsh, unblinking light.

“Arms to the rests.” The armrests were thick and padded, high enough that Riley’s shoulders had to roll back, arching her chest, making her breasts stand proud. “Fingers open, palms down.” The gesture forced her elbows slightly out, a position as unnatural as it was vulnerable. She felt the first tickle of sweat along her ribs, despite the coolness of the air.

The doctor stood back to admire their work. “We’ll need a few small corrections. Chin up.” With one hand beneath Riley’s jaw, the doctor lifted her face, exposing her throat, aligning her spine. “Back arched—there. Now, let’s help you hold it.”

From the side tray, the doctor retrieved a broad, stiff posture collar—white leather, soft-lined, its buckle glinting in the light. “Posture collar. Standard protocol for intensive examination.” They wrapped it around Riley’s neck, snug but not choking, the fit exact. It forced her chin high, her gaze forward, spine aligned. She could no longer look down, only ahead, only at the ceiling’s white expanse, or into the doctor’s eyes when summoned.

The doctor adjusted the chair itself, a hydraulic hum raising the seat and angling Riley’s pelvis forward. The stirrups spread her thighs a little wider. The sense of helplessness deepened: Riley’s entire body was on display, open and passive, unable to hide a single reaction.

The doctor moved to her side, speaking for the “record.” “Subject positioned for exposure. Note posture: arched, chin up, arms open, pelvis anterior, thighs abducted. No signs of distress beyond mild tremor. Begin attaching sensors.”

Latex hands moved with quiet efficiency. Small adhesive heart-rate monitors were pressed to Riley’s chest—over her left breast, her lower ribcage, her side. A pair of sticky electrodes traced her jaw and temple, capturing any micro-expressions, any shifts in muscle tension. The doctor clipped a soft pulse oximeter to her finger, another sensor around her wrist to measure temperature and perspiration.

Every click, every beep of the devices amplified her sense of being measured, assessed, catalogued.

“Good girl. Breathe for me—deep in, slow out.” Riley tried, but her breath came shallow, catching in her chest. The collar made swallowing difficult, her jaw locked in a position of constant display.

The doctor made more notes, fingers brushing her skin as they checked each device. “Skin is flushed. Mild shivering. Heart rate elevated. Moisture at the inner thighs—baseline arousal. All within expected parameters.”

Riley felt the humiliation—and the excitement—spike at those words, as if she were nothing but a collection of data points, a case study for some future paper.

The restraints came next, and the ritual of positioning took on a new gravity. The doctor looped soft leather cuffs around Riley’s wrists, buckling them to the armrests, the fit secure but not biting. “Can you move your hands?” Riley tried, found only the tiniest give—no hope of escape.

Next, the ankles. Straps at the stirrups, snugged tight. “Try to close your legs for me.” Riley’s muscles strained, but the supports held her wide, her body splayed and helpless.

A broad strap was drawn over her hips, pinning her pelvis to the chair, then another across her chest, above her breasts. Each new restraint was described, its function noted aloud for the “record.”

When the last strap was buckled, the doctor stepped back, letting Riley feel the totality of her position. She was immobilized, displayed, rendered into pure object. She could no longer touch herself, nor hide herself. Every shiver, every flush, every drop of sweat was now for the doctor’s observation alone.

The doctor circled, checking each restraint, pressing fingers to the pulse at Riley’s throat, her inner thigh, her wrists. “Well secured. No risk of injury. Patient compliant. Reactions within protocol parameters.”

A final indignity—though by now, it felt almost normal: the doctor reached between Riley’s legs with a cool, gloved hand, testing the wetness at her entrance, pressing gently, then holding her lips open for a clinical, impersonal inspection. “Lubrication adequate for protocol. No lesions, no evidence of trauma. Prepare for initial measurements.”

Riley burned with shame, but a deeper hunger twined through it—this was what she’d come for, to be made into a subject, a thing, to have her reactions parsed and documented and used.

The doctor straightened, eyes catching hers, a flicker of pride beneath the clinical detachment. “You’re ready, Riley. The real procedure begins now.”

They dimmed the overhead lights a fraction, switched on a lamp that bathed her lower body in bright, white clarity. The doctor snapped a photo—anonymous, clinical, nothing but data. “Baseline image for your record. This will not be shared outside the protocol, unless you request it.”

The doctor pressed a hand to Riley’s shoulder, grounding her. “Remember, you’re safe, and you’re not alone. We go slow, we go steady, and you give what you want, when you want. The chair holds you, the protocol guides us. The rest is just sensation.”

Riley, bound and offered, felt her anxiety and arousal reach a new peak—somewhere between panic and pride. The anticipation of what would come next—what would be inserted, measured, denied, recorded—was a shuddering presence between her legs, an ache in her chest, a secret she could no longer hide.

In that bright, cold room, with every inch of her body stretched and documented, Riley waited for the first true touch—the beginning of her clinical ordeal.

Riley was held—truly held, she realized now, in a way no fantasy or memory could match. She could feel the exact pressure of every strap: leather digging lightly at her wrists, her ankles cradled in padded stirrups, thighs pressed apart and pinned by the wide seat, her chest gently compressed by a thick strap running just above her breasts. The posture collar made her vision strange, the world reduced to a rectangle of ceiling tiles and the looming, abstract form of the doctor, always moving just at the edge of her gaze.

For a few heartbeats, nothing happened. The silence was profound, broken only by the faint whirr of the air system, the soft, regular beeping from the pulse monitor on her finger, and the wet, uneven sound of her own breathing. Every nerve ending felt exposed—she could hear the sound of her own skin on vinyl, the sticky separation of thigh from chair, the sharp, involuntary clench of her belly every time she tried to steady herself.

The doctor returned, gloved hands resting on the edge of the exam chair. They made a careful study of Riley—her flushed cheeks, the glisten at her hairline, the sweat that had started to bead at her ribs and collarbone. They checked the position of every restraint: first by sight, then by touch, then by a sharp tug that made Riley’s arms and legs jolt, proving her helplessness to them both.

“Comfort?” The word was gentle, but absolute.

“Yes,” Riley managed, though the answer was a lie—a necessary one, because it wasn’t comfort she craved.

The doctor nodded, as if hearing her thoughts. “Discomfort is expected. Panic is not. Remember your safeword. If you need anything adjusted, you’ll ask.”

Riley nodded. She could feel her pulse racing in her fingertips, her toes tingling in their straps. The posture collar forced her to keep her chin up, her jaw taut, lips parted as she tried to breathe through her nose and not make a sound.

“Let’s begin with the baseline inspection. Speak only when instructed.”

The doctor circled to Riley’s left side, their presence all the more intimidating for its patience. They took up a penlight, clicked it on, and used it to check Riley’s pupils—first one eye, then the other, forcing her to focus on their gloved fingers, the bright, intrusive glare, the way her breath fogged faintly on the lens.

“Pupil response: normal. Mild dilation—likely due to anticipation or anxiety. Good.”

They leaned in close, examining the flush on Riley’s cheeks, the soft swelling of her lower lip where she had bitten it. “You’re showing classic signs of arousal. Don’t hide them. It’s data, not shame.”

The penlight moved down, tracing the column of her throat, the rise and fall of her chest. The doctor made quiet notes, narrating for the record: “Breathing elevated. No signs of constriction. Colour is good. Sweat beginning to form at the upper sternum.”

Their hand pressed to Riley’s chest, just over her heart, feeling the quick thump of her pulse. “Hold your breath.” Riley obeyed, lungs burning until the doctor released her and let her exhale.

“Perfect. You’re highly responsive. That will make the next phase very interesting for us both.”

They knelt at her side, snapping open a tray of instruments—everything neatly arranged, sterile and gleaming under the lights: a digital thermometer, a tube of medical lubricant, a cluster of adhesive e-stim pads, a chrome speculum, a squat, curved plug of translucent silicone, a box of latex gloves, and a handful of Colour-coded leads for the monitors.

“Spread your fingers.” The doctor pressed her hand flat against the armrest, affixed a new adhesive electrode to her palm, then another to her forearm, narrating each action. “Muscle response monitoring. We want to see what you try to hide. This system will record every tremor.”

Riley’s skin tingled at the contact, nerves singing with anticipation.

“Now, first device.” The doctor snapped on a new pair of gloves, then clicked open the tube of lube, squeezing a cool blob onto two fingers. “You’ll feel some pressure. Stay as relaxed as you can.”

They placed one hand firmly on her thigh, just above the knee, the touch grounding. With the other, they pressed slick fingers to Riley’s labia, parting her with clinical precision, massaging lube over her entrance. The sensation was at once humiliating and oddly comforting—the certainty of being handled, tended to, prepared.

“Good. You’re already wet—excellent physiological response.” The doctor’s voice was calm, the praise matter-of-fact. “Inserting now.”

The tip of the plug pressed to her entrance, wide but smoothly tapered. The first push stretched her open, the fullness slow and steady. Riley’s hips tried to squirm, but the straps held her perfectly still. The doctor worked with patience, adding more lube, pausing every inch to narrate her response: “External sphincter relaxed. No resistance. Depth: five centimeters. No signs of distress.”

When the widest part slid inside, Riley gasped, her fingers flexing in their restraints. The sensation was intense—a deep ache that hovered between pain and pleasure, making her belly flutter, her toes curl.

“Plug seated. Well done.” The doctor checked the fit, gave it a gentle twist, then released her, snapping off the gloves and dropping them into the bin.

They reached for the e-stim pads next—small, square, sticky. The first was placed at the base of Riley’s spine, just above the cleft of her ass. The second, lower, on the soft flesh of her left thigh. “This will let us stimulate your pelvic floor without direct contact. You’ll feel tingling, heat, maybe muscle contractions. All normal. I want you to focus on the sensation, not the source.”

The doctor attached the leads, pressed a button on a nearby console. A low hum filled the room; a gentle buzz bloomed at the small of Riley’s back, spreading in slow, rippling waves down her thighs, into her belly, curling deep into her pelvis.

“Level one: mild. Let’s see how your body responds.”

Riley gasped, the sensation subtle at first—a tingling, then a gentle tightening, like the first shivers of arousal before orgasm. Her hips rocked instinctively, but the restraints held her fast, amplifying the helplessness, the forced surrender.

“Excellent. You’re responsive—muscle activity is visible on the monitor. No involuntary contractions yet.”

The doctor added a third pad—this one just above Riley’s pubic bone. When the current passed through, the buzz grew sharper, more insistent, a heat that made her clit throb, her cunt pulse around the plug.

Riley whimpered, her cheeks burning. The sensation was impossible to escape, impossible to deny.

“Now, one last device for the baseline.” The doctor picked up a set of slim, chrome nipple clamps, padded and adjustable, the kind used in sensory testing. “These will let us measure your physiological response to pain and pleasure. Say ‘yellow’ if you need a pause, or ‘Ivy’ if you need them off immediately.”

Riley braced herself. The first clamp pinched her left nipple, the bite sharp, a line of fire shooting through her chest. The doctor tightened it, paused, then adjusted it just a hair tighter. “Good. One more.” The right clamp bit down; Riley arched, breath catching, the pain blossoming into an ache that settled low in her belly.

The doctor stepped back, surveyed her. “You look beautiful like this. Open, measured, controlled. But the data doesn’t lie. If you try to hide, the sensors will tell me. If you fight the pain, the monitor will spike. All I want is your truth. That’s all this protocol ever demands.”

They dimmed the lights a touch more, so that Riley’s body glowed under the harsh white lamp, every shiver and twitch a public event.

The doctor took her pulse again, made notes aloud: “Heart rate elevated. Skin response: strong. Vaginal muscle tension rising. Plug in place, e-stim active, clamps well tolerated.”

They pressed a hand to Riley’s thigh. “Now, I want you to hold perfectly still for one minute. The current will rise with every movement. Try to relax, try to accept. If you succeed, we increase the challenge. If you fail, the stimulation escalates immediately.”

Riley swallowed, nodded, and tried to go limp. The e-stim buzzed, the clamps throbbed, the plug pulsed inside her, her whole body a bundle of raw, quivering nerves. The urge to squirm was nearly overwhelming—but the straps held her, and her willpower held her a little longer.

“Thirty seconds,” the doctor murmured. “You’re trembling. That’s normal. Don’t fight it. Let it move through you.”

Riley’s breath shook, every exhale a whisper of surrender. Sweat slid down her sides, the leather beneath her hips growing slick, her cunt pulsing with need and shame.

When the minute ended, the doctor stroked her thigh, grounding her. “Well done. You’re ready for the first real treatment.”

Riley trembled in her bonds, utterly at the doctor’s mercy, a specimen stripped of pretense, her body and her reactions no longer hers to control. The anticipation of the next phase—what more would be inserted, measured, denied, or recorded—was nearly as intense as the sensations themselves.

In the bright silence, the ritual of clinical ordeal deepened, and Riley knew she would not, could not, ever forget what it meant to be so thoroughly exposed, measured, and used.

The chair felt like an altar—one built for sacrifice, not comfort. Riley’s body was splayed and measured, each restraint tight enough to discourage even the smallest escape. She was conscious of every pulse: the steady beep of the heart monitor, the soft hiss of air through the ventilation system, the almost subsonic thrum of the biofeedback machine as it tracked her tremors, the clinical note-taking and observation now as much a part of her as the straps or the posture collar.

The doctor’s voice filled the space—calm, absolute, unwavering. “We’re beginning the first phase of your treatment. Your only job is to endure, to obey, and to let your body speak. We will monitor your arousal, your discomfort, your compliance. If you attempt to hide or suppress, the system will compensate. This is not a punishment, Riley. This is data. You are the data.”

Riley’s breath was already quick, her body vibrating with anticipation and fear.

The doctor started the e-stim with a low, steady pulse. The sensation was gentle, almost pleasant—a deep throb in her lower belly, a prickling heat where the pads met her skin. “Level one: baseline arousal.” The monitor beeped in response to each spasm, each minute tightening of Riley’s pelvic muscles. The plug inside her began to vibrate in sync, a slow, insistent pressure that made her hips want to rock.

“Now, I want you to hold still. Any movement above baseline will cause the stimulation to increase. We’ll begin with three minutes. If you succeed, you may request a reward. If you fail, the stimulation will increase for another three minutes, and a new restraint will be added. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Riley managed, her voice tight.

“Begin.”

The next three minutes stretched into eternity. Riley’s muscles quivered; sweat slid down her ribs, pooling in the crease of her hip. The posture collar forced her to breathe shallowly, jaw aching with effort. She focused on the ceiling, counting the blips on the monitor, the sensation at her cunt going from bearable to overwhelming and back again with each measured breath.

Inevitably, her body betrayed her: her hips jerked, a tiny involuntary twitch. The machine detected it instantly; the current increased. The plug ramped up, sending a shudder through her body.

The doctor’s tone was still gentle, but there was the edge of a smile behind it. “Good. That’s your limit for now. We’ll note that: three minutes before involuntary motion. Response: elevated arousal, increased lubrication.”

Riley whimpered, her cheeks burning with shame.

“Now, let’s add a cognitive task. Read this aloud.” The doctor produced a clipboard with a printed “Consent and Compliance Statement.” The words were explicit, humiliating, more like a script than a form:

I, Riley Anne Turner, submit myself for examination and treatment. I accept restraint, stimulation, exposure, and correction. I understand I may be measured, recorded, denied, or forced to orgasm as the treatment requires. I give permission for my body to be studied and used as a specimen. My reactions are data. My pleasure and humiliation are for the record.

Riley’s voice shook as she read. The room was silent except for her own words, the pulse of the machine, and the faint squelch of lube as her body responded. Each phrase was another nail in her surrender, a declaration that she was no longer her own, not here.

“Very good.” The doctor set the clipboard aside, eyes searching her face for panic, for pride. “Let’s continue. Open your mouth.”

The doctor slid a thermometer under Riley’s tongue, holding it in place with two fingers beneath her chin, as if she were a child. The sensation was intimate and humiliating, her lips stretched wide by the glass and plastic, the posture collar holding her head rigid.

As the thermometer beeped, the doctor watched her eyes. “Temperature normal. Mouth wet, pupils dilated. Breathing rapid. Let’s record that.”

Next came the stethoscope, cold at her chest, between her breasts, then lower—pressing to her belly, her side, her pubic bone. Each touch was announced for the record, each reaction (a gasp, a flinch, a tightening of her thighs) narrated in clinical detail.

The stimulation increased another notch. The e-stim sent tiny shocks through her pelvic floor, the plug vibrating harder. Riley’s back arched; the straps across her hips and chest held her in place. The doctor’s voice was never cruel, but the ritual was merciless: “You’re struggling. That’s natural. Breathe, Riley. Don’t fight it.”

