
        
            
                
            
        

    
Owned by Her Scent: A Dark Femdom Panty-Worship Obedience Romance

She caught him sniffing. Now he sleeps in her panties.


Introduction 


Milo’s never been the kind of man women want to keep.
Too quiet. Too awkward. Too filthy where it counts. 

He doesn’t date.
He jerks off to girls he can’t speak to.
And sometimes—when the guilt swallows the shame—he steals panties. 

Not from just anyone. 

From the ones who make his knees shake when they laugh.
From the kind who don’t even look at him. 

And then one day… he gets caught. 

Red-handed.
Hard.
Sniffing her favorite black lace thong. 

She doesn’t scream.
Doesn’t slap him.
Doesn’t call the cops. 

She smirks. 

“You know,” she says, voice like velvet dripped in wine, “I’ve always wanted a man who understood what scent does to loyalty.” 

He thinks she’s joking. 

Until she puts a leash in his hand. 

Until she locks the door. 

Until she makes him choose. 



He could leave.
He could forget the drawer.
He could beg for mercy. 

Or… 

He could crawl. 

He could sniff.
Lick.
Worship.
Obey. 

He could fall so deep he forgets what it’s like to think without the fog of her panties pressed to his mouth. 



She doesn’t tie him up at first.
She doesn’t gag him. 

She lets him humiliate himself—watching the twitch of his caged cock as he begs for her used laundry. 

She leaves thongs under his pillow. 

She presses wet cotton against his nose and asks, “Still pretending you’re not mine?” 

She makes him serve, and smell, and thank her for every drop of shame she lets him keep. 



And Milo?
He doesn’t want to escape. 

He wants to sink.
To ache.
To drown in the scent of the woman who never needed to raise her voice to own him. 

He doesn’t want sex. 

He wants to be possessed. 

And Isabella North? 

She wants to ruin him. 

One soaked thong at a time. 


CHAPTER ONE — THE DRAWER 


It was supposed to be a simple job. 

Check the outdoor cameras.
Replace the fried panel.
Maybe tighten a few cables in the basement. 

He wasn’t even supposed to go upstairs. 

But then she asked if he could check the router in her bedroom. 

Just a minute.
Just while she was making tea. 

No big deal. 



Her room was soft.
Dark wood floors. White curtains. The air smelled like lavender and something warmer—like skin left in silk too long. 

The router sat on the side table. 

But Milo’s eyes drifted. 

To the vanity.
To the narrow top drawer. 

Partially open.
Black lace spilling over the edge. 

His throat closed. 

He looked at the door. 

Still alone. 

Hands sweaty. 

Mouth dry. 

His cock already pressing against his zipper. 



Just a look, he told himself. 

Just a second. 

He reached. 

Pulled it open. 

And froze. 



Panties. 

Dozens. 

Folded. Crumpled. Used. 

Satin. Lace. Cotton.
Some with tiny bows. Others with dampness still visible. 

He didn’t touch at first. 

He stared. 

Stomach flipping. 

Heart hammering. 

His cock throbbed so hard it ached. 

Then— 

He picked one up. 

Black mesh. Warm. 

He pressed it to his nose. 

Inhaled. 

And whimpered. 



He didn’t hear her until it was too late. 

Just the sound of porcelain on the dresser. 

He turned— 

Panties still in hand. 

Hard as sin. 

And there she stood. 

Isabella North. 

Barefoot. 

Perfect. 

Holding a teacup like she hadn’t just caught a man sniffing her underwear like a desperate dog. 



They stared at each other. 

He opened his mouth. 

No words came. 

She smiled. 

Not wide. 

Not cruel. 

Just… amused. 

Her voice was velvet and amusement soaked in honey. 

“Well,” she said. “At least you picked one of my favorites.” 



He dropped them. 

Stepped back. 

“Fuck—I’m so sorry, I wasn’t—I didn’t mean—” 

She tilted her head. 

