
        
            
                
            
        

    
Owned by the Coach A Femdom Strapon BDSM Story of Obedience, Ruin, and Raw Control

He signed up for discipline. She gave him a cage, a plug, and her cock.


Introduction 


There were warnings in the contract. 

Mark just didn’t read them. 

He was too busy looking at the photos—lean bodies, confident postures, testimonials about “total transformation” and “life-altering focus.” Dahlia’s site promised results. No pills. No bullshit. Just discipline. 

He liked that word. 

Discipline. 

He thought it meant squats and macros and wake-up texts. 

He didn’t know it meant butt plugs and breath control drills. 

Didn’t know it meant edging on a yoga mat while she counted calories out loud. 

Didn’t know it meant being told when to leak, where to kneel, and how to beg for the strap she used to break men like him. 



It started with an assessment. 

He showed up in sweats, cocky and out of shape, expecting a personal trainer with a clipboard. 

Dahlia wore combat boots and a sports bra. Her thighs looked sculpted out of punishment. Her stare made his knees weak. 

“No safe words,” she said, circling him. “No ego. No slacking. You sign that form, you belong to me. Body. Mind. Hole.” 

Mark laughed. 

She didn’t. 

He signed anyway. 

Because he was stupid. 

Because he was horny. 

Because he didn’t think she meant it. 



The first session ended with his face on the floor and her strap grinding against his stretched, raw ass. 

She called it deep glute work. 

He called it something else—but not out loud. 

Not after she shoved a protein bar between his teeth and whispered: 

“You don’t get to speak unless you’re counting inches.” 



Now, three weeks in, Mark doesn’t know what day it is. 

He just knows when she presses her toe to his lips, it’s time to stretch. 

When the lube comes out, he moans automatically. 

And when she straps on the red harness? 

He doesn’t beg her to stop. 

He begs her to finish what she started. 


Chapter One: Assessment Day 




Mark was five minutes late and didn’t care. 

He jogged up the stairs two at a time, hoodie damp with sweat, gym bag over his shoulder, ego intact. He thought being a little late made him look chill. Confident. He was here for a discipline-based lifestyle transformation, whatever the hell that meant—and he figured half of it was motivational quotes and green smoothies. 

The loft door was propped open. Inside: high ceilings, mirrored walls, rubber floors, weight racks lined up like soldiers. 

And her. 

Dahlia. 

He stopped walking. 



She stood with her back to him, arms crossed, biceps coiled tight. Combat boots laced to her knees. Shorts that showed off quads like steel cables. Black sports bra. A long braid down her back. She was taller than he expected. Broader, too. 

She turned. Met his eyes. 

And smiled. 

The kind of smile that didn’t reach the surface. It cut through him instead. 

“You’re late.” 

He laughed—awkward, cocky. “Traffic. And parking. I mean, good problem to have, right? Lotta clients?” 

She stared. 

No answer. 

Just a slow nod toward the floor. 

“Knees.” 



Mark blinked. “Sorry?” 

“You heard me. Drop. Hands behind your back.” 

His throat tightened. 

Was this… part of it? 

“Uh. Is this like, a warm-up posture thing or…?” 

Her boot stepped forward. The tip tapped the floor between them. Once. 

“Knees. Or I add anal drills to the first session.” 

He stared. 

Then laughed again—nervous, unsure. 

And dropped. 

The floor was cold. 

Her gaze was colder. 



She circled him like a trainer inspecting meat. 

“You didn’t read the contract.” 

He shrugged. 

She crouched behind him, close enough to smell the sweat on his neck. 

“I’m not here to help you lose weight. I’m here to take control of everything you give me. Including this—” Her hand slapped his ass through his sweatpants, firm and sudden. 

He jumped. 

“I—okay. I’m into strong women, but this is a lot—” 

“Shut up.” 

Her fingers slid up his spine. 

“You don’t talk. You don’t question. You don’t touch yourself unless it’s part of a set.” 

She stood. 

“And you don’t cum unless it’s on my boot.” 