A new task appeared: the doctor produced a thin, hardbound booklet—“Human Sexual Response: Case Notes.” “Read from the highlighted section, please.” The text was dry, scientific, but the content was mortifying:

The subject’s labia became engorged after two minutes of direct stimulation. Her nipples hardened, skin flushing from sternum to cheeks. When asked to describe her sensation, she responded: ‘Full, desperate, unable to resist.’ The experiment continued for twelve minutes, ending in orgasm despite instructions to the contrary.

The doctor interrupted. “Do you understand the task, Riley?”

“Yes,” she whispered, throat dry.

“You will now describe your own sensation, using clinical language. Do not use words like ‘wet,’ ‘turned on,’ or ‘horny.’ Use medical terms, or I will escalate the stimulation.”

Riley struggled to comply. “My labia are… engorged. My vaginal walls are contracting. My clitoris is swollen, hypersensitive. I feel pressure in my pelvis. My breath is shallow. My heart rate is elevated—”

“Keep going.”

“My nipples are erect, painful. I feel… impending orgasm, but I am unable to control it.”

“Excellent. Very precise. Now, tell the room your most humiliating sexual fantasy, in the same tone.”

Riley’s cheeks burned. She hesitated, the tension building in her body with the pressure of the plug, the clamps, the e-stim. “My most humiliating fantasy is… being restrained in a public place, forced to orgasm in front of strangers, unable to stop, unable to cover myself. Being measured, observed, used as an example for others. Not allowed to hide.”

The doctor made a note. “Noted for future protocol. You’re doing very well.”

The stimulation increased again, the plug thrumming, the e-stim sending sharp, involuntary jolts through her muscles. Riley whimpered, the urge to close her legs overwhelming—but the restraints held, the chair forced her to take it all.

The doctor stood beside her, hand firm on her thigh. “We’re going to edge you now. You may not come. If you do, you will be punished with further exposure. If you hold, you’ll earn a reward. Understand?”

Riley nodded, teeth gritted.

The next minutes were an exercise in agony and discipline. The plug ramped up and down, the e-stim sending random shocks, the nipple clamps swinging, pain and pleasure intermingling until Riley was gasping, crying out, body locked in a trembling arch, every muscle in her body straining.

The monitors tracked it all—her heart rate, her moans, the electrical activity of her pelvic floor. Whenever she moved, the system punished her with a sharper jolt, the plug buzzing even harder, the clamps biting deeper.

“Not yet,” the doctor whispered, voice almost gentle. “Hold. Show me you can obey.”

Riley clenched every muscle, desperate not to fail, the humiliation of the earlier confessions swirling in her mind. Her body fought her—tremors shaking her thighs, sweat rolling down her chest and pooling under her hips. Her hands ached in the cuffs, her toes curled in the stirrups.

Just when she thought she would break, the doctor dialed the devices down. The sudden absence of stimulation was almost as shocking as the pain—Riley slumped, shaking, breath coming in ragged gasps.

The doctor leaned in, pressing a gloved hand to her cheek. “You did well. But the next phase will be harder. We’re adding an observer—your compliance will be evaluated, your reactions recorded. If you wish to stop, say your word. Otherwise, show them how obedient a patient you can be.”

Riley blinked away tears, heart thumping. Humiliated, used, desperate, she nodded. “Yes. I’ll keep going. Please—just tell me what you want.”

The doctor stroked her hair, an almost tender gesture, before stepping away to call for the next phase of her ordeal.

Riley felt herself hovering at the edge of subspace—her body loose, heavy, and overstimulated, her mind a blur of humiliation, pain, and wild, desperate arousal. The chair and its restraints defined the limits of her world; the doctor’s voice, and the relentless, impersonal attentions of the machines and devices, had become her entire reality.

She heard the door open, soft and measured. A new set of footsteps—lighter, but confident—crossed the floor. She couldn’t turn her head, held fast by the posture collar, but her ears strained for every clue, every sound.

The doctor’s tone changed slightly, becoming almost performative. “Thank you for joining us. This is Riley—undergoing Protocol Beta. She’s compliant, responsive, and ready for the next phase. Please review her file, and feel free to ask questions or request demonstrations.”

Riley’s heart stuttered. She felt exposed in a new way—no longer just a patient, but an exhibit, a specimen for peer review. Her skin prickled; she could feel the fresh sweat on her chest, the throb of her bound nipples, the deep ache where the plug and e-stim still buzzed in her cunt and thighs.

The observer’s voice was warm, gender-neutral, and calm—a soft authority that offered no comfort. “Thank you, Doctor. I look forward to seeing how Riley responds to increased clinical scrutiny. Let’s continue the session—perhaps a verbal assessment first?”

The doctor turned to Riley, standing at her side, hand firm on her thigh. “Riley, you will answer the observer’s questions clearly and completely. If you hesitate or refuse, stimulation will increase. If you attempt to mask or suppress your answers, we will record and review them for compliance training. Understood?”

Riley swallowed, cheeks burning. “Yes, Doctor.”

The observer approached, their presence close—Riley could feel the heat of another body beside her, hear the rustle of their notepad and the gentle click of a pen. “Let’s begin with some simple questions, Riley. You may answer with as much detail as you wish. Do you consent?”

“I do,” she whispered, her mouth dry, tongue thick.

“Very good.” The observer’s questions came slowly, with pauses between each, forcing Riley to sit with every word, every humiliation.

	“Describe, in medical detail, how your body feels right now. Focus on your most sensitive areas.”

	“When did you last masturbate? How did you do it? What were you thinking of?”

	“Describe the sensations of the restraints—the difference between helplessness and comfort.”

	“Have you ever experienced forced orgasm or public exposure before this protocol?”

	“What are you most afraid of being made to do, here, with both of us watching?”



Each answer was an ordeal. Riley’s voice trembled; her words came out clinical, as instructed, but the heat beneath them was unmistakable. She spoke of the ache between her legs, the pulsing in her clit, the sting of the nipple clamps, the burning desire for both mercy and more humiliation. She confessed her most recent masturbation—how she’d tied her own hands, used a pillow between her legs, fantasizing about being caught and used. She described the straps as “inescapable, secure, and yet a comfort—reminders that I am not in control, that my suffering has purpose.”

When the observer asked about forced orgasm and public use, Riley hesitated, face flushing scarlet. “I’ve fantasized, but never experienced it until now. I always wondered if I would break, or beg, or try to run.”

“And what are you most afraid of, now?” the observer pressed.

Riley’s breath hitched. “I’m afraid… that I’ll want more. That I’ll want you both to see everything. That I won’t have any secrets left.”

The observer made a note, voice calm. “Honesty is part of the protocol. Very good, Riley.”

The doctor increased the stimulation another notch, the plug and e-stim growing sharper, deeper. Riley gasped, muscles tensing, thighs quivering in the stirrups. The observer leaned in, watching her reactions, eyes clinical but hungry.

The next task was more humiliating still. The doctor handed the observer a tablet. “Would you care to select a passage for Riley to read? Something that will help us measure her composure under psychological stress.”

The observer scrolled, then handed the tablet to the doctor, who held it in front of Riley’s face. The text was drawn from the clinic’s “Compliance Manual”—a series of degrading, explicit affirmations:

I am not in control of my body. My pleasure belongs to my clinicians. I am here to be studied, measured, and used. Every reaction, every sound, every tremor is for their record. I have no privacy, no secrets, and no power to refuse.

Riley’s voice cracked as she read, the words searing themselves into her mind and body. The stimulation ramped up with each pause or stumble; the biofeedback monitor blared when she gasped or moaned. She forced herself to continue, cheeks streaked with tears, sweat pooling at the small of her back.

The observer was relentless. “Now, describe—in detail—what you are feeling as you read this. Both physically and emotionally.”

Riley sobbed, the humiliation so raw she could barely speak. “I feel… humiliated. Exposed. My body aches—I’m swollen, my cunt is throbbing, the plug is so full I can’t think. My nipples burn. I want to cum, but I can’t. I want to be good, but I feel like I’m failing.”

“Excellent.” The observer’s tone was almost approving. “Doctor, may I request a demonstration of Riley’s edge response?”

The doctor nodded. “Of course. Riley, we are going to edge you again. This time, the observer will ask you questions throughout. If you lose composure, the stimulation will continue. If you can hold, you will be rewarded.”

The next minutes blurred into torture and surrender. The plug throbbed, the e-stim sent pulses through her core, the clamps bit deeper as the observer questioned her relentlessly:

	“Describe your favorite sexual position. Why does it arouse you?”

	“Tell us your most shameful orgasm story.”

	“If we let you cum, what would you say or do to thank us?”



Riley could barely answer. Her body was shaking, sweat slicking her skin, tears running down her cheeks. She spoke in broken fragments: “I love being on my knees—used—no control—once came in a bathroom at work, so messy—if you let me cum, I’d beg, I’d do anything—please, please—”

The observer’s final order: “Hold it, Riley. Show us you can obey. Do not cum until we allow it.”

Riley’s whole body trembled, every muscle locked in a desperate, fruitless attempt to delay the inevitable. The doctor’s hand was on her thigh, the observer’s eyes locked on hers. The devices worked her mercilessly, but the protocol demanded control.

When she finally began to sob, the doctor dialed everything down, letting her collapse in the chair, breath shuddering, body wrung out.

The observer nodded, making a final note. “She’s highly responsive—exceptional endurance under scrutiny. I recommend escalation for the next phase. Perhaps public demonstration of compliance, with the record kept for further training.”

The doctor stroked Riley’s hair, voice gentle. “You did perfectly. You showed them everything we needed to see. Now, you’ll rest a moment—and then we’ll decide if you’re ready for your final ordeal.”

Riley lay limp, eyes closed, the humiliation and pride mixing inside her, body aching for release, mind braced for whatever exposure and surrender the clinic would demand next.

Riley’s body was an engine of sensation, every inch alive with stimulus and restraint. She felt herself floating—no longer an ordinary person, but an object, a case study, a living bundle of nerves and data points. Her arms ached from the tension, her thighs burned from being held open for so long, her clit throbbed, hypersensitive from hours of denial and e-stim. Sweat cooled on her chest; fresh beads formed along her brow and ribs with every renewed pulse of the machines.

The doctor’s voice was cool, confident, soothing and merciless. “Riley, this is the protocol’s peak. You are to endure—no orgasm, no retreat, until you are granted permission. Your vitals are displayed for our observation. Every tremor, every plea, every failure is part of your clinical record.”

The observer took a seat beside the bed, notepad ready, gaze unflinching. “We will monitor her for compliance and resilience. Please escalate all devices to pre-orgasmic threshold.”

The doctor adjusted the settings: the plug’s vibration deepened to a heavy, constant thrum, the e-stim pads delivering pulses that gripped Riley’s pelvic floor in rhythmic, insistent contractions. The nipple clamps were flicked, tugged, sending fresh waves of sharp, cruel ache through her chest.

Riley’s breath came in ragged gasps. Her face was a mask of exertion—lips parted, cheeks streaked with tears, eyes wild and searching for mercy in the bright, clinical light. The posture collar and chest strap held her upright, her breasts thrust forward, her entire pelvis angled for full display. She could feel her own slickness pooling beneath her, impossible to hide, part of the spectacle.

“Biofeedback active,” announced the doctor. “All devices now respond to involuntary muscle tension. If you clench, the stimulation increases. If you moan, it intensifies. If you beg, the edge will be drawn out as long as necessary.”

The observer leaned in, voice even. “We are recording this segment for clinic education. Your ability to submit under observation is critical data, Riley. Give us everything.”

The lights seemed to focus on her, the world shrinking to her body, her need, the hands and eyes that watched her, measured her, used her.

The ordeal began.

The stimulation ramped up in carefully measured waves:

	The plug hummed deep, then pulsed, then pressed hard against her front wall, every change designed to drive her toward the edge and hold her there.

	The e-stim flexed her muscles, sending jolts that blurred pleasure and pain—her thighs quivered, her belly fluttered, her ass clenched.

	The nipple clamps were twisted, then released, the bite always renewed just when the pain seemed to fade.

	The observer called out her heart rate, breath rate, noting every spike in arousal, every gasp or sob, every time her eyes closed or her lips parted in silent pleas.



The minutes crawled. Riley’s body became a battleground—her mind desperate for release, her muscles trembling with fatigue. Every time she felt herself tipping into orgasm, the doctor would slow the plug, reduce the stim, let her frustration crest and then ebb, only to start again with greater intensity.

The observer kept her mind occupied, never letting her retreat into numbness:

	“Describe what you want, Riley. Use only clinical terms.”Riley gasped: “I crave release—orgasm—pelvic muscle contractions, relief of sexual tension, cessation of denial. I want to be allowed to cum.”

	“Why should we grant you release? Justify your compliance as a patient.”“I have obeyed every order. I have submitted to every restraint, every device. I have answered every question, revealed every secret. I have nothing left to hold back.”

	“What will you do if you fail? If you break before you are permitted?”Riley sobbed. “I’ll accept punishment. More denial. Exposure. Recording. I’ll take whatever you decide.”



Each answer earned her a fresh round of stimulation—punishing, merciless, making her cry out, body locked in a trembling arch.

The doctor narrated her every failure, every mark of arousal: “Patient is leaking copiously—vaginal lubrication increased. Thighs slick, perineum visibly swollen. Clitoris engorged, skin flushed from chest to face. Nipple response remains strong under prolonged clamp pressure.”

“Endurance is the test,” the observer said. “She must hold for a full ten minutes at maximum stimulation without climax. If she succeeds, we will reward her. If she fails, we will restart the clock.”

The next ten minutes stretched into an eternity. Riley was no longer sure of her own name—she was only a vessel for sensation, an object for data, an example of what the protocol could do to a willing, helpless body. Her toes curled and flexed, her wrists strained against the cuffs, her thighs shook with the effort not to push up, not to grind, not to collapse.

The doctor’s voice was a lifeline, commanding and steady: “Hold, Riley. Breathe. Let it wash over you—don’t fight, don’t chase. Let yourself be seen.”

The observer’s questions continued, digging deeper with each minute:

	“Tell us the most humiliating thing you’ve ever fantasized about, in clinical language.”“Being used by a roomful of clinicians, examined, made to display every orgasm for their study, filmed, marked, and never allowed privacy again. My body catalogued, my pleasure measured and compared, my records kept forever.”

	“If we let you cum, will you submit again in the future?”“Yes. I will come back. I want to be used again. I want you to remember me.”

	“Do you want this record shared with others for training?”Riley hesitated—then nodded, the shame and pride inseparable. “Yes. If it’s useful. If it helps. I want to be useful. I want to be watched.”



Each confession sent her closer to the edge; each new wave of stimulation forced her to the brink, then pulled her back.

The ten minutes finally expired. Riley was sobbing, shaking, broken and open, a specimen reduced to pure need.

The observer nodded to the doctor. “She has endured. I recommend the protocol be completed. Grant her release—make it public, make it memorable, and record every detail for her file.”

The doctor leaned in, eyes soft but relentless. “You may cum now, Riley. Let us see all of it. Let us mark the peak of your compliance for the record.”

The stimulation was ramped to maximum. The plug thrummed, the e-stim seized her muscles, the clamps bit and released, and Riley screamed—body convulsing, back arched, every muscle seizing in a shuddering, messy, explosive orgasm that echoed in the sterile room, recorded for the protocol.

Her cries were loud, wordless, animal. The doctor and observer made notes throughout—“Patient climaxed at X:XX. Arousal markers extreme. Orgasm duration: thirty-six seconds. Full-body tremor. Emotional response: tears, catharsis, gratitude.”

When her body collapsed, limp and sobbing, the doctor quickly reduced all stimulation, began removing the clamps and pads, unbuckling restraints, smoothing her hair, cleaning her sweat-streaked skin with warm towels. The observer watched, voice gentle: “You did perfectly, Riley. You’ve given us data, spectacle, and a lesson in surrender. Thank you.”

Riley could only gasp, mind flooded with relief, pride, and exhaustion.

“You may rest,” the doctor murmured, wrapping a blanket around her, lowering the lights, holding her hand as the aftershocks passed.

“We’ll debrief you soon. For now—know that you are seen, measured, and cherished. Your record will be kept, and your bravery remembered.”

The lights seemed to dim the moment Riley collapsed back into the exam chair, her whole body trembling, tears streaming freely down her flushed cheeks. The last jolts of the e-stim faded, the relentless hum of the plug finally stilled. Her cunt pulsed and ached, hips still twitching with aftershocks; sweat pooled in the hollow of her spine and under her thighs, mixing with the evidence of her surrender.