“You didn’t mean to open a drawer that was already open?” 

He swallowed. 

“I—I’ll go. I’m so sorry. I won’t say anything. Just let me—” 

She stepped forward. 

One heel click. 

“I’m not throwing you out.” 

He blinked. 

She stepped closer. 

“I’m not calling the police.” 

One more step. 

“I'm not even mad.” 

Now toe to toe. 

She looked up at him. 

Smirked. 

“I’m interested.” 



Milo’s brain short-circuited. 

“What?” 

Her fingers rose. Brushed his cheek. 

“You’re hard.” 

He nodded, ashamed. 

“You’re filthy.” 

Another nod. 

She leaned in. 

Whispered— 

“Would you do it again, if I told you to?” 

His breath caught. 

He couldn’t lie. 

“…yes.” 

She grinned. 

“Good.” 



She turned. Walked away. 

And left the panties on the bed. 

Over her shoulder, she called: 

“Finish your work. Then meet me downstairs. We need to talk about… options.” 



Milo stood frozen. 

Still hard.
Still flushed.
Still trembling. 

And in that moment, he knew two things. 

One:
He wasn’t leaving this house unchanged. 

Two:
He’d never stop thinking about her scent. 


CHAPTER TWO — THE OFFER 


The tea was still warm. 

Milo sat at the edge of the leather couch, shirt damp with sweat, hands clenched, trying not to squirm. 

His cock had been hard for fifteen minutes. 

It hadn’t gone down.
Not since he’d sniffed her panties.
Not since she caught him.
Not since she smiled. 

Across from him, Isabella crossed her legs like they were built to trap souls.
Black satin robe. One bare thigh showing. Collarbone like sculpture. No jewelry. No rush. 

She sipped. 

Then looked at him like a cat watching a mouse pretend it has a plan. 



“I’m not mad, Milo.” 

Her voice was smooth. Amused. 

“I’m not shocked either. Most men would’ve sniffed.” 

He cleared his throat. “I’m not most men.” 

She tilted her head. “Oh, I know. Most men would’ve denied it.” 

Milo flushed. 

She grinned. 

“You’re honest. And filthy. And desperate.”
She sipped again.
“That’s my favorite kind of toy.” 



His eyes dropped. 

Her bare foot tapped once. Deliberate. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen.” 

He looked up. 

She was staring straight into him. 

“You’re going to stay. You’re going to serve me.” 

Milo opened his mouth. 

She raised one finger.
“You’ll work. You’ll clean. You’ll obey. And when you’re good…” 

She leaned forward. 

“I’ll let you sniff whatever you want.” 

His throat went dry. 

“When you’re bad, I’ll make you sniff while I watch.” 

He shivered. 

“Sound fair?” 



He swallowed. 

“Why me?” 

She smiled. “Because you couldn’t even hide your cockprint when I caught you.” 

He covered himself instinctively. 

Too late. 

Her eyes dropped to the bulge. 

Then back up. 

“Milo?” 

“…yes?” 

“Would you get on your knees for me?” 

He didn’t move at first. 

But his body answered before his brain could fight it. 

He dropped. 

Hardwood floor. Knees aching. Hands on his thighs. 

Looking up at her like a prayer. 



She stood. 

Slowly opened the robe. 

Underneath: nothing. 

Bare skin. Heat. Scent. 

She stepped close. 

Let him see the curve of her hip. The dampness between her thighs. 

And then—she slipped her panties off. 

Thin. Pale pink. Still warm. 

She dropped them in his lap. 



“Sniff.” 

He hesitated. 

She stepped closer. 

Pressed the toe of her foot to his chest. 

“Sniff.” 

He lifted them. 

Brought them to his face. 

Inhaled. 

And moaned. 



She smiled. 

“Good boy.” 

Then turned. 

Walked upstairs. 

Left him kneeling with her scent in his hands and the smell of his future thick in his lungs. 


CHAPTER THREE — THE RULES 


Morning came with a knock. 

