
        
            
                
            
        

    
The OTK Contract

A Dark Spanking Erotica Story of Domestic Discipline, Implement Correction, and Cornered Surrender


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


pollybane.com/free-book 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Contract

Thalia Voss stood in the center of her sleek, minimalist apartment, the floor-to-ceiling windows offering a glittering view of the city skyline that now felt like a mocking backdrop to her ruin. The heels of her courtroom pumps clicked sharply against the polished concrete as she paced, each step echoing the frantic rhythm of her thoughts. At twenty-eight, she had built an empire of control: razor-sharp arguments in boardrooms, ruthless cross-examinations that left opponents bleeding, a life micromanaged down to the exact minute her coffee was poured. Now, that empire lay in ashes after one catastrophic loss - a merger deal that had slipped through her fingers like sand, broadcast across legal circles as the fall of the once-unbreakable Thalia Voss.

Her raven hair, usually pinned in a severe chignon, hung loose around her sharp cheekbones, framing piercing gray eyes that darted toward the door every few seconds. She wore a tailored black pencil skirt that hugged her athletic frame, the fabric whispering against her thighs with each agitated step. Beneath it, black lace panties clung to skin that still prickled with residual shame from the hearing. Exhausted. That was the word that kept surfacing. Exhausted by the constant grip she maintained on everything - her schedule, her emotions, her body. And beneath that exhaustion, a darker craving she had buried for years: the desperate need for someone stronger to wrest that control away.

The doorbell chimed, low and precise, cutting through the silence like a scalpel.

Thalia froze mid-pace, her stomach twisting into a knot of anticipation and dread. She smoothed her skirt, squared her shoulders, and crossed to the door. When she opened it, the man on the threshold filled the frame with quiet, immaculate authority.

Soren stood there, broad-shouldered and unhurried, his silver-threaded black hair catching the hallway light like threads of frost in midnight. He wore a charcoal suit that moved like liquid over his powerful frame, tailored to perfection, the fabric shifting with effortless grace as he stepped inside without waiting for an invitation. His posture was flawless - spine straight, shoulders relaxed yet commanding. At thirty-six, he carried the kind of presence that didn’t need volume or bluster; it simply existed, heavy and inevitable. His eyes, a cool Scandinavian blue, locked onto hers immediately, studying her with calculated silence. No smile. No greeting. Just that gaze, dissecting her layer by layer.

Thalia closed the door behind him, the click sounding far too final. Her pulse thrummed in her throat. “Mr. Soren,” she said, her voice steadier than she felt, the courtroom tone automatic. “Thank you for coming on such short notice.”

He didn’t respond right away. Instead, he paced slowly into the living room, his steps measured, eyes sweeping over the sparse furniture, the abstract art on the walls, the single glass of untouched whiskey she’d poured for herself earlier. He stopped near the floor-to-ceiling windows, turning to face her fully. The silence stretched, thick and intentional. Thalia felt exposed under that stare, as if he were already peeling back the layers of her professional armor, seeing the trembling need beneath.

“You’re smaller than your reputation suggests,” he said at last, his voice a low, certain register that vibrated through the room without rising. Scandinavian accent faint, precise, like cut glass. “But reputations are built on performance. Yours just collapsed.”

Heat flooded her cheeks. She lifted her chin, refusing to look away. “I don’t need a recap. I need… structure. Control. Someone who can - ” She faltered, the words sticking like thorns. Admitting it aloud felt like surrendering the first inch of ground.

Soren’s lips curved faintly, not quite a smile, more a recognition of her struggle. He reached into the inner pocket of his jacket and withdrew a slim, black leather folder. Crossing the room in three unhurried strides, he placed it on the low glass coffee table between them. “The OTK Contract,” he said simply. “Domestic discipline. Full terms. Read it carefully, Thalia. Once you sign, there is no casual exit. You will be corrected. Stripped. Remade.”

Thalia’s fingers trembled slightly as she picked up the folder. She remained standing in her heels, refusing to sit, as if posture alone could preserve some fragment of her old power. The document inside was crisp, professionally printed, the language clinical yet brutally explicit. She scanned the pages, heart hammering.

Domestic Discipline Agreement

Parties: Thalia Voss (Submissive) and Soren Vale (Authority).

Scope: Voluntary surrender of daily autonomy for corrective discipline. Includes bare-bottom over-the-knee (OTK) spankings, corner time, implement training, public elements, restraint, sensory control, and psychological ownership. Sessions escalate based on observed need and resistance. Orgasm control and denial permitted. Safe word: “mercy.” Use it, and the contract voids immediately. Failure to use it when needed will be noted as willful prolongation of correction.

Initial Term: Thirty days, renewable at Authority’s discretion.

Rules:

Submissive will present for correction as summoned. No underwear in the home unless explicitly permitted. Body will be inspected and prepared at Authority’s pleasure. Resistance will result in intensified correction. Submissive’s arousal is irrelevant; correction continues regardless.

Thalia’s breath caught on the final clause: Submissive acknowledges that her body may betray her. Wetness, clenching, begging - these are expected and will be used against her.

She looked up, gray eyes meeting his unflinching blue. “You wrote this like a merger agreement. Cold. Precise.”

“It is a merger,” Soren replied, still standing across the table, hands clasped behind his back. “Of your chaos into my order. Your exhaustion into my discipline. Sign, or walk away now. There will be no second offer.”

The apartment felt smaller, the air heavier. Thalia’s mind raced - images of the courtroom failure flashing behind her eyes, the pitying glances from colleagues, the sleepless nights where her hand had slipped between her thighs not for pleasure but for a desperate bid at control that never quite satisfied. Here was the stronger hand she craved. The one that wouldn’t flinch.

Her stomach churned, a mix of fear and something darker, slicker, pooling low in her belly. She set the folder down, retrieved a pen from her desk - her Montblanc, the one she used to sign multimillion-dollar deals - and returned. Still in her heels, skirt tight around her hips, she leaned over the table. The position made her ass push out slightly, the fabric stretching. She could feel Soren’s gaze on her, heavy, appraising, but he made no move to touch. Zero contact. Just the weight of his stare burning into her skin.

Thalia signed with a flourish that belied the tremor in her wrist: Thalia Voss.

Soren watched in silence until the ink was dry. Then he picked up the folder, closed it, and tucked it back into his jacket. For a long moment, he studied her again - her flushed cheeks, the way her nipples had hardened visibly against the silk of her blouse, the subtle shift of her thighs as arousal warred with reluctance.

“You chose this,” he said softly, voice never rising. “Because beneath the attorney, there is a woman who is tired of ruling. Tired of pretending she doesn’t drip at the thought of being put in her place.”

Thalia swallowed hard, her gray eyes flashing defiance even as heat bloomed between her legs. “Don’t presume to know me yet.”

A faint, predatory glint entered his eyes. “I don’t presume. I observe. And I see exactly how wet that signature just made you.”

He didn’t touch her. Not once. But the words landed like the first crack of a hand across bare flesh.

Soren turned toward the hallway that led to the private rooms of her apartment. With the ink still wet on the contract, he stood and said, “The real correction begins in the next room.”


Chapter 2: First Lap

Thalia followed Soren down the short hallway to her own bedroom, the click of her courtroom heels the only sound breaking the heavy silence. Her signature on the contract still felt fresh on her fingertips, a brand she had willingly pressed into her own skin. The apartment, once her sanctuary of control, now felt like enemy territory - every sleek surface reflecting her unraveling composure. Her stomach twisted with a volatile mix of dread and forbidden heat as Soren pushed open the door to the bedroom and stepped inside without hesitation.

He moved with that same liquid grace, broad shoulders filling the space, silver-threaded black hair catching the low light from the bedside lamp she had left on earlier. The room smelled faintly of her perfume - something sharp and expensive - but Soren’s presence overwhelmed it, a clean, masculine scent of cedar and authority that made her thighs clench involuntarily.

“Strip from the waist down,” he said, his voice low and certain, never rising above that calm register. He didn’t sit yet. Instead, he stood beside her king-sized bed, arms loosely at his sides, watching her with those piercing Scandinavian blue eyes. No smile. No reassurance. Just expectation.

Thalia hesitated, her piercing gray eyes flashing with the last remnants of her boardroom defiance. At twenty-eight, she had negotiated with sharks and won - until she hadn’t. Now her athletic frame, honed by early morning runs and ruthless discipline, trembled under the weight of his gaze. Her raven hair fell loose around sharp cheekbones as she reached for the zipper of her tight black pencil skirt. The fabric whispered down her hips, pooling at her ankles. She stepped out of it, leaving her in nothing but the black lace panties that already felt damp against her shaved pussy and the sheer black thigh-high stockings clipped to a garter belt. Her courtroom heels remained, making her legs look endlessly long and vulnerable.

Soren’s eyes dropped to the lace, then back to her face. “Everything below the waist. Bare.”

Her cheeks burned. Reluctantly, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and slid them down, the cool air kissing her exposed skin. The lace caught briefly on her thighs before she kicked them aside. Her pussy was smooth, the lips already slightly swollen, a betraying sheen of arousal glistening at the seam. She stood there, bare from the waist down, pulse hammering between her legs like a second heartbeat. The athletic curve of her ass felt impossibly exposed, cheeks firm yet soft, the kind of bottom that had never known real correction.

Soren finally sat on the edge of the bed, his tailored trousers stretching over powerful thighs. He patted his lap once, a simple gesture that carried the weight of command. “Over my knee, Thalia.”

She swallowed hard, the reluctance warring with the slick heat building low in her belly. This was what she had signed for. The escape from constant control. Yet stepping forward felt like crossing a line she could never uncross. Her heels clicked as she approached, then she lowered herself awkwardly across his lap, her torso resting on the bed, her bare ass elevated perfectly over his thighs. Her raven hair spilled across the duvet, and she gripped the sheets, gray eyes wide with anticipation.

Soren’s large hand rested lightly on the small of her back, not stroking, just anchoring her in place. His other hand - broad, warm, callused just enough to promise pain - settled on her right cheek, cupping it possessively for a moment. The touch sent a jolt straight to her core. No words yet. He simply let her feel the vulnerability: ass up, pussy exposed, legs slightly parted by the position, the lips of her cunt peeking out, already slick.

“You signed because you’re tired,” he murmured, voice steady and low. “Tired of fighting the world alone. Tonight, you fight nothing. You take what I give.”

The first spank landed without warning - his palm cracking hard across her right cheek with a sharp, resounding smack that echoed in the quiet room. Thalia gasped, her body jolting forward. The sting bloomed instantly, hot and bright, spreading across her flesh like wildfire. Before she could process it, his hand came down again on the left cheek, harder this time, the sound wetter because her skin was already warming.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

He built a steady rhythm, alternating cheeks, each swat deliberate and heavy. His hand was large enough to cover most of one globe with every strike, the impact driving her hips down against his thigh. Thalia bit her lip, refusing to cry out at first, but the heat was building fast - her ass turning a deepening pink under the assault. Each spank sent vibrations straight to her clit, the humiliating exposure making her pussy clench and leak. She could feel the wetness smearing against his trouser leg, the slick evidence of her body’s betrayal.

“Already dripping,” Soren observed coolly, pausing to run two fingers along the underside of her ass, brushing teasingly close to her swollen lips without quite touching. “Look at you. A ruthless attorney, reduced to a wet little girl over my knee. Your cunt doesn’t lie, Thalia. It’s weeping for this.”

She whimpered, the words slicing deeper than the spanks. Her gray eyes squeezed shut as he resumed, the pace quickening. His hand rained down in a relentless barrage - crisp, stinging swats that turned her firm cheeks into burning, jiggling flesh. The athletic muscle in her ass did nothing to protect her; it only made the impacts sharper, the bounce more pronounced. Thalia’s legs kicked involuntarily, her heels scraping against the floor as the pain deepened into a throbbing glow that radiated outward.

Smack-smack-smack-smack.

Her breathing grew ragged, short gasps escaping despite her efforts to stay composed. The sting was everywhere now - her entire bottom a hot, tender canvas painted red by his palm. And worse, far worse, was the slick flood between her thighs. Her pussy lips were puffy, parted, a thin string of arousal stretching from her entrance to his trousers. Every spank ground her clit against the hard muscle of his thigh, sending unwanted sparks of pleasure through the pain. She was shocked at her own wetness - the way her body gushed with each heavy slap, as if it had been waiting years for this exact humiliation.

“Please - ” she gasped, the word slipping out unbidden.

“Please what?” Soren asked, never breaking rhythm. His voice remained low, certain, laced with dark satisfaction. “Please stop? Or please make it hurt more so you can pretend you don’t love how soaked you are?”

He shifted her slightly, angling her ass higher, and targeted the sensitive undercurve where thigh met cheek. The spanks there were devastating - crisp and targeted, each one making her cry out sharply. Her raven hair stuck to her damp forehead, sharp cheekbones flushed crimson. Tears pricked at the corners of her gray eyes, not from pain alone but from the overwhelming realization of how her body was reacting. Her clit throbbed in time with the spanking, pussy clenching around nothing, dripping shamelessly down her inner thighs.