He opened his mouth. 

She pulled a form from the wall and held it in front of him. 

His signature stared back. 

“You signed. You obey. Or you leave.” 

Her hand moved to the drawer beside the squat rack. 

Out came the harness. 

Black leather. Gleaming metal rings. Thick red silicone shaft already buckled into place. 

She slung it over her shoulder like it was nothing. 

Mark’s mouth went dry. 

“This is the first rep,” she said. “And trust me—by the end of the week, you’ll thank me for this stretch.” 



He tried to stand. 

She pressed a boot to his back. 

“Count it, bitch.” 

“One,” he breathed. 

And then she shoved. 

And the real workout began. 


Chapter Two: Conditioning Day 




The next morning, he couldn’t sit right. 

Every movement reminded him of what she’d done. The way she whispered “stretch” while burying that cock inside him. The way she made him count each thrust like it was a squat. The way she stared straight into his eyes as she filled him and said: 

“You don’t get to cum until you ache for it.” 



The message came at 6:01 AM. 

DAHLIA: Training Day One. 6:45. Plug in. Jockstrap only. Door will be unlocked. 

He read it three times. 

Plug? 



There was a box outside his door. 

Inside: a sleek, black silicone plug. Medium size. Bottle of lube. Instructions in Dahlia’s handwriting: 

“Lube it. Slide it. Keep it in until I say.” 

He stared at it like it was a bomb. 

And then, ten minutes later, he was lubed, plugged, and pacing in just a jockstrap, thighs trembling with every step. 

He hated how it felt. 

He hated how hard he was. 

He hated how much he needed to hear her voice. 



When he arrived, the studio lights were already on. 

She was barefoot this time, in leggings and a compression crop top, standing in the center of the mat with a tablet in one hand and a paddle in the other. 

“Strip.” 

He was already half-naked. 

“On your knees.” 

He dropped instantly. 

The plug shifted inside him, making him whimper. 

Her smile was slow and sharp. 

“You’re learning.” 



The session began. 

But not with weights. 

She handed him a yoga mat. 

Laid it flat in front of the mirror. 

Told him to kneel on all fours, plug still in, head up, eyes forward. 

Then she started counting. 

“Thirty minutes. Breath control. Plug clenched. No squirming.” 

Every five minutes, she walked behind him and tapped his thighs with the paddle. 

Not hard. 

Just a reminder. 

A presence. 

His cock throbbed in the jock. 

His body started to sweat. 

His mind began to spin. 



At minute twenty-five, she knelt in front of him. 

Held his face in her hand. 

“Who owns this plug?” 

“You,” he whispered. 

“Who decides if you cum?” 

“You do.” 

“Say it louder.” 

“You decide.” 

She pressed her foot to his chest and pushed him back. 

“Good. Now edge for me.” 



She didn’t touch him. 

She didn’t have to. 

He laid back, jock pulled down, cock hard and leaking. The plug buzzed from the remote she’d activated mid-session. Her foot pressed to his lips while she whispered: 

“Stroke. Slowly. No release.” 

He whimpered. 

She leaned in. 

“If you cum without permission, I’ll take the paddle to your cock. If you stop early, I’ll strap you down and make you leak through denial. Understand?” 

He nodded. 

And started stroking. 



Ten minutes later, he was sobbing. 

She never let him finish. 

She only watched. Smiled. Slapped his thigh when he got too close. 

Then stood. 

“You’re going to wear the plug for 24 hours,” she said, tossing him a towel. 

He was shaking. 

“You’ll thank me when you’re begging to feel it again.” 



He laid on the mat afterward, soaked in sweat, body buzzing, heart thudding. 

And when she walked past him, boot tapping his shoulder… 

He whispered— 

“Thank you, Coach.” 

And meant every word. 


Chapter Three: The Evaluation 




“You’re going to meet someone today.” 

That’s all Dahlia said during his morning leash-walk—twenty laps around the studio, naked but for a plug, the jockstrap removed hours ago “to give his shame more room to breathe.” 