Not loud.
Not rushed.
Just three quiet taps on the guest bedroom door. 

Milo sat up fast—naked, flushed, and hard again. He’d slept wrapped in her panties, clutching them like a pillow. 

They still smelled like her. 

He was leaking. 



The door creaked open. 

Eva. 

He hadn’t met her yet. 

Tall. Blonde. Piercing stare. Dressed in black slacks and a silk blouse. Holding a tray. 

Breakfast. Water. And folded clothes. 

No—not clothes. 

A plug. A small towel. And a note. 

Eva set it down wordlessly. 

Milo reached for the paper. 

Neat script. 

Put the plug in. Stay naked. Bring the tray to the laundry room. Do not come. 

If you leak, you’ll be spanked. If you whimper, you’ll be gagged. If you finish... 

...I’ll find more creative punishments. 

– I 

His cock twitched. 

The tray rattled. 

He shoved the plug in with shaking hands and clenched his jaw. 

This was real. 



The laundry room was spotless. 

A large basin sink. Wooden drying racks. One wide basket already waiting. 

All panties. 

Lace. Mesh. Cotton. Silk. 

All hers. 

He nearly moaned. 

He set the tray down and stared. 

The scent rose before he touched a thing. 

Sweet. Sharp. Musky. Isabella. 

His hands trembled as he reached into the basket. 



He washed the first pair by hand. 

Warm water. Lavender soap. Gentle strokes. 

He tried not to sniff. 

He failed. 

Twelve pairs later, he was soaked in sweat and leaking. 

Not from friction. 

From the shame. The heat. 

He looked down. 

A small wet spot on the towel beneath him. 

Fuck. 



She appeared at the doorway without sound. 

A shadow in cream silk. 

Her arms folded. Her eyes on the towel. Then on him. 

Then back again. 

“You couldn’t even make it through one task.” 

Milo opened his mouth. 

She raised her hand. 

“On your knees.” 

He obeyed. 

Fast. 



She walked over. 

Picked up the leather paddle from the wall. 

Tapped it against her thigh. 

Then circled him. 

“You want to serve in filth, fine. But you’ll suffer in it too.” 

She bent him forward. 

Pressed his face to the basket of clean panties. 

And spanked him. 

Hard. 

Once. 

Twice. 

Eight times. 

No rhythm.
No warning.
Just punishment. 

He moaned. 

Her panties muffled it. 



When she was done, she leaned down and whispered into his ear: 

“Next time you leak without permission…” 

“You’ll wash them with your mouth.” 

Then she left. 

And Milo stayed kneeling. 

Cheeks burning. Cock caged. Plug twitching. 

And he never wanted anything more. 


CHAPTER FOUR — THE CAGE 


He didn’t mean to do it. 

Not really. 

He was just changing the sheets in her bedroom, and there it was again—
another drawer. 

This one wasn’t full of panties. 

It was full of toys. 

Ropes. Gags. A sleek black plug he’d never seen before. 

And a collar with “Obedient Toy” etched in silver. 

His knees gave out.
His breath hitched.
And when he pressed his face to her pillow, buried deep in the scent of where she sleeps, he came in four seconds. 

Caged. 

Plugged. 

Without permission. 



The moment he finished, he knew. 

He stayed kneeling.
Waited. 

She didn’t appear for another hour. 

But when she did— 

She didn’t speak. 

She just looked at the stain on her pillow.
At the twitch in his cock.
At the red on his cheeks. 

Then she smiled. 

Like she’d planned this. 



“Milo.” 

Her voice was satin over a blade. 

“You’ve made a mess.” 

He opened his mouth. 

“Ah-ah.” She raised a finger. “Don’t explain. Crawl.” 

He dropped instantly. 

Followed her down the hall on all fours, cock dripping, plug shifting inside him, breath shaky as the scent of her skin wafted behind her like perfume. 

She stopped at a door. 

Opened it slowly. 