Soren spanked her thoroughly, methodically, covering every inch of her bare bottom until it glowed a deep, angry red. The sounds filled the room: the wet smack of palm on flesh, her ragged breaths, the occasional involuntary moan she couldn’t suppress. He paused only to spread her cheeks briefly, exposing her tight little hole and the glistening folds beneath, letting the cool air tease her before delivering a series of rapid, stinging swats directly to the crease.

Thalia was lost in it now - reluctance melting under the heat, her mind fracturing as sensation overwhelmed thought. She had craved this escape, but feeling it was something else entirely: the loss of power, the burning sting, the humiliating flood of wetness that proved how deeply it affected her.

After what felt like an eternity of steady, punishing rhythm, Soren slowed, his hand resting on her scorched cheeks, gently kneading the hot flesh. The contrast - pain to soothing - made her whimper again. His fingers traced the crimson imprints, dipping lower to brush lightly over her soaked pussy lips, collecting her arousal on his fingertips.

“Soaked,” he said, voice thick with quiet approval. “Shocked at yourself, aren’t you? The woman who controlled courtrooms now can’t control her own cunt. It’s dripping down my leg, Thalia. Begging for more even while you tremble.”

He delivered a final dozen hard spanks, fast and firm, making her ass bounce and jiggle with each impact. Thalia cried out openly now, tears slipping down her cheeks as the burn peaked. Her pussy spasmed, on the edge of something shameful, but he gave her nothing - no friction, no release. Just the raw, stinging lesson.

Finally, he stopped. His hand rested possessively on her blazing bottom, feeling the heat radiate from the punished flesh.

He set her on her feet and pointed to the corner. “Tomorrow the implements arrive.”


Chapter 3: Nose To Wall

Thalia stood trembling in the corner of her own bedroom, nose pressed firmly to the cool wall where two walls met in a sharp angle. The position was humiliatingly precise - Soren had guided her there himself after lifting her from his lap, his touch impersonal yet commanding. Her freshly spanked bottom throbbed with a deep, radiating heat, the skin stretched tight and glowing an angry crimson that she could almost feel pulsing in the air behind her. She was still bare from the waist down, her black pencil skirt discarded on the floor, lace panties kicked aside, courtroom heels the only remnant of her former armor. The athletic curves of her ass burned like fire, each cheek marked with the distinct imprint of Soren’s broad palm.

Her hands were ordered behind her back, wrists crossed just above the small of her spine, fingers interlaced as instructed. The position forced her shoulders back, thrusting her breasts forward against the silk of her blouse and arching her lower back so that her punished bottom jutted out obscenely toward the room. Her raven hair spilled down her shoulders, framing her sharp cheekbones, while her piercing gray eyes stared at nothing but the blank wall an inch from her nose. Every breath fogged the paint slightly. Her pulse hammered between her legs, the slick evidence of her arousal impossible to ignore.

Soren moved silently behind her, circling like a predator assessing its prey. His footsteps were measured, the soft rustle of his tailored trousers the only sound besides her own ragged breathing. He had not touched her since setting her in place, maintaining that strict zero-to-minimal contact rule for this rung, yet his presence filled the room like smoke - heavy, inescapable.

“Such a pretty shade of red,” he murmured, voice low and certain, never rising. The Scandinavian accent threaded through the words like frost on glass. He stopped directly behind her, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his body but not his skin. “Your firm little attorney ass looks much better like this. Marked. Owned. No longer pretending it belongs only to you.”

Thalia’s thighs quivered. The burn from the hand spanking had settled into a deep, stinging throb that radiated outward, making her clench involuntarily. And with every clench, she felt it - the humiliating wetness. Her smooth pussy lips were swollen and parted, a glossy sheen of arousal coating them, a thin trail already slipping down the inside of one thigh. She could smell her own musk faintly in the still air, and the knowledge that Soren could see it all made her stomach twist with shame even as fresh heat pooled low in her belly.

He circled again, slow and deliberate, coming to stand at her left side. “Legs apart, Thalia. Shoulder width. Let me see how wet that spanking made you.”

She hesitated, reluctance flaring hot in her chest. This was supposed to be control - her choice, her escape. Yet here she was, nose to the wall like a punished schoolgirl, ass blazing, cunt dripping. With a shaky breath, she shifted her heeled feet apart, the position opening her further. Cool air kissed her exposed folds, making her clit throb visibly.

Soren’s low chuckle was soft, approving. “Good girl. Look at that pretty pink cunt. Still clenching. Still leaking. You can feel it running down your thigh, can’t you? The ruthless negotiator who crushed opponents in court now can’t stop her pussy from weeping over a simple hand spanking. How does that feel, knowing your body betrays you so eagerly?”

Heat flooded her face, matching the fire in her bottom. Thalia bit her lip hard, gray eyes squeezing shut for a moment. Her hands remained locked behind her back, fingers tightening until the knuckles whitened. The extended corner time stretched on - minutes bleeding into what felt like an eternity. Soren continued his slow orbit, commenting in that calm, relentless voice.

“See how your cheeks are swelling slightly? That deep red is turning to a lovely bruised rose at the edges. Every time you clench, the skin pulls tight and the sting flares fresh. And your hole - tight little rosebud winking every few seconds. Does it ache to be touched? Or is it the emptiness that makes you drip even more?”

Thalia whimpered softly, the sound involuntary. Her athletic frame trembled in the heels, calves flexing, the curve of her ass on full display. She could picture exactly what he saw: the firm globes glowing crimson, the undercurve especially dark where his hand had targeted so precisely, the slick shine coating her inner thighs now reaching nearly to her knees. Her pussy lips were puffy, the inner folds glistening obscenely, clit peeking out swollen and needy. Every shift of her weight sent fresh throbs through her punished flesh and fresh pulses of arousal through her core.

Soren stopped again, this time directly behind her. She felt the air displace as he leaned in slightly, still not touching. “Hands stay behind your back. No rubbing. No clenching to hide it. I want you to feel every second of this exposure. This is what you signed for - your exhaustion handed over to me. And your cunt is thanking me already, flooding the floor beneath you. How many times did you touch yourself after a long day in court, trying to chase control? And yet one trip over my knee has you making a puddle like a desperate little slut.”

The words cut deep, slicing through her remaining pride. Thalia’s breath hitched, a tear slipping down her sharp cheekbone to drip onto the wall. The throb in her ass was constant now, a living heat that refused to fade. Her nipples had hardened painfully against her blouse, rubbing with every shallow breath. Between her legs, her pussy continued its shameless betrayal - another slow trickle of wetness sliding down her thigh, cool against the overheated skin.

Time dragged. Soren circled and observed, sometimes silent for long stretches that made her hyper-aware of her own body, sometimes offering more quiet commentary that stripped her bare.

“Arch your back more. Push that red ass out. Yes - like that. Perfect. Now hold it. Feel how exposed your cunt is? Any man walking in would see exactly how much you need this. How wet punishment makes the once-powerful Thalia Voss.”

She obeyed, the position making her lower back ache faintly, but the deeper ache was lower, deeper, in her dripping core. Her mind spun - reluctance warring with the dark thrill that kept her choosing to stay. She could safe-word. She could end it. But the slick heat, the throbbing burn, the way her body sang under his calm dominance… she stayed. Nose to the wall. Hands behind her back. Bottom on fire. Cunt weeping.

Soren’s footsteps paused once more. She heard the soft sound of a drawer opening in her nightstand - something he must have placed there earlier. Then the distinct tap of wood against skin.

He tapped the hairbrush against his palm. This will feel quite different..


Chapter 4: Brush Of Truth

Thalia’s nose was still pressed to the corner when Soren’s voice cut through the thick silence.

“Turn around.”

Her legs felt unsteady in the courtroom heels as she obeyed, pivoting slowly. The movement made her freshly spanked bottom throb anew, the deep crimson glow pulling tight with every shift. Her hands remained clasped behind her back until he nodded permission for them to fall to her sides. Gray eyes, glistening with unshed tears, met his calm Scandinavian blue. Soren stood in the center of the bedroom, broad-shouldered and immaculate in his tailored charcoal suit, the wooden hairbrush held loosely in his right hand. The oval back was heavy, dark cherry wood polished to a gleam, the bristles facing away for now. It looked innocent. It wasn’t.

“Back over my lap, Thalia.”

The command was quiet, certain. No rise in volume. No negotiation. Her stomach lurched with fresh dread even as slick heat pulsed between her bare thighs. The corner time had done its work - her ass burned like fire, her pussy lips swollen and glistening, a shameful trail of arousal still cooling on her inner thighs. Reluctance clawed at her chest, but the dark craving that had driven her to sign the contract pushed her forward. She stepped toward him on shaky heels, raven hair framing her sharp cheekbones, athletic frame trembling.

Soren sat once more on the edge of the bed, thighs parted, the perfect platform for correction. Thalia draped herself across his lap without being told twice, the position now horribly familiar. Her torso rested on the duvet, full breasts pressing into the mattress through her silk blouse, while her bare, crimson bottom arched high over his powerful thighs. Her long legs stretched out behind her, heels dangling, toes barely touching the floor. The movement spread her cheeks slightly, exposing the slick, puffy folds of her cunt to the cool air once again. She could feel how wet she still was - embarrassingly so - her arousal renewed by the anticipation alone.

Soren’s left hand settled firmly on the small of her back, pinning her in place with effortless strength. His right hand rested the flat wooden back of the hairbrush against her right cheek, letting her feel the cool, unyielding weight. The contrast against her blazing skin made her flinch.

“You took the hand spanking well,” he murmured, voice low and steady. “But this is different. This is truth. Wood doesn’t tire. It doesn’t forgive. It simply teaches.”

Thalia’s pulse hammered in her ears. Her muscles twitched in anticipation, the athletic curves of her ass already flinching before the first blow landed. She gripped the sheets, gray eyes wide.

The hairbrush rose and fell with a sharp, resounding crack that split the air like a gunshot.

THWACK!

Fire exploded across her right cheek - far sharper, deeper, more concentrated than any hand spank. Thalia cried out, her entire body jerking hard over his lap. The wood bit viciously, driving the sting straight into the muscle beneath the skin. Before she could draw breath, the brush struck again on the left cheek, matching the force.

THWACK! THWACK!

The rhythm was merciless and precise. Soren wielded the heavy brush with calm authority, each swing landing with a loud, wooden smack that echoed off the walls. The impact was devastating - dense, bruising, turning her already tender bottom into a landscape of overlapping crimson ovals. Her firm cheeks flattened under every strike, then sprang back only to be met with another punishing blow.

“Ah - fuck!” Thalia gasped, her courtroom composure shattering within the first dozen strokes. The pain was intense, blooming hotter and faster than she had imagined. Her legs kicked involuntarily, heels scraping the floor as the brush painted her ass in relentless fire. Each THWACK drove her hips down against his thigh, grinding her swollen clit against the fabric of his trousers. The friction sent unwanted sparks of pleasure through the agony, making her drip even more.

Soren continued without pause, covering every inch of her bare bottom - upper cheeks, lower curves, the sensitive crease where thigh met ass. The hairbrush found the undercurve with cruel accuracy, delivering crisp, overlapping strokes that made her howl. Her athletic frame bucked and writhed, raven hair whipping across her face as she twisted.

“Please - Soren - oh God, it’s too much!” she cried, voice breaking.

“It’s exactly enough,” he replied calmly, never raising his tone. The brush kept falling - THWACK, THWACK, THWACK - each impact louder, each leaving a deeper, darker imprint on her skin. “This is what you need. Your perfect, controlled life reduced to a red, bouncing ass and a leaking cunt. Listen to how wet you sound with every strike.”

Thalia sobbed, the words humiliating her further. She could hear it now - the wet slap of the brush against her soaked skin, the slick sounds of her own arousal being spanked into her flesh. Her pussy was a mess, lips puffy and parted, clit throbbing visibly, fresh wetness smearing across Soren’s thigh with every desperate grind.

The spanking intensified. Soren targeted the same spots repeatedly, layering pain until her bottom felt like it was on fire from the inside out. The heavy wood bruised as it burned, turning the deep red into mottled purple at the edges. Thalia’s pleas turned incoherent, raw and broken.

“No - no more - please, I can’t - ahh! Fuck, it hurts - Soren, please!”

Tears streamed down her sharp cheekbones, soaking the duvet beneath her face. Her gray eyes were glassy, unfocused. The athletic muscles in her thighs and ass twitched and spasmed uncontrollably, unable to escape the relentless rhythm of the brush. Every stroke made her ass jiggle and bounce, the flesh quivering under the impact. Her cunt clenched hard around nothing, leaking steadily, the betrayal so complete that she felt another shameful gush every time the brush cracked down.