For a moment, she was nothing but sensation—loosened, floating, untethered by anything but the soft grip of the doctor’s gloved hands and the gentle weight of the blanket being draped across her chest.

The observer’s voice, so recently the instrument of her humiliation, had softened. “She did well. Everything recorded. A gold standard for clinical compliance.”

The doctor crouched at Riley’s side, voice a low murmur. “Colour?”

Riley took a shaky breath, her throat raw. “Green,” she managed, tears still running but no longer tight with panic or pain. “Green. I’m—” She tried to laugh, the sound bubbling through her exhaustion. “I’m here. I’m okay. I’m…” Her voice faded, lost in the warmth of relief and a peculiar, fierce pride.

The observer helped unclip the sensors and electrodes, removing the e-stim pads with a slow, practiced care, wiping the sticky residue from her skin. Each touch was gentle, almost reverent—yet always accompanied by the quiet scrawl of notes in her file.

“Vitals returning to baseline. No tremor. Skin pink, well-perfused. Emotional affect: spent but compliant.” The observer grinned, a flash of conspiratorial delight. “Specimen stable and docile.”

The doctor removed the posture collar last, setting it aside and massaging the stiffness from Riley’s neck and shoulders. She moaned softly at the relief. “You wore it well,” the doctor praised. “Not everyone does. Not everyone can.”

Riley lay limp as her restraints were unbuckled, wrists and ankles gently rubbed and checked for marks. She flexed her hands and feet as feeling returned. The aches and bruises were badges of honor—her proof that she had endured everything demanded of her.

The doctor cleaned her gently: a warm, soft cloth along her chest and belly, down the insides of her thighs, between her legs where the plug had stretched and tormented her for what felt like hours. The cloth was never rough or hurried, but its movement was always narrated, for Riley’s sake and the record’s: “Cleaning specimen. Inspecting for injury. No blood, no swelling, no trauma. Slight bruising to the inner thighs, minor abrasions at the wrists. All expected within protocol.”

Riley shivered with each phrase. She felt small, exposed, and cherished all at once.

The observer offered her a sip of water—cold, sweet, grounding. “Drink. You need to recover. You gave more than most. You gave us everything.”

The doctor covered Riley with a heavier blanket, tucking it around her as if she were a patient, a child, and a precious object all at once. They raised the chair back to a reclining position, letting her body relax, her breathing slow.

For several minutes, no one spoke. Riley drifted in and out of a dazed, warm haze—her mind replaying the ordeal in flashes: the sting of the clamps, the bite of the restraints, the sound of her own confessions echoing in the sterile room, the way her orgasm had torn through her, witnessed, catalogued, and celebrated.

The doctor returned to her side, kneeling so their eyes were level. “You did exceptionally well. Your file will record your endurance, your honesty, your willingness to be fully seen. That’s rare, even here. Is there anything you need right now—water, a snack, a moment alone?”

Riley shook her head, voice hoarse but sure. “Just… please, tell me I did it right. Tell me I wasn’t too much.”

The doctor smiled, eyes softening. “You were perfect. There’s no such thing as ‘too much’ in this clinic. You were vulnerable, you endured, you let yourself be broken open. That’s all we ever hope for.”

The observer patted her knee. “You’ll be referenced in future trainings. You’ll help others—both patients and clinicians—learn what’s possible.”

The words stung, in the best way. Riley felt her pride returning, stronger now, shot through with a daring she had never known she possessed.

The aftercare was a ritual unto itself. The doctor offered her juice and a protein bar, feeding her in small bites while the observer massaged lotion into her wrists, her ankles, the places where the restraints had left their mark. Soft, heavy socks were rolled onto her feet; a cotton robe, the clinic’s insignia embroidered at the breast, was slipped over her shoulders. Every step was slow, nothing rushed—her comfort, her re-integration, as sacred as her earlier exposure.

Once she could stand, the doctor helped her walk to a nearby recovery room—a small, sunlit space with a narrow cot, a stack of blankets, a pitcher of water, and a tablet preloaded with her “discharge paperwork.” On the screen, her file: vitals, clinician notes, every confession, every compliance, a digital archive of everything she’d given.

There was even a “summary” section:

**- Specimen: Riley Anne Turner

	Protocol: Beta

	Result: Exceptional endurance and compliance

	Noted for future training use.

	Patient permitted to return at her discretion.**



Below, a message from the doctor:

Thank you for your trust. Your limits, your honesty, and your pleasure will help us care for others—and care for you, should you wish to return. You are remembered.

The observer entered one last time, a small aftercare kit in hand: a squeeze bottle of lube, a tin of soothing balm, a card with the clinic’s after-hours support line. “For anything you need tonight or this week—questions, care, reassurance, or simply someone to bear witness. You’re not alone, Riley. You’re part of the record now, and we look after our own.”

Riley felt tears prick her eyes again—this time not of pain or humiliation, but of gratitude, and something like awe. She pulled the robe tighter, holding the aftercare kit like a talisman.

As she left the clinic, the world outside felt impossibly large, impossibly normal. The sun was setting; the city’s sounds were distant, softened by the buffer of her ordeal. She walked slowly, savoring the ache in her limbs, the fullness in her chest. Every bruise, every mark, every lingering trace of shame felt like a treasure—a reminder that she had been seen, used, measured, and, above all, cared for.

That night, she would fall asleep with her phone on the pillow beside her, the aftercare card within reach, and the knowledge that in a sterile, anonymous room, she had become more herself than ever before.


Story 10: Switch Conflict

The duel suite at the back of the club was a room built for spectacle—a space of polished hardwood and velvet, glossy black tile underfoot, a faint tang of leather and spent desire in the air. The lighting was a deliberate tease: low and indirect at the edges, but focused bright over the centerpiece—a massive padded bench, gleaming chrome posts, racks of toys and restraints displayed like surgical tools. There was a full-length mirror on one wall, and a low dais on another, set with three throne-like chairs. Everything smelled of ritual and readiness.

Morgan arrived first, sharp in jeans and a button-down, nerves and confidence braided in their step. They paused by the door, reading the rules posted in ornate script:

DUEL SUITE — PRIVATE USE ONLY

All acts must be consensual and monitored. No safe word, no scene. No forfeits enforced without third-party approval.

All marks must be temporary. All pride must be lasting.

Morgan grinned, anticipation fizzing in their belly. Tonight wasn’t just about pain or pleasure—it was about proof, about outlasting, outsmarting, out-surrendering the only person who ever made them want to lose.

Casey arrived next, wearing a slouchy tee, black shorts, boots—eyes bright, cheeks flushed. They carried a duffel of toys, and that smile that always hovered between challenge and invitation. “You beat me here,” Casey teased, setting the bag beside the mirror. “Scouting the arena for weak spots?”

“Just checking the exits,” Morgan shot back, grinning. Their banter had an edge tonight—a little more charged, a little less safe. Both knew that with Alex as judge, there would be no half-measures, no easy retreat. The club itself demanded more.

A few moments later, Alex strode in—tall, charismatic, dressed in midnight blue, a little formal for the setting but somehow right. Alex greeted them both with hugs, then took the center throne, crossing their legs with the slow, calculated authority of a ringmaster.

“All right, switches. Ground rules. Tonight, you’re both tops and bottoms—each gets one round to design a predicament for the other, not knowing what’s planned. Linked triggers: movement or noise from one will make the other’s ordeal escalate. I’ll referee, make sure no one cheats or ‘forgets’ to keep things fair, and, of course, call for punishment if anyone gets too cocky.” Alex’s smile was wicked. “No safeword, no scene. But if I say stop, it’s over. Clear?”

Morgan and Casey nodded—almost in unison, which made them both laugh.

Alex produced a lacquered wooden box from under the throne. “Wheel of Fates, switches. First, you’ll strip. Second, you’ll each write your most feared predicament on a slip, fold it, and drop it in the box. Third, you’ll spin to see who designs and binds first, and who receives.”

Morgan’s heartbeat skipped—this was more intense than their usual play. A silent negotiation flickered between them: trust, rivalry, hunger, and a little fear.

They stripped slowly, in ritualized counterpoint: Morgan first, shirt off, then shoes, then jeans, baring pale skin and the faded marks of past adventures; Casey matching, t-shirt and boots, shorts and socks, standing in black cotton briefs and nothing else. The room’s chill licked at bare skin. Alex watched, face unreadable, eyes drinking in every line of exposed muscle and vulnerability.

“Wristbands, please.” Alex handed each a leather band, buckled it tight—Casey’s left wrist, Morgan’s right—each stamped with the club’s sigil: an ouroboros encircling a pair of crossed keys. “For tonight, you belong to the House, and to each other.”

Morgan and Casey each wrote a “worst fate” on a slip—Casey’s hand shook as they scribbled: forced to beg for release, denied in public. Morgan’s note read: multiple clamps, forced edge, watched by all. Neither peeked at the other’s as they folded and dropped them into the box.

Alex spun the box’s tiny wheel—a satisfying rattle and thunk as it landed on Morgan’s side. “Morgan, you bind first. Casey, you’ll be the initial subject. Any prop in the room, as long as it doesn’t violate limits or draw blood. Remember: every movement, every noise from Casey will trigger a penalty for you as well—so make your design smart.”

Casey’s eyes narrowed with glee and dread. “You’re going to make me pay for that thing last month, aren’t you?”

Morgan’s smile was all teeth. “Only if you beg nicely.”

Alex held up a remote with two toggles. “Here’s your link. Red triggers the subject’s toy. Blue, the binder’s. If you cheat or flinch, I’ll know.” They locked eyes with both switches. “Questions? Limits? Last words?”

Casey swallowed, then shook their head. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”

Morgan nodded, rolling their shoulders, hands already itching for the cuffs and clamps and all the possibilities that came with being both hunter and hunted.

“Then it’s official,” Alex intoned, their voice echoing around the suite. “The duel begins. All pride must be lasting. All marks must be temporary. And everything, tonight, will be remembered.”

Morgan and Casey faced each other—one trembling with anticipation, the other buzzing with the thrill of control. The bench waited. The mirror reflected their hunger. The game was afoot.

The air in the duel suite had grown heavy with anticipation, the kind that crackled against bare skin and raised goosebumps up arms and thighs. Morgan’s chest rose and fell, slow and deliberate, as they surveyed the array of tools at the bench: thick leather cuffs, spreader bars, clamps of all varieties, a posture collar, plug and remote, coils of gleaming chain, and a velvet pouch marked only with the House’s sigil. The thrill of having license—to choose, to bind, to push Casey to her edge—was a hot, electric pulse in Morgan’s blood.

Casey stood in the center of the room, wrists loose at her sides, body a portrait of cocky confidence and underlying nerves. She met Morgan’s gaze, eyes bright. “You planning to gawk all night or actually do something with those cuffs?”

Morgan grinned, stepping close, voice pitched low for her ears alone. “I’m going to remind you why you love losing. You know that, right?”

Alex, perched on the throne, tapped the armrest with the remote. “Let’s begin, switches. Forfeit if you stall.”

The ritual began: Morgan knelt, a show of mock submission, then guided Casey onto the bench. The padding was cool, the position familiar and dangerous. Morgan lifted her left ankle first, securing it in a thick, padded cuff, then the right. The cuffs were chained to a spreader bar set wide, forcing Casey’s legs apart, thighs parted and exposed to both Morgan and the watchful gaze of Alex behind.

“Arms behind your back,” Morgan ordered, voice calm but commanding. Casey complied, not breaking eye contact, though her breath hitched when Morgan fitted her wrists together, binding them with a double leather strap. A second, thinner strap was looped just above her elbows, pulling her shoulders back, arching her chest out. Morgan cinched it snug—tight enough to hold, loose enough to let Casey squirm and feel every motion.

Next came the posture collar—white leather, high and stiff. Morgan buckled it around Casey’s neck, forcing her chin high, jaw tight. “Look at yourself,” Morgan murmured, spinning the mirror so Casey could see: herself spread and trussed, nipples taut, mouth parted, body trembling with anticipation and the beginnings of shame.

Morgan stepped back, admiring her work. “You look incredible like this.”

Casey smirked, but her cheeks flushed. “You’re just showing off for Alex.”

Morgan grinned, then reached for the clamps. They pinched each nipple hard, rolling them between thumb and finger until Casey moaned, then attached silver butterfly clamps, the chain hanging between her breasts. A second set was clipped to her inner thighs, just at the crease where leg met hip, the chains crossing her mound—a threat, a promise.

“Colour?” Morgan asked, their voice a sudden whisper of care.

“Green,” Casey replied, shivering. “But if you don’t start, I’m going to—”

Alex interrupted, holding up the remote. “Linked triggers are armed. Every moan or flinch from Casey will send a vibration to the plug inside Morgan’s own body. Every time Morgan teases, pulls, or slaps, she’ll feel it herself. You wanted mutual torment, you’ll get it.”

Morgan paused, a flush creeping up their own neck. It wasn’t just about control anymore; it was about endurance, about pride, about being watched and measured in a new, public way.

With practiced hands, Morgan took up a bottle of lube, pouring a generous amount onto her fingers. She pressed two fingers between Casey’s spread thighs, working the slick coolness over her entrance, slow and clinical, as if inspecting rather than arousing. Casey squirmed, letting out a breathy laugh that dissolved into a moan as Morgan slipped the tip of a plug into her. The resistance gave way, the toy slid in, and Morgan twisted it gently, watching Casey’s hips arch against the bench.

As soon as Casey moaned, the remote in Alex’s hand buzzed—Morgan gasped, feeling the plug inside herself leap to life, a sharp, delicious jolt that made her knees buckle.

Alex’s grin was wide. “That’s one for one. Every time you make her react, you suffer, too. Keep going.”

Morgan wiped her hand, then returned to Casey’s chest, tugging the chains of the nipple clamps, making the butterfly clamps bite deeper. Casey whimpered, the posture collar holding her head high, every muscle straining. Morgan’s own plug buzzed again, a slow, punishing rhythm.

They leaned close, mouth at Casey’s ear. “You’re going to beg for release before I do. Bet on it.”

Casey’s retort was lost in a gasp as Morgan began to spank her—firm, measured blows to the inside of her thighs, the cuffs holding her open for every slap. Each impact sent the chains swinging, the clamps biting harder, her skin mottled with heat and blood. The more Casey moaned, the more Morgan’s own plug throbbed, sweat blooming along her brow, her own thighs trembling.

Alex announced, “Time for the first escalation. Morgan, if you can keep Casey silent for the next two minutes, you win the first round. If she breaks, you’ll both suffer a new penalty.”

Morgan pressed two fingers inside Casey, working slow, rhythmic circles, thumb grazing her clit. Casey’s breathing grew ragged—she bit her lip, eyes wild, thighs straining against the cuffs. Morgan’s own body was a riot of sensation: the plug buzzing, her cunt clenching with every whimper she forced from Casey.

The seconds ticked by. Casey managed nearly a minute in silence, sweat running down her temples, toes curled. But then Morgan twisted the plug, pulled a clamp, and Casey cried out—a raw, desperate sound.

Alex pressed a button, and both plugs ramped up to a punishing intensity. Morgan nearly dropped to her knees, eyes squeezed shut, fighting the urge to beg for relief. Casey writhed on the bench, every nerve exposed.

“First round to Casey,” Alex announced, voice merciless. “Morgan, you now get clamps—two on each thigh, one on your tongue if you speak out of turn. Casey, you’re not done—your predicament continues until I say otherwise.”

Morgan took the clamps, attaching them to her own thighs, feeling the sharp bite, the ache that spread from muscle to bone. She bit her tongue to hold in a moan, wincing as the threat of the tongue clamp made her more silent, more focused on endurance.

Alex continued, “This is a duel of will, not just pain. Morgan, if you move too much, the remote will trigger Casey’s clamps. Casey, if you break posture or make noise, you’ll get a fresh set of clamps. Every penalty is shared. Every success is mutual.”

Morgan gripped the bench, sweat running down their chest. The sensation was overwhelming: control and surrender, pride and humiliation, all tangled in the web of their bodies and the judge’s gaze.

Casey, still spread and bound, lifted her eyes to the mirror, seeing herself reflected—marked, flushed, trembling, every line of her body shaped by Morgan’s hands and Alex’s rules. She realized how exposed she truly was, how much she ached not just to win, but to be pushed further, to be made a spectacle for both her lover and the House.

Morgan, for their part, fought to hold still, every breath a test of will, every jolt of the plug a reminder that power was only ever half the story.

Alex watched, eyes shining. “Enough for now. Time for roles to switch. Morgan, prepare yourself. Casey, your turn to bind and torment. You each have a point, but the real duel starts now.”