The room was dark. 

Padded. 

And at the center—a cage. 

Black steel. Narrow. Velvet-lined. 

Open. 

Waiting. 



“In you.” 

He crawled in without hesitation. 

She clipped the door shut behind him. 

Pulled out a remote. 

Pressed a button. 

The plug pulsed. 

Milo gasped. 

She knelt beside the cage. 

Slid a pair of her panties through the bars. 

Still damp. Still warm. 

He reached out, trembling fingers clutching the cotton. 



“I want you to sleep with them under your nose,” she said softly. 

“But you’re not allowed to touch them.” 

He nodded, panting. 

She tilted her head. 

“Or your cock.” 

He whimpered. 

She pulled out a gag.
Wide. Soft. Strapped. 

“Open.” 

He obeyed. 

She buckled it tight. 



“No sounds. No begging. No coming.” 

She leaned close. 

Whispered— 

“You leak, I shock the plug.” 

“You cry, I ignore it.” 

“You beg…” 

Her smile widened. 

“You’ll be doing laundry with your tongue.” 



Then she stood. 

Turned out the light. 

And walked away. 



Milo knelt in the dark. 

Plug vibrating low.
Her scent soaked in his lungs.
Cage cool against his knees. 

And in that silence, one thought stayed with him all night: 

“I want to be hers forever.” 


CHAPTER FIVE — THE LESSON 


He didn’t sleep. 

Not really. 

The cage was too tight. The plug too alive. 

And her panties—folded beneath his face, soaked in her scent—kept his cock twitching all night inside the cage. 

By morning, he was drooling past the gag.
His hips shook with every pulse.
He was dizzy with heat. 

And still desperate for her eyes. 



The door creaked open. 

Light spilled in. 

And there she was. 

Black blouse. No bra. Tight riding pants and a crop in her hand. 

Her smile?
Wicked. 

She unlocked the cage. 

He didn’t move. 

Not until she said: 

“Crawl, toy.” 

He obeyed instantly. 



She led him through the house like a pet—gagged, plugged, leaking down his thighs. 

They passed the laundry room.
The kitchen.
The parlor. 

And stopped in the hallway outside her private study. 

There—the radiator. 

Cold. Tall. Just the right height for him to bend over. 

“Up.” 

He bent.
Chest against the metal.
Ass exposed.
Cock caged and trembling. 

She tied his wrists behind his back with a soft cotton ribbon. 

Then stepped in front of him. 

Slid a hand between her thighs. 

Pulled her panties off. 

And stuffed them in his mouth. 



“No more speaking,” she whispered.
“Now we learn honesty.” 

The first strike came without warning. 

CRACK. 

The crop bit his left cheek. 

He moaned—muffled and soaking wet. 

“Tell me what you think when you see me.” 

Another strike. 

CRACK. 

He groaned against the gag. 

“Tell me why you stared at my laundry basket.” 

CRACK. 

Tears welled in his eyes. 

She leaned in close, her voice in his ear. 

“Tell me what filthy little thoughts you had while sniffing my panties.” 

He whimpered. 

The words were lost in cotton. 

So she hit him again. 

And again. 

Until the sobs turned into surrender. 



When she finally pulled the gag from his mouth, he was panting, broken open, throat raw. 

She ran a finger down his spine. 

“Well?” 

His voice cracked. 

“I thought about begging you to sit on my face…” 

She raised an eyebrow. 

“While I came in your panties like a fucking dog.” 

Silence. 

Then— 

She smiled. 

Whispered— 

“There’s my good boy.” 



She untied him. 

Cradled his face. 

Pressed her soaked panties to his lips. 

And said, “If you’re going to live in filth, you better learn to love it.” 

He nodded. 

Eyes glazed.
Mind gone.
Heart full. 

And whispered: “I already do.” 


CHAPTER SIX — THE PARTY 


He wasn’t allowed to speak that day. 

