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Prologue


The past year had been nothing but noise. The clatter of overdue notices hitting the floor. The constant ping of collection calls she couldn’t answer. The late-night arguments with her sister about rent, about food, about how much longer they could hang on.

Ava Marston had lived with chaos pounding at her temples until silence itself became a fantasy.

She’d found the application for the Grayson estate in a half-delirious search online—buried in rumor and whispered threads. At first, she’d laughed at the idea: three months of absolute sexual ownership in exchange for debt erasure. But the deeper she read, the less it felt like a joke. The estate was real. Women applied willingly. And when they returned, their slates were clean.

She hadn’t thought twice before submitting her name. The idea of being collared, paraded, punished—it should have terrified her. Instead, it sounded like the first real break she’d had in years. No choices. No demands. No decisions that could go wrong. Just silence.

Now, as the car wound up the long gravel drive and the mansion loomed ahead, Ava felt the first tendrils of quiet sinking into her bones.

Three months. Three months of surrender, and the noise would finally stop.

***

The contract lay heavy in her lap. She’d read it three times, Her eyes lingered on the words, unwilling to believe they were real. Sexual ownership. Obedience. Punishment at discretion. And at the bottom, the line she couldn’t stop staring at:

Upon completion, all outstanding debts are erased.

Her pen hovered. This wasn’t a trick. The Graysons didn’t lure women here against their will—everyone knew what they were signing. That was the strange part. There was no lie, no fine print. Just three months of the most extreme honesty imaginable.

Her chest tightened—not with fear, but with relief.

She signed.

A knock, and Ms. Hart swept in, her dark hair pinned back as if it had never known disorder. “Welcome, Ava. From this moment forward, you are property of the Grayson estate. You will be collared, stripped, and introduced to your master. Do you understand?”

Ava swallowed hard, a tremor running through her. “I do.”

“Good.” Ms. Hart’s composure never slipped, though a shadow of a smile flickered as she extended a hand. “Then let us begin.”

The collar waited. The silence was coming.


The Rules Of Silence


Ava followed Ms. Hart down the hall, the sound of her bare feet on polished wood loud in the stillness. Every nerve buzzed. She wore nothing now but the collar snug around her throat, its weight making each step feel heavier, more permanent.

The corridor seemed endless, lined with oil paintings of stern men she guessed were Grayson ancestors. Their painted eyes followed her, reminding her that she was no longer her own.

At the end of the hall, a pair of double doors opened, and there he was—Dominic Grayson.

He was younger than she expected, early forties, tall but carrying himself with a restraint that didn’t lessen the weight of his presence. Dominic’s strength was subtle: lean muscle under a crisp white shirt, dark hair swept carelessly back, blue-green eyes gleaming with something closer to mischief than menace.

He smiled when he saw her, not kindly, but like a man who had already undressed her a thousand times in his mind. “Well, well. The newest addition.” His voice carried that easy warmth that made her stomach tighten. “Ava, isn’t it?”

She nodded quickly. “Yes, Sir.”

He tilted his head, gaze steady, as if measuring her against a standard she hadn’t been told. “You’ll learn fast, or you’ll cry often. I don’t mind either way.”

Ms. Hart stepped forward with a folder. “The contract has been signed. Ava is prepared to receive her rules.”

Dominic accepted the folder without looking at it, his gaze never leaving Ava. “Rules, hmm? I prefer to think of them as habits you’ll adopt. Stand still.”

Ava froze, pulse thudding.

He circled her slowly, fingertips brushing her shoulder, trailing down the small of her back. She fought not to shiver. “Rule one: You don’t speak unless spoken to. Your voice is mine to grant, not yours to use.”

He stopped in front of her again, a knowing smirk cutting through his features. “Rule two: You don’t beg for release. The more you ask, the longer I’ll deny you.”

Her chest locked, breath suspended.

“Rule three…” He leaned close, voice a whisper at her ear. “You obey every command, no matter how humiliating, with a smile. Because you’ll learn humiliation tastes sweeter when you stop fighting it.”

Ava’s knees wobbled, but she held firm.

Dominic straightened, his tone shifting lighter, almost amused. “That’s enough to start. The rest we’ll invent as we go along. I like surprises.”