The two switches stared at each other, bodies marked by clamps and sweat and pride. The next round would be harsher, and neither would back down.

The duel suite’s air hung thick—sweat, arousal, and the electric charge of unspent rivalry. Both Morgan and Casey were flushed, breathing hard, marked by clamps and streaks of pink, pride and submission worn like medals. Alex watched from the throne, a shadow of a smile on their lips, remote and notepad in hand, every detail filed for later teasing or reward.

Casey flexed her fingers, feeling her own strength return as Morgan sagged to one knee, still trembling from the first round’s plug and clamps. Alex’s gaze shifted. “Switch time. Casey, you control. Morgan, you submit. Make your predicament memorable.”

Casey stepped forward, every movement deliberate, predatory. She took Morgan by the arm—gentler than necessary, but with no room for resistance—and guided them to the bench. “Face down,” she ordered, voice low and sure. “Arms behind. Knees apart.”

Morgan hesitated for half a heartbeat—a last gasp of pride—then complied, laying chest and cheek to the cool bench, stretching arms behind. Casey buckled thick cuffs at Morgan’s wrists, then laced a belt over their biceps, pinning their arms tight and high. Morgan’s pulse thundered at their throat, the humiliation sharper for being so public—so witnessed.

Casey straddled Morgan’s legs, securing each ankle to a wide-spread set of stocks. The bar held Morgan’s legs parted, ass and cunt exposed, nothing hidden from Casey or Alex. With a practiced twist, Casey cinched a waist belt, pinning Morgan to the bench. Morgan was held, displayed—her muscles stretched and trembling, every breath a visible surrender.

Alex clapped softly. “Creative. And what’s the link?”

Casey grinned, wicked and bright. “Plug for Morgan—vibration remote stays with me. Nipple clamps, chain runs to their tongue—if Morgan moans or speaks, the chain pulls, and the clamps bite. I’ll add a plug for myself, but if I move, Morgan’s gets ramped up.”

She fetched the toys, making a show of lubing the thickest plug for Morgan, sliding it in with care and a cruel slowness. Morgan groaned as the toy filled her, breath hot and ragged against the bench. Casey clipped the chain between Morgan’s nipples, then attached a fine leash to Morgan’s tongue, slipping the loop around and tugging until Morgan’s mouth was forced open, tongue out, cheeks red with fresh humiliation.

“Colour?” Casey asked, voice softer, hand stroking Morgan’s shoulder.

“Green,” Morgan choked, eyes squeezed shut. “But don’t you dare go easy.”

Casey’s eyes gleamed. “Not a chance.”

She fit her own plug, slick and snug, and handed Alex the dual remote: blue for her, red for Morgan. Alex reset the timer. “You have five minutes. Every movement from Casey—her hips, her voice—makes Morgan’s plug escalate. Every moan or whimper from Morgan pulls the nipple-tongue leash and clamps tighter. Winner is whoever endures longest without breaking posture or begging. Begin.”

The suite filled with tension, the silence shattered only by the click of remotes and the low whirr of the plugs.

Casey rocked her hips—subtle at first, barely a shiver. The remote buzzed, Morgan’s plug surging inside her, a wave of sensation so intense she arched against the restraints, the clamps biting deeper into her nipples. The tongue leash yanked as she gasped, the pain sharp, electric, humiliating.

Morgan fought for stillness. The posture demanded her body open, her mouth gaping, her eyes fixed on the mirror, seeing herself reduced to a specimen—pink, sweating, hair wild, face streaked with tears and pride.

Casey picked up a crop, tracing it down Morgan’s spine, then slapping her left thigh—just a sting, but the shock sent Morgan’s hips bucking, plug ramping up. The plug in Casey buzzed to life in tandem; she gasped, riding the sensation, fighting to keep her own hips steady. The mutual torment was exquisite—every wave of pleasure or pain delivered in sync, every break in composure paid for by both.

“Harder,” Morgan whispered, then bit down as the leash snapped tight, clamps biting. The humiliation was total, her voice reduced to raw sound, her pride an offering.

Casey set a slow rhythm—crop, plug, crop, tug—building Morgan’s arousal until her breath came in desperate, ragged gasps. The more Morgan tried to hold back, the more Casey pressed her, every motion a risk: one flinch and her own plug would spike, one moan and Morgan’s would double.

Alex was merciless, counting infractions in a low, melodic voice. “Morgan: two moans, three posture breaks, plug at level five. Casey: one movement, one gasp, plug at level four. If you want release, you’ll have to beg—or outlast your partner.”

Casey leaned over, whispering in Morgan’s ear. “How much do you want to win? How much do you want to lose, right here, in front of Alex?”

Morgan whimpered, shaking. The pain in her nipples was matched only by the ache in her cunt, the fullness of the plug. “I want—” The leash yanked, cutting off her words, making the clamps bite until she cried out, every muscle locked.

Casey slid a hand between Morgan’s thighs, fingers working her clit in slow, torturous circles. “You look so good like this. I could do this all night.”

The mutual torment built to fever pitch. Every gasp from Morgan, every shift from Casey, every sly word from Alex layered heat and humiliation on them both.

“Two minutes left,” Alex intoned. “Penalty round. If either of you loses posture or control, the other gets to add a new toy—your choice, your rules. Show me how much you want to win.”

Casey’s hand moved faster, her own hips bucking despite herself. The plug inside her pulsed, her breath coming fast and desperate. Morgan sobbed, torn between the pain and the pleasure, the public exposure, the knowledge that every sound was a gift to her rival and the judge.

In the final seconds, Morgan broke first: her body shuddered, her mouth snapped shut, she whimpered, “Please, Casey—let me cum, let me go, I’ll do anything—”

Alex pressed the remote—both plugs surged to their highest setting, Casey screamed, riding the edge herself, hips jerking as the final penalty was delivered.

Time stopped. Both switches trembled, ruined, every ounce of pride and surrender laid bare.

Alex rose from the throne, voice ringing with authority. “Winner: Casey, by one infraction. Morgan, your forfeit will be chosen after the judge’s twist. Both of you—recover, drink, breathe. The duel isn’t over yet.”

Casey eased Morgan out of the cuffs, massaged her wrists and thighs, wiped her tears. Morgan, chest heaving, nuzzled into Casey’s neck, pride and relief tangled together.

The duel had reached its peak. Only the judge’s twist—and final surrender—remained.

Alex’s eyes gleamed with wicked delight as they surveyed the two switches, both trembling, sweat-slicked, hair wild and faces flushed with exhaustion and pride. Morgan still wore the posture collar and the raw marks of the tongue leash, her body open and unsteady from Casey’s merciless hand. Casey’s own thighs trembled from the edge of her own plug, nipples red and erect from the earlier clamps, skin aglow with shame and arousal.

Alex stood and snapped their fingers, summoning a trio of club attendants from the shadows. With a practiced efficiency, the attendants shifted the bench to the edge of the dais, adjusted the lights, and quietly slid open a heavy curtain along the mirrored wall. On the other side, a dozen club members—masked and elegantly dressed, some sitting, some standing—looked on with hungry, appraising eyes.

Morgan’s and Casey’s breath caught in unison. The audience had been there all along, unseen, bearing witness. Their private duel was now a public trial.

Alex turned to the crowd. “House guests, you’re about to see the final round of our duel. Both of these beautiful switches have given their pride and their pain—now they’ll give you their truth. Each is still in control of a toy that torments the other. Every plea, every confession, every slip will be rewarded or punished by your applause—and by me.”

Casey and Morgan shared a look: terror, excitement, the last fluttering edge of rivalry. They were no longer just playing for each other, or for Alex, but for the gaze and judgment of strangers.

“On your knees,” Alex ordered, and both knelt side by side on the dais, backs straight, posture collars high, hands locked behind. Their thighs touched, slick with sweat and fear, knees spread so their cocks and cunts—raw, marked, and dripping—were fully exposed to the room.

Alex paced in front of them, holding up two remotes—one for each switch’s toy. “You each have control over the other’s pleasure and pain. Tonight’s final test is confession and edge. You will take turns asking each other humiliating questions, then you will each display yourselves for the crowd—body, voice, and obedience.”

They handed Morgan a microphone. “Ask Casey the first question. If her answer satisfies the crowd, you’ll let her rest. If not, you may increase her torment.”

Morgan, voice shaking but clear, leaned into Casey’s ear, eyes fixed on the audience. “What is the dirtiest thing you’ve done for attention? Say it loud enough for everyone to hear.”

Casey swallowed, cheeks red, eyes glimmering with both pride and shame. “Last month, I let a group of friends tie me up at a party. They made me crawl naked across the floor and beg for someone—anyone—to let me cum. I came twice on command, in front of everyone, and was denied a third time just so I’d cry for it.” The room murmured approval. Morgan, fingers white-knuckled on the remote, let Casey’s plug rest.

Casey took the mic in turn, smirking at Morgan. “What’s the one thing you fantasize about but have never told anyone—not even me?”

Morgan’s jaw worked; sweat shone on her brow. “I want to be used as a training demo for new doms. Lined up, displayed, my body a lesson in pain and pleasure, made to show every reaction—cry, cum, beg, break—and then left there for the next class to see what happens to a proud switch who won’t surrender.”

The crowd gasped, some with hungry delight, some with a murmur of shock. Casey, eyes wide, pressed her remote—Morgan’s plug pulsed hard, Morgan biting her lip to keep from crying out.

Alex clapped, voice now pure theater. “Round two. Forced edge. You will each masturbate for the crowd, but you cannot touch yourselves directly. Only toys, only what the other permits. If you break posture, or beg, the other is allowed to inflict a punishment of their choice. Audience—watch, judge, and applaud the best performance.”

The attendants brought out two squat, wide stools and set them center stage. Morgan and Casey mounted them, knees wide, spines arched. Each was given a glass dildo and a small wand, plus the remote controlling their rival’s plug. Alex moved among them, offering the microphone to the crowd. “Who has a command for these proud specimens?”

A masked woman raised her hand. “Casey, make Morgan hold herself open and describe every inch of what she’s feeling. Don’t let her stop until she begs.”

Casey grinned wickedly, holding Morgan’s remote. “Do it. Use the dildo, stretch yourself for the House, and tell them what a desperate slut you are.”

Morgan complied, hands spreading herself wide, the glass toy gliding in with obscene slowness. “I feel… empty and aching, the stretch burns, the cold glass makes me shiver, and the plug’s still so deep I can barely move. I want to cum, I want to please, I want to show you all I can take more—please—”

Casey hit the remote, and the plug buzzed to life; Morgan bucked, nearly breaking posture. The crowd cheered, some clapping, some openly touching themselves behind their masks.

Morgan was next. “Casey, put the wand between your thighs and hold your hands behind your back. Tell everyone the most humiliating way you’ve ever been denied.”

Casey obeyed, shuddering as the wand’s vibration thrummed against her clit, hips rolling in desperate, stuttering circles. “Last year, I was gagged, blindfolded, forced to kneel in a corner and listen to the person I loved fuck someone else. I had to beg—through the gag—just to be allowed to rub my thighs together. I wasn’t allowed to cum. Not for days. I still dream about it.”

The crowd howled, the applause loudest yet. Morgan hit the plug’s remote; Casey moaned, trembling, sweat running down her ribs, nipples shining with arousal.

Alex raised both remotes. “Final test. First to break posture or beg is the loser—no release, only more denial. Winner gets to cum in front of everyone, the loser must kneel, confess their defeat, and accept a mark of surrender from the House.”

The room fell silent. Both switches were a picture of desperate pride and exquisite suffering: thighs spread, backs arched, toys thrusting and pulsing, breath ragged and high. Morgan’s eyes squeezed shut, jaw clenched, tears streaming down her cheeks as she fought not to cry out, not to beg for permission. Casey’s whole body shook, muscles quivering, toes curled and white with effort.

Time stretched—seconds, minutes, eternity. The audience counted under their breath. Alex paced, whispering encouragement and threats in each ear, fueling the competitive edge, the humiliation, the desperate need to win, to lose, to be seen as more than just a body on display.

At last, Casey broke—her head dropped, a sob tore from her lips. “Please, please, let me cum, I can’t—please, I need it—”

Alex pounced. “Casey, you lose. On your knees. Morgan, finish for us—let the House see you surrender to your own pride.”

Morgan, wild-eyed and weeping, thrust the toy deep, letting the plug’s vibration surge. She came with a scream, body arched and shaking, every muscle straining as the room erupted in applause and shouts of delight.

Casey knelt beside her, tears and sweat shining on her face, every ounce of pride transmuted into something sweeter—admiration, surrender, love.

Alex drew a velvet collar from their pocket, buckled it around Casey’s neck, and pressed a soft, symbolic kiss to Morgan’s cheek. “The duel is done. The House remembers. All pride must be lasting. All marks must be temporary.”

The crowd rose in a standing ovation, masks falling away, faces open and awed by what they had witnessed: not just pain or victory, but the courage to be undone for each other and for the eyes of strangers.

Morgan and Casey collapsed into each other’s arms, shuddering and spent, the duel now a memory, a mark, and a promise.

The duel suite, so recently alive with applause and the raw energy of performance, now softened into quiet—a cocoon of hush, heat, and the trembling breaths of two bodies coming down from ordeal. The audience had melted away, masks left behind on seats, voices gone to gentle laughter and distant, awed murmurs. Only Alex, Morgan, and Casey remained, joined now by the club’s attendants who moved in the background with respectful efficiency: wiping benches, gathering discarded toys, dimming the lights to a low, golden hush.

Morgan’s body was still quaking, spent and stretched and dizzy with pride and exhaustion. Her limbs felt hollow, boneless. She sat on the edge of the dais, legs parted, sweat drying cool on her skin. Casey knelt before her, the velvet collar snug at her throat, hands clasped at the small of her back in a pose of abject surrender and pride.

Alex approached, moving with a different energy now—no longer judge or ringmaster, but caretaker. They knelt between the switches, a hand on each knee, voice low and kind. “You two were astonishing. You gave more than the House ever demands. You surrendered and you fought, you made us all hungry and made us all proud.”

Casey, still breathing raggedly, lifted her face. “I lost.”

Alex shook their head. “There’s no losing here, only giving. You both broke. You both were seen. That’s the only victory the House wants.”

Morgan reached for Casey’s face, cupping her cheek. “You were perfect. I’ve never wanted you more than I did tonight.” Her thumb traced the edge of the velvet collar, pressing a gentle kiss to Casey’s forehead.

Attendants brought soft, warm towels, wrapping them around both switches—one around Morgan’s shoulders, another around Casey’s back. They set out a tray of cool water, sliced fruit, and dark chocolate, and left without a word. Alex oversaw everything, making sure nothing was rushed, no touch was unwelcome.

Casey crawled forward, curling into Morgan’s lap, face pressed against Morgan’s bare chest. Morgan stroked Casey’s hair, slow and soothing, letting her cry—first with relief, then with laughter, then with a shuddering, deep-boned sigh.

“I thought I could outlast you,” Casey mumbled, voice muffled against skin.

Morgan laughed, the sound a low, broken thing. “I was so close to breaking. You were—God, you were so good. So mean. So beautiful.”

Alex watched, eyes shining with approval. “You’re both more than I hoped for. For the record—neither of you safeworded, neither of you withdrew consent. Every infraction, every climax, every plea was recorded. You set a new standard for the duel. If you want your footage for personal use, it’s yours. If you want it deleted, say so now.”

Casey looked up, pride glinting in her tears. “Keep it. I want to remember.”

Morgan nodded. “Let the House remember too. I want to know I can be that brave again.”

Alex pressed a warm compress to Morgan’s wrists, then to Casey’s thighs, massaging the bruises and bite marks left by clamps and restraints. Each touch was careful, clinical, but deeply reverent.

“Let’s tend to every mark,” Alex said softly. “Every bruise is a gift, every ache a story. You offered yourselves, and now you’ll be cherished. That’s the law here.”

They worked in silence, washing sweat and slick from bodies, applying soothing balm to every raw or reddened patch. Morgan hissed as Alex gently removed the posture collar, massaging her neck, fingers working the knots from tense muscles.

Attendants brought loose robes—black silk for Morgan, deep blue for Casey. They helped each switch to her feet, supporting their weight as needed. Alex guided them to a low, plush sofa at the edge of the room, settling them side by side with a pile of cushions, blankets, and more water.

Casey curled into Morgan’s side, her head resting on Morgan’s shoulder, the velvet collar still proudly displayed. Morgan wrapped an arm around Casey, hand stroking up and down her spine in long, slow sweeps. For long minutes, neither spoke—words weren’t needed, only the reassurance of warmth and presence.