She walked in front of him barefoot, coffee in hand, watching his reflection in the mirror as he crawled. His leash clicked every time he dragged it. The plug buzzed randomly. His cock leaked without permission. 

He didn’t ask who the someone was. 

He knew better. 



At 10:00 sharp, the studio door opened. 

She walked in like she owned the floor. 

Tall. Lean. Jet black undercut. Sharp collarbone. Thick strap-on harness already visible beneath an open bomber jacket. Combat boots. No nonsense. 

Dahlia smiled. 

“Mark, meet Sloan. She trains boys who forget how to say ‘no.’” 

Mark tried to rise. 

“Stay down,” Dahlia snapped. “Presentation position.” 

He dropped. 

Forearms to the mat. 

Ass up. 

Legs wide. 

Plug in. 

Sloan whistled. “He’s cute.” 



The evaluation started in silence. 

Sloan walked slow laps around him, toe nudging his thighs, brushing the tag of his collar. Then she stepped between his legs. Tapped the plug. 

“Daily wear?” 

“Third day straight,” Dahlia said. 

Mark whimpered. 

“Any leaks?” 

“Denied since Monday.” 

Sloan leaned down. “That true, puppy?” 

Mark nodded, face red. 

“Speak.” 

“I—I haven’t cum since Monday, Miss…” 

“Good.” 

She tugged the plug. “Because today, you’re going to earn it. Or break trying.” 



The drills came next. 

Kneel. 

Arch. 

Open wider. 

Moan only when told. 

Sloan knelt in front of him and unzipped her harness. The black shaft glistened with lube. She slapped it once against his cheek. 

“Kiss it.” 

He obeyed. 

“Lick.” 

He did. 

“Now crawl with it in your mouth.” 

Dahlia watched from the mirror, arms crossed. 

“You wanted a challenge,” she said. “Sloan doesn’t hold back.” 



They strapped him down next. 

Ass up. Plug out. Lube cold. 

Sloan knelt behind him, smirking. 

“Dahlia broke the shell. I get to stretch the soul.” 

He moaned. 

Dahlia walked forward, pressed a foot to his face, and whispered: 

“You cum before she says, and I’ll edge you in the cage for a week.” 

Then Sloan pushed in. 



It wasn’t gentle. 

It wasn’t sweet. 

It was training. 

She fucked him hard. Deep. Rhythmic. 

Each thrust matched by Dahlia’s foot across his mouth. 

Each moan followed by commands: 

“Say who owns your hole.” 

“Beg for more inches.” 

“Thank her cock.” 



He broke. 

Right there on the mat, with two trainers above him, soaked in sweat and shame. 

He sobbed, not from pain—but from surrender. 

From the raw, bright awareness that he couldn’t stop. Wouldn’t. Didn’t want to. 

And when they let him cum? 

It wasn’t from his hand. 

It was from the pounding. 

From her cock. 

From Dahlia’s toes pressed into his throat. 

From the word he whispered as he shattered— 

“Owned.” 


Chapter Four: Streamed & Stripped 




He thought he’d earned a break. 

After Sloan left, after the strap-on, after the flood of humiliation and cum and shame—Mark collapsed onto the mat. Dahlia let him breathe. Let him drink. Even let him kiss her toes with gratitude. 

But rest wasn’t in the program. 

“Recovery is a mindset,” she said. “And yours is still full of ego.” 

She clicked her phone. 

And the studio lights changed. 

Dimmed. Soft. 

Camera on. 

Ring light up. 

Tripod waiting. 



“No,” he whispered. 

She raised a brow. 

“No?” 

He froze. 

That word—no—hadn’t come out of his mouth in days. 

It felt foreign. Weak. 

She smiled. 

“You’ll regret that.” 



She took his name first. 

Out loud. 

On camera. 

“This is Squirm,” she said to the lens, pulling him into the frame by his leash. “Formerly known as Mark. As of tonight, he’ll be referred to only by the way he begs.” 

She made him say it. 

“I’m Squirm.” 

“Say it again. Slower. Sloppier.” 