Ms. Hart inclined her head. “Shall I leave you to it, Mr. Grayson?”

He waved her away without looking. His eyes were on Ava, and the smile he wore promised she wasn’t leaving this room untouched.

Dominic didn’t dismiss her right away. Instead, he flicked his fingers toward the door. “Come. Let’s see how well you walk on a leash.”

A flush spread across her skin but she obeyed, stepping forward as he clipped a thin chain to the ring of her collar. The tug was light, playful, but there was no mistaking the symbolism—every step was his to direct.

The hall stretched wide, lit by soft sconces. Staff passed here and there, some glancing at her, others not even bothering. The indifference was almost worse than staring. She was naked, collared, paraded like property, and no one seemed surprised.

Dominic strolled at an easy pace, as though taking her on a casual tour. “The east wing holds guest suites. You’ll never see them—you’re not a guest. The west wing has training rooms and chambers for correction. You’ll see plenty of those.”

Ava swallowed hard, but stayed silent.

They descended a curved staircase, her leash jingling faintly in the hush. She tensed when two maids passed, silent and impassive. They dipped their heads at Dominic, but their gazes flicked briefly to Ava, naked and collared. Her skin prickled, burning hot.

Dominic smirked, tugging the leash just enough to make her stumble closer. “Embarrassed?”

Her face burned, but she managed a small shake of her head.

“Liar,” he teased. “But that’s the fun, isn’t it? To be stripped bare and still walk tall.”

He led her into a wide dining hall, polished floors gleaming under a chandelier. “This is where you’ll serve meals. Naked, of course. You’ll pour wine, fetch dishes, stand at command. Sometimes you’ll watch another girl punished. Sometimes you’ll be the one punished. Everyone eats well here, Ava—except the girls. You’ll learn to feed on humiliation instead.”

Her chest rose and fell faster, but she forced herself not to speak.

Dominic’s smile widened, approving. “Better. You hold your tongue well when you’re burning inside. That will serve you.”

They passed into a side corridor, quieter, lined with tall windows overlooking the grounds. He slowed, pulling her close until the cool glass touched her back. “The last stop,” he murmured, leaning down so his lips brushed her ear, “is my chamber. Where I’ll test how much of those rules you’ve absorbed.”

Ava’s heart leapt into her throat.

Dominic tugged the leash again, playful, like leading a pet. “Come along, pet.” Time to see how well you serve.”

***

Dominic’s chamber felt lived in. Books lined the walls in tall shelves, a half-drained glass of scotch sat on the table near the window, and the bed was enormous, draped in dark linen that whispered of indulgence rather than discipline.

Dominic dropped the leash and sank onto the edge of the mattress, lounging back on one arm. “Kneel.”

The command snapped through her body, and Ava dropped without hesitation, the collar biting into her throat as the chain clinked against her bare chest. Her chest tightened with each heavy beat.

Dominic leaned forward, one hand brushing her hair back from her face. “Rule two,” he reminded softly. “No begging. You’ll take what I give, no more, no less. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice came out barely above a whisper.

He unbuckled his belt with an easy flick, opening his trousers as though it were the most casual thing in the world. His cock, thick and already half-hard, stood exposed. He didn’t grab her hair, didn’t shove her down. Instead, he smiled faintly. “Show me how quiet you can be.”

Ava’s mouth went dry, pussy wet and clenching as she leaned in, lips parting around the thick head.

The first press of him against her tongue stole her breath. He was warm, heavy, filling her mouth until she struggled to adjust. She gagged softly, her throat convulsing, but Dominic only chuckled, his hand stroking her jaw instead of forcing.

“There it is. Sweet little Ava, so desperate to please.” His tone was indulgent, coaxing. “Steady now. Use that tongue.”

Her tongue slid along the heavy length, following the ridge underneath while her throat opened to swallow more. The scent of him filled her nose, musky and clean, intoxicating. Her cunt ached, wet and restless, though no hand had gone near it.

Dominic’s hand drifted to her collar, fingers resting lightly on the metal as though reminding her it was his. “Good girl. Keep your rhythm. You’ll learn soon enough I reward devotion, not talent.”