Soren spoke through it all, his voice a low, steady anchor in the storm of pain and unwanted pleasure.

“Look at you. The razor-sharp attorney, reduced to incoherent begging over a simple hairbrush. Your bottom is purple already, Thalia. Swollen. Marked. And still your pussy drips like a faucet. You’re soaking my trousers. Does it shame you? Or does it make you wetter knowing I see exactly how much you need to be broken?”

Thalia could only sob and plead, her words dissolving into gasps and whimpers. “Please… please stop… I’ll be good - oh God, it burns - please!”

But the brush never slowed. Soren delivered a long series of rapid, stinging strokes to the undercurve, making her legs kick wildly, heels flying. Then he spread her cheeks with his left hand, exposing the tender inner flesh and her tight little hole, and applied several crisp swats directly to the crease. The pain was blinding. Thalia screamed, body arching, fresh tears flooding her face.

When he finally paused, her bottom was a throbbing, bruised masterpiece - deep crimson fading to angry purple, hot to the touch, swollen and tight. She lay limp across his lap, chest heaving, incoherent little whimpers escaping her lips. Her pussy continued to betray her, clit swollen and pulsing, slick arousal coating her thighs and his leg in shiny evidence.

Soren set the hairbrush aside on the bed. His hand rested lightly on her blazing cheeks, feeling the ferocious heat radiating from the punished flesh. He traced a finger along the worst of the bruises, then lower, brushing teasingly over her soaked folds without granting relief.

Tears streak her face as he reaches for his belt. The real lesson starts now..


Chapter 5: Belt Fury

Thalia stood on shaky legs in the living room of her sleek apartment, the city lights glittering mockingly through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Her bottom still burned with a deep, bruised throb from the previous night’s hairbrush session, the skin tight and tender, every shift of her weight sending fresh reminders of the wooden punishment. She wore nothing but a thin white silk blouse that barely skimmed the tops of her thighs, her raven hair loose and slightly tousled, sharp cheekbones flushed with a mix of dread and reluctant anticipation. The black pencil skirt and lace panties had been stripped away the moment Soren arrived, leaving her bare from the waist down once again. Her athletic frame trembled, gray eyes darting to the wide leather belt now looped in Soren’s strong hands.

Soren stood beside the low, modern couch, broad-shouldered and immaculate in another tailored suit, silver-threaded black hair catching the low lamplight. His posture was flawless, voice never rising above that low, certain register as he pointed to the rounded arm of the couch.

“Bend over. Arms stretched forward, wrists together on the seat cushion.”

Thalia swallowed hard, reluctance surging hot in her chest even as slick heat gathered between her legs. The hairbrush had left her bottom mottled purple and crimson, swollen and hypersensitive. The thought of leather on top of that tender flesh made her stomach churn. Yet the memory of how her body had betrayed her - dripping shamelessly over his lap - kept her moving. She approached the couch, placed her palms on the seat, and bent forward, draping her torso over the wide arm. The position lifted her ass high, thrusting the punished cheeks outward, parting them slightly to expose the glistening seam of her pussy. Her long legs stretched behind her, bare feet planted on the cool concrete floor, toes curling in anticipation.

Soren stepped close. His large hand closed around both her wrists, pinning them firmly together against the cushion above her head. The grip was iron, effortless, rendering her upper body immobile. His other hand doubled the thick leather belt, the heavy buckle clinking softly as he tested its weight.

“Skin still tender from yesterday,” he observed calmly, letting the folded leather rest against her blazing right cheek. The cool, smooth hide kissed the hot, bruised flesh, making her flinch. “Good. You’ll feel every stroke more deeply. This is for the resistance you still cling to, Thalia. The part of you that thinks it can negotiate its way out of surrender.”

The first stroke whistled through the air and landed with a loud, cracking snap across the center of both cheeks.

CRACK!

White-hot fire exploded across her already tender bottom. Thalia cried out sharply, her body jerking hard against his pinning grip. The belt left a vivid, raised welt instantly, overlaying the purple bruises from the hairbrush. The pain was sharper than wood - stinging, biting, spreading like liquid flame. Before she could recover, the second stroke landed parallel, just below the first.

CRACK! CRACK!

Soren delivered the strapping in measured, merciless strokes, each one perfectly spaced, each one landing with controlled power. The leather snapped and bit, painting bright red stripes across the crimson and purple canvas of her ass. Her firm cheeks flattened under every impact, then bounced back only to be met with another punishing lash. The sound filled the apartment - sharp cracks echoing off the minimalist walls, accompanied by her growing cries.

“Ahh - fuck! Soren - please, it’s too much on the bruises!” she gasped, voice breaking.

“It is exactly enough,” he replied, voice low and steady. The belt rose and fell again, targeting the undercurve with ruthless accuracy. CRACK! The stroke caught the sensitive crease where thigh met cheek, making her legs kick wildly, bare feet slapping the floor.

Thalia’s athletic body writhed over the couch arm, wrists straining uselessly in his unyielding grip. Tears pricked at her gray eyes as the strapping continued - measured, relentless, each stroke building on the last. The leather licked across her swollen cheeks, raising fresh welts that crisscrossed the hairbrush marks. Every impact sent jolts of pain straight through her core, making her pussy clench and leak. She could feel the wetness smearing between her thighs, dripping onto the couch arm beneath her. The humiliation burned as hot as the leather.

“Look at you,” Soren murmured between strokes, never breaking rhythm. “Bent over your own expensive couch like a common slut. Ass striped and bouncing for me. And your cunt - already flooding again. I can see it glistening from here. The proud attorney reduced to a dripping, striped mess. Does the belt make you wetter than the brush, Thalia? Be honest with yourself.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Three rapid strokes landed on the lower curves, making her howl and buck. Her raven hair whipped across her face, sharp cheekbones pressed into the cushion as sobs began to tear from her throat. The pain was overwhelming - deep, burning stripes that throbbed with every heartbeat. Her bottom felt raw, swollen, the skin stretched tight over the welts. Yet her body betrayed her completely: her clit throbbed in time with the belt, pussy lips puffy and parted, a steady trickle of arousal running down her inner thighs.

“Please - Soren - I’m sorry - oh God, it hurts so much!” she pleaded, voice hoarse and broken. “I’ll be good - I swear - just please slow down!”

Soren’s only response was another precise lash, this one catching the tops of her thighs, just below the curve of her ass. The sting was vicious on fresh skin. Thalia screamed, legs scissoring helplessly, toes curling tight. He kept her wrists pinned high, forcing her to arch her back and present her bottom even more vulnerably. The position made her breasts sway beneath the silk blouse, nipples hard and aching against the fabric.

He shifted his aim slightly, strapping the sides of her cheeks, then returning to the center. The leather hissed and cracked, painting her entire bottom in a lattice of bright red welts over the darker bruises. Thalia’s pleas dissolved into incoherent sobs and whimpers, her athletic frame shaking with every merciless stroke. The pain blended into a roaring fire that consumed her thoughts, leaving only sensation - the burn, the bounce, the humiliating wetness that continued to flood from her clenching cunt.

Soren spoke through it, his voice a calm counterpoint to her breakdown.

“Feel how your body opens for this. Your tight little hole winking with every lash. Your pussy dripping onto the couch like you’re in heat. This is the truth the belt teaches, Thalia. You don’t want control anymore. You want to be stripped and striped and used until the only thing left is obedience.”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

A final flurry targeted the undercurve again, the hardest strokes yet. Thalia’s screams peaked, her body convulsing over the couch arm as the pain pushed her right to the razor’s edge of something darker - pleasure twisted so tightly with agony that she teetered on the brink of orgasm. Her clit pulsed violently, pussy spasming, wetness gushing in shameful pulses. She was so close, hips grinding desperately against the couch arm despite the pain, chasing the release her body craved.

Then, abruptly, Soren stopped.

The belt hung loose in his hand, the last crack still echoing. Thalia hung limp over the couch, chest heaving, tears streaming down her face, body trembling with unspent need. Her striped and bruised bottom throbbed viciously, every welt alive with fire. Her pussy continued to clench and drip, on the very edge, desperate for just one more touch.

He stops just before she tips over the edge and smiles. No release tonight..


Chapter 6: Oak Lesson

Thalia knelt on the thick rug in the center of her living room, forehead pressed to the floor, ass thrust high in the air. The position was degrading in its simplicity - knees wide, back deeply arched, raven hair spilling around her face like a dark curtain. Her athletic body still trembled from the previous night’s belt strapping; vivid red welts crisscrossed her once-firm cheeks, now overlaid with deep purple bruises that throbbed with every heartbeat. The silk blouse she had been allowed to keep clung damply to her skin, nipples stiff and aching against the fabric. Between her spread thighs, her smooth pussy lips were swollen and slick, a thin string of arousal already stretching toward the rug.

Soren stood over her, broad-shouldered and perfectly composed in a crisp black shirt and tailored trousers. In his right hand he held the heavy oak paddle - thick, solid, nearly eighteen inches long, with a wide, flat striking surface and a sturdy handle wrapped in smooth leather. The wood was dense and unyielding, its weight obvious even from a distance. On the low coffee table beside him lay an even larger, heavier paddle, dark and menacing, promising far worse.

“Up,” he commanded quietly. “Over the arm of the couch again. Same position as last night.”

Thalia rose on shaky legs, gray eyes wide with fresh dread. The welts from the belt pulled tight as she moved, sending sharp stings through her tender flesh. She draped herself over the rounded couch arm once more, stretching her arms forward so her wrists rested on the seat cushion. Her bottom lifted high, cheeks parted slightly by the angle, exposing everything - the bruised, welted globes, the tight rosebud above, and the glistening, puffy folds of her cunt below. Her long legs trembled behind her, bare feet planted wide on the cool floor.

Soren stepped close. His left hand pressed firmly between her shoulder blades, pinning her down. The heavy oak paddle rested against her right cheek, the cool, smooth wood a shocking contrast to the burning heat of her skin.

“This will bruise deeply,” he said, voice low and certain. “You will feel it for days. And your body will try to come from the pain. I will take you right to the edge and leave you there. Denial is part of the lesson, Thalia. Your orgasms belong to me now.”

The first stroke landed with a heavy, resounding THUD that drove the air from her lungs.

The impact was brutal - dense, thudding pain that sank straight into muscle and bone. Thalia’s mouth opened in a silent scream as the oak paddle flattened her right cheek, the force rippling through her entire bottom. A deep bruise bloomed instantly beneath the skin. Before she could draw breath, the paddle swung again, landing squarely on the left cheek with equal power.

THUD! THUD!

The heavy wood punished her methodically, each stroke deliberate and full-armed. The sound was deeper than leather or brush - solid, meaty thwacks that made her firm ass compress and rebound violently. Every impact sent shockwaves through her core, jarring her clit and making her pussy clench hard around nothing. Fresh wetness flooded from her, dripping openly down her thighs.

“Ahhh - God! Soren - it’s too heavy!” she cried, voice already cracking.

“It is exactly what you need,” he replied calmly, never raising his tone. The paddle continued its relentless rhythm - THUD, THUD, THUD - covering her entire bottom in overlapping bruises. The welts from the belt were driven deeper, the purple marks darkening to angry blackish-blue under the oak’s assault. Her cheeks swelled rapidly, tightening painfully over the deepening contusions.

Thalia’s athletic frame bucked and writhed over the couch arm, but Soren’s pinning hand kept her firmly in place. Tears sprang to her gray eyes as the paddle found the undercurve again and again, the dense wood biting into the most sensitive flesh. Each heavy stroke ground her swollen clit against the couch fabric, forcing unwanted sparks of pleasure through the crushing pain. Her pussy spasmed violently, leaking in shameful gushes that soaked the couch arm beneath her.

“Please - please, I can’t take it - oh fuck, it hurts so deep!” she sobbed, legs kicking helplessly.

Soren shifted his aim slightly, paddling the tops of her thighs and then returning to the lower curves of her ass. The impacts grew harder, the bruises layering until her entire bottom felt like one massive, throbbing contusion. Thalia’s pleas dissolved into raw, animal sounds - gasps, whimpers, broken cries. Her body betrayed her completely: every thudding stroke pushed her closer to an edge she didn’t want to acknowledge. Her clit throbbed in time with the paddle, pussy clenching and fluttering, the pressure building unbearably.

The heavy oak paddle cracked down again and again, methodical and merciless. Thalia’s bottom was a wreck - deeply bruised, swollen to twice its normal size, the skin stretched shiny and tight over purple-black marks. She could feel the bruises forming, the deep ache settling into bone. Yet the pain twisted into something darker, hotter. Her hips began grinding involuntarily against the couch arm, chasing friction as the paddle drove her relentlessly toward orgasm.

Soren noticed. His voice remained low, almost gentle. “That’s it. Let it happen. Your cunt is trying to come from the paddle. Soaked and desperate. Come for the pain, Thalia. Show me how thoroughly you’re breaking.”