Not when she dressed him.
Not when she fed him breakfast from a bowl on the floor.
Not even when she slid the thin black thong over his head like a crown—straps across his cheeks, the crotch damp and pressed directly to his nose. 

No, today wasn’t about obedience. 

It was about presentation. 



The dining room was candlelit. 

Elegant. Velvet curtains. Crystal glasses. Four chairs. 

He was not invited to sit. 

Isabella pulled the tablecloth aside. 

Pointed. 

“In.” 

He crawled under without hesitation. 

Nude. Plugged. Caged. Muzzled by scent. 

She tied his wrists to the inside of the table’s frame. 

Then slid her chair into place—her bare thighs pressing softly against his cheeks. 



The doorbell rang. 

She smirked. 

“I expect you to breathe slowly,” she whispered.
“If I feel your nose twitch too much, I’ll assume you’re trying to come.” 

His cock throbbed in its cage. 

She giggled. 

“I hope you fail.” 



Guests arrived one by one. 

Three of them. All women. All sharp. All commanding in their presence. 

They kissed Isabella’s cheeks. Complimented her wine. Her hair. Her calm. 

They never looked down. 

Never acknowledged the naked man bound beneath their feet, moaning quietly through wet cotton and shame. 



“So how’s your new boy?” one woman asked. 

Isabella took a sip of wine. 

Smiled down at her glass. 

“Well-trained. Filthy. Utterly pathetic.” 

The others laughed. 

“Does he lick yet?” 

“Only if I haven’t ruined his brain sniffing.” 

More laughter. 

“I keep him plugged and edged for hours. He begs through my panties now. It’s adorable.” 

The table shook slightly. 

Her foot pressed to Milo’s shoulder. 

Hard. 



“You’re leaking, aren’t you?” she whispered softly beneath the noise.
Her voice dipped like a knife wrapped in velvet. 

“You love being ignored while I talk about you like an object.” 

Her thighs tightened against his ears. 

He moaned. 

She didn’t let go. 



The dinner went on. 

Every shift of her hips smothered him deeper. 

Every laugh made his cock twitch. 

By dessert, his chin was slick. The thong soaked. His lungs filled with her scent like he was being drowned on purpose. 

And maybe he was. 



When the guests left, she pulled back the tablecloth. 

Looked down. 

Smiled. 

“You didn’t come,” she said, mock disappointment in her tone. 

“You’re improving.” 

She untied his wrists.
Lifted his chin.
And wiped the wet cloth from his face. 

Then leaned in— 

And kissed his cheek. 

“You’re going to make such a good centerpiece.” 


CHAPTER SEVEN — THE CHALLENGE 


The house was silent. 

No footsteps.
No creaking floorboards.
No breath behind him. 

Milo padded barefoot into the kitchen, still caged, still plugged, still red from yesterday’s punishment. 

His task was simple: wipe down the counters. 

Nothing else. 

Until he saw it. 



Laid out on the table like a feast: 

A freshly soaked thong.
Dark wine-red. Still damp. Still warm.
And next to it… a note in delicate script: 

Sniff it and be punished.
Resist and be rewarded.
I’m watching.
— I 

His heart dropped. 

His cock surged. 

The room spun with the smell already teasing the air. 



He stood there for minutes. 

Frozen. 

Staring. 

The thong might as well have been pulsing. 

He leaned closer.
Just to look. 

He didn’t mean to breathe in. 

But he did. 

Deep. 

Slow. 

Devastating. 

His knees wobbled. 

His cock throbbed against the cage so hard it hurt. 

He clenched his fists. 

Turned away. 

Then turned back. 

And picked it up. 



The scent hit like a drug. 

Spicy. Musky. Her. 

He pressed it to his face. 

Inhaled. 

Groaned. 

Fell to his knees. 

Then— 

The click of heels behind him. 

He froze. 

Didn’t look. 

Just knelt there, the thong still held to his nose like a confession soaked in sin. 



Isabella’s voice dropped like silk across his spine. 