“I’m… Squirm.” 

He hated it. 

Hated how hard he got when she laughed. 



Then came the game. 

Dahlia opened a private stream. Sent the link to her Domme circle. 

“New trainee. Show discipline. Show hole.” 

She forced him onto all fours, pressed a plug against his ass, and let the viewers vote: stretch or edge. 

Stretch won. 

She smiled. 

“Good girls always get bigger toys.” 



The plug went in on cam. 

He moaned. 

Was told to thank them. 

Chat exploded with requests. 

●        “Edge him, no hands.”
  

●        “Make him hump your foot.”
  

●        “Stuff his mouth with your sock.”
  

●        “Denial + paddle—classic combo.”
  

Dahlia read them like scripture. 

“Ready, Squirm?” 

He nodded. 

Plug in. 

Mouth open. 

Cock leaking. 

Camera rolling. 



She strapped him to the floor with resistance bands. 

Arms behind his back. Knees parted. Cock aimed helplessly at the ceiling. 

Then she sat beside him and wrapped a used sock around his face. 

“You’re going to edge for the camera. Every time you get close, I press the plug in harder.” 

He sobbed. 

She pressed play. 



The next thirty minutes were agony. 

She whispered commands while viewers tipped. 

She kept him trembling, quivering, leaking, soaked. 

Never allowed to cum. 

And at the peak of his desperation, Dahlia leaned down and said: 

“If you want release… ask the camera.” 

He stared into the lens. 

Shaking. 

Hard. 

Ruined. 

“I… please… I’m Squirm and I need to cum…” 

Chat voted. 

DENIED. 



The stream ended. 

Dahlia cleaned her boots while he cried into the mat. 

And when she finally kissed his forehead… 

It felt like mercy. 

But it wasn’t. 

It was a reminder. 

That next time… the world would see everything. 


Chapter Five: Remote Control 




The plug never came out. 

Dahlia made sure of that. 

Three days after the stream, Squirm woke to a sharp jolt in his ass—not from her hand, but from his phone. The app glowed in the dark: 

DAHLIA: Plug synced. Control session begins. No release today. Wear the cage. No excuses. 

He checked the drawer. 

The chastity cage was waiting. Small. Cold. Ready. 

His hands shook as he slid it on. 

And locked it. 



She didn’t need to be in the room anymore. 

The app handled everything. 

Timed plug pulses. 

Leaking alerts. 

Motion detection for unauthorized touches. 

Every buzz meant she was watching. 

Every denied vibration made his cock throb harder inside the cage. 



At 11:00 AM, he got the next message: 

DAHLIA: You’re being loaned. Weekend challenge. Be at the address by 6. Clean, shaved, stretched. Cage stays on. No bags. No ego.** 

He froze. 

Loaned? 

His hands trembled. 

He tapped reply. 

SQUIRM: Who am I being sent to? 

The response came instantly. 

DAHLIA: A friend who trains harder than I do. 



He showed up at the townhouse just after sunset. 

The door opened before he could knock. 

Tall. Blonde. Eyes like ice and a voice that didn’t ask—it commanded. 

“Strip. Kneel. Crawl in.” 

Her name was Rena. 

She didn’t say it. 

He read it on the tattoo across her thigh as she stepped over him. 



Inside was colder than Dahlia’s studio. 

Polished floors. Chain hooks on the walls. Two benches. One camera. 

She locked his collar to a floor ring and walked away. 

Then the app buzzed. 

Not Dahlia’s this time. 

Rena's private control screen. 

RENA: No cumming. No safe word. No escape. Plug schedule begins now. 

His plug hummed to life. 

No voice. No mercy. 

Just vibration and silence. 



The first task was position training. 

Kneeling. Standing. Bent over. Holding posture for sixty seconds at a time. 

Each failure earned a paddle strike. 

Each wobble meant another inch inside. 

She called it shaping. 

He called it hell. 

He lasted an hour. 

Then she made him crawl with the cage clipped to a leash between his thighs. 



That night, he didn’t sleep. 