The next series of strokes targeted the exact same spots - rapid, heavy THUDS that jarred her entire body. The pressure in her core coiled tighter, tighter, until it snapped.

Thalia came with a shattered scream, her pussy convulsing hard, gushing wetness in powerful spasms that soaked her thighs and the couch. The orgasm crashed through her, forced by the brutal paddling, her bruised ass bouncing under the oak with every clench. Waves of unwanted pleasure ripped through the agony, leaving her sobbing and shaking.

But Soren did not stop.

He kept the paddle moving, lighter now but still punishing, drawing the orgasm out while denying her any softening. Just as the peak began to fade, he increased the force again, driving her straight back toward another brutal edge. Thalia wailed, body convulsing, another orgasm building against her will. Her gray eyes rolled back, tears streaming down her sharp cheekbones, incoherent pleas falling from her lips.

“Please - no more - I can’t - Soren - I’m coming again - please let me - ”

He stopped the paddle mid-swing, just as her second climax crested. The heavy oak hovered above her ruined bottom. Thalia hung limp and trembling over the couch arm, pussy still fluttering and dripping, denied at the very brink. Deep, throbbing bruises covered her ass and upper thighs, the flesh hot, swollen, and exquisitely tender. Every tiny movement sent fresh waves of pain through her.

Soren set the oak paddle down beside the even heavier one on the table. His hand rested lightly on her burning, bruised cheeks, feeling the ferocious heat and the way she flinched at the gentlest touch.

“Tomorrow you wear something special inside while I correct you..”


Chapter 7: Plugged Tight

Thalia knelt naked on the thick rug in her living room, knees spread wide, forehead pressed to the floor, ass thrust high and vulnerable. The deep bruises from yesterday’s heavy oak paddle still throbbed with every heartbeat, the skin stretched tight and shiny over mottled purple-black marks that covered her once-firm cheeks and upper thighs. Her athletic frame trembled, raven hair spilling around her sharp cheekbones, gray eyes squeezed shut in a mix of dread and shameful anticipation. A bottle of thick, clear lube sat beside her on the rug, and between her spread thighs, her smooth pussy lips were already swollen and glistening, a fresh trickle of arousal sliding down toward her knees.

Soren stood behind her, broad-shouldered and perfectly composed. In his left hand he held a medium-sized black silicone vibrating plug, sleek and tapered, with a flared base and a small remote attached by a thin wire. The plug was already slick with a generous coating of lube that dripped slowly from its tip. In his right hand rested the even heavier oak paddle from the night before - the one that had left her bruised and denied.

“Arch your back deeper,” he ordered, voice low and certain. “Present that plugged hole for me.”

Thalia’s stomach fluttered violently. The reluctance still burned in her chest - she was a corporate attorney, not some toy to be filled and punished - but the dark craving that had led her to sign the contract won again. She arched harder, pushing her bruised, swollen ass higher, parting her cheeks to expose the tight pink rosebud between them. The position made her dripping pussy lips part obscenely, clit peeking out swollen and needy.

Soren knelt briefly behind her. The cool, slick tip of the plug pressed against her resistant hole. He circled it slowly, spreading the lube, then began to push. The tapered head breached her tight ring with a wet pop, stretching her open. Thalia gasped sharply, the intrusion burning as the plug sank deeper, the thickest part forcing her muscles to yield. Her bruised cheeks quivered around the invading silicone as it slid home, the flared base seating firmly between her welted globes. The fullness was immediate and overwhelming, pressing against the deep bruises and making the tender flesh throb even harder.

“Good,” Soren murmured. He flicked the remote.

The plug buzzed to life inside her - low at first, a deep, insistent vibration that radiated through her core and straight to her clit. Thalia moaned involuntarily, her pussy clenching hard around nothing, fresh wetness gushing from her folds. The combination of the throbbing bruises, the stretching fullness, and the steady buzz made her hips rock helplessly.

Soren rose and tapped the heavy oak paddle against his palm. “Now you will be paddled with it inside. The vibration stays on. You will take every stroke while it buzzes against your bruises. And you will not come unless I allow it.”

He swung the heavy paddle without further warning.

THUD!

The dense oak crashed across both cheeks with devastating force, driving the plug even deeper and sending violent vibrations exploding through her stretched hole and bruised flesh. Thalia screamed, her entire body jolting forward. The impact flattened her swollen cheeks, reigniting every deep bruise with white-hot agony. The plug buzzed mercilessly inside her, turning the pain into a sick, twisting pleasure that shot straight to her clit.

THUD! THUD! THUD!

Soren paddled her hard and methodically, each powerful stroke landing squarely on the already ruined bottom. The heavy wood sank into the bruised muscle, making her ass bounce and jiggle violently around the base of the plug. Every impact drove the vibrating silicone against her inner walls, the buzz intensifying the pain and forcing her pussy to clench and leak in rhythmic spasms. Wet, obscene sounds filled the room - the meaty thud of oak on flesh, the wet squelch of her dripping cunt, her broken cries.

“Fuck - Soren - it’s too much - the plug - ahhh!” she wailed, tears already streaming down her face.

“It is exactly right,” he replied calmly, never raising his voice. The paddle continued its relentless assault - THUD, THUD, THUD - targeting the lower curves and undercurve, right where the plug’s base pressed against her stretched ring. Each heavy stroke made the plug jolt inside her, the vibrations hammering her most sensitive spots while the bruises screamed in protest.

Thalia’s athletic body convulsed over the rug, forehead grinding against the floor, ass thrust high as she took the brutal paddling. The plug buzzed without mercy, a constant, deep hum that turned every thudding impact into a brutal mix of agony and forced arousal. Her pussy was soaked, lips puffy and parted, clit throbbing visibly as fresh gushes of wetness ran down her thighs in shiny rivulets. The fullness in her ass, the relentless vibration, and the crushing weight of the paddle pushed her relentlessly toward the edge.

“Please - please, I’m going to come - the buzzing - it’s making me - oh God!” she begged, voice hoarse and broken.

Soren’s only response was to swing harder. The heavy oak cracked down again and again, layering fresh, deep bruises over the old ones. Thalia’s bottom was a throbbing, swollen wreck - purple-black and shiny, the plug’s base nestled tightly between the punished cheeks. Her legs shook uncontrollably, toes curling, hips bucking as the orgasm built against her will.

The paddle found the exact same spots repeatedly, the dense wood driving the vibrating plug deeper with every strike. Thalia screamed incoherently, her gray eyes rolling back as the pressure in her core coiled unbearably tight. The buzzing against her inner walls, the crushing pain in her ass, the humiliating drip of her own arousal - it all crashed together.

She came hard, pussy spasming violently around nothing, gushing in powerful, shameful squirts that soaked the rug beneath her. The orgasm ripped through her, forced by the merciless combination of plug and paddle, her bruised ass bouncing wildly under the oak as her hole clenched rhythmically around the vibrating silicone.

Soren did not stop.

He kept paddling through her climax, lighter strokes now but still firm, drawing the orgasm out while the plug continued its relentless buzz. Just as the waves began to ebb, he increased the intensity again, driving her straight back toward another brutal peak. Thalia wailed, body shaking, another orgasm building fast.

Then, abruptly, he switched the plug to a higher setting and delivered three final, devastating THUDS to the undercurve. Thalia screamed, teetering right on the razor’s edge of a second climax, her pussy fluttering and dripping, every muscle locked in desperate need.

Soren stopped the paddle and switched the plug off.

Thalia collapsed forward, chest heaving, tears streaking her face, body trembling with denied need and overwhelming sensation. Her bottom was a deep, angry mess of bruises, the plug still seated firmly inside her, now silent but stretching her relentlessly. Her pussy continued to twitch and leak, clit swollen and pulsing, denied at the peak once again.

Soren crouched beside her, running a single finger along the base of the plug, pressing it gently deeper into her bruised flesh. His voice remained low and certain.

“Wear the remote egg to dinner tomorrow. I control the button..”


Chapter 8: Remote Control

Thalia sat rigidly across from Soren at a corner table in the upscale downtown restaurant, the soft glow of candlelight doing nothing to ease the fire between her thighs. The black cocktail dress she wore clung to her athletic frame like a second skin, the hem stopping mid-thigh and offering no protection whatsoever. Beneath it, she was bare except for the smooth, egg-shaped remote vibrator buried deep inside her pussy. The silicone toy nestled against her G-spot, its flared base pressing firmly against her swollen lips. It had been inserted in the car on the way over - Soren’s fingers slick with lube as he pushed it home while she gripped the dashboard and tried not to moan.

Now, the egg was already humming.

A low, steady buzz pulsed inside her, controlled entirely by the small black remote in Soren’s jacket pocket. Thalia’s piercing gray eyes flicked nervously around the elegant dining room - white tablecloths, crystal glasses, soft jazz playing in the background. No one could possibly know what was happening beneath her dress, yet the thought that they might suspect made her cheeks burn. Her raven hair was pinned in a sleek updo, sharp cheekbones highlighted by the candlelight, but her thighs were pressed tightly together under the table, muscles twitching as the egg tormented her.

Soren sat opposite her, immaculate in a tailored charcoal suit, silver-threaded black hair catching the light. His expression was calm, almost conversational, as he studied the wine list. His voice never rose above that low, certain register when he spoke.

“Relax your thighs, Thalia. Spread them slightly. I want full access.”

She obeyed with a shaky breath, parting her knees beneath the heavy tablecloth. The movement allowed the egg to press more firmly against her inner walls. The vibration intensified suddenly - Soren’s thumb brushing the remote in his pocket. The buzz jumped from low to a pulsing rhythm that made her clit throb in time. A soft, involuntary whimper escaped her lips before she could swallow it.

“Careful,” he murmured, eyes locking onto hers. “People will notice if you start moaning like a desperate little slut in the middle of dinner.”

Thalia’s hands clenched the edge of the table. Her pussy was already soaked, the egg sliding slickly inside her with every tiny shift of her hips. The deep bruises from the oak paddle still ached when she sat, a constant, throbbing reminder beneath the new torment. Every pulse of the vibrator sent sparks straight to her swollen clit, forcing her body to produce more wetness that coated her inner thighs.

The waiter approached to take their order. Thalia forced a tight smile, trying to keep her voice steady as the egg suddenly surged to a higher setting. The intense buzzing made her toes curl inside her heels.

“I’ll have the… the seabass,” she managed, voice slightly breathy. Her gray eyes pleaded silently with Soren across the table.

He ordered calmly, then leaned back, watching her with visible satisfaction as the waiter walked away. The vibration dropped to a teasing flutter, then spiked again without warning. Thalia’s thighs trembled. Her nipples had hardened painfully against the thin fabric of her dress, clearly visible if anyone looked closely.

“You’re dripping already,” Soren observed quietly, his gaze dropping to where her lap disappeared beneath the tablecloth. “I can see the way your hips are rocking. That greedy cunt is trying to fuck the egg right here in public. How does it feel knowing any moment someone could realize the once-ruthless attorney is sitting in a five-star restaurant with a remote-controlled toy buried in her soaked pussy?”

Heat flooded her face. Thalia bit her lower lip hard, fighting the moan building in her throat. The egg pulsed in relentless waves - slow, fast, slow again - keeping her right on the edge without ever letting her tip over. Her clit throbbed visibly, the slick sounds of her arousal faintly audible to her own ears whenever she shifted. She was painfully aware of the wetness now leaking onto the chair beneath her.

By the time their appetizers arrived, she was a trembling mess. The egg had been ramped up to a constant, strong buzz for nearly five minutes. Her athletic frame quivered, one hand gripping the stem of her wine glass so tightly she feared it might snap. A fresh gush of wetness escaped her, soaking the seat. She was close - so dangerously close.

“Please,” she whispered across the table, voice barely audible. “Soren… I’m going to come if you don’t stop.”

His lips curved in the faintest predatory smile. “Then come. But quietly. Or everyone in this restaurant will know what a dripping, desperate whore you’ve become.”

The vibration surged to maximum. Thalia’s eyes widened, her back arching slightly as the orgasm crashed toward her. Her pussy clenched hard around the egg, inner walls fluttering wildly. She was right there - Soren switched it off.

The denial hit like a slap. Thalia gasped sharply, thighs clamping together as her body screamed in protest. The edge receded slowly, leaving her panting and frustrated, pussy still twitching and leaking. Tears of humiliation pricked at the corners of her gray eyes.

The rest of the meal was exquisite torture. Soren kept the remote active, bringing her to the brink repeatedly - during the main course, while she tried to eat, while they discussed nothing of consequence. Each time she approached orgasm, he cut the power, leaving her denied and dripping. By dessert, her dress was damp at the back, her thighs shiny with her own arousal, and her mind was fracturing under the relentless public edging.

When the check was paid, Soren stood and offered his hand. “Bathroom. Now.”