Ava flushed, humiliated by the praise, yet it thrilled her all the same. She took him deeper, throat straining, eyes watering. He groaned low in his chest, the sound more amused than undone. “Careful, pet. Don’t choke unless I tell you to.”

The words made her shiver. She fought to keep her movements smooth, tongue sliding, lips tight. Every bob of her head earned another low, approving sound.

When he finally tensed, hand tightening on her collar, she braced herself. His cum hit her throat in hot, sudden spurts. She swallowed without being told, Every motion felt pulled from her, not chosen.

Dominic leaned back, chuckling softly as he watched her lick him clean. “Well done. Not perfect, but promising. You’ll do nicely.”

Her lashes dipped, face warming under the weight of his attention. For the first time in years, the noise in her head had gone silent.


The House Of Grayson


The sharp rap on her door startled Ava from a shallow sleep. Before she could gather her bearings, Mara appeared in the doorway, composed, a length of chain gleaming in her grasp.

“Up,” Mara said. “You’ve an appointment.”

Ava pushed back the covers, heart already thumping as Mara clipped the leash to her collar. She hadn’t expected the quiet comfort of her room to last forever, but the sudden tug on the chain was still jarring. “Where are we going?”

“To Mr. Keane.” Mara’s tone gave nothing away. “Your examination.”

Ava’s stomach flipped. An exam. Of course. If she was property, they’d want to check the goods. She followed silently, the leash keeping her pace close behind Mara until they reached a door marked with polished brass.

Inside, the room was immaculate: white walls, gleaming counters, shelves of instruments she couldn’t name. The faint bite of disinfectant lingered in the air, at odds with the mansion’s opulence.

Mr. Keane was already waiting. Tall, silver-haired, his spectacles perched neatly on his nose. He nodded to Mara before looking directly at Ava, He looked her over with care, detached. “The new arrival. Step forward.”

Mara unclipped the leash and gestured her on. Ava’s feet carried her closer, every nerve taut.

Mr. Keane picked up a clipboard. “I am responsible for your health while you are here. That means I will examine you regularly, record your responses, and ensure your body endures what is asked of it.” His eyes lifted to hers. “Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” Ava murmured.

Something fleeting shifted in his expression. “Good. Remove your hands from in front of yourself.”

She hadn’t even realized she’d folded them across her belly, a weak shield. Flushing, she dropped them to her sides.

“Better.” He circled her slowly, the scrape of his pen on paper the only sound. “You’re in fine shape, but nerves can be as limiting as any ailment. Dominic will test your endurance, of that I have no doubt. “It’s my job to see you hold together.”

The door opened behind her, and Ava stiffened as Dominic strolled in. He carried no leash, no whip, just his easy grin. “I thought I’d sit in. “See that she stays on her feet.”

Mr. Keane didn’t react, continuing briskly. “Arms up.”

Ava raised them, cheeks burning as he pressed a stethoscope to her chest, then her back. His hands were cool, impersonal, sliding lower to check her pulse at the hip, then lower still.

Dominic leaned against the counter, watching. “Don’t worry, love. He’s seen dozens of girls squirm like this. You’re not special.”

Ava drew in a sharp breath. She wanted to snap at him, but the rule burned at the back of her throat: silence unless spoken to. She clenched her teeth and endured.

Mr. Keane finished his notes. “Healthy. Responsive. No complications.” He set the clipboard aside and met Dominic’s gaze. “She’ll hold.”

Dominic’s smile widened. “Good. I’d hate for her to crack before I’ve had my fun.”

Her face burned. The exam was over, but the real test, she knew, had only just begun.

Mara clipped the leash back to Ava’s collar the moment Mr. Keane set down his pen. “She’s cleared,” he said, as though Ava were nothing more than a horse at auction.

“Lovely,” Dominic said lazily, pushing off the counter with easy grace. “Now that we know you won’t drop dead on us, it’s time you met the man who keeps the rest of us alive.”

Ava frowned, but didn’t dare speak. Mara tugged the leash, and she followed Dominic into the hall, her collar cool against her throat, her bare skin prickling in the draft. Every step reminded her she was exposed, nothing between her and the world but the thin chain tethering her to obedience.