“I gave you one instruction.” 

He whimpered. 

She stepped into view. 

Not angry. 

Not loud. 

Just disappointed. 

And aroused. 



She took the thong from his hands. 

Slid it into his mouth. 

Tied it behind his head like a gag. 

“Since you’re so eager to taste it…” 

Her eyes burned through him. 

“…you can keep it there for the rest of the day.” 

She pulled a leash from the drawer. 

Clipped it to his collar. 

“You failed.” 

She smiled. 

“And I’m so proud of you.” 



She led him through the house on all fours, her panties in his mouth, his cock caged, plug set to a low, aching pulse. 

And he’d never felt more owned. 


CHAPTER EIGHT — THE RITUAL 


The first night, she said nothing. 

Just walked into his room barefoot, her robe loose, the scent of her thighs already clinging to the air. 

Milo was kneeling. 

Plugged. 

Caged. 

Naked except for the soft black ribbon around his neck—“obedient” written in cursive down the front. 

He looked up, eyes wide, panting like a starving dog. 

She stepped in front of him. 

Said nothing. 

And let her robe fall open. 



No panties. 

Just skin. 

Warm. 

Slick. 

Her scent hit him instantly. 

He whimpered, nose twitching, his whole body begging without a single word. 

She ran her hand between her thighs. 

Lifted a soaked thong from her pocket. 

Held it up. 

Then dropped it in front of him. 

“Use your mouth.” 



He bit gently. 

Lifted it between his teeth. 

Held it like an offering. 

She stepped closer. 

Turned. 

Bent forward just enough to arch her hips back. 

“Put it on me.” 

His hands were still cuffed behind his back. 

So he had to crawl. 

Had to use only his mouth to slide the panties up her legs, past her thighs, and nestle them against her heat. 

She moaned softly. 

His cock jumped in the cage. 

She turned. 

Smiled. 

“Good boy.” 

Then walked out. 



The second night, she came again. 

This time wearing panties. 

He kneeled, took them off with his teeth, and pressed his nose into them before she could even tell him to. 

She stood over him, fingers tangled in his hair. 

Whispered, “You’ll never sleep again without me between your teeth.” 

He believed her. 



The third night, she tested him. 

Made him sniff three pairs—each from different days. 

“Find the one I wore today.” 

He did. 

Without hesitation. 

She grinned. 

“Maybe I should patent your nose.” 

Then made him hold it in his mouth while he slept. 



By the fifth night, she added something new. 

A kiss to his forehead. 

Sometimes to his cock cage. 

Once… to the inside of his thigh. 

He cried. 

She kissed his tears. 

And said nothing. 



It became ritual. 

Clockwork. 

Obedience on its knees. 

Submission soaked in scent. 

Milo didn’t care if he ever came again. 

He just wanted her panties in his mouth… 

And her praise in his ears. 


CHAPTER NINE — THE BREAK 


It started with the way she kissed him the night before. 

Not rough.
Not teasing.
Just… soft. 

She’d pressed her lips to the base of his neck, her panties still hanging from his teeth, and whispered: 

“You’re not ready yet.” 

He didn’t know what she meant. 

Until the next day. 

When he snapped. 



She was standing in the hallway, reading something on her phone, casual as always—hair loose, glasses perched on her nose, panties barely peeking beneath her silk robe. 

And he fell to his knees in front of her. 

Caged. Plugged. Leaking down his thigh. 

“Please.” 

She looked down. 

One eyebrow raised. 

“Please what?” 

“I need it,” he whispered. “Need you. Need your hands. Your mouth. Your… anything. Everything.” 

He crawled forward, forehead to the floor. 

“Fuck me. Use me. Ruin me. Please, I’m begging.” 



She stared. 

No emotion. 

No reaction. 

Then she smiled. 

But it wasn’t kindness. 

It was understanding. 

“Good,” she said softly. “Now we can begin.” 