Thalia rose on unsteady heels, the egg still buried deep inside her. She followed him to the elegant marble restroom at the back of the restaurant. The moment the door locked behind them, Soren’s demeanor shifted from calm to commanding.

“Hands on the counter. Skirt up. Ass out.”

She obeyed instantly, bending over the marble sink, hiking the tight dress up to her waist. Her bare, bruised bottom was fully exposed, the deep purple marks from the paddle still vivid. The base of the remote egg peeked out between her soaked pussy lips.

Soren unbuckled his belt with deliberate slowness, the thick leather whispering free. He doubled it and brought it down hard across her tender cheeks.

CRACK!

The strap landed with vicious force, reigniting every bruise. Thalia cried out, the sound echoing off the marble. He strapped her mercilessly - measured, powerful strokes that made her ass bounce and jiggle, the egg jostling inside her with every impact. The combination of the strapping and the occasional sudden buzz from the remote kept her right on the edge again, pussy gushing fresh wetness down her thighs.

“You will not come,” he told her between strokes, voice low and certain. “Not here. Not tonight. This is public correction. Feel how wet it makes you anyway.”

Thalia sobbed, hips bucking as the belt painted fresh red stripes over her bruised flesh. The egg buzzed sharply for a few seconds, pushing her dangerously close once more, then fell silent. By the time Soren finished, her bottom was a throbbing, striped mess, and she was shaking with denied need.

They left the restaurant in silence. In the back of the car, Thalia sat gingerly on her punished cheeks, the egg still inside her, now mercifully quiet.

Back home he cuffs her. The belt will sing tonight..


Chapter 9: Steel Wrists

Thalia stood in the center of her bedroom, heart hammering against her ribs, the cool steel of handcuffs already biting into her wrists behind her back. Soren had clicked them shut the moment they entered the apartment, the decisive ratchet of the ratchet mechanism sealing her fate for the night. Her arms were pulled tightly behind her, shoulders strained, chest thrust forward so that her breasts strained against the thin silk blouse she still wore. Everything below the waist had been stripped away the instant the front door closed - her cocktail dress pooled on the floor, the remote egg removed and set aside, leaving her smooth pussy exposed and glistening from hours of public torment.

The deep bruises from the oak paddle had darkened to angry purple-black, overlaid with fresh red welts from the restaurant bathroom strapping. Her athletic ass throbbed constantly, swollen and tight, every tiny movement sending fresh waves of pain through the punished flesh. Raven hair spilled loose around her sharp cheekbones, gray eyes wide with a potent mix of reluctance and dark, shameful hunger.

Soren sat on the edge of the bed, broad-shouldered and unflinching in his tailored black shirt, silver-threaded hair catching the low lamplight. His thick leather belt lay doubled in his right hand, the heavy buckle removed and set aside so only the supple, punishing length remained. His left hand patted his thigh once.

“Over my lap, Thalia. Face down. Arms stay cuffed behind your back.”

The command was quiet, certain. No negotiation. Thalia’s stomach fluttered violently. With her wrists locked behind her, balance was precarious. She had to lean forward awkwardly, lowering herself across his powerful thighs until her torso rested on the bed, her cuffed hands pressed awkwardly against the small of her back. The position forced her bruised, welted ass high in the air, cheeks parted slightly by the arch of her spine. Her long legs stretched out behind her, bare feet dangling, toes barely brushing the floor. Completely helpless. No hands to brace herself, no way to twist away. Her dripping pussy and tight rosebud were fully on display, the lips puffy and shiny with renewed arousal.

Soren’s left hand settled firmly on the back of her neck, pinning her down with effortless strength. The cool leather of the belt rested against her blazing right cheek, letting her feel its weight.

“You’ve been edged and denied for hours,” he murmured, voice low and steady. “Now you’ll be whipped while completely helpless. The cuffs stay on. You will take every stroke. And your cunt will keep dripping no matter how much it hurts.”

The first lash cracked across both cheeks with a sharp, resounding snap.

CRACK!

White-hot fire exploded across her tender, bruised flesh. Thalia cried out sharply, her entire body jerking hard over his lap. The belt bit deep, raising a vivid red stripe over the purple bruises. Without her hands to clutch the sheets, she could only writhe helplessly, shoulders straining against the steel cuffs. The second stroke landed immediately below the first.

CRACK! CRACK!

Soren whipped her with measured, merciless precision. The doubled leather sang through the air, each stroke landing with controlled power that made her swollen cheeks flatten and bounce violently. The handcuffs rattled behind her back with every impact, the metal digging into her wrists as she instinctively tried to reach back and protect herself. She couldn’t. She was utterly at his mercy - ass elevated, body pinned, pussy exposed and leaking.

“Ahh - fuck! Soren - it hurts - the bruises - ” she gasped, voice already breaking.

“It is supposed to hurt,” he replied calmly, never raising his tone. The belt continued its relentless rhythm - CRACK, CRACK, CRACK - painting fresh, angry welts across the mottled canvas of her bottom. Each lash reignited the deep paddle bruises, driving the pain straight into muscle and bone. Her firm ass jiggled and quivered under the assault, the skin stretching tight over the swelling welts.

Thalia’s legs kicked helplessly, bare feet drumming the floor as the whipping intensified. Tears sprang to her gray eyes, spilling down her sharp cheekbones onto the duvet. The helplessness of being cuffed amplified everything - the inability to shield herself, the total surrender of control. Every crack of the belt sent jolts straight to her core. Her pussy clenched hard, leaking fresh arousal that smeared across Soren’s trousers. The wet sounds of her own dripping mingled with the sharp cracks of leather on flesh.

“Look at you,” Soren said quietly between strokes, his left hand keeping her neck firmly pinned. “Handcuffed like a criminal. Ass striped and bouncing over my lap. And your cunt - flooding again. Soaking my leg while I whip you raw. The proud attorney reduced to a dripping, helpless mess. Does the steel around your wrists make it worse? Knowing you can’t stop this no matter how much you beg?”

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Three rapid strokes targeted the undercurve, the most sensitive flesh where thigh met cheek. Thalia screamed, body convulsing, the handcuffs rattling loudly as she strained uselessly. The pain was overwhelming - deep, burning stripes layered over bruises that already felt like fire. Yet her body betrayed her completely. Her clit throbbed visibly, swollen and needy, her pussy lips puffy and parted, a steady trickle of wetness running down her inner thighs and pooling on his lap.

“Please - Soren - I can’t - oh God, the cuffs - please let me move!” she sobbed, voice hoarse.

“You don’t need to move. You only need to take,” he answered, voice low and certain. The belt kept falling - CRACK, CRACK - finding the same tender spots repeatedly until her entire bottom was a throbbing, welted wreck. The athletic muscles in her thighs and ass twitched and spasmed uncontrollably. Her shoulders burned from the strain of the cuffs, but the deeper burn was in her punished flesh and the shameful heat building between her legs.

Soren shifted her slightly, angling her ass higher despite the handcuffs. He targeted the sides of her cheeks and then returned to the center, the leather whipping her with ruthless efficiency. Thalia’s pleas dissolved into raw, broken sobs and whimpers. She was shaking violently now, tears streaming freely, body slick with sweat. Every lash made her hips grind involuntarily against his thigh, chasing friction for her throbbing clit even as the pain tore through her.

The whipping went on and on - measured strokes that built layer after layer of fire. Her bottom was swollen, crisscrossed with bright red welts over deep purple bruises, the skin hot and tight. Her pussy continued its shameless betrayal, gushing with every crack of the belt, the wetness now coating her thighs and his trousers in shiny evidence. She was close again - dangerously close to coming from the pain and helplessness alone.

Soren sensed it. He slowed the strokes but made them heavier, each impact driving her right to the edge. Thalia wailed, body locked in desperate need, pussy fluttering and dripping, the handcuffs rattling as she strained.

Then he stopped.

The belt rested across her blazing cheeks. Thalia hung limp and shaking over his lap, chest heaving with ragged sobs, tears streaking her face, every muscle trembling. Her cuffed wrists ached, her bottom was a throbbing, welted inferno, and her pussy still pulsed with unspent arousal, denied once more.

Soren ran a single finger lightly along the worst of the welts, feeling the ferocious heat radiating from her punished flesh. His voice remained low and steady.

“Tomorrow you lose your sight as well..”


Chapter 10: Blind Obedience

Thalia knelt blindfolded in the center of her bedroom, the thick black silk scarf tied tightly over her eyes cutting off all light. The world had narrowed to sound, touch, and the relentless throbbing of her body. Steel handcuffs still locked her wrists securely behind her back, the metal warm now from her skin but still biting whenever she shifted. Her athletic frame trembled on her knees, bare breasts heaving with each shallow breath, nipples stiff and aching. Below, her ass and upper thighs burned with a deep, layered fire - deep purple bruises from the oak paddle, vivid red welts from the belt, all of it swollen and hypersensitive. Between her spread thighs, her smooth pussy lips were puffy and glistening, a slow, shameful trickle of arousal already sliding down her inner thigh.

Soren’s voice came low and perfectly calm from somewhere in front of her. “Stand up.”

She rose unsteadily, heels long since discarded, bare feet pressing into the rug. Without sight, every movement felt precarious. The loss of vision amplified everything - the cool air on her naked skin, the pull of the cuffs behind her back, the constant throbbing heat radiating from her punished bottom.

“Legs apart. Bend forward at the waist until your torso is parallel to the floor.”

Thalia obeyed, heart hammering. She bent at the hips, ass thrust out and up, back arched deeply. The position strained her shoulders and made the handcuffs dig harder into her wrists. Her heavy breasts swayed beneath her, hanging full and vulnerable. Her bruised, welted cheeks parted naturally, exposing her tight rosebud and the slick, swollen folds of her cunt to the room. Blind and cuffed, she was utterly helpless - offered like a piece of meat for correction.

She heard the soft rustle of movement as Soren circled her slowly. Then his large, warm hand settled on the small of her back, steadying her.

“Tonight you lose your sight,” he said, voice never rising, perfectly measured. “You will feel every implement without knowing when or where the next stroke will land. Hand. Brush. Belt. All while you stay exactly where I put you. Your only job is to take it and drip for me.”

The first touch was his bare hand - crisp, heavy swats that cracked across her right cheek without warning.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Thalia gasped sharply, body jolting forward. The hand spanking reignited every bruise and welt, sending fresh fire blooming across her tender flesh. Without sight, she couldn’t anticipate the rhythm. The blows came faster, then slower, alternating cheeks, then focusing on the undercurve. Each impact made her ass bounce and jiggle, the swollen skin pulling tight over the deep contusions.

Her pussy responded instantly, clenching hard and leaking more wetness down her thighs. The helplessness of being blindfolded and cuffed turned the pain into something darker, more intimate. Every smack echoed loudly in her ears, the sting sharper because she could see nothing else.

Soren’s hand paused. She heard the soft clack of the wooden hairbrush being picked up from the bed.

The heavy oval back landed without mercy - THWACK! - directly across both cheeks. Thalia cried out, knees buckling slightly before she caught herself. The brush was devastating on her already bruised bottom, the dense wood driving deep into the muscle. He wielded it calmly, methodically, covering every inch of her presented ass with crisp, overlapping strokes.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

Each crack of the brush made her sob, the pain blooming hotter and faster than she could process. Blind, she could only feel the sudden explosions of agony, the way her cheeks flattened and sprang back, the humiliating jiggle of her punished flesh. Her pussy gushed with every impact, the slick sounds faintly audible even to her own ears. The combination of hand, then brush, created a sensory overload - warm-up sting followed by brutal, concentrated fire.

“Please - Soren - I can’t see it coming - ” she whimpered, voice breaking.

“You don’t need to see,” he answered calmly. “You only need to feel and obey.”

The hairbrush continued its relentless assault, targeting the lower curves and the crease where thigh met ass. Thalia’s legs shook violently, tears soaking the blindfold and spilling down her sharp cheekbones. Her cuffed wrists strained behind her back, metal rattling with every involuntary jerk. The deep bruises throbbed viciously under the wood, swelling tighter, the skin stretched shiny and hot.

Then the brush stopped.

She heard the unmistakable whisper of leather being doubled.

The belt struck without warning - CRACK! - lashing across the center of her ass with vicious force. Thalia screamed, the sound raw and broken. The leather bit deep, raising fresh welts over the brush marks and paddle bruises. Soren stayed perfectly calm, his breathing even as he whipped her. The strokes were measured, powerful, and unpredictable. One would land high, the next low, sometimes two in rapid succession on the same spot, sometimes a pause that left her trembling in anticipation.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

The blindfold made every lash a surprise explosion of fire. Thalia’s body convulsed, ass bouncing wildly under the belt, cheeks parting and closing with each impact. Her pussy was soaked, lips parted and dripping openly now, clit throbbing visibly with every crack of leather. The sensory deprivation heightened everything - the sound of the belt whistling through the air, the sharp crack against her flesh, the wet squelch of her own arousal, the burn that sank deeper with every stroke.