Dominic glanced back, eyes sparkling. “You’ll like Arroyo. He runs a tight kitchen, and he doesn’t tolerate laziness. But if you’re clever, you’ll learn that serving food here is just another form of submission.”

Ava’s stomach knotted. Serving food. The picture of herself on display, balancing trays under dozens of eyes, sent her chest tight with mortification she couldn’t shake.

The kitchen doors swung open, flooding her with warmth and the rich scent of roasting meat and herbs. The space was vast, polished steel gleaming under bright lights, the clatter of pans echoing. Staff moved in precise rhythm, no wasted motion.

At the center stood Chef Arroyo. Broad-shouldered, olive-skinned, his dark hair streaked with gray at the temples. His white coat was immaculate despite the chaos around him. His eyes moved over her like a butcher choosing where to cut.

“Another one,” he said flatly, wiping his hands on a cloth. “Strip them down, leash them up, send them through my kitchen as if I don’t have enough mouths to feed.”

Dominic grinned, unfazed. “This one’s yours to break in at mealtimes. I expect her serving at breakfast tomorrow.”

Arroyo’s eyes flicked over Ava—her breasts, her hips, the collar gleaming at her throat. He shook his head with mock exasperation. “They all look the same when they come through here. Wide-eyed, embarrassed, thinking they’re special. By the end of the first week, they’re carrying trays with their heads high, shame long forgotten.”

Heat rose up Ava’s neck. Her hands balled tight, the instinct to cover herself almost too strong to resist.

“Speak,” Dominic prompted lightly, his hand brushing the chain. Tell the good chef how grateful you are.”

Ava swallowed hard. “Thank you, Chef Arroyo,” she managed, her voice small.

Arroyo’s brows lifted faintly. “Polite. We’ll see if it lasts.” He turned back to his staff, already dismissing her. “Tomorrow morning, she’ll serve coffee. Don’t let her spill.”

Mara tugged the leash again, steering her out of the kitchen. Dominic lingered just long enough to wink at Ava over his shoulder. “Simple enough. Practice now, before I give you something that actually challenges you.”

Ava’s cheeks burned, but she bit her tongue. The silence rule held firm—and Dominic’s grin told her he knew exactly how badly she wanted to break it.

From the kitchen, Mara led Ava back into the quieter halls of the west wing. Dominic strolled alongside them, hands in his pockets, leash swaying lazily with each step.

“You’ve met Mara already,” he said lightly. “Efficient, isn’t she? No nonsense. Perfect for keeping stubborn girls in line.”

Mara didn’t respond, her pace unchanging, eyes fixed ahead. Ava kept her eyes forward, her face hot from Arroyo’s dismissal and Dominic’s teasing.

They stopped at a set of double doors. Dominic pushed them open with a flourish and gestured her inside.

The room was spare but elegant, lined with mirrors along one wall, mats laid neatly on the floor. It looked more like a dance studio than anything else. And waiting inside was another woman.

Taller than Mara, she carried herself with a severity sharpened by high cheekbones and a cropped crown of hair. Her stillness was striking, her eyes sliding over Ava with quiet appraisal as they entered.

“Sade,” Dominic said, smiling as if he’d just introduced royalty. “Our other trainer. Mara’s partner in crime.”

Sade’s gaze lingered on Ava, and something about the silence made her squirm. She wanted to cover herself again but forced her hands to stay at her sides.

Dominic tugged the leash, bringing her closer. “Ava, meet Mara and Sade. They were once in your position—collared, contracted, on display for our amusement. And when their three months ended, they didn’t leave.”

Ava’s head jerked up, eyes wide.

Sade allowed the smallest trace of a smile, but it carried no softness. “I belonged to Maxwell,” she said, her voice smooth, low. “Three months under his hand taught me discipline I didn’t know I craved. When the time came, I asked to stay. Now I teach others what I learned.”

Mara folded her arms, adding coolly, “And I belonged to Lucas. His patience was… enduring. I discovered obedience was not a cage but a choice. I chose to remain.”

The words sank deep, leaving her chest tight. They chose to stay. It wasn’t just rumor. These women had lived the same contract, the same collar—and decided three months wasn’t enough.