He lay on the training mat, plug buzzing, cage tight, head pressed to her boot. 

She set the app to buzz every time his heart rate dropped. 

He couldn’t rest. 

Couldn’t beg. 

Couldn’t stop. 



By dawn, she slid a harness on. 

Her own. 

Longer than Dahlia’s. 

She grabbed his chin. 

“No safe word, Squirm.” 

And drove it into him while Dahlia watched on the feed. 



He sobbed. 

Not from pain. 

From surrender. 

From knowing that no matter whose strap he was under… 

He was still theirs. 

Always. 


Chapter Six: Programmed to Obey 




There was no more silence. 

Not in his mind. 

Not in his body. 

Not in his sleep. 



After the weekend with Rena, Dahlia didn’t ask how it went. 

She didn’t need to. 

She saw it in his eyes. The way he flinched at her shadow. The way his ass twitched at the sound of her boots. The way his cock throbbed in the cage just from her scent. 

She sent him home with a new set of rules. 

He didn’t argue. 

Just opened the app. 

And obeyed. 



SQUISHY CONTROL 2.0 

●        Plug intensity: adaptive
  

●        Audio feedback: “obedience affirmations”
  

●        Motion alerts: rollovers in sleep trigger denial
  

●        Leak detection: no permission, no release
  

●        Safe zone: 0.5m from charger or buzz until compliance
  



It started with the voice. 

Soft, synthetic, Dahlia’s words fed through a sweet AI whisper: 

“You exist to squirm.”
“My cock decides when you sleep.”
“Your hole is open, your mind is not.”
“Drip, beg, breathe, obey.” 

The affirmations looped as he slept. 

The plug pulsed in time with his breath. 

Every attempt to turn it off ended in a shock buzz and a new rule: 

Do not touch Mommy’s device. 



Day two: he woke up dry. 

The app punished him for it. 

“NO LEAK DETECTED. REPRIMAND ACTIVE.” 

Plug buzzed non-stop for 90 seconds. 

Cage vibrated. 

His legs gave out. 

He sobbed. Moaned. Apologized to no one. 

Then he pissed himself and thanked the ceiling. 



By the end of the week, Dahlia sent him a message: 

DAHLIA: Tomorrow’s test is public. You’ll be plugged, locked, collared. Jeans. Button-down. Casual. You’ll wear earbuds. I’ll be in your ear. If you hesitate, the plug goes redline. If you disobey, I stream it to the Domme Circle. Understood? 

He replied with a photo of his leash laid out on the bed. 

She liked the message. 



The test was simple. 

Walk the mall. 

Shop for a candle. 

Leak once before checkout. 

Thank her—out loud. 



He made it to the register before the plug buzzed at max. 

His thighs clenched. Face flushed. 

The girl at the counter smiled. 

“Find what you needed?” 

He nodded. 

And whispered, “Thank you, Mommy…” 

She blinked. 

He paid. 

And leaked as he walked out the door. 



The cage was removed that night. 

Only so she could fuck him harder. 

She told him if he came, she’d reset the app and start again from zero. 

He didn’t come. 

He just cried. 

And whispered “thank you” with every thrust. 


Chapter Seven: No More Mark 




The name stopped showing on her screen. 

No “Mark.” 

No “Client.” 

Just SQUIRM. 

It was subtle at first. 

She changed his contact name. 

Then his app login. 

Then his smart speaker response. 

“Hi Squirm. Time to stretch.” 

His devices only responded if he said it. 

“Who are you?” 

“I’m Squirm.” 

Wrong answer? 

The plug locked. 

The cage buzzed. 

His whole body went hot with shame. 



His email password was changed. 

So was his phone wallpaper. 

His old ID card was shredded in front of him. 

“You don’t need this anymore,” Dahlia said, eyes calm. “You don’t go anywhere I don’t send you.” 

He nodded. 

Plugged. 

Silent. 

Leashed to her desk. 



The outside world shrank. 

Friends stopped texting. 

Calls went unanswered. 