She lost track of time. Hand returned - crisp, heavy smacks that made her gasp. Then the brush again - THWACK, THWACK - driving her to fresh sobs. Then the belt - CRACK, CRACK - whipping her raw while she remained bent and helpless, cuffed and blind.

Her pleas dissolved into incoherent babbling. “Please - too much - can’t see - hurts - oh God, I’m dripping - Soren - please - ”

Through it all, Soren’s voice remained low, certain, and perfectly composed.

“Your body knows what it needs even when your eyes don’t. Listen to how wet you are. That greedy little cunt is weeping while I correct you. Blind and cuffed, yet still offering yourself so eagerly. This is obedience, Thalia. Total surrender of control.”

The implements cycled again and again - hand warming and stinging, brush bruising deeper, belt striping viciously. Thalia’s athletic frame shook uncontrollably, legs trembling, shoulders burning from the cuffs, ass a throbbing, swollen inferno of layered pain. Tears poured down her face beneath the blindfold. Her pussy continued its shameless betrayal, clenching and fluttering, leaking steadily onto the rug beneath her spread feet. She hovered on the edge of orgasm from the overwhelming sensations, body desperate for release that never came.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of sensory overload, the whipping stopped.

Thalia hung in position, bent and quivering, chest heaving with ragged sobs, every muscle twitching. Her bottom was a wrecked masterpiece - deeply bruised, heavily welted, swollen and blazing hot. Her pussy dripped openly, inner thighs shiny with her arousal.

Soren’s hand rested lightly on her lower back, steadying her. He leaned close, his calm voice brushing against her ear.

“The cane arrives tomorrow. You’ll see every stripe in the mirror..”


Chapter 11: Cane Lines

Thalia was bent over the padded leather bench in the center of her bedroom, wrists and ankles secured to the legs with soft but unyielding cuffs, her athletic body stretched taut and helpless. The black silk blindfold from the previous night had been removed, allowing her piercing gray eyes to see everything - the polished cane resting on the side table, the small silver nipple clamps already dangling from Soren’s fingers, and the heavy wooden ruler he would use to write her lines later. Her raven hair spilled forward, framing her sharp cheekbones as she stared at the floor. Her ass and upper thighs still carried the deep purple bruises and crisscrossing red welts from the previous sessions, swollen and hypersensitive. Between her spread legs, her smooth pussy lips were puffy and glistening, already leaking a thin trail of arousal onto the bench beneath her.

Soren stood behind her, broad-shouldered and immaculate, his tailored shirt sleeves rolled up to reveal powerful forearms. In his left hand he held the slender rattan cane - delicate-looking yet viciously flexible, about three feet long with a leather-wrapped handle. In his right hand, the pair of adjustable nipple clamps with their small tightening screws.

“First the clamps,” he said, voice low and perfectly calm. “They stay on throughout. Every time they tighten, you will feel it in your cunt as well.”

Thalia’s breath hitched. She watched helplessly as Soren leaned over her, his fingers cool and precise. He rolled her left nipple between thumb and forefinger until it stood stiff and aching, then attached the first clamp. The bite was immediate - sharp, pinching pain that made her gasp and arch. He tightened the screw slowly, increasing the pressure until the metal jaws dug deep into the tender bud. A low whimper escaped her lips as the pain bloomed hot and constant.

The second clamp followed on her right nipple, tightened even further. Thalia cried out softly, the dual bite radiating through her breasts and straight down to her clit. Her nipples throbbed viciously, the clamps tugging slightly with every shallow breath, sending fresh sparks of pain-pleasure through her body. Her pussy clenched hard, leaking more wetness onto the bench.

Soren stepped back, tapping the cane lightly against his palm. “Twenty strokes. Precise. You will count each one aloud. If you lose count, we start over. The clamps stay tight. And I will edge you between sets. Your orgasms remain denied.”

He swung the cane without further warning.

The first stroke landed with a sharp, whistling CRACK! across the center of both cheeks. White-hot fire exploded across her already bruised flesh. Thalia screamed, her body jerking hard against the restraints. The cane left a thin, vivid red line that immediately began to swell and darken. The pain was exquisite - clean, slicing, sinking deep into the swollen muscle.

“One!” she gasped, voice already trembling.

The second stroke landed parallel, just below the first. CRACK!

“Two!”

Soren delivered the cane strokes with clinical precision, each one perfectly spaced, each one landing with controlled force that made her ass bounce and jiggle. The slender rattan bit like fire, raising narrow, raised welts that stood out starkly against the mottled purple and red of her previous punishments. Every stroke reignited the deep bruises, sending shockwaves through her core.

CRACK! “Three!”

CRACK! “Four!”

By the sixth stroke, tears were streaming down Thalia’s sharp cheekbones. The pain was intense, focused, and unrelenting. Her athletic frame strained against the cuffs, back arching, breasts swaying heavily with the clamped nipples tugging viciously. The constant bite of the clamps amplified everything - each cane stroke made her nipples throb harder, the pain shooting straight to her swollen clit.

Soren paused after the tenth stroke. Thalia hung limp and sobbing, ass striped with ten vivid red lines, the flesh swollen and blazing. He reached beneath her and slid two thick fingers along her soaked pussy lips, collecting her abundant arousal before pushing them deep inside her.

“You’re dripping like a whore,” he observed calmly, voice never rising. “The cane makes you wetter with every line. Feel how your cunt is gripping my fingers.”

He fingered her slowly, deliberately, curling his fingers against her G-spot while his thumb brushed lightly over her throbbing clit. Thalia moaned loudly, hips trying to buck despite the restraints. The combination of the burning cane lines, the vicious bite of the nipple clamps, and his skilled fingers pushed her rapidly toward orgasm. Her pussy fluttered and clenched around his fingers, fresh gushes of wetness coating his hand.

Just as she neared the edge, thighs trembling, Soren withdrew his fingers completely.

“No release,” he said simply.

Thalia whimpered in frustration, body shaking with denied need. Her nipples throbbed mercilessly in the clamps, her ass burned with ten perfect lines, and her pussy ached with emptiness.

Soren tightened the nipple clamps another full turn on each side. The increased pressure made Thalia cry out sharply, fresh tears spilling. The pain in her breasts intensified, radiating downward and making her clit pulse violently.

He resumed the caning.

CRACK! “Eleven!”

CRACK! “Twelve!”

The next ten strokes were harder, landing on the lower curves and undercurve, crossing some of the earlier lines to create a lattice of fire. Thalia’s screams grew raw and broken, her voice hoarse as she counted through sobs. Each precise cut of the cane left a thin, raised welt that swelled immediately, the pain clean and devastating on her already tender flesh. Her ass was a masterpiece of punishment - deep bruises, heavy welts, and now neat, angry cane stripes crisscrossing everything.

By the twentieth stroke, Thalia was shaking uncontrollably, tears pouring down her face, body slick with sweat. Her pussy had leaked steadily throughout, a small puddle forming on the bench beneath her. The nipple clamps bit like teeth, her nipples swollen and dark purple beneath the metal.

Soren set the cane aside and stood behind her once more. His fingers returned to her dripping cunt, sliding deep and fucking her with slow, deliberate strokes while his thumb circled her swollen clit. He edged her mercilessly - bringing her right to the brink of orgasm again and again, only to stop completely each time her pussy began to flutter and clench desperately around his fingers. Thalia begged incoherently between sobs.

“Please - Soren - I need to come - please - the clamps - the lines - oh God, I’m so close - ”

He tightened the nipple clamps one final, cruel turn, making her scream, then withdrew his hand entirely, leaving her teetering on the edge once more.

Thalia hung limp over the bench, chest heaving, body trembling with unspent arousal and overwhelming pain. Her ass was covered in precise, angry cane lines that burned like fire, her nipples throbbed viciously in the tightened clamps, and her pussy continued to drip shamelessly, denied at every peak.

Soren finally released the cuffs from the bench legs but left her wrists and ankles secured. He helped her straighten slowly, the movement making every cane stripe and bruise flare anew. The nipple clamps remained on, tugging with every breath.

His voice remained low and certain as he looked at her tear-streaked face.

“Tomorrow you stand in the corner for hours with your own shameful lines written out..”


Chapter 12: Bar Spread

Thalia lay face-down on the padded leather bench, her athletic body stretched and utterly vulnerable. Cold steel cuffs locked her wrists together above her head, secured to a ring at the front of the bench. Her ankles were fitted into the heavy spreader bar - cold metal poles with adjustable cuffs that forced her legs wide apart, knees slightly bent so her hips were elevated and her ass thrust obscenely high. The position left her completely open: firm, cane-striped cheeks parted, tight rosebud and smooth, swollen pussy lips fully exposed to the cool air of the room. Every vivid red cane line from yesterday stood out sharply against the deep purple bruises and older welts, the skin tight and shiny over the swelling. Her raven hair spilled across the bench, sharp cheekbones pressed to the leather, gray eyes wide with a mixture of dread and shameful heat.

Soren stood at the foot of the bench, broad-shouldered and perfectly composed in a crisp black shirt. The spreader bar clinked softly as he adjusted it one final notch, forcing her thighs even wider. The movement made her ass cheeks spread further, exposing every intimate inch. Her pussy glistened with reluctant arousal, the lips puffy and parted, clit peeking out swollen and needy. A thin string of wetness already stretched from her entrance toward the bench.

“Perfect,” Soren murmured, voice low and certain. “Nothing hidden. Every bruise, every stripe, every drop of your wetness on display. You will stay like this while I inspect and correct you. No closing your legs. No hiding.”

Thalia’s breath came in shallow pants. The spreader bar made her feel impossibly exposed, the cool air teasing her stretched holes. The cane lines burned with every tiny shift, pulling tight across her swollen flesh. Her nipples, still tender from yesterday’s clamps, brushed against the leather with each ragged breath.

Soren’s large hands settled on her ass first - gentle at first, but firm. He spread her cheeks wider with his thumbs, exposing her tight little rosebud completely. His fingertip circled the puckered hole slowly, pressing lightly against the resistance.

“So tight still,” he observed calmly. “Even after everything. But not for long.”

He released her cheeks and began the inspection in earnest. His fingers traced every cane stripe, pressing into the raised welts until she hissed in pain. He kneaded the deep purple bruises, making her whimper as the swollen flesh protested. Then his hand slid lower, cupping her soaked pussy. Two thick fingers parted her lips, spreading them wide so he could study her glistening inner folds.

“Look at this dripping cunt,” he said, voice never rising. “Still leaking after all the punishment you’ve taken. The cane made you wet. The clamps made you wet. And now, spread open like a whore on a bar, you’re flooding the bench. Does it shame you, Thalia? Knowing I can see every twitch, every clench?”

Thalia moaned softly, face burning with humiliation. She tried to close her legs on instinct, but the spreader bar held her fast, the steel unyielding. Soren’s fingers explored her thoroughly - sliding along her slit, circling her swollen clit without giving it the friction she craved, then dipping inside her slick heat. He pumped slowly, curling to stroke her G-spot, drawing fresh gushes of wetness that coated his hand and dripped onto the leather.

He withdrew his fingers and brought them to her mouth. “Clean them.”

She obeyed, lips parting to suck her own arousal from his skin, the taste musky and humiliating. While she licked, Soren’s other hand returned to her ass, delivering a series of firm, open-handed spanks directly to her spread cheeks. The smacks were crisp and loud, each one landing on the cane lines and bruises, making her cry out around his fingers. Her ass bounced and jiggled in the restrictive position, the spreader bar rattling with every impact.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

The spanking continued methodically - alternating cheeks, then focusing on the undercurve and inner thighs where the skin was most tender. Every swat sent fresh fire through her punished flesh and jolts straight to her clit. Her pussy clenched visibly with each strike, leaking more shamelessly. Soren paused only to spread her cheeks again, delivering several sharp spanks directly to the sensitive skin around her rosebud. The sting there was sharper, more intimate, making her sob and buck against the restraints.

When her bottom glowed hotter and redder, he reached for the wooden hairbrush. The heavy oval back cracked down without mercy - THWACK! - across both spread cheeks. Thalia screamed, the impact driving deep into the bruised muscle. The spreader bar kept her perfectly positioned for the brush, ass elevated and unable to clench or twist away. Soren paddled her thoroughly, the dense wood landing with loud, meaty thwacks that made her cheeks flatten and rebound violently around the bar.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

Each stroke reignited every cane line and bruise, layering fresh pain on top of the old. Thalia’s sobs grew raw, her body shaking in the restraints as the brush punished her exposed bottom. Her pussy continued its betrayal, dripping steadily, the wet sounds mixing with the cracks of the brush. Soren targeted the lower curves, the crease, even the tops of her spread thighs, leaving no inch untouched.