Dominic chuckled at her expression. “Don’t worry. No one will ask you to stay. If you choose it, it’ll be because you can’t imagine leaving.”

A burn caught hold inside her chest. She wanted to protest, to insist she’d never—never—choose something so impossible.

Sade stepped closer, her gaze steady. “You’ll learn control here. Not just of your body, but of your shame. Whether you want to or not.”

She sucked in a breath, the rush of blood filling her ears.

Mara and Sade moved past her, speaking quietly to Dominic, already dismissing her. The thought took root, dark and volatile: maybe silence wasn’t the only thing she wanted. Maybe she wanted more.

Mara led Ava down another corridor, Dominic strolling behind them with that same lazy grace, as though this whole day were an entertainment staged just for him. The leash tugged lightly, pulling Ava toward a set of tall oak doors.

“This one’s mine,” Dominic murmured at her ear. “Lucas. Oldest brother. You’ll find he doesn’t waste words the way I do. Stand straight, keep your eyes down, and don’t bother trying to charm him. He doesn’t bend.”

Ava swallowed hard. The door creaked open, and the weight of the room hit her before she even stepped inside.

Lucas Grayson stood at a massive desk, dark hair shot with gray, his frame broad and commanding. His eyes—steel gray, colder than the marble floor—lifted from a ledger as they entered. He didn’t smile.

“Lucas,” Dominic said easily. “The new girl.”

Lucas’s gaze swept over Ava once, lingering on the collar, her bare breasts, the leash. He nodded once, a judgment passed without words. “She’ll serve.” His voice carried calm authority, ending the matter.

Ava’s chest tightened. She kept her head bowed, every nerve buzzing. Lucas didn’t move toward her, didn’t touch her, didn’t soften. His gaze stripped past her body, testing what value remained beneath.

“Teach her silence,” he said finally, directing the words at Dominic. “If she learns that, the rest will follow.”

“Yes, brother,” Dominic replied, amusement curling his tone. He tugged the leash. “Come along, pet. Next stop.”

They didn’t go far. Another set of doors opened, this room less austere, though no less intimidating. Maxwell Grayson sat in a high-backed chair near the fire, every line of him composed, his gaze exacting.

Dominic’s smile widened. “Maxwell, meet Ava. She’s mine, but I thought you’d want a look.”

Maxwell’s eyes locked on hers, unblinking. Where Lucas had been distant, Maxwell’s scrutiny was piercing, as if stripping her layer by layer. “Stand still,” he said, the words cutting short and sharp.

Ava froze, her breath shallow.

He rose, moving around her with unsettling ease. His hand brushed her shoulder, then her hip, impersonal but firm. He stopped in front of her, studying her face.

“Soft,” he said finally. “Too soft. She’ll break.”

A flash of heat burned Ava’s chest, but before she could speak, Dominic tugged the leash, reminding her of the silence rule.

Maxwell’s gaze lingered, cold and certain. “See that she doesn’t crumble before her time.”

“I’ll take good care of her,” Dominic said with mock innocence.

The faintest hint of satisfaction touched his features, but his eyes stayed cold. He turned away, dismissing her without another word.

Dominic tugged the leash again, leading her back into the corridor. “There now. Lucas the judge, Maxwell the executioner, and me…” He winked, mischief glinting in his eyes. “I’m the one you’ll thank for making it all bearable.”

Ava’s heart raced as she followed, her skin prickling with the weight of their gazes still clinging to her. She was beginning to understand: silence here didn’t just mean not speaking. It meant swallowing every fear, every protest, until obedience was the only sound left.


The First Test


The morning bell startled Ava from a restless sleep. She pulled herself upright, hair tangled, collar pressing cold against her throat. A knock came, and before she could answer, Sade entered with her usual composure, leash in hand.

“Breakfast,” Sade said simply.

Ava pushed herself upright, the cool air grazing her bare skin. She didn’t bother reaching for the robe folded neatly at the foot—she already knew robes weren’t permitted outside these walls. Nakedness was the rule.

The leash clicked onto her collar, and Sade guided her down the hall, her steps silent against the polished floor. Ava’s stomach churned with nerves, but beneath it a hot current hummed. Her first meal service. Her first time standing before all three Grayson brothers.