Alex sat at their feet, legs crossed, hands folded. “Let’s do the ritual marking,” they said, producing a small vial of indelible but temporary ink and a fine-tipped brush. “Every duel ends with the judge’s mark—a sigil that says, ‘You gave yourself for pride, for pleasure, for the House.’ It will fade in a few days, but while you wear it, you’re known here as survivors of the duel.”

Morgan and Casey nodded, baring their left shoulders. Alex painted the ouroboros-and-keys on each, the brushstroke cool and ticklish on skin. When they were done, Alex kissed each mark—a benediction and a sealing of their ordeal.

“From this moment,” Alex intoned, “no one can question your endurance, your courage, or your hunger. You belong to yourselves, and to each other. The House remembers.”

They sat in silence for a while, drinking water, nibbling chocolate, sharing quiet looks and the kind of touch that needed no translation. The adrenaline ebbed, exhaustion settling into every muscle.

Casey shifted, tracing her fingers over Morgan’s mark. “I feel… changed. Like I went somewhere I never have before. Like I left something behind on that bench, and I don’t want it back.”

Morgan smiled, her own fingers gentle at Casey’s throat. “Me too. I never thought I’d want to lose. But you made me want it—needed it.”

Alex grinned, a note of mischief returning. “You’ll both want it again, I promise. The House is always hungry for brave souls.”

The room felt sacred now: a church for submission, survival, and the wild, tangled pride of having risked everything and come through whole.

Before leaving, the attendants offered a care kit—salves, water, painkillers, and a soft card with Alex’s handwritten number. “Call me if you need anything. If you dream too wild. If you want to debrief, or just remember.”

Morgan and Casey dressed, slow and careful, hands shaking but hearts steady. They left the duel suite side by side, hands entwined, heads high despite the ache in their bodies.

Outside, the night was cool and bright. The House’s sigil still tingled on their shoulders, the velvet collar warm at Casey’s throat. They walked in silence, the memory of the duel alive between them—a secret and a badge, a promise and a dare.

At Morgan’s flat, they undressed each other with reverence, tracing every bruise, every mark, every place where pleasure had burned into pain and back again. They made love—slow, gentle, almost worshipful—each seeking out the other’s limits, each finding a new trust in the spaces they’d opened.

After, they lay tangled in bedsheets, foreheads pressed together.

“I want to do it again,” Casey whispered, the words muffled by sleep. “But only with you. Only here.”

Morgan smiled, the memory of the duel glowing in her chest. “Next time, I want to lose even harder.”

They slept, the House’s mark fading on their skin, but never in their hearts.


Story 11: The Glass Room

The club was a maze of secrets—corridors branching off from candlelit lounges, soft laughter echoing behind velvet drapes, glimpses of bare skin and shining steel in shadowed alcoves. Jade’s heart beat high in her chest as she was led down a private hallway, the ambient noise fading into a hush broken only by the soft pad of the attendant’s shoes and the click of her own boots on polished stone. Each step took her further from the warmth of company and the safety of distraction, deeper into ritual, anticipation, and the unknown.

The attendant—a woman in black, cool and silent—paused before a mirrored glass door. The hallway’s light reflected Jade’s image back at her: hair pinned up in a nervous twist, cheeks already flushed, eyes bright and wide. Her outfit was carefully chosen for easy surrender: a silk slip under a long cardigan, no bra, no jewelry, sandals easy to discard.

The attendant pressed her palm to a biometric pad. The glass shimmered, then parted with a soft sigh. Beyond was the Glass Room: a cube of flawless glass and mirrored walls, ten feet by ten, every surface gleaming under clinical white light. Floor, ceiling, and all four walls reflected Jade’s image back at her—multiplied, infinite, impossible to escape.

In the center, a padded mat and a low bench waited. Rings were bolted into the floor at regular intervals, with cuffs and chains neatly coiled nearby. There were two shallow trays—one marked with her name, the other empty—plus a pair of neatly folded towels and a bottle of water.

Jade stepped inside, bare feet whispering across cool stone. The attendant followed, letting the glass door whisper shut behind them. The hush was profound. Even her breath sounded loud, intimate, amplified in the perfect silence.

“Please stand on the mat,” the attendant said, voice even, almost gentle. “Face the mirror. Strip, slowly, and place your clothing in the tray on your left.”

Jade’s hands shook as she slipped off her cardigan, folding it carefully. Her eyes locked with her own in the mirror—every motion, every inch of skin, endlessly duplicated. Her slip slithered down her thighs; the cool air made her nipples pebble, her skin gooseflesh. She caught a glimpse of her own vulnerability—breasts soft and full, hips wide, stomach marked by old scars and new shivers. Her panties were last, peeled down and tucked into the pile. She felt the ache of exposure deep in her belly.

“Step forward,” the attendant instructed. “Arms up.”

Jade obeyed, arms trembling. The attendant snapped a soft leather collar around her neck—white, slim, but locked at the back. Next came matching cuffs for wrists and ankles, each fitted, buckled, and checked for comfort but not for escape. Every snap was a note in the symphony of surrender.

“Turn.” Jade turned slowly, the glass reflecting every angle—her back, her ass, her thighs. The attendant knelt, inspecting for marks, pressing gentle fingers to the arch of her foot, the crease of her thigh, the small of her back. The touch was impersonal but thorough, a ritual of objectification and care.

A moment later, the attendant picked up a small tablet and began reciting the protocol, each point methodically checked off, her tone both soothing and implacable:

	“You are here for Protocol Exposure—full mirrored enclosure, live observation possible at any time.”

	“All actions in this space may be recorded, reviewed, or used for House instruction. You consent to this?”

	“You may use your safe phrase—Crimson Orchid—to end the protocol at any point. You may also use Amber for a check-in or to slow down.”

	“Your boundaries: no blood, no breathplay, no permanent marks, no humiliation outside this room. Confirmed?”

	“You will obey all commands delivered via the earpiece. Failure to comply may result in escalation.”

	“You will be left alone, but may be observed by any guest or member, at any time, without your knowledge.”



Jade’s voice was small but certain. “I consent. I understand. I want this.”

The attendant nodded. “Very good. Remove any remaining jewelry or piercings.” Jade fumbled out her earrings, placing them in the tray. “Last chance to withdraw or change any boundary.” Jade shook her head, the anticipation now hotter than her fear.

The attendant slipped a thin, wireless earpiece into Jade’s ear. “This is your only means of communication. You will receive instructions when your ordeal begins. If you are addressed, you will answer aloud, for the record. If you are silent, the House will choose your next punishment.”

She pressed a final button on the tablet. There was a soft click—the air shifted; Jade felt her ears pop. The attendant smiled, the first hint of warmth in her eyes. “It’s yours now. I’ll be watching.” She stepped out, the glass sliding shut with a hiss, leaving Jade utterly alone.

The silence was absolute. No hum of air conditioning, no sound from the club. Only the echo of her own pulse in her ears, the rhythmic tide of her breath, the faint creak of leather as she shifted on her bare feet.

Jade moved to the bench, sat, and hugged her knees to her chest. The room’s chill was almost pleasant—a reminder that she was real, that her body was hers for only a few moments more.

She stood and walked the perimeter. The glass was perfectly smooth; her reflection followed her at every angle, twenty different Jades all trembling, all nude, all waiting. She pressed her hand to one panel—cool, implacable, unyielding. No hint of what might be on the other side. She knelt, peering at the floor: no gaps, no sign of any camera, but she knew—knew with certainty—that she was being watched already, catalogued, measured, and stored.

She found herself talking softly, just to break the silence. “Okay. I’m here. I’m… ready. I think.”

Her own voice echoed, multiplied. The effect was dizzying—like hearing herself from a dozen different bodies. Her skin flushed, a bead of sweat rolling down her spine.

She stretched, ran her hands down her own sides, explored her own reflection. Every motion felt performative—amplified by the mirrors, the certainty of surveillance, the knowledge that even her shyness, even her hesitation, was part of the game.

Time lost meaning. Was it a minute, or ten? Jade drifted between anxiety and anticipation. She paced the mat, sat on the bench, stood and turned, always watching herself, never sure if someone was watching back.

At last, the earpiece crackled to life—a gentle hum, a woman’s voice, sweet but merciless:

“Jade. Welcome to your ordeal. For the next hours, you belong to the glass and to those who watch. Remove your hands from your body. Stand, legs apart, arms at your sides, and speak your name for the House.”

Jade stood, spine straight, heat blooming low in her belly. “My name is Jade. I am here for the House. I am here to be seen.”

“Good girl. Now, kneel facing the glass. Spread your knees, rest your hands on your thighs. You will hold this position until told otherwise. If you falter, you will be punished. Look into your own eyes, and remember—every moment you endure is being recorded, measured, and remembered.”

Jade obeyed, the cuffs at her wrists and ankles cool against her skin, her reflection watching back, endless and inescapable. Her pulse thundered, her thighs trembled, sweat trickled between her breasts. The humiliation was not in being seen—but in never knowing when, or by whom, or how far she might fall.

The ordeal had begun.

Jade knelt in the center of the glass room, knees spread wide, arms at her thighs, back straight and breasts bared. The mirrored surfaces caught every angle—her parted lips, the trembling line of her shoulders, the helpless jut of her hips and the way her hands gripped her own thighs to keep from covering herself. She stared into her own eyes, fighting the urge to break, to glance away, to pretend she was anywhere but here.

The silence was so deep it became a pressure, settling on her chest, amplifying the rush of her own breath and the staccato flutter of her heart. The collar at her throat, the cuffs on her wrists and ankles, and the chill in the room conspired to keep her utterly, achingly aware of her own flesh.

The earpiece buzzed—a sharp, synthetic crackle—then the woman’s voice returned, soft and relentless. “You look beautiful, Jade. Let’s see how obedient you can be. You will speak to your reflection as if the House is listening—because we are.”

Jade swallowed, throat dry. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Say your name again. Tell the House why you are here.”

She licked her lips, gaze locked on her mirrored self. “My name is Jade. I’m here to be seen. I’m here to obey. I want to be used.”

The voice hummed with approval. “Good. Now, describe yourself for us. Begin at your face. Be honest. Be explicit. Tell us what you see and what you fear we will see.”

Jade drew a shaky breath. She was aware of every flaw, every inch of exposed flesh. She forced herself to look, to really see.

“My face is… flushed. My cheeks are red. I have freckles, a little scar on my chin from when I was a kid. My lips are parted, soft, and… I’m biting them because I’m nervous.” Her words trembled. “My eyes are wide, and I look scared. I look… desperate to please.”

“Continue,” the voice commanded, cool and unhurried.

“My neck is long—there’s the collar, tight but not choking. My shoulders are round, I always hunch them when I’m embarrassed. My breasts are…” Jade paused, shame prickling hot at her chest. “Full. My nipples are hard and pink and… sticking out. My skin is pale, and I can see the goosebumps. My stomach is soft, there are stretch marks at my sides, a birthmark under my left breast. I have wide hips, and I’m… spreading my thighs because I was told to. My pussy is shaved, but I missed a spot. My clit is… swollen. I’m already wet. I know you can see it, and I know you’re watching how I blush when I say it.”

The glass held her gaze, made it impossible to look away. Her own voice sounded filthy and fragile in the vast silence.

“Touch your breasts,” the voice instructed. “Lift them for the House. Describe what you feel.”

Jade obeyed, cupping her breasts, weighing them in her hands, lifting and squeezing, the chill air making her nipples ache. “They’re heavy. My nipples are so sensitive—I can feel my heartbeat there. When I squeeze, they get harder, and it hurts, but I like it. I’m… used to being looked at, but not like this. Not this exposed.”

“Pinch your nipples. Hard. Don’t let go until I say.”

Jade pinched, breath hitching, fingers trembling as she twisted and rolled the tight peaks. The pain was sharp, immediate—a line of fire that sent a pulse down to her cunt, which clenched helplessly.

“Tell us what you want.”

Jade whimpered, her voice a raw thread. “I want to be touched. I want to be told what to do. I want to be punished for wanting. I want to be used.”

The voice was silent for a moment, letting her words hang in the air, echoing back and forth in the mirrored box.

“Good girl. Now, let go. Place your hands behind your head. Show us your whole body, Jade.”

Jade complied, lacing her fingers behind her head, arching her back. Her breasts lifted, her belly stretched, her cunt open and on full display to the glass and to whoever—if anyone—was watching. She felt her arousal drip, slicking the inside of her thighs. The humiliation was total, but so was the certainty that this, here, was what she craved.

The voice shifted, just a shade harder. “Speak a confession. Tell the House something you have never said aloud. Look yourself in the eyes while you do it.”

Jade’s throat worked. Tears pricked her eyes—not from pain, but from the fear of truly being seen.

“I’m afraid I want to be ruined. I want to be taken apart. I want to be forced to beg and to cum and to cry until I can’t remember anything but the feeling of being watched, of being helpless, of being wanted.”

The silence returned. Jade blinked away tears, fighting to hold position. Her arms ached, her thighs shook with the effort. Her nipples throbbed with each beat of her heart.

“Hold that pose. Do not move, no matter what. The House will watch you for two minutes. Every tremor, every flinch, every attempt to hide will earn you punishment.”

The seconds crawled. Jade’s arms burned, her shoulders ached. Sweat trickled down her sides, collecting at the curve of her back. Her legs began to tremble, her cunt ached with denial, the air cold against her exposed flesh. Every muscle in her body screamed to close up, to protect, to cover herself, but the command was absolute.

She began to tremble, the ache and arousal mixing in her belly, her breath stuttering with the effort of obedience. She watched herself fall apart—her cheeks wet with tears, her mouth open, her nipples hard and red, her cunt wet and flushed and dripping for anyone to see.

At last, the voice returned, gentle but uncompromising. “You may lower your arms. Crawl to the edge of the glass and press your breasts to it. Leave a mark, so the House knows you tried.”

Jade slumped, arms shaking as she crawled on hands and knees to the nearest wall. The glass was cold and unyielding. She pressed her bare breasts against it, moaning at the shock of chill, letting her flesh flatten and smear against the surface. Her nipples left fogged prints, sweat and skin oil marking her passage.

“Good. Now kneel. Hands behind your back. Wait for further orders.”

Jade obeyed, body trembling, the afterglow of humiliation and pride radiating from every pore. She had no idea if anyone was truly watching, but the certainty that she had been seen, in all her ugly, honest want, was a weight and a thrill she had never known before.

The glass reflected her back—open, raw, and ready for whatever the House would demand next.

Jade knelt in the mirrored silence, her breasts still tingling from where she’d pressed them to the glass, the cold and the humiliation lingering as bright, needy ache in her body. Her arms trembled from the strain of the last position, but she held herself upright—exposed, marked, waiting. In the dazzling lights, every motion, every flush and shiver, was endlessly multiplied in glass.

The earpiece crackled again—this time, the voice was lower, with a note of dark amusement. “You did well, Jade. But now you must earn the House’s attention. Are you ready to show how much you can take?”

Jade’s breath hitched. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Crawl to the center of the room. Sit with your back straight. There are cuffs and rings on the mat—bind your own ankles to the floor, then your wrists behind your back. Take your time. Show the House you know how to surrender.”

Jade’s heart pounded as she obeyed, crawling across the slick mat, the leather collar and cuffs cold and heavy against her skin. She found the ankle rings—thick steel, bolted deep, each one with a matching leather cuff and lock. She slipped her right foot in first, then her left, snapping the cuffs closed around her ankles. She felt the loss of agency as each limb was claimed, her thighs forced wide by the distance between the rings.

She paused, arms quivering. “Now your wrists. Behind your back.”

Jade fumbled behind her, struggling with the last pair of cuffs. The posture made her breasts jut forward, her shoulders stretching until they burned. When she finally buckled both wrists together, she was left vulnerable—kneeling, bound, back arched, chest up, pussy open to the glass and the judgment of the unseen House.

“Very good,” the voice purred. “Now, for your first toy. You will find the remote plug in the tray. Lick it. Get it wet for the House, then insert it slowly. Narrate everything.”

Jade’s cheeks burned. She found the toy—a heavy, silicone plug, sleek and cool to the touch. She brought it to her lips, her own reflection watching as she ran her tongue around the tip, coating it in spit. She let herself moan, the act more shameful for being ordered, for knowing every sound was for an audience she could not see.

“My plug is wet,” she said, voice trembling. “It tastes… rubbery, and salty from my own sweat.”

“Good. Now, reach back and slide it in. Do not rush. Tell us how it feels.”