He set the brush aside and picked up his thick leather belt, doubled it. The first lash whistled through the air and landed with a vicious CRACK! across her already blazing ass. The leather bit deep, raising a bright new stripe over the cane lines. Thalia howled, the spreader bar clanking as her legs strained uselessly against it. Soren strapped her with calm precision - measured strokes that covered her entire presented bottom and inner thighs. The position made every impact land with maximum effect, the leather snapping against her spread flesh and sending shockwaves through her dripping core.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK!

Thalia was lost in sensation - pain and humiliating exposure blending into a overwhelming haze. Her ass was a throbbing, swollen wreck of bruises, welts, and fresh stripes. Her pussy gushed with every stroke, clit throbbing visibly, inner walls clenching around nothing. She hovered on the edge of orgasm from the relentless correction and the utter vulnerability of the spreader bar.

Soren stopped the belting. He crouched behind her, hands spreading her cheeks wide once more. His fingers returned to her soaked cunt, fucking her slowly while his thumb circled her clit with precise pressure. He edged her mercilessly - bringing her right to the brink, feeling her pussy flutter and spasm around his fingers, only to pull away at the last second. Again and again he repeated the torment, fingers plunging deep, then withdrawing, leaving her sobbing and desperate.

“Please - Soren - I need to come - please, I’m so close - ” she begged, voice hoarse and broken.

He ignored her pleas, continuing the inspection and edging until her thighs shook uncontrollably and her pussy dripped in a steady stream onto the bench. Only then did he stand, wiping his glistening fingers on her striped ass.

Thalia hung limp in the restraints, chest heaving, body trembling with denied need and overwhelming pain. Every inch of her bottom and thighs had been inspected, spanked, brushed, and strapped. Nothing had been left untouched.

Soren finally released the spreader bar and the ankle cuffs, though he left her wrists secured for now. He helped her ease back onto her knees on the floor, her punished bottom blazing. From the side table he picked up a sheet of paper and a pen, dropping them in front of her.

He drops paper and pen. Two hundred lines tonight while plugged..


Chapter 13: Lines Of Shame

Thalia stood naked in the corner of her bedroom, nose pressed firmly to the wall where two planes met in a sharp angle. Her athletic legs were slightly spread, toes pointing inward, back arched so that her freshly punished bottom jutted out obscenely behind her. The deep cane lines from yesterday still burned like fire across her cheeks - thin, raised welts crisscrossing the heavy purple bruises and older red stripes, the skin stretched tight and shiny. Every tiny shift sent fresh throbs through the swollen flesh.

A thick, black silicone plug stretched her tight rosebud, already buzzing on a low, relentless setting. Soren had lubed it generously and pushed it home while she was still bent over the bench, the flared base nestling snugly between her striped cheeks. The constant vibration radiated through her core, pressing against the deep bruises and making her pussy clench and leak in steady, humiliating pulses. A thin trail of her arousal already ran down the inside of her left thigh, cooling against her skin.

In her right hand she held a pen. In her left, a single sheet of paper rested against the wall at chest height. The first line was already written in her neat, attorney’s handwriting:

I will not resist my correction.

Two hundred lines. Exactly as ordered.

Soren sat in the armchair a few feet behind her, legs crossed, watching in perfect silence. The only sounds in the room were the soft, wet hum of the plug inside her ass, the scratch of her pen, and her own ragged breathing.

“Read the line aloud each time you finish one,” he instructed, voice low and certain. “Then continue. Any mistake - poor handwriting, skipping a word, or failing to read clearly - earns an immediate correction.”

Thalia swallowed hard, the plug buzzing deeper as her muscles fluttered around it. She wrote the second line, the pen trembling slightly.

I will not resist my correction.

Her voice came out shaky. “I will not resist my correction.”

The plug suddenly surged to a higher intensity for three long seconds, then dropped back to the teasing hum. Thalia whimpered, her knees buckling briefly. Fresh wetness trickled from her swollen pussy lips, dripping onto the floor between her spread feet.

She continued.

Line after line, the words blurred together in her mind. The constant buzzing in her ass made concentration almost impossible. Every few minutes the plug would spike - sometimes for five seconds, sometimes ten - sending jolts of unwanted pleasure through her bruised flesh and straight to her throbbing clit. Her pussy stayed soaked, the lips puffy and parted, clit visibly swollen and begging for touch she would not receive.

By line thirty, her handwriting had begun to waver.

Soren stood. The soft sound of his footsteps made her tense. His large hand cracked sharply across her right cheek - SMACK! - right over a vivid cane line.

“Neater,” he said calmly. “Start that line again.”

Thalia gasped at the fresh sting, the plug buzzing harder in response to her clench. She rewrote the line carefully, voice trembling as she read it aloud.

I will not resist my correction.

Another sharp smack landed on her left cheek - SMACK! - hard enough to make her ass jiggle and the plug jolt inside her.

“Again. Clearer.”

Tears pricked at her gray eyes. The combination of the burning plug, the throbbing cane lines, and the occasional crisp smacks for every small error pushed her deeper into humiliation. Her bottom glowed hotter with each correction, the welts flaring anew. Yet her pussy continued to betray her shamelessly - dripping, clenching, leaking steadily down her thighs while she stood there writing her own shame.

Line sixty-eight. Her hand cramped. The pen slipped, creating a small smudge.

Soren’s palm cracked down twice in quick succession - SMACK! SMACK! - targeting the undercurve where thigh met cheek. The impact drove the buzzing plug deeper, making Thalia moan loudly.

“Start from line sixty. Read every one aloud again.”

She obeyed, voice breaking as she rewrote and recited the lines. The plug surged to maximum for a full fifteen seconds while she struggled through them. Her legs shook violently. Her pussy spasmed, on the very edge of orgasm from the relentless vibration and the humiliating ritual. She was so close - hips rocking subtly, wetness flooding from her - but Soren never allowed her to tip over. The moment her breathing changed and her thighs began to tremble with impending release, the plug dropped back to its low, teasing hum.

By line one hundred twenty, Thalia was crying openly. Tears streaked her sharp cheekbones and dripped onto the paper, smudging some of the ink. Soren corrected her immediately - three hard smacks to each cheek, the sharp cracks echoing in the quiet room. Each impact made the plug buzz louder inside her stretched hole, the vibration hammering her most sensitive inner spots.

“Rewrite the last ten lines. Neatly. And thank me after each one.”

Thalia sobbed, pen scratching frantically.

“I will not resist my correction. Thank you, Sir.”

SMACK!

The plug spiked again.

Her voice grew hoarse from reading the same sentence over and over. Her ass throbbed with a constant, living fire - cane lines, bruises, fresh handprints, all layered and burning. The plug buzzed without mercy, keeping her pussy flooded and desperate. She could smell her own arousal in the air, musky and thick, the evidence of her body’s complete betrayal running in shiny rivulets down her legs.

Line one hundred eighty. Her handwriting had deteriorated again - loops sloppy, letters uneven.

Soren delivered a rapid flurry of ten sharp smacks, alternating cheeks, each one landing precisely on the worst of the cane stripes. Thalia cried out with every impact, ass bouncing, the spread position making it impossible to escape even an inch of the punishment. The plug buzzed at full power throughout the spanking, driving her right to the razor’s edge once more. She begged brokenly between sobs.

“Please - Soren - I can’t - I'm going to come - please let me - ”

The plug switched off abruptly.

Thalia whimpered in desperate frustration, body shaking, pussy fluttering emptily. Denied again.

She forced herself to finish the final twenty lines, voice raw, tears flowing freely. Each completed line was read aloud with trembling obedience. Soren occasionally added a crisp smack for minor imperfections - once for a slightly crooked line, twice for a sniffled word. Her bottom was a blazing, throbbing mess by the end, every inch tender and hot to the touch.

When she finally scratched out the two-hundredth line and read it in a broken whisper, Soren stood.

“Turn around. Show me.”

Thalia pivoted slowly, nose leaving the wall for the first time in what felt like hours. Her face was flushed and tear-streaked, gray eyes glassy. She held the paper out with both hands, body still trembling from the long ordeal. The plug remained seated deep inside her, now silent but stretching her relentlessly. Her pussy lips were shiny and swollen, inner thighs slick with her own juices.

Soren took the paper, scanned it with calm approval, then set it aside. His hand cupped her blazing right cheek, squeezing gently so she hissed at the fresh pain.

“You took your corner time well,” he said, voice low and certain. “But this was only preparation.”

He drops the plug’s remote onto the table and steps back.

Tomorrow there are no breaks. All day belongs to me..


Chapter 14: All Day Obedience

Thalia woke to the click of the collar fastening around her throat.

She lay naked on her bed, raven hair tangled across the pillow, gray eyes blinking open to find Soren standing over her. The slim black leather collar was already buckled snugly at her neck, a small silver ring glinting at the front. Between her cheeks, the thick vibrating plug remained firmly seated from the night before, silent for now but a constant, heavy presence. Her bottom still throbbed from yesterday’s long corner time - deep cane lines, heavy bruises, and fresh handprints layered into one continuous ache.

“Up,” Soren said quietly. “All day belongs to me. You will remain naked except for the collar and the plug. When I say present, you bend and spread. When I say kneel, you drop. When I say crawl, you move on hands and knees. Disobedience earns immediate correction. Understood?”

Thalia’s stomach fluttered with dark anticipation. “Yes, Sir.”

The first hours were domestic obedience. She followed him room to room on bare feet, the plug shifting with every step and pressing against her bruised flesh. In the kitchen she prepared his coffee exactly as instructed, bending over the counter to reach the high cabinet so her striped ass was displayed. Soren stood behind her, occasionally delivering a crisp open-handed smack when she moved too slowly.

Smack! Smack!

Each swat made her gasp and clench around the plug. When she set the cup down, he ordered her to present. Thalia bent at the waist, hands on the counter, legs spread. His fingers checked the plug, twisting it slowly, then slid lower to part her pussy lips. She was already wet.

“Always dripping,” he murmured. “Good.”

He switched the plug on to a low, steady buzz.

The vibration hummed through her ass as she moved through the apartment. She dusted the living room shelves on tiptoe, arms stretched high, breasts swaying, ass pushed out. Every reach made the plug press deeper. Soren sat on the couch, remote in hand, occasionally increasing the intensity until her thighs trembled and her pussy leaked down her legs. When a single speck of dust remained on a shelf, he called her over, bent her across his lap, and delivered twenty hard hand spanks while the plug buzzed at maximum.

Smack-smack-smack-smack!

Her bottom bounced and burned, the cane lines flaring bright red again. She sobbed softly but kept her legs open, offering herself.

By mid-morning she was on her knees scrubbing the bathroom floor, collar leash clipped to the towel rack to keep her in place. The plug buzzed intermittently while she worked, keeping her on edge. When she finished, Soren inspected every inch. Finding a single streak, he made her bend over the sink and strapped her with his belt - ten crisp strokes across her already tender cheeks while the plug hummed loudly inside her.

CRACK! CRACK!

Thalia cried out with each lash, pussy gushing shamelessly onto the tile. He edged her afterward with two thick fingers, fucking her slowly until she begged, then stopped just before she could come.

Lunch was served on her knees. She fed him bites from her fingers while he sat at the table. Between bites he reached down and twisted the plug, or flicked her swollen clit, or tightened the collar slightly with one finger hooked through the ring. Her arousal coated her inner thighs in a shiny mess.

In the afternoon he set her to folding laundry in the bedroom. Naked, collared, plugged, and buzzing, she moved from basket to drawer while Soren watched from the bed. Every time she bent to pick up an item, he increased the plug’s intensity. By the third load her legs were shaking, her pussy dripping onto the carpet.

“Present.”

She dropped the shirt, bent over the bed, and spread her cheeks with both hands. Soren delivered a thorough hairbrush spanking - fifty hard strokes while the plug buzzed at full power. The heavy wood cracked relentlessly across her striped, bruised bottom, turning the welts vivid and making her howl. Her athletic ass bounced and jiggled under the assault, the plug jolting inside her with every impact. She was sobbing and dripping by the end, right on the edge of orgasm again.

He denied her.

The public-risk elements began in the late afternoon. Soren clipped a thin silver chain to her collar and led her, still naked, to the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city. He positioned her on all fours facing the glass, ass toward the room, plug buzzing loudly.

“Anyone with binoculars could see you right now,” he said calmly. “Collared, plugged, dripping like a bitch in heat. Stay exactly like this while I take a call.”

Thalia trembled as he spoke on the phone behind her, his voice perfectly professional. The plug surged and dropped in unpredictable patterns. She fought to stay quiet, biting her lip until it bled, but soft whimpers still escaped when the vibration hit her most sensitive spot. Her pussy leaked steadily onto the floor beneath her. Twice he reached over and delivered sharp smacks to her ass when her hips rocked too obviously.