He didn’t leave the apartment unless she dressed him. 

And when she did? 

It was tight jeans, hidden plug, her name written in Sharpie on his thigh: 

This hole belongs to Dahlia. 



Sleep changed next. 

No sheets. 

No bed. 

Just the floor by her boots. 

A blanket if he’d leaked well. 

Pillow only if he begged in baby voice. 



She made him repeat a mantra every morning: 

“I am Squirm. I serve my Coach. My mouth opens when told. My hole stretches on command. My cock is hers. My mind is gone.” 

He cried the first time. 

She spanked him harder the second time. 

By the third? 

He was hard before he said the first word. 



She uploaded a new app module: 

SQUISHY VOICE LOCK 

His mouth was silenced until she gave permission. 

She pressed a button. 

The collar buzzed. 

His voice shut down. 

Any sound = shock. 

Only when she allowed it would it switch back on. 



One morning, she unlocked his voice. 

Just for this. 

“Kiss the mirror.” 

He did. 

“Now say it. Say goodbye.” 

“To who?” he asked. 

“To Mark.” 

He kissed the glass. 

“I’m not Mark anymore.” 

“Louder.” 

“I’m not Mark anymore. I’m Squirm.” 

She smiled. 

Plugged him deeper. 

Fucked him to the floor. 

And whispered, 

“Good boy.” 


Chapter Eight: The Other Toy 




“You’re not my first.” 

That’s all Dahlia said when she dragged a second mat into the studio. 

Squirm was already plugged, caged, gagged, kneeling at the mirror. 

The leash coiled beside him. 

He tried not to shake. 

But he already was. 



Her name was Ari. 

Slender. Hard eyes. Muscular thighs. 

She wore a black latex corset and nothing else but a collar that read “Was.” 

Dahlia nodded toward Squirm. 

“He thinks he’s broken.” 

Ari smirked. 

“Let’s see if he stays that way.” 



They started with posture drills. 

Side by side. 

Plug in. Caged. Muzzled. 

Ari didn’t flinch. 

Squirm squirmed. 

Each shake earned a snap of Dahlia’s crop. 

Each noise, a denial buzz in his cage. 

Ari didn’t blink. 

She licked Dahlia’s boot without being told. 



Then came the double worship test. 

Dahlia sat. 

Spread her legs. 

“Left foot is for Ari. Right is for Squirm. Let’s see who thanks better.” 

Ari used her tongue like art. 

Squirm drooled. 

His cage throbbed. 

His plug buzzed. 

He lost count of licks. 

And still, Ari moaned louder. 



Dahlia grabbed his chin. 

“You’re getting sloppy.” 

He whimpered behind the gag. 

Ari sucked a toe. 

Smiled. 

Squirm leaked. 

The app beeped. 

Unauthorized leak detected. 

Punishment queued. 



They strapped him down. 

Ari mounted his face. 

Dahlia strapped on. 

“You wanted to serve?” she whispered. 

“You’ll learn to do it side by side. Beneath her. Beneath me. Beneath every bitch I trained better than you.” 



He sobbed. 

Ari ground. 

Dahlia thrusted. 

And when they let him cum? 

It was only after Ari whispered: 

“He’s not a rival. He’s a mirror. And mirrors break.” 


Chapter Nine: The Obedience Duel 




“Today,” Dahlia said, “you’re not just toys.” 

She stood between them, crop in one hand, remote in the other. Her hair was tied high. Her strap-on already glistened. 

“You’re tools.” 

Squirm knelt on the left mat, caged, plugged, leash taut. 

Ari mirrored him on the right. Naked. Confident. Calm. 

Both had collars that read USE ME. 

Only one would be rewarded. 



The rules were simple. 

One command per minute. 

Only one of them could obey each command. 

If both tried? Denial. 

If neither? Punishment. 

If one completed it first? 

Pleasure. 



Command 1: 

“Crawl to my foot. Lick until I moan.” 

Squirm lunged. 

So did Ari. 

Their heads bumped. 

Ari shoved him aside with her shoulder. 