The leash clicked free at the dining room doors, Ava’s chest tightened as Mara signaled her ahead. She was naked, collared, and trembling, but there was no pause in the hall. The moment the doors opened, she was simply on display.

The dining hall gleamed with polished wood and silver. Lucas sat at the head of the long table, posture impeccable, his eyes calm, offering no hint of thought. Maxwell lounged to his right, sharp gaze already fixed on her, dissecting. Dominic sat across from him, leaning back in his chair with one arm slung casually over the side. Unlike his brothers, he smiled when he saw her—mischief sparking in his blue-green eyes.

“Breakfast is better when the view’s this pretty,” Dominic said. His voice carried easily, making her blush.

Chef Arroyo and two maids entered with platters, placing dishes before the brothers. Without looking at Ava, Arroyo set a coffee pot in her hands. She clutched it tightly, heart pounding.

“Serve,” Lucas said, his voice low and absolute.

Her feet carried her first to him. He extended his cup, and she poured carefully, praying not to spill. His eyes stayed fixed on her, his face giving nothing away. She turned to Maxwell next, his stare setting her on edge.

He didn’t move his cup closer. She had to lean in, her breast brushing the edge of his arm as she poured. His expression shifted, a shadow of amusement laced with contempt.

Her throat burned, but she kept her silence.

Then she reached Dominic. He didn’t hold out his cup. Instead, he caught her wrist mid-motion and tugged her closer. “Forget the coffee,” he said lightly. “Stand right here.”

Her body went rigid, her skin heating under his gaze. His hand slid along her thigh, fingertips trailing upward until they brushed the soft skin between her legs. She gasped, the sound loud in the hush of the hall.

Lucas didn’t react, calmly cutting into his eggs. Maxwell smirked, lifting his cup to sip slowly. The staff continued moving as though nothing unusual was happening, their eyes carefully averted.

He traced her folds with a patience that made her ache, dragging his fingers where she was already wet. Ava’s knees buckled, and she gripped the back of his chair for balance.

“You’re supposed to serve breakfast,” he said, the words laced with amusement. “but you’re the one being served instead.”

She tried to hold it back, biting down hard, but the cry escaped anyway when his thumb grazed her clit—loud enough to mark her in the silence.

“Quiet,” Dominic warned, though his grin made clear he loved the struggle. Each movement was exact, coaxing tremors from her without giving her the mercy of an end.

Her breathing turned harsh, body shivering under the strain. Every nerve screamed for release, but the rule rang in her mind: no begging.

Dominic leaned close, lips brushing her ear so only she could hear. “Obey, and maybe tonight I’ll let you cum. Break, and you’ll suffer for it.”

He withdrew his hand suddenly, leaving her aching, empty. Her pussy throbbed at the loss, desperate for the friction to return.

“Pour my coffee,” he said casually, as though nothing had happened.

Ava’s hand shook as she lifted the pot, her body alight with denial, flushed with humiliation, desperate with need.

Dominic’s smirk widened as he finally took the cup. “Good girl. That’s how you serve.”

The rest of breakfast passed in a blur. Ava carried platters, refilled cups, stood silently at Dominic’s side when her tasks were done. Every time she glanced at him, he was already watching her, that infuriating grin spreading across his face. Lucas remained impassive, Maxwell cold and sharp, but Dominic radiated a different energy—teasing, playful, as though he enjoyed every second of her struggle.

When the brothers finally rose from the table, Dominic stood and clipped the leash back to her collar himself. “Come along,” he said, tugging her close. “Time for your reward.”

Her heart stuttered. The staff cleared dishes around them as if nothing were unusual, but Ava felt the heat of humiliation crawl up her spine. They all knew exactly what “reward” meant.

He led her down a quieter corridor, stopping at a door she hadn’t seen before. Inside, the room was darker, warmer, with shelves lined in toys she couldn’t name and a low bed dressed in black sheets. She stiffened the moment he shut the door, his hand still holding the leash as he turned to her.

“Hands behind your back.”

She obeyed instantly, pulse racing.