When the call ended he pulled her up by the collar, bent her over the back of the couch facing the windows, and edged her again with his fingers while the plug buzzed at maximum. Thalia begged openly, tears streaming, but he stopped once more.

Evening chores followed. She cooked dinner on her knees when possible, crawling between counter and stove, the plug shifting and buzzing with every movement. Soren ate at the table while she knelt beside his chair, occasionally opening her mouth for bites he fed her by hand. Between courses he made her present over his lap for another short, stinging hand spanking that left her bottom blazing hotter than ever.

After dinner he led her to the living room for the final hours of the day. He placed her in the corner again, nose to the wall, but this time with the plug on a random pulsing setting and instructions to keep her hands behind her back. Every ten minutes he approached and delivered between five and fifteen sharp smacks for no reason other than to remind her she belonged to him. Her ass was a throbbing, swollen inferno by nightfall - cane lines, bruises, belt marks, brush marks, and fresh handprints all layered into one continuous burn.

At nine o’clock he finally switched the plug off and removed it with a wet pop. Thalia whimpered at the sudden emptiness. He led her to the bedroom by the collar, pushed her onto her back on the bed, and cuffed her wrists to the headboard. Her legs were spread wide and secured to the footboard, leaving her completely open.

Soren stood at the foot of the bed, looking down at her tear-streaked, flushed face, her raven hair wild, her body marked everywhere with his corrections.

He slowly unbuckled his belt and let it drop.

Tonight he will finally let her cum - on his terms..


Chapter 15: Mutual Ruin

Thalia lay spread and cuffed to the bed, wrists secured high above her head, ankles locked wide to the footboard, her athletic body completely open and trembling. Every inch of her carried the evidence of the long day of ownership: deep purple bruises and vivid cane lines covered her ass and upper thighs, fresh red handprints bloomed across her cheeks, and her smooth pussy lips were swollen, glistening, and dripping with hours of denied arousal. The black leather collar sat snug around her throat, the silver ring catching the low light. Her raven hair was wild across the pillow, sharp cheekbones flushed crimson, gray eyes glassy with exhaustion and desperate need.

Soren stood at the foot of the bed, slowly rolling up his sleeves. His broad shoulders filled the room, silver-threaded black hair gleaming as he looked down at her with calm, predatory satisfaction.

“You’ve taken everything I’ve given today,” he said, voice low and certain. “Now you will take the final spanking of this contract. After that, I will use you. Hard. And I will make you come while I do it - on my terms, not yours.”

He picked up the heavy wooden hairbrush from the nightstand. Thalia’s breath hitched. Her bottom was already a throbbing wreck, but she arched her hips as best she could in the restraints, offering herself.

Soren climbed onto the bed between her spread legs. He rested the flat back of the brush against her right cheek, letting her feel its weight.

“Count them. Thank me after each one.”

The first stroke cracked down with devastating force - THWACK! - right across the center of her bruised cheeks.

Thalia screamed, body jolting against the cuffs. “One! Thank you, Sir!”

He didn’t pause. The heavy brush rained down in a merciless rhythm, each powerful THWACK driving deep into her swollen flesh. The wood flattened her cheeks, reigniting every cane line and bruise until her entire ass glowed an angry, fiery red. Thalia’s screams turned raw and broken as the spanking intensified. Her athletic frame bucked and twisted in the restraints, breasts bouncing, nipples hard and aching. The plug had left her hole slightly open and sensitive; every impact sent fresh vibrations through her core.

THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!

“Seven! Thank you - ahh! - Sir!”

By the twentieth stroke her voice was hoarse, tears streaming down her face. Her bottom was a swollen, blazing masterpiece of punishment - purple, red, and shiny, every mark a testament to her surrender. Her pussy had flooded during the spanking, dripping openly onto the sheets beneath her. The pain and helplessness had pushed her right to the edge again, clit throbbing visibly, inner walls clenching with desperate need.

Soren set the brush aside. He knelt between her spread thighs, unbuckling his belt and freeing his thick, heavy cock. It stood rigid, veins pulsing, the head already glistening with pre-cum. He stroked himself once, eyes locked on her wrecked body.

“Now I take what belongs to me.”

He gripped her hips and thrust into her soaked pussy in one savage stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Thalia cried out at the sudden fullness, her inner walls stretching around his girth. He was thick and long, filling her completely, the head pressing hard against her cervix. He didn’t give her time to adjust. He began fucking her with brutal, deep strokes - pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in, the wet slap of flesh against flesh echoing through the room.

Each thrust drove her punished ass against the mattress, grinding the bruises and welts into the sheets and sending fresh waves of pain through her. Thalia moaned and sobbed, the mixture of agony and pleasure overwhelming. Her cuffed wrists strained above her head, legs spread wide and helpless as he used her.

Soren’s pace was relentless. He fucked her hard and fast, hips snapping, powerful body moving with controlled savagery. His hands gripped her marked thighs, spreading her even wider as he pounded into her dripping cunt. The wet, obscene sounds of her arousal filled the air - slick, squelching noises every time he bottomed out.

“You feel that?” he growled low, voice still steady even as he ruined her. “This cunt belongs to me now. Every clench, every drip, every scream. You’re going to come while I fuck you raw.”

He reached between them and found her swollen clit, rubbing it in tight, merciless circles while he continued thrusting. The dual sensation - his thick cock stretching and pounding her, his fingers working her clit - pushed Thalia toward the edge at terrifying speed. Her body had been denied for days. Now the orgasm built like a tidal wave.

“Please - Soren - let me - oh God - I’m so close - ”

He didn’t slow. He fucked her harder, deeper, angling his hips to hit her G-spot with every brutal stroke. His free hand moved to her breast, pinching and twisting her nipple hard. The pain flared bright, blending with the pleasure until Thalia couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began.

“Come,” he commanded, voice low and certain. “Come on my cock like the owned little slut you are.”

Thalia shattered.

The orgasm crashed through her with violent force. Her pussy clamped down around his thrusting cock like a fist, spasming wildly as she squirted hard around him. Wave after wave ripped through her body, her back arching off the bed, a raw, broken scream tearing from her throat. Her vision whited out, every muscle locking as the long-denied release finally tore free.

Soren didn’t stop.

He fucked her through the climax, pounding her fluttering cunt without mercy, drawing the orgasm out until she was sobbing and shaking. Only when her spasms began to ease did he allow himself his own release. With a low, guttural groan he buried himself to the hilt and came hard, flooding her pulsing pussy with thick, hot spurts of cum. He kept thrusting through his own orgasm, grinding deep, marking her from the inside while her body continued to tremble beneath him.

When he finally stilled, both of them were breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Thalia’s gray eyes were unfocused, tears still leaking from the corners. Her entire body was covered in marks of ownership - collar at her throat, bruises and welts across her ass and thighs, flushed skin, and now his cum slowly leaking from her well-fucked pussy.

Soren remained inside her for a long moment, letting her feel the full weight of his possession. Then he slowly pulled out, watching as a thick trickle of his seed dripped from her swollen folds.

He uncuffed her wrists and ankles, then gathered her limp, trembling body into his arms. Thalia curled against his chest, still shaking with aftershocks, completely surrendered.

One document remains. The permanent one..


Chapter 16: Permanent Mark

Thalia knelt naked in the center of her bedroom floor, knees spread wide on the cool concrete, back straight, hands resting palms-up on her thighs. Every mark of the past weeks was on full display: the deep purple-black bruises from the heavy oak paddle, the vivid crisscrossing cane lines, the layered red welts from the belt and hairbrush, the handprints from the long day of domestic discipline. Her athletic body glistened with a light sheen of sweat, raven hair loose and wild around her sharp cheekbones, gray eyes bright with tears already gathering. The black leather collar remained locked around her throat, the silver ring gleaming. Between her slightly parted cheeks, her tight rosebud still felt tender from the plug. Her smooth pussy lips were swollen and slick, a slow trickle of arousal already sliding down her inner thigh.

On the low glass table in front of her lay the final document: the Permanent Contract. Thick cream paper, elegant black ink, far more binding than the first.

Soren stood before her, broad-shouldered and immaculate, silver-threaded black hair catching the low light. In his right hand he held the slender rattan cane. In his left, the thick doubled leather belt. His voice was low, certain, and calm as ever.

“You have one final task, Thalia. You will read the entire permanent contract aloud while I correct you. Every paragraph, every clause. You will sign it only when you are sobbing, striped, and coming on my cock. If you falter in your reading, the strokes double. Do you understand?”

Thalia’s voice trembled but held steady. “Yes, Sir.”

She picked up the document with shaking hands and began to read.

“I, Thalia Voss, of sound mind and body, hereby surrender all rights of autonomy…”

The first stroke of the cane whistled through the air and landed with a vicious CRACK! across both cheeks. Thalia cried out sharply, her body jolting forward, but she forced herself to continue reading.

“…to Soren Vale, to be used, corrected, owned, and possessed for the remainder of my life…”

CRACK! CRACK!

Two more precise cane strokes landed in quick succession, cutting fresh, fiery lines across her already marked bottom. The pain was blinding - clean, slicing agony that sank deep into the bruised muscle. Tears spilled instantly down her sharp cheekbones.

She kept reading, voice breaking on every third word as Soren delivered the cane with merciless rhythm. Each paragraph earned four to six strokes, the slender rattan painting new, angry welts over the old ones. Her ass bounced and quivered under the assault, cheeks parting with every impact to reveal her dripping pussy and tight hole. The cane found the undercurve repeatedly, the sensitive crease where thigh met ass, making her scream and rock forward on her knees.

By the second page her voice was hoarse, sobs interrupting the formal legal language.

“I consent to… ahh! - to daily discipline… to public use when… fuck! - when he chooses… to orgasm control… to… to permanent ownership of my body and mind…”

Soren set the cane aside and picked up the doubled belt. The leather cracked down with savage force - CRACK! - across the worst of the new cane lines. Thalia howled, forehead nearly touching the floor as the heavy strap bit deep. He strapped her without mercy, powerful strokes that overlapped the cane welts and reignited every bruise. The wet slap of leather on swollen flesh filled the room, mingling with her raw cries and the steady drip of her arousal onto the floor.

She forced herself to keep reading through the strapping, tears pouring freely now, body shaking violently on her knees.

“…I acknowledge that my arousal, my pain, and my surrender belong entirely to him… that I will never again seek control… that I am his property…”

Soren dropped the belt, stepped behind her, and gripped her hips. He thrust his thick, rigid cock into her soaked pussy in one brutal stroke, burying himself to the hilt. Thalia screamed in pleasure-pain as he filled her completely, stretching her aching walls. He began fucking her hard - deep, savage thrusts that slammed her marked ass against his hips with every stroke. The impact ground her fresh welts and bruises into his body, sending fresh fire through her while his cock pounded her G-spot mercilessly.

“Keep reading,” he ordered, voice low and steady even as he ruined her.

Thalia sobbed and moaned, trying to focus on the words while he fucked her without restraint.

“I… I offer my body for… for his pleasure whenever he desires… my cunt… my ass… my mouth… all of me… permanently… oh God - Soren - I’m yours - ”

He reached around and found her swollen clit, rubbing it in tight, ruthless circles while his hips snapped forward again and again. The wet, obscene sounds of his cock slamming into her dripping pussy echoed loudly. Thalia’s reading dissolved into broken fragments between screams and gasps.

“I surrender… everything… I am… yours… completely… forever - ”

Soren’s pace became punishing. He fucked her like he was claiming her soul, thick cock stretching her with every brutal thrust, balls slapping against her swollen clit. The cane and belt marks burned hotter with every impact. Thalia’s body was a live wire - pain and pleasure twisted so tightly she could no longer separate them.

“Come for me,” he commanded, voice dark and certain. “Come while you sign your life away.”

He slammed into her harder, fingers flying over her clit. Thalia’s orgasm exploded with violent force. Her pussy clamped down around his cock like a vice, spasming wildly as she squirted hard around him, soaking his thighs and the floor beneath her. A raw, shattered scream tore from her throat as the climax ripped through her marked body, every bruise and welt flaring in time with the waves of pleasure.

Soren groaned low, buried himself to the hilt, and came with her - thick, hot ropes of cum flooding deep inside her pulsing cunt. He kept thrusting through both their orgasms, grinding deep, marking her from the inside while her body shook and convulsed beneath him.

When the last spasms finally faded, he slowly pulled out. A thick trickle of their mixed release ran down her thighs. Thalia collapsed forward onto her hands, sobbing openly, body trembling with aftershocks.

Soren helped her upright, then placed the pen in her shaking fingers. The contract lay on the table, the final signature line waiting.

Thalia signed with a broken, tear-stained flourish: Thalia Voss.

Soren took the document, folded it once, and set it aside. He pulled her into his arms, cradling her marked, trembling body against his chest. His hand stroked her sweat-damp raven hair as she cried against him, completely spent and utterly surrendered.

There is no going back. She doesn’t want to..

Still craving more? 

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 
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