The gag was thicker than usual—black leather, strapped tight, stuffing his mouth full so not even moaning made it through. 

The cuffs locked his wrists behind his back. 

The spreader bar kept his legs apart. Helpless. 

The plug? 

Upgraded. 

Longer. Thicker. Vibrating with every heartbeat. 



She led him to the cage. 

Lowered him in. 

And locked it. 

The key? Hung just out of reach. Taunting. 

She kissed his forehead through the bars. 

And said:
“Forty-eight hours.” 

He thrashed. 

She pressed her panties to the cage bars. 

“You’ll thank me when it’s over.” 



He didn’t sleep. 

He didn’t come. 

He didn’t speak. 

The plug never stopped. 

The cage never opened. 

And all he could do was breathe her scent and suffer beautifully. 



By the end of day two, he was broken. 

Tears dried on his cheeks. 

His cock raw from caged tension. 

His body limp, panting, wrecked. 

When she returned, she didn’t speak. 

She unlocked the cage. 

Removed the gag. 

Held him against her bare thigh. 

And whispered: 

“There’s my toy.” 

“You don’t want to be fucked.” 

“You want to be kept.” 



He sobbed. 

Nodded. 

Nuzzled against her heat. 

And when she stroked his hair, he came— 

without touch. 

Without permission. 

Without a single apology. 

And she laughed. 

“Finally.” 


CHAPTER TEN — THE CLAIMING 


The room was dark. 

Lit only by a single bedside lamp and the shimmer of silk sheets. 

Milo stood trembling in front of the bed, dressed in nothing but her favorite pale pink thong—still warm from her skin—and a black ribbon tied tightly around his throat. 

The words embroidered in gold thread: 

PROPERTY. 

His cock was still caged. 

His eyes were blindfolded. 

His wrists bound to the bedposts above him. 

But he wasn’t afraid. 

He was waiting. 



She entered without sound. 

Naked. 

Bare feet. Bare skin. Bare hunger in her eyes. 

Her scent hit him before her voice did. 

Then— 

“Breathe for me.” 

He did. 

Deep. 

Slow. 

Sinking. 



She crawled onto the bed like a predator. 

Ran her hands down his thighs. 

Tugged the thong aside. 

And finally, finally—removed the cage. 

He gasped. 

It throbbed instantly. 

Dripping. 

Ready. 

Begging. 

She laughed under her breath. 

“So easy to ruin.” 



She kissed his stomach. 

Lower. 

Lower. 

Bit his inner thigh just hard enough to make him whimper. 

Then leaned in close. 

“Milo…” 

His blindfold twitched. 

“You’ve begged.” 

She kissed the tip of his cock. 

“You’ve sniffed.” 

Another kiss to his chest. 

“You’ve obeyed.” 

A bite to his hip. 

“And now…” 

She slid onto him—slow, deep, impossible. 

“…you belong.” 



He cried out. 

Not from pain. 

Not from pleasure. 

From finally being inside her. 

Tight. Wet. Warm. 

And in total control. 

She fucked him like worship. 

Like discipline. 

Like art. 

Slow at first. 

Teeth on his neck. 

Fingers in his hair. 

Her scent smearing his face as she rode him raw. 



“Who owns you?” she whispered, breath hot in his ear. 

“You do,” he gasped. 

“Say it again.” 

“You do.” 

“Say it with my scent still on your tongue.” 

“You fucking own me.” 



She came first. 

Hard. 

Grinding down onto him, soaking his thighs, moaning into his mouth as if he were the one breaking. 

Then she let him go. 

Let him come. 

Let him scream. 

And when he did, she leaned down and whispered: 

“You were never hired for the job.” 

“You were bred for this.” 



After, he curled into her. 

Still blindfolded. 

Still sore. 

Still hers. 

And as she slid her panties into his hands one last time, she whispered: 

“Sleep with them. Every night. Forever.” 

He nodded, lips already parting. 

Already inhaling. 

Already home. 
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