Jade knelt up, shifting her weight so her bound hands could fumble at her own ass. The plug’s tip found her entrance—she pressed, gasped, and felt herself open, slow and inexorable, for the House. The fullness made her shudder, a deep, stretching ache that lit up her nerves and forced a whimper from her lips.

“It’s… so big. I can feel every inch. It hurts at first, but then it feels good. It makes me feel… used. Owned.”

“Press it deeper. Hold still until it settles. Do not make a sound.”

Jade obeyed, tears prickling at the corners of her eyes. The plug seated with a soft pop, her body clenching around it. The sensation was so overwhelming she had to force herself to keep silent, trembling as she knelt—filled, spread, hands still awkwardly bound behind her back.

“Now, clamps. You will find two on the towel—nipple clamps, with a chain. Apply them one at a time. Tell the House what you feel.”

Jade’s hands shook as she found the clamps—silver and heavy, the rubber tips cool and unforgiving. She fumbled them open, reaching up to pinch her own left nipple, lining up the jaws of the clamp, and letting them close. The bite was immediate—sharp, bright, a hot ache that radiated to her belly.

She whimpered, but forced herself to speak. “It hurts—oh, fuck, it hurts, but it makes me feel awake. It makes me want more.”

She repeated the ritual with her right nipple, gasping at the new bolt of pain. Both clamps tugged at her breasts, pulling them down, chain resting cold against her skin.

“Attach the chain to the floor ring before you,” the voice ordered. “When you lean forward, the clamps will pull harder. If you try to hide, the pain will teach you.”

Jade obeyed, clipping the chain to the ring. The mere act of moving forward made the clamps tighten, pain lancing through her chest, her body held between the ache in her nipples and the deep, grinding fullness of the plug.

“Now, Jade. Edge yourself. Kneel up as much as your restraints allow. Rock your hips. Rub your clit on the mat if you can. No hands, no voice. You may only cum when you are told.”

Jade let her knees slide apart, feeling the stretch in her hips, the plug grinding deeper as she shifted. She rocked her pelvis, humping the air, the mat, her own desperation laid bare in the glass. The chain bit at her nipples every time she moved; the plug sent shocks through her, her cunt throbbing, slickness smearing against the pad.

She wanted to beg, but the rule of silence pressed down. The only sounds were her panting breath, the slap of her thighs, the faint creak of the cuffs. The tension built, cresting, retreating, cresting again.

The voice was low, full of dark delight. “Look at yourself. Watch how pathetic and beautiful you are. Every time you whimper, someone wants you more.”

Jade’s body trembled on the edge, her legs shaking with effort, sweat rolling down her back. She let herself moan, just once—a tiny, raw sound. Instantly, the voice responded:

“You broke. Punishment: stay still, count to one hundred, clamps and plug in place. If you move, you will start again from zero.”

Jade collapsed, chest heaving, body burning. She whispered the numbers, voice shaking, each breath a prayer for release or mercy. The chain held her down, the clamps bit deep, the plug pulsed with every heartbeat.

When she finally reached one hundred, the voice returned, colder now. “Spread your knees wider. Show us how wet you are. Tell the House what you need.”

Jade obeyed, sobbing, her thighs aching, cunt leaking onto the mat. “I need to cum. I need to be fucked. I need you to see me fall apart. Please—”

“Not yet. Lick the mat where you came. Show us your surrender.”

Jade bent forward, the clamps screaming at her nipples, her mouth pressed to the slick, hot patch she’d left on the mat. She licked, tasting her own arousal, humiliation burning hotter than any touch.

“Good girl. Sit back. Wait for more.”

Jade slumped, breathless, body aching and needy and utterly exposed. Her own reflection showed her everything—tears, sweat, nipples raw and purple, plug buried deep, legs wide, every inch of her owned by the House and whoever might be watching.

Her ordeal was far from over. The next round of dares would push her even deeper—into humiliation, obedience, and ultimate exposure.

Jade’s body was a map of need and exhaustion: knees red, thighs trembling, nipples swollen and aching in their clamps, the plug inside her a constant, throbbing reminder of the audience she could not see. Sweat and arousal mingled at her skin, the mirrored walls throwing her every reaction back at her in endless, shameful detail. She knelt on the mat, hands still bound behind her back, every inch of her exposed, trembling, and raw.

The voice in her earpiece returned—softer now, almost affectionate, but edged with something sharp. “You’ve done well, Jade. Now it’s time to prove how far you’ll go for the House—and for your watchers.”

Jade shivered, the ache in her cunt and nipples threatening to drown her, the humiliation of her own reflection a constant pressure in her chest. She tried to breathe, slow and steady, but the anticipation was suffocating.

“We have some guest requests for you tonight,” the voice announced. “For every dare you complete, you’ll earn the chance to beg for your release. For every refusal, a new punishment will be added. Are you ready?”

Jade’s answer was a ragged whisper. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Very good. First dare: crawl around the perimeter of the room. Keep your knees wide. Every time your nipple clamps touch the floor, you must stop and thank the House for your pain.”

Jade’s cheeks burned as she obeyed, the mat biting into her knees. Each crawl forward sent the chain of the clamps swinging, the weight and bite increasing with every jolt. The first time the clamps dragged the floor, she cried out—more from shock than pain—then forced herself to kneel upright.

“Thank you, House, for my pain,” she said, voice thick with humiliation.

She continued, dragging herself around the glass enclosure, her own reflection following her, face flushed, eyes wet. Each new circuit brought another drag, another thank-you, her voice growing raw, each recitation heavier with submission and need.

When she completed the round, the voice hummed in approval. “Well done, Jade. Second dare: write ‘use me’ on your stomach with your own arousal. If you need more, you may lick the mat again.”

Jade’s humiliation burned hot and bright. She shuffled back to the slick spot on the mat where her arousal had pooled, bent forward—her breasts screaming in the clamps—and licked her own wetness onto her tongue. The taste was bitter and salty, her cheeks burning as she smeared her fingers over her slit, gathering more slick to coat her fingertips. Her hands shook as she traced the crude letters over her lower belly, spelling out her own surrender in shaky, glistening lines.

The voice was silent for a long moment, letting the shame settle and seep into every pore.

“Show the House your mark. Kneel up, hands behind your head, let everyone see.”

Jade complied, arms shaking, breasts lifted, stomach bared for the room—and whoever might be watching behind the mirrored glass.

“Good girl. Now, next guest request: edge yourself for two minutes, using only the plug. Narrate every sensation, every filthy thought.”

Jade whimpered, then began to rock her hips, the plug grinding deep, her cunt aching and desperate. “It feels so full—every time I move it presses inside me, makes me feel stretched, helpless. I keep thinking about all the eyes watching me, seeing how desperate I am. I want to be forced to cum, to be used, to be left here until I beg for mercy. I want everyone to see how weak I am.”

She could feel her orgasm coiling, heat and pressure threatening to burst. Her thighs shook, her breath came in broken gasps, but she fought to hold back, knowing the rules.

“Stop,” the voice ordered. “You are not allowed to cum. Next dare: attach the leash on the collar to the ring at the front of the mat. Stay on all fours, arch your back, and wag your hips for the House. When you’re ready, beg to be used.”

Jade crawled to the center ring, clipping the short leather leash to her collar. She dropped to all fours, back arched, ass high, plug still buried deep, breasts swinging with every motion. She shook her hips, the movement jarring the plug and making the clamps bite, her body on full, animal display.

“Please use me,” she whispered, then louder, “Please, House—use me. Make me yours. I need it, I need to be fucked, I need to be seen.”

The mirrored walls caught her at every angle, her body spread, leash taut, sweat and tears streaking her cheeks.

A new voice crackled through the earpiece—deeper, familiar. Her stomach dropped as she recognized it: her lover’s, the one who had dared her to sign up for this ordeal.

“Jade,” the voice said, thick with arousal and pride. “You’re being watched, and you’re making us all so fucking proud. Your next dare: hold yourself open and tell us the dirtiest thing you’ve ever done when you thought no one was watching.”

Jade’s world spun. She reached between her thighs, spreading her cunt wide for the glass, her breath shaking. “I once came on the floor of a crowded train—under my coat—because I wanted to see if anyone would notice. I wanted to be caught, to be made to finish in public, to have everyone watch me lose control.”

Her lover’s voice was a growl. “Good girl. Next time, I want to be the one making you do it.”

Jade sobbed, half from relief, half from shame. The House’s voice returned. “One last dare before your final ordeal: take the ball gag from the tray, put it in your mouth, and crawl three laps. If you drool, you must lick it from the floor.”

Jade obeyed, unclipping her leash, fumbling with shaking hands to fit the gag. The rubber ball filled her mouth, her jaw stretched wide, drool spilling at once down her chin. She began her crawl, the clamps biting, the plug shifting with every move, her arousal slick between her thighs. By the end of the first lap, she was drooling freely, spit stringing from her lips to the floor.

She paused at the worst puddle, lowered her face, and licked the drool from the glass. The shame made her whimper, but the ache in her cunt, the throb in her nipples, and the sting of the leash told her she was exactly where she needed to be.

When she finished, she knelt, head bowed, gag in place, leash still clipped to her collar.

The House’s voice was gentle. “You have earned your final ordeal, Jade. The watchers are waiting. Do not falter now. Show them what you are, and you may finally beg for release.”

Jade lifted her head, meeting her own eyes in the glass, and prepared herself for the last, most exposing, and humiliating trial the House could devise.

Jade knelt in the center of the mirrored room, body marked and trembling—nipples still throbbing from the clamps, thighs streaked with sweat and shame, the plug a constant, heavy pressure inside her. Her jaw ached from the ball gag, a line of drool trickling down her chin. Her hair was wild, cheeks flushed, lips swollen. She could see herself from a dozen angles, each reflection a portrait of ruin and arousal.

The silence returned, thick and absolute. The leash at her collar clinked softly against the floor ring; the sweat dried in cool patches along her back. Every heartbeat seemed to echo in the glass.

The earpiece crackled. The House’s voice was softer now, almost tender. “Jade, you have served so well. But you have not yet surrendered everything. For your watchers—and for yourself—you must give up the last of your pride. You will hold your final position, speak your greatest fear aloud, and show us the truth of your desire.”

Jade whimpered around the gag, tears springing fresh. She was spent, her arms and legs quivering from strain, her breath shallow and ragged.

“Remove the gag. Stay kneeling, leash clipped. Hands behind your back, chest out, eyes on your own reflection.”

Jade fumbled with the gag, jaw throbbing as she spat it onto the mat. Her arms slipped behind her back, shoulders aching as she lifted her chest for the House.

“Now, Jade—tell us. What are you most afraid of right now?”

Jade’s throat worked. The tears flowed unchecked, making her vision blur. “I’m afraid that if I’m really seen—if I show how desperate I am, how much I want to be used and broken and watched—that no one will want me after. That I’ll be too much, too needy, too ruined for anyone to love.”

The voice hummed, soft as velvet. “And what do you desire most, in this moment, on your knees before the House?”

Jade’s cheeks burned. Her words came out low and shaking, honest and raw. “I want to be used until I can’t remember my own name. I want to be told when to cum, when to beg, when to cry. I want to be ruined by being watched. I want to be made into something everyone wants, and no one can ever forget.”

The earpiece fell silent, but only for a moment. Then a second voice broke in—the one she’d both craved and dreaded. Her lover. “You’re not too much, Jade. Not for me. Not for any of us. You’re exactly what the House wants. Now prove it. Beg, for all of us. Show us the truth.”

Jade sobbed, every defense falling away. She pressed her knees wider, arched her back, and let her words spill out—loud, unashamed, as raw as the need in her cunt and heart.

“Please—please, use me. Watch me. Hurt me. Make me show you everything. I want to be yours. I want to be the House’s. I want to be fucked in front of everyone, made to cum in front of everyone, shown off until there’s nothing left of me but this.”

Her words echoed, bouncing off glass, multiplying, amplified by the knowledge that her lover—and a crowd of strangers—were hearing every syllable.

“Hold that position,” the House commanded, now a chorus of voices—her lover, the House staff, even a familiar friend’s laughter among them. “You’re going to stay just like that until you break. You may not hide. You may not close your legs. You will keep your eyes open. When you are ready to surrender, you will say, ‘I am yours, now and always.’ Only then will you earn your release.”

Jade’s muscles burned, but she held on, the humiliation and longing twisting inside her. The shame was no longer punishment, but liberation—an offering to the ones who wanted her, to the House, to the reflection that watched her come undone.

Time lost meaning. Sweat trickled down her chest; her thighs shook with fatigue and arousal. The plug throbbed, her nipples ached, every inch of her skin was alive with awareness and need.

Finally, when she could bear it no more—her body a bundle of pain and pride, her soul split open and offered—she spoke, voice broken but resolute.

“I am yours, now and always.”

Instantly, the House responded: “Good girl. The final ordeal is here. The watchers are waiting.”

A hum filled the room—a subtle shift in the light, a vibration in the air. Jade realized, with a shock that sent a fresh wave of humiliation and joy through her, that the glass was changing. The mirrors flickered, the reflections fading, replaced by a growing clarity. She could see—at first only shadows, then faces, dozens of them—masked and unmasked, strangers and friends, her lover standing at the front, eyes wide and shining.

The silence broke, replaced by the sound of applause—soft at first, then louder, building to a wave of approval and desire. Jade fell forward, body spent, tears streaming, laughter bubbling up as relief, shame, and triumph mixed inside her.

She had been seen—truly seen. And she was still wanted, more than ever before.

The glass shimmered, and Jade felt the world tilt—a slow, dizzy lurch as her reflection faded and the room beyond sharpened into impossible clarity. The mirrored walls became windows, crystal-clear, revealing the audience: a dozen masked guests, their faces rapt with desire, curiosity, and something deeper. Front and center, unmasked and unflinching, was her lover, eyes shining with pride and hunger, hands balled into fists at their sides.

The silence hung for a heartbeat—Jade naked, kneeling, sweat-slick and ruined, her body still marked by clamps and the bruised indent of her collar and cuffs. Then came the applause, soft at first, growing as others joined in: hands clapping, voices murmuring approval, a ripple of admiration and need that swelled into thunder.

She was seen. Not just watched, but witnessed—her pain, her longing, her raw surrender now a gift offered to strangers and loved ones alike.

Jade’s first instinct was to cover herself, but the command in her earpiece—now echoed in her lover’s voice from outside the glass—stopped her cold.

“Stay as you are. Let us see you. Let us remember you.”

She took a shuddering breath, lifting her chin, eyes shining with tears and triumph. Her body ached, nipples swollen and purple, thighs trembling with exhaustion. She let the plug remain, the chain and clamps dangling between her breasts. Every inch of her was open and claimed.

A club attendant—a woman in a House mask—opened the door, her movements slow and reverent, as if entering a sacred space. She carried a soft towel and a thick velvet collar, deep blue, the House’s sigil embossed in silver at the throat.

Kneeling behind Jade, the attendant spoke softly, just for her. “You’ve been chosen. The House claims you—if you accept.”

Jade nodded, unable to form words. Her whole body trembled as the attendant wiped sweat and tears from her face, gentle but unhurried. She stroked Jade’s hair, murmuring praise: “So brave. So beautiful. The bravest girl in the room.”

The collar was buckled around Jade’s neck, cool velvet against burning skin. The crowd watched, hushed and hungry.

Her lover stepped forward, voice steady but thick with emotion. “You’re mine. Ours. You were seen and wanted. Now let us finish what you began.”

Jade nodded, her voice a whisper. “Yes. Please.”

At her lover’s nod, the House’s voice—now broadcast from the ceiling—gave her final command. “Give us your last surrender. Touch yourself as we watch. Make yourself cum for the House. Show us your pleasure. Let your ruin be our memory.”

The crowd fell utterly silent, the weight of a hundred gazes pressing against Jade’s skin. Her fingers shook as she slid them between her legs, the plug shifting with the motion, her breath hitching as she found her own slick, swollen flesh. Every movement, every gasp, every tremble was amplified—by the silence, by the eyes, by the knowledge that she was not alone, never alone, in this moment.

She touched herself, slow at first, then faster, moaning as the heat in her belly twisted and grew. Her lover whispered encouragement: “That’s it, love. Show us. Give us everything.”

Her climax crashed through her, white-hot and devastating, her body arching, every muscle clenching and releasing, tears streaming down her cheeks. She sobbed, screamed, rode the aftershocks, the crowd’s applause a thunder that vibrated through her bones.

When it was done, she slumped to the floor, boneless and laughing, the collar warm at her throat, her lover kneeling beside her, gathering her into strong arms. The audience murmured admiration and praise—some kneeling, some rising to offer hands, kisses, touches of affection and awe.