Her tongue was already tracing Dahlia’s arch by the time Squirm caught his breath. 

Buzz. 

His plug vibrated hard. 

Denial. 

Ari moaned. 

Reward. 



Command 2: 

“Say something humiliating about yourself.” 

Squirm blinked. 

His gag was off. 

“I’m… I’m nothing. A cockless pet. I leak before I speak.” 

Ari smirked. 

“I begged to be left in a cage for two weeks just so I’d forget how to ask for permission to cum.” 

Buzz. 

Reward to Ari. 

Punishment: Squirm’s cage tightened. 



Command 3: 

“Whoever whimpers first gets edged.” 

They both went still. 

The room buzzed. 

Dahlia circled them slowly. 

Her foot pressed to Squirm’s cage. 

Ari’s plug hummed. 

She hissed. 

Too late. 

Buzz. 

Dahlia grinned. 

“On your back, bitch.” 

Ari obeyed. 

And she edged her for seven minutes straight. 

Squirm was forced to watch. 



Command 4: 

“Leak.” 

They both panicked. 

“Just one of you,” Dahlia purred. 

“Who wants to cum… and be owned?” 

Squirm moaned. 

Ari clenched. 

They stared at each other. 

Dahlia stepped behind Squirm. 

Whispered: 

“If she leaks first… I fuck you until you scream.” 

He whimpered. 

His thighs trembled. 

He came. 

Diaperless. 

Caged. 

Plugged. 

On the mat. 

Ari smiled. 

Buzz. 

He collapsed. 



Dahlia leaned down. 

Kissed his forehead. 

“You lose.” 

Then turned to Ari. 

“But you leak next.
And you both crawl to your cages wet.” 


Chapter Ten: Marked 




The lights were dimmed. 

Soft music played. 

The scent of leather, sweat, and lube hung in the air like heat. 

Squirm knelt on the left. 

Ari on the right. 

Both plugged. Caged. Naked. 

Collars removed. 

Nothing but the trembling ache of anticipation and the weight of Dahlia’s boots behind them. 



“Tonight,” Dahlia said, “I stop training you.” 

Her voice was calm. 

Certain. 

Cold. 

“Because pets don’t get trained forever. They get claimed.” 

She stepped between them. 

Held two new collars. 

One black. 

One pink. 

Each engraved in gold: 

PROPERTY. 

Below that: 

Dahlia’s. 



She walked behind Squirm. 

Lifted his chin. 

“Do you want it?” 

He couldn’t speak. 

The plug buzzed. 

His thighs clenched. 

She pressed the collar to his lips. 

“Do. You. Want. It.” 

He nodded. 

“Say it.” 

“I… I want to be yours.” 

Buzz. 

Kiss. 

Snap. 

The collar locked around his throat. 



Then Ari. 

Dahlia didn’t ask. 

Just smiled. 

Ari lowered her head. 

The collar slid into place. 

Click. 

Dahlia stepped back. 

“Now you match.” 



The next phase came from the drawer. 

Hot metal. 

Ink. 

Latex gloves. 

Squirm’s eyes widened. 

Ari smiled like she knew. 

Dahlia lit the branding pen. 

Held it steady. 

“Back of the hip,” she said. “Where your body remembers—even when your mind forgets.” 

Squirm whimpered. 

She burned it in slow: 

D 

O 

W 

N 



Ari’s came next: 

M 

I 

N 

E 

They didn’t scream. 

They sobbed. 

And when Dahlia fucked them afterward—back to back, side by side—they didn’t ask for lube. 

Didn’t ask for mercy. 

They just whispered: 

“Thank you, Mommy.” 

And came while holding hands. 


Chapter Eleven: On Parade 




The club was invitation-only. 

Velvet-curtained, three stories underground. 

No cameras. No phones. Just rules. 

Rule one: No one enters without offering something. 

Rule two: All property must be displayed. 

Dahlia brought two. 



Squirm and Ari knelt on either side of her. 

Collars locked. Tags shining. 