The House’s attendant moved through the crowd, inviting anyone who wished to mark Jade’s body: a kiss on her shoulder, a fingerprint of paint on her thigh, a whispered word in her ear. Each guest offered something—a blessing, a word, a mark of approval—until Jade was painted and kissed, streaked with Colour and crowned in pride.

Her lover held her close, voice thick with emotion. “You are wanted. You are claimed. You are unforgettable.”

Jade sobbed again, but this time the tears were joy, not shame. The fear of being too much dissolved—here, in the gaze of so many, she had been not just enough, but everything they desired.

As the crowd drifted away, attendants wrapped her in blankets, wiped the paint and sweat from her skin, pressed water to her lips. Her lover stayed at her side, stroking her hair, whispering comfort and adoration.

“You did it, Jade. You survived. You were seen. You were loved.”

She clung to those words, holding them as tightly as she had held her own shame at the start. She was no longer alone, no longer unseen.

The glass room, once a place of dread and isolation, had become a temple—of surrender, of courage, of being gloriously, ruinously, wanted.

The echoes of applause and celebration faded, replaced by the hush of deep aftercare. Jade lay curled in her lover’s arms, wrapped in soft blankets, the velvet collar snug at her throat and the last cool fingerprints of paint drying on her thighs, breasts, and belly. Her muscles trembled—not with tension now, but with the shivering aftermath of ordeal and surrender.

Attendants moved quietly around them, cleaning the glass room, gathering towels, setting out water, fruit, and little squares of dark chocolate on a low tray. The House’s attendant—her mask now pulled back, face open and kind—knelt at Jade’s side with a gentle smile.

“You did beautifully,” she murmured. “Take as long as you need. There’s no hurry now.”

Jade’s lover stroked her hair, fingers working slowly through the tangles. Their voice was soft and warm. “You were magnificent. I’ve never been so proud—or so in awe of you.”

Jade let herself be held, eyes closed, letting the warmth and weight of comfort settle her frayed nerves. Her body ached: her jaw from the gag, her nipples swollen and dark, her hips sore from the long ordeal on the mat. But she welcomed every ache—a reminder that she had survived, endured, been claimed and cherished.

An attendant dabbed cool water on her face, offered her a sip from a straw, massaged soothing lotion into her wrists, ankles, and the raw patches where the clamps had left their mark. Another stroked her calves, humming a gentle tune, while Jade’s lover pressed slow kisses to her forehead, eyelids, and cheeks.

There was no rush to clothe her, no demand that she pull herself together. In the Glass Room, aftercare was as sacred as suffering—an affirmation that everything she had given was seen and honored.

After a long, sweet silence, the House’s attendant returned with a tablet. “Would you like to watch a moment of your ordeal?” she asked gently. “Only if you wish. The House always offers, never demands.”

Jade hesitated—fear and curiosity warring inside her. “Yes. Please. I want to see… what you saw.”

The attendant cued the footage: a short, artful montage, cut from the club’s overhead cameras and the glass’s hidden feeds. Jade saw herself, multiplied in the mirrors—kneeling, trembling, body striped with marks and sweat, mouth open in need and tears. She watched herself crawl, gagged and leashed, write on her own belly, confess to the void. She saw her own eyes, wide and wild and shining with terror and pride.

The footage lingered on her final surrender: the moment the walls turned clear, the instant she was caught—utterly—by every gaze. She watched her own climax, the arch of her body, the sob of relief and catharsis, her collapse into her lover’s arms. The sounds—the audience’s applause, the murmur of praise, her own voice as she begged and broke—rushed over her like a tide.

She began to cry again, but there was no shame in these tears. Her lover gathered her close, rocking her gently, murmuring, “You did it. You were braver than anyone. You were beautiful.”

Jade wiped her face, laughing through the tears. “I thought I’d be destroyed by it. But I feel… full. Like I let go of something I didn’t need anymore.”

Her lover smiled, brushing the last strand of hair from her cheek. “You let yourself be seen. Really seen. And you were loved for it.”

The attendant sat with them for a while longer, answering questions, checking for any lingering pain, reassuring Jade that her marks would fade, that the collar was hers to keep, that the House would welcome her again—whenever, and however, she wished to return.

Jade snuggled deeper into the blankets, watching the light shift across the glass. The room felt transformed—no longer a place of dread or exposure, but a sanctuary, a memory she would carry for the rest of her life.

Finally, when she felt steady, her lover helped her to her feet. She slipped into the robe the House provided—soft, heavy, smelling faintly of cedar and clean linen. The collar stayed at her throat, a symbol and a trophy. Her lover draped an arm around her, guiding her slowly out of the room, through the quiet corridors, back toward the warmth and laughter of the main club.

As they passed, House members paused to nod, smile, or offer a whispered “thank you” or “bravo.” Some pressed gentle kisses to her hand, or offered her a flower or a card. Each gesture was a reminder: she had not only endured, but triumphed—transformed her shame into pride, her submission into celebration.

They stepped outside, the night cool and clear. Jade tilted her face to the stars, drawing a long, slow breath. She felt changed—lighter, braver, anchored by the memory of what she had survived and by the love that had met her at her most vulnerable.

Her lover hugged her close. “What do you want now?”

Jade smiled, her hand resting on the collar at her throat. “To go home with you. To remember all of it. And maybe… to dream about what I might do next.”

Her lover grinned. “Whatever it is, the House will be waiting.”

They walked into the night together, the echoes of the Glass Room trailing behind them—a badge, a secret, a promise of pride and possibility.


Story 12: The Weight of Surrender

The House’s great room thrummed with anticipation—a low, electric buzz of whispered conversation and shifting bodies, the lights dim except for the single, brilliant circle that flooded the center of the marble floor. At the heart of that pool of light, an iron rig rose from the tiles: a spreader bar, a tall frame bristling with steel rings, a set of gleaming chains, and, resting atop a velvet pillow, a ceremonial collar.

Lena stood at the edge of the circle, heart pounding. Her handler—Ren—stood behind her, one hand steady at the small of her back, guiding her forward. The audience’s faces blurred in the shadows, some familiar, some masked, some strangers whose eyes shone with hungry promise.

Ren’s voice was low, warm, edged with command. “Are you ready to be offered?”

Lena swallowed, nerves warring with pride. “Yes, Sir.”

“Good girl.” Ren kissed her temple. “Let them see you. Let them want you.”

A House attendant stepped forward—a woman in black with a clipboard, her presence matter-of-fact but charged with ritual significance. She greeted Ren, then turned to Lena, her gaze both clinical and kind.

“Name for the record?”

“Lena,” she answered, voice trembling but clear.

The attendant nodded, ticking a box. “Tonight, you submit for Protocol Endurance, Level III. Your limits are as we discussed: no blood, no breath play, no permanent marks, no degradation outside this chamber. All other forms of restraint, exposure, and public use are permitted. Do you affirm your consent?”

Lena nodded, then remembered to speak. “I do.”

Ren squeezed her hand. “Your safeword?”

“Harvest.”

The attendant’s smile warmed. “Good. If you are unable to speak, tap three times on any surface, and the protocol will pause. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

The clipboard clicked shut. “Prepare her.”

Lena’s hands shook as she undressed, folding her dress, bra, and panties into a neat pile on the velvet bench. Each layer she shed felt heavier than cloth: the loss of protection, of persona, until she stood naked before the assembly, her skin prickling with cold and exposure. She could feel the eyes on her—hungry, curious, some gentle, some cruel.

Ren moved in front of her, taking her chin in a steady hand. “Eyes on me.”

Lena met his gaze, finding both reassurance and command there.

He spoke loud enough for the room to hear. “Lena has volunteered for this trial. She has asked to be tested, to endure, to show the House—and herself—what she can survive. Every moan, every tremor, every mark is a gift. Do you understand, Lena?”

“Yes, Sir. I want to give everything.”

A hum of approval rippled through the room.

The House attendant moved behind Lena, fitting a wide leather collar around her throat—black, lined with soft velvet, buckled snug but not choking. The attendant pressed a heavy pair of steel cuffs to her wrists, then to her ankles, checking each for fit. Every lock was turned with ceremony, each click a note in the music of surrender.

“Step to the frame.”

Lena stepped onto the low dais, bare feet cold against the marble. Her handler guided her hands above her head, clipping each wrist to a ring on the spreader bar. Her arms stretched, back arching, her breasts thrust forward for the crowd. The cuffs on her ankles were clipped to rings set wide apart, forcing her thighs open, exposing her cunt, her belly, every vulnerable inch.

The House attendant began the ritual inspection: running gloved hands down Lena’s arms, sides, hips, thighs. She checked for bruises, old marks, any sign of injury—then nodded her approval to Ren and the crowd.

“Weight, please.”

A pair of scales was rolled onto the dais. The attendant recorded Lena’s weight, then announced it to the assembly: “Fifty-eight kilograms. All weights and torments will be scaled accordingly.”

The first clamp—a heavy, chrome contraption—was presented on a velvet tray. “For her endurance, we begin with a single weight.”

Ren took the clamp, cradled Lena’s left breast, and clipped it to her nipple. The pain was immediate—a sharp, biting pressure that made her gasp, her back arching. Ren let the weight dangle, then did the same to her right. The chain swung, each tiny movement magnified, her nipples burning as the steel pulled her lower, stretched her higher.

A second attendant brought out a set of polished lead weights, each engraved with the House’s sigil. One was clipped to the chain between Lena’s breasts, making the clamps bite deeper. Another was fastened to the collar, the extra pull forcing her head up, her throat exposed.

Finally, a thick, cold chain was draped across her hips, the ends hanging to the floor, locked into place at the base of the rig.

Ren stepped back, admiring the tableau. “You look perfect,” he murmured, loud enough for the first rows to hear.

The attendant addressed the room: “The trial begins now. Every five minutes, a new weight will be added, a new clamp or chain applied. If Lena moans, cries out, or begs, the next escalation comes immediately. The longer she holds, the greater her reward—and yours.”

Lena’s heart pounded in her chest, the fear mingling with arousal, pride, and a longing to prove herself to all who watched.

The House attendant circled the dais, making notes, adjusting Lena’s posture. She forced Lena’s chin higher, checked the tension in the chains, tested the clamps’ grip. “How do you feel, Lena?”

Lena’s answer was a whisper, but carried to every ear: “Exposed. Nervous. Ready.”

The crowd’s silence was electric. Every eye was on her, every heart waiting to see how long she would last.

Ren leaned close, pressed a kiss to her temple. “Remember: pain is not punishment. It’s proof. You are here because you are strong.”

Lena nodded, tears prickling but unshed.

The House attendant set the timer. The first minute ticked by, slow as honey, the weight pulling her down, the cuffs biting, the clamps making her nipples throb and her cunt pulse with shameful, hungry need.

When the bell sounded, the first escalation began—and the true ordeal unfolded, one link, one weight, one minute at a time.

The marble floor felt colder with every passing minute, the lights overhead unblinking, the ring of faces at the edge of the circle shifting as guests found new angles to watch. Lena was a study in tension—arms stretched, body forced upright by the spreader bar, hips pressed down by the chain and lead weights, nipples burning where the clamps bit, her cunt exposed, slick and helpless.

The timer’s bell chimed, and the House attendant returned to the dais with a new set of torments: a pair of slim chains with small, gleaming locks. The crowd fell silent, their anticipation thick and sweet.

“First escalation: labia clamp.”

The attendant crouched at Lena’s feet, gloved hands steady, voice calm. “Spread for me.” Lena’s legs were already parted, but she forced her knees wider, feeling the cuffs dig into her ankles, the chain at her hips tightening. The attendant slipped the clamp between her lips, attaching it to the tender flesh, then linked it with a fine chain to the collar at Lena’s throat. The sensation was electric—a raw line of pressure that made her hips twitch and her breath catch.

Ren watched, arms folded, eyes sharp with pride and hunger. “Breathe, Lena.”

She obeyed, every exhale a tremor of effort and shame.

The attendant rose, presenting the crowd with the next weight: a heavy, cold padlock, engraved with the House’s sigil. It was clipped to the chain at Lena’s collar, pulling her neck a fraction tighter, forcing her to keep her chin up, back arched, breasts lifted and painfully stretched.

“Two minutes,” the attendant announced. “If Lena cries out, we escalate again. If she endures, her reward grows.”

The seconds crawled. Lena’s arms ached from being stretched above her head; her back, shoulders, and calves trembled with the effort of holding posture. Sweat traced a slow line between her breasts, pooling under the clamp and chain. The weight on her collar made her throat ache, her breathing shallow and quick.

She forced herself to focus—not on the pain, but on the presence of the House, the knowledge that every struggle was being seen, measured, remembered. Her vision blurred with effort; the lights spun, the sea of faces shifted and whispered.

Ren’s voice cut through the haze. “Look at me, Lena. Let them see how you suffer. Show them how much you want to please.”

Lena’s eyes snapped up, locking on his. He smiled—not gently, but with fierce approval. “You’re beautiful.”

The timer chimed again. The House attendant returned, this time with a thick, ribbed plug—silver, heavy, cold to the touch. She held it up for all to see, then offered it to Ren. He slicked it with lube, knelt behind Lena, and pressed it slowly into her cunt. Lena whimpered, her hips straining against the chain, the fullness and chill sending a shudder through her body.

The crowd murmured, some shifting in their seats, others openly watching her every reaction.

Ren withdrew his fingers, wiping them on a cloth, then whispered in Lena’s ear, “You may moan, once, if you need to. But if you cry out again, you’ll earn more than a weight.”

Lena bit her lip, the urge to cry out nearly overwhelming as the plug filled her, the weights dragging her down, the clamps pulling her nipples and labia taut and sore.

The next escalation: another pair of lead weights, one for each nipple chain, doubling the ache. The clamps were now merciless—every tiny tremor of Lena’s arms or hips sent the weights swinging, a sharp, punishing jolt that made her knees buckle.

A House member—masked, with a velvet sash—stepped forward. “Permission to test her control?”

Ren nodded. The masked guest approached, a slender crop in hand. He circled Lena, then snapped the crop lightly against the chain at her hips, making the clamps jump and Lena gasp. The crowd tittered; some offered murmured encouragement, others teasing jeers.

Lena clenched her jaw, sweat prickling at her scalp, thighs shaking from the effort to hold still.

The masked guest leaned in, voice a caress at her ear. “You’re doing so well, little one. But you look close to your limit.”

Ren pressed his hand to Lena’s thigh, grounding her. “You can take more. Hold for me.”

The attendant brought out another weight, this one heavier—attached to the chain between Lena’s legs, the cold lead resting against her inner thigh, pressing the clamp even deeper into her flesh.

Five minutes had passed, and Lena was now trembling all over: arms numb, legs shaking, back and neck screaming. Her breath came in sharp, shallow pants. Her mind hovered at the edge of panic and pleasure, a strange, floating space where the pain and shame were almost holy.

The House attendant returned. “Do you wish to continue?”

Lena’s voice was a rasp. “Yes. Please.”

Ren smiled. “Then show them what it means to be strong.”

The crowd responded—some clapping, some calling praise. A few guests offered wagers on how much longer she’d last, but none doubted her will.

The attendant checked every clamp, every weight, every chain, her touch both clinical and reverent. “You are beautiful, Lena. The House is proud.”

The timer chimed for escalation again.

Ren stepped forward, stroking Lena’s hair back from her sweaty forehead. “Last warning, love. If you cry out or move again, you’ll earn the next torment early.”

Lena nodded, lips trembling.

The next escalation was announced: a vibrating egg, inserted alongside the plug, activated by remote. The attendant slipped it in, turned it to its lowest setting—a soft, insistent hum that made Lena’s cunt clench, her thighs spasm. The new sensation mingled with the ache of the clamps and the heaviness of the chains, pushing her closer to the edge.

Ren held up the remote, showing it to the crowd. “For every moan, for every tremor, we’ll turn it higher.”

The challenge was clear. Lena squeezed her eyes shut, fighting to control her breath, to keep her posture, to survive this next minute.

The crowd was silent, watching her—no longer with hungry eyes alone, but with respect, even awe.

When the timer chimed again, Lena was shaking so hard the chains rattled, her body stretched to its breaking point.

Ren turned off the egg, stroking her face. “You did it. Five rounds, five weights, five minutes. You’ve earned the House’s praise. But you’re not finished yet.”

Lena looked out at the crowd—blurry faces, masked and unmasked, all watching her with new hunger.

Her ordeal had only just begun.