Squirm’s plug pulsed with every step. His cage was tight. Dahlia had written her name across his chest in marker. 

Ari wore no cage. 

She didn’t need one. 

She was already broken. 



They arrived in silence. 

No speaking. 

No eye contact with others unless told. 

Squirm tried not to moan when the leash pulled tight around his throat. 

Tried not to leak when Dahlia whispered: 

“You don’t walk into places like this. You’re walked.” 



Inside: dim lights, soft moans, a throne in every corner. 

Dommes chatted like royalty. 

Subs bent like furniture. 

And Dahlia made her entrance like a queen with two toys ready to entertain. 



She led them to the display circle. 

Raised platform. 

Low lighting. 

One word written in neon above it: 

BELONGING 



A voice announced them: 

“Dahlia. Presenting Ari and Squirm. Full control. Double-plugged. Marked. Loyal.” 

Applause followed. 

Someone whistled. 

Another woman murmured, “Look at the twitch in that one’s thighs…” 

Squirm flushed. 

Ari smirked. 

Dahlia grinned. 



The trial began. 

Not punishment. 

Not reward. 

Just obedience. 

Each Domme whispered a command. 

Squirm and Ari obeyed—licking boots, posing for display, dripping on cue. 

At one point, a guest slid a foot beneath Squirm’s cage. 

He moaned. 

The plug buzzed. 

“Good boy,” the stranger said. 

Dahlia nodded. “He’s learned.” 



At the end, the vote was cast. 

The room decided which of the two would be used first. 

Ari won. 

Dahlia smiled. 

But Squirm still leaked. 

Because even losing meant serving. 

Even silence meant worship. 

Even kneeling… 

meant belonging. 


Chapter Twelve: Loaned & Used 




The box arrived before sunrise. 

No return label. 

No note. 

Just an address, two gags, and a remote plug controller already synced to both of them. 

Squirm stared at it like it might explode. 

Ari smiled like she’d been waiting for it. 

Dahlia came into the room wearing a robe and a glass of wine. 

“Get dressed.” 

They didn’t ask. 

They just obeyed. 



They were silent in the car. 

Caged. 

Plugged. 

Gagged. 

Leashed to opposite ends of the backseat, staring forward like cargo. 

Dahlia didn’t speak until she parked. 

“You belong to someone else for forty-eight hours.” 

Her voice was cold. 

Final. 

“Obey. Don’t ask questions. Don’t speak unless told. And don’t cum unless it’s recorded.” 

Squirm whimpered. 

Ari licked her lips. 



The door opened before they knocked. 

She was tall. 

Tattooed. 

In a sheer robe and nothing else. 

Black strap-on already strapped into place. 

“You’re Dahlia’s pets?” 

They nodded. 

She smiled. 

“Let’s see if you remember how to beg.” 



The apartment was empty. 

No furniture but a mattress on the floor. 

Two collars already waiting. 

One said Toy One. 

The other: Toy Two. 

They were switched. 

No names. 

No pride. 

Just holes to be tested. 



The rules were simple. 

She made them repeat them: 

“I am a toy. I exist to be stretched, used, and filled.”
“My plug is my leash. My cage is my fate.”
“I cum when commanded. I thank when emptied.” 

And then she started. 



Ari was ridden first. 

Face down, ass up, moaning through her gag as the stranger pounded her with Dahlia’s remote in one hand and a crop in the other. 

Squirm was made to watch. 

Lick her toes. 

Thank her for every thrust. 

When he leaked without permission, she slapped his face with her cock. 



Day two: they were swapped. 

Squirm strapped to the floor. 

Ari ordered to lick his hole while he was fucked from behind, plug buzzing, cage threatening to burst. 

They were fed by foot. 

Punished for forgetting mantras. 

And made to cum only after a livestream confirmed Dahlia had watched every second. 



When they returned, they collapsed at her feet. 

Filthy. 

Empty. 

Owned. 

She didn’t speak. 

Just smiled. 

Collared them both. 

And whispered: 

“Good pets don’t need homes. They just need me.” 
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