The marble floor, once merely cold, now seemed to radiate its chill up through Lena’s bare feet and legs, amplifying every ache and tremor. Chains pressed heavy against her hips, weights pulled her nipples and labia into a ceaseless, biting ache, and the vibrating egg hummed relentlessly, synced to the pounding of her heart. The audience had fallen to a hush—dozens of eyes fixed on the spectacle of Lena’s will, her body stretched and wracked by strain, sweat beading on her ribs and thighs.

She was past the point of counting minutes. Each bell for escalation merged into the next, each new torment a wave of sensation that threatened to drown her resolve. Her arms burned from being suspended, calves quivered, and her head buzzed with a dizzying mix of shame, pride, and lust.

Ren’s presence anchored her—a steady point in the swirl of light, noise, and pain. Every so often, he would catch her gaze, mouth a quiet, “Breathe,” or, “You’re mine.” But the rules were merciless: every sound, every twitch, every time Lena let her mask slip, the ordeal would escalate.

The next bell sounded, and the House attendant returned, carrying a narrow metal rod with a looped handle. “Mistress requests the cane for correction. Lena, are you ready for the next phase?”

Lena nodded, lips pressed tight. “Yes, Miss.”

The attendant drew close, voice soft. “You’ve been so strong. But the body betrays all of us, eventually. If you cry out or lose posture, you’ll receive a stroke of the cane, witnessed by the House.”

Ren added, “And if you moan, you’ll confess something for the House—something you’ve never admitted before.”

The threat sent a fresh flush to Lena’s cheeks. She tried to calm her breath, clench her muscles, hold every part of herself still. But her nerves were shot, her cunt a pulsing knot of agony and need, the clamps and weights dragging her down.

The bell chimed—five more minutes had passed. The vibrating egg ramped up a notch. The ache at her nipples and labia built to a line of fire. Lena shuddered, teeth gritted, but couldn’t hold it—a high, guttural moan slipped from her lips.

The crowd gasped, then murmured approval—some clapping, others chanting “Confess! Confess!” Ren nodded to the attendant, who handed Lena a microphone.

Her hands were still shackled, arms stretched above her, body trembling. Her voice was a whisper, but every speaker in the room caught it.

“I… I want to be used by everyone here. I want to be made to cum in front of strangers, to be the House’s toy. I want to be claimed, to be paraded, to be… ruined for anyone else.”

The admission echoed, sinking into the silence.

The attendant stepped behind Lena and delivered a crisp, stinging cane stroke to her thighs. Lena cried out—sharp, helpless, half-pleasure, half-pain. The audience cheered, some guests calling, “More!” or “She can take it!” or “Good girl!”

The rules demanded more escalation. The attendant announced: “New weights for each moan. If she begs, more clamps or ice.” She clipped another heavy lead weight to Lena’s nipple chain, then replaced the labia clamp with a wider, sharper set, adding another chain between the clamp and Lena’s ankle cuffs.

Ren stepped close, brushing Lena’s sweat-damp hair from her brow. “You’re at the edge, love. It’s all right to fall apart. That’s what the House is here for.”

The next minutes blurred: Lena’s body was a storm of sensation—cold, pain, heat, lust. The vibrating egg was now a cruel, constant pulse, her nipples felt stretched to breaking, her thighs burned from the cane, the heavy chains ached on her hips and ankles.

The House’s audience shifted from silent awe to gleeful, ritual participation. Masked guests took turns at the dais: one pressed a chilled metal rod between Lena’s legs, making her squeal and clench; another taunted her, whispering filth in her ear, counting out the seconds as she held posture, teasing her with threats and praise.

With every moan, every gasp, the punishments escalated: more weights, more ice, more cane, another round of confessions. Lena sobbed as she admitted, “I dream of being branded for the House, marked as property, used until I forget who I was.” The audience cheered, some clapping, some calling encouragement, others simply watching, rapt and hungry.

Ren never left her side. When she faltered, he cupped her cheek, grounding her, murmuring, “I’m here. You’re not alone.”

Finally, her strength failed. Her knees buckled, her arms slipped, and she cried out—loud, unrestrained, the sound of someone utterly overcome. The attendant stepped forward, supported Lena’s body, and checked her for injury. Ren caught her gaze, pride and love etched on his face.

The House’s attendant raised her voice for all to hear. “She has reached the threshold. Now comes the final ordeal—the test of surrender. The audience will decide her fate: will she be denied, or claimed in front of all?”

The crowd responded in a chorus—some shouting for denial, others demanding her release and claiming.

Ren knelt in front of Lena, his voice gentle but firm. “One more time, love. Give them everything. Let them see your pride and your surrender. Let the House mark you as theirs.”

Lena, sobbing, nodded. “Yes, Sir. I want to belong.”

The audience cheered, the final, ritual phase ready to begin.

Lena hung in the rig—a constellation of trembling muscle, sweat, and metal, stretched to breaking by the press of chains, the unrelenting bite of clamps, the heat of the crowd’s gaze. The marble floor beneath her feet was slippery now with sweat and her own arousal, legs spread so wide her hips ached, back arched, every inch on raw, open display. Her body was a roadmap of endurance: thighs marked with red cane stripes, nipples purple and throbbing beneath cruel chrome, her cunt stretched by the heavy plug and labia clamp, the vibrating egg a relentless, torturous pulse.

The bell chimed, echoing through the great hall. The House attendant’s voice was clear, solemn: “Lena has reached the final threshold. Her body has withstood every torment, her spirit has answered every challenge. Now, she will offer her final surrender. The House will bear witness. All who wish to mark her, step forward.”

The audience surged to the edge of the light, hunger and awe mixing in every face. Some pressed closer, their eyes never leaving Lena’s trembling, ruined form; others hung back, reverent, sensing the sacredness of this final act.

Ren moved to Lena’s side, eyes shining with pride and longing. He knelt, cupping her cheek, wiping away tears with a callused thumb. “This is your moment, Lena. Give them everything. There’s nothing left to prove. You are more than enough.”

Lena tried to nod—her neck straining against the collar and weights. Her voice was ragged, nearly lost. “Please. I want to be yours. I want to be claimed.”

The attendant addressed the House. “You have seen her struggle. You have seen her pride. Now, witness her surrender.”

The ritual began. The masked guests took turns marking Lena’s skin with soft brushes dipped in body-safe ink—painting symbols of the House on her thighs, her hips, the curve of her breasts, the hollows of her collarbones. Some pressed lips to her shoulders, a blessing or a benediction; others traced lines of Colour down her arms, across her belly, adding their own mark to her story.

One guest—a petite woman in a gold mask—knelt before Lena and, with Ren’s nod, pressed an ice cube to the inside of Lena’s thigh, making her jerk and sob. “For the House’s pleasure,” she whispered, loud enough for the crowd.

Ren addressed the assembly: “Final torment. Lena will hold her position while we edge her for the House. Only when she begs, and the House approves, will she be allowed release. If she falters, we begin again.”

The crowd cheered, some chanting her name, others shouting encouragement. The air was thick with the scent of sex, sweat, and anticipation.

The attendant took the vibrating egg’s remote and turned it up, the hum now insistent, relentless. Ren slipped his fingers inside Lena’s cunt beside the plug, stroking slow, deep, curling his hand until she gasped and writhed against her bonds. The weights and clamps danced with every tremor, every spasm—her body was a live wire, strung between agony and ecstasy.

The pain became pleasure, pleasure became pain. Lena’s mind fractured, her world narrowed to the heat between her thighs, the burning in her chest, the endless, shuddering need to be seen, used, claimed.

“Confess,” Ren ordered, voice firm but gentle. “Tell the House what you want. Tell us what you are.”

Lena sobbed, words spilling out raw and desperate. “I’m the House’s toy. I want to be used, to be shown off, to cum for all of you. Please, please let me. Please claim me. I need to belong.”

The House attendant turned to the crowd. “Does the House grant her release?”

A roar of approval—cheers, whistles, shouts of “Let her cum!”—filled the hall.

Ren pressed his thumb to Lena’s clit, the egg still thrumming deep, the plug and clamps biting. He leaned in, whispering, “Now, love. Let them see you fall.”

Lena’s orgasm crashed over her—violent, unstoppable, her body arching in the rig, every muscle taut, every sound torn from her throat. She wailed, wept, begged, rode the wave as the crowd erupted in applause, the House’s name echoing from a hundred throats.

Her body convulsed, the clamps and chains biting harder, sweat pouring down her skin, tears streaming from her eyes. When the aftershocks faded, she sagged in her bonds—boneless, emptied, filled only with the hum of applause and the ache of pride.

The House attendant unclipped the chains, removed the weights, and eased Lena to her knees on the dais. Ren gathered her into his arms, holding her tight, murmuring praise and comfort as the crowd pressed closer.

A silver collar was produced, heavy and cold. The attendant locked it around Lena’s neck, the House’s sigil engraved at the front—a symbol of her ordeal, her endurance, her belonging.

The crowd pressed forward to touch her—hands gentle, reverent, some brushing her hair, others stroking her arms, shoulders, thighs. A line of guests kissed her cheeks, whispered words of approval: “Brave girl.” “You are magnificent.” “You belong here.”

Ren cupped her face, kissed her deeply, then whispered, “You’re mine. And theirs. And you always will be.”

The House attendant raised her voice one last time. “The trial is complete. Lena has been claimed by the House. Let the celebration begin.”

The lights brightened, the music rose, the crowd surrounded Lena and Ren—some dancing, some weeping, all transformed by what they had witnessed. Lena was lifted to her feet, paraded gently through the assembly, each member given the chance to praise, to mark, to honor.

She felt lighter than she ever had—every mark, every ache, every memory a treasure. Her ordeal had become her triumph, her humiliation transmuted into the pride of belonging.

As the celebration swirled around her, Lena leaned into Ren’s arms, heart full, body broken and healed all at once. She had surrendered everything—and, in doing so, had been given everything in return.

The music and applause faded, leaving behind a new kind of hush—a gentle, humming quiet that felt sacred. Lena knelt at the center of the dais, trembling, the heavy silver collar still locked at her throat, her skin streaked with sweat, tears, and the bold, Colourful marks of House ink. Her body ached everywhere—nipples swollen, thighs striped from the cane, hips sore from the weight of chains and the hard press of strangers’ hands. Yet under it all was a wild, living joy, an elation that buzzed in her blood like champagne.

Ren knelt behind her, arms strong and steady as he wrapped a thick velvet blanket around her shoulders. The House attendant moved with slow, reverent care, unlocking each cuff, easing the clamps from Lena’s tender flesh, smoothing soothing balm onto each aching spot. She whispered praise with every gentle touch: “So brave… so beautiful… every mark is earned, every tear is honored…”

When the last chain was lifted away, Lena slumped into Ren’s embrace, head on his chest, arms weak but grateful. He rocked her, murmuring into her hair, “You did it, love. You gave everything, and you are so, so loved.”

A tray appeared at her side—water, sweet fruit, chocolate, cool cloths. Lena ate and drank in tiny sips, held up by Ren, her mind foggy with endorphins and afterglow. The House’s attendant massaged her wrists, ankles, and thighs, her touch gentle but purposeful, working salve into every mark and bruise.

The House members gathered close, forming a loose ring around the dais. One by one, they stepped forward—some kneeling, some standing, each offering a word, a touch, a token of praise:

	A masked woman pressed a cool kiss to Lena’s brow: “You are the strongest I’ve ever seen.”

	A tall, soft-voiced man traced the House’s sigil over her heart with a wet brush. “You belong here. Always.”

	A lover’s friend cupped her cheek, eyes shining: “No one will ever doubt your courage now.”



With each gesture, Lena felt her exhaustion soften, replaced by something warmer, steadier—a pride that transcended pain, a belonging that settled deep in her bones.

The House attendant presented a small silver bell, attached to a delicate chain. “For your collar. It will mark you as Endured. All who hear it will know what you have given and survived.”

Ren clipped the bell to Lena’s collar. The sound was bright, musical—a clear, joyful note that rang through the hall, greeted by a new round of applause and cheers.

Then came the marking: Ren dipped a fine brush into indelible ink, drawing the House’s sigil just below the hollow of Lena’s throat. The ritual was slow, deliberate, every stroke both an honor and a claim. The crowd watched in reverent silence, many touching their own marks or collars in empathy.

When the mark was complete, Ren held up a mirror for Lena to see: her face flushed, eyes shining, the collar and bell gleaming at her throat, the House’s symbol bold above her heart. She smiled—tentative at first, then fierce, proud.

A gentle hand guided her to stand. The House’s attendant raised her voice: “By her will, her pain, and her gift, Lena is now and always one of us. Tonight, we celebrate her endurance—and all that she has made possible for the House.”

The celebration began anew—music, laughter, the press of friendly bodies. Lena was paraded gently through the crowd, each House member given the chance to offer praise, a touch, a blessing. Some pressed a flower into her hand, some whispered, “Welcome home,” some knelt to kiss her feet or the silver bell at her throat.

Ren never left her side, a steady anchor in the swirl of affection. When Lena faltered, he held her; when she shivered, he draped her in another blanket; when she needed, he gave—always tender, always proud.

As the night wore on, the crowd thinned. Lena found herself on a soft chaise near the fire, wrapped in velvet, head in Ren’s lap. He stroked her hair, tracing the House’s mark at her throat, whispering promises and praise.

“How do you feel?” he asked, voice low.

Lena smiled, tears stinging her eyes. “Like I’m new. Like I belong. Like I could survive anything—if you, and they, believe in me.”

He kissed her, slow and deep. “You did more than survive. You taught us all what it means to surrender and endure.”

Before the fire, the last guests gathered for one final ritual: the reading of Lena’s name and her feat into the House ledger—a record that would outlast the bruises, the bell, even the collar itself.

The House’s attendant wrote in looping script:

Lena, Endured.

Claimed by the House, marked in pain and pride.

Let her story be our courage, her surrender our glory.

A final toast was raised, glasses clinking in the firelight.

Lena drifted toward sleep, lulled by the warmth of the blankets, the safety of Ren’s arms, and the joy of knowing she had given everything—and been met not with loss, but with love, pride, and the certainty of belonging.

As her eyes closed, she heard the bell at her throat ring softly—a promise that this night, this ordeal, and this transformation would echo in her heart, and in the House, forever.
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💋 Slutty Little Secrets

Confessions too filthy to stay hidden.

This addictive collection dives into the minds of women and men who’ve done things they swore they’d never admit. From drunken dares and public hookups to forbidden affairs and voyeuristic thrills, each story reads like a whispered confession in the dark. Shameless, risky, and raw, Slutty Little Secrets is for readers who love to peek behind the curtain—and find someone moaning on the other side.

🪞 The Glass Room

Desire has nowhere to hide when the walls are made of glass.

Inside a sleek, anonymous space where no one’s truly alone, strangers step into fantasies that blur the line between private and exposed. Some come to watch. Some come to be watched. Others discover something darker in the reflection. The Glass Room is a voyeuristic, intimate, and atmospheric exploration of what happens when we stop pretending no one’s looking.

💼 Workplace Sluts

They’re meant to be professional—but temptation doesn’t clock out.

This provocative anthology series explores women caught between ambition and desire, where office walls, hotel corridors, and after-hours flights become stages for surrender. Each story blends psychological tension with raw eroticism, revealing what happens when control, curiosity, and risk collide behind closed doors. Whether it’s a colleague’s gaze, a boss’s order, or the thrill of being caught, Workplace Sluts turns everyday professionalism into dangerous intimacy. Bold, addictive, and unapologetically hot.

💎 Becoming Porcelain

Perfection isn’t given—it’s engineered.

This haunting trilogy follows Madison Cole through the Dollhouse, an elite finishing institute where beauty, obedience, and desire are sculpted into one flawless ideal. Across months of conditioning, modification, and display, she surrenders her will piece by piece, learning that stillness can be devotion and pleasure can be control. Lush, psychological, and unflinching, Becoming Porcelain transforms sensuality into ritual and submission into art. A story of obsession, discipline, and the erotic cost of perfection.

💠 In Her Custody

Control is care. Obedience is intimacy.

Inside Harrowick Hall, submission isn’t a fantasy—it’s a system.

Elias enters as a volunteer, seeking the discipline he’s always feared to name. Under the cool authority of Sabine and the nurses who serve the Hall’s regime, his surrender becomes a clinical ritual: restraint, silence, obedience, and reclassification.

Each volume traces his descent through the institution’s tiers—from assessment to conditioning, observation to utility—where every gesture is measured, every failure logged, and every trace of desire becomes data. Sabine watches from behind the glass, her absence as controlling as her touch once was.

Elegant, claustrophobic, and erotically psychological, In Her Custody explores the line between consent and containment, and the strange peace that comes when resistance finally ends.
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