Leather cuffs snapped around her wrists, firm but not brutal, holding her together. Dominic looped the leash over a hook above the bedframe, pulling her arms upward just enough to make her chest jut forward. She felt exposed, offered.

“Blindfold,” he said simply.

The fabric slid over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. Ava gasped softly, her world narrowed to the heat of his body close to hers, the tug of the cuffs biting into her wrists.

Then his mouth was on her—fevered kisses along her collarbone, dragging down her throat, biting at the swell of her breasts. His teeth scraped, not gentle, and his fingers caught her nipples in a cruel pinch, twisting until the cry ripped free of her throat.

“Shh,” he whispered against her ear, his tone edged with amusement “You’ll wake the whole house.”

Ava whimpered, arching against him. The sharp pain blended with an ache so deep she didn’t know where one ended and the other began.

Dominic chuckled and bent lower, his tongue circling a hardened nipple before biting down just enough to make her yelp. His fingers toyed with her, dragging through her wetness, rubbing it over her clit before pulling away again.

“You’re so wet already,” he said against her breast. “Hungry little slut, aren’t you?”

Ava shivered, her body straining against the cuffs, every nerve on fire.

Dominic’s hand withdrew suddenly, leaving her trembling. “Not yet,” he said softly. “You’ll take it when I decide.”

Her lips parted in protest, but the blindfold was reminder enough—no begging. She bit her tongue, breath uneven, chest rising against the strain.

Dominic’s mouth pressed lower, a trail of hot kisses down her belly until she knew exactly where he was headed. Her knees shook. His tongue dragged over her clit, wet and rough, and she moaned sharp and needy before she could bite it back.

“Good girl,” he whispered against her skin, before dragging his tongue across her again, and again, never giving enough pressure to let her fall.

Ava strained against the cuffs, the blindfold making every sensation sharper, more consuming. Dominic’s tongue teased her mercilessly, stroking just enough to make her body convulse, never enough to tip her over.

When her hips bucked forward, he pulled away entirely, a light slap to her inner thigh making her yelp. “Patience,” he rasped, savoring the pause. “Or I’ll leave you like this all day.”

Her chest rose unevenly, but she bit her lip and held firm.

“Better.” His hand skimmed up her chest, fingers latching onto her nipples with cruel intent. He pinched hard, twisting until her gasp broke free. Then his mouth claimed the swollen peak—biting, sucking, tugging—while his other hand tormented the twin.

Pleasure tangled with pain until she couldn’t tell which was which. Her moan spilled against his chest, swallowed by the press of his body crowding hers.

“You like that, don’t you?” His voice was low, mocking and playful. “Being hurt just enough to make you shake.”

She didn’t answer—couldn’t. He didn’t need her words. Her body trembled against him, no matter how hard she tried to stay still.

His hand rained down in quick succession, leaving her ass blazing. The sting lit her nerves alive, dragging a gasp from her throat and a throb from deep inside.

“That’s better,” he muttered, hand caressing the sting before landing another blow. “You’ll be wearing my bruises for weeks.”

His mouth locked back onto her, tongue lashing her clit with ruthless intent. He sucked hard, lips sealing around her as two fingers speared into her cunt, knuckles deep. The stretch burned and filled her at once, the blindfold trapping her in every filthy sensation.

Her body arched, straining for more. “Please—”

He stilled instantly. Fingers frozen inside her, tongue lifted.

“What was that?” His voice was quiet, dangerously amused.

She bit her lip, panic flooding. “I—nothing, Sir—”

“Good girl.” He moved again, faster this time, his tongue pressing harder, fingers curling to hit a spot that made her scream.

Her climax seized her hard, wrenching a cry from her lips, muscles clenching tight as the cuffs bit into her wrists.

Dominic didn’t stop until she was shuddering, begging wordlessly for relief. Only then did he ease back, pressing soft kisses along her belly, up her chest, until his lips brushed her jaw.

He tugged the blindfold away, and she blinked up at him, dazed, sweat-damp hair clinging to her temples.

Dominic smirked, thumb dragging lightly over her lower lip, claiming the silence there.“That’s how I reward obedience.”

Her chest heaved, still aching, but the silence inside her was absolute. For the first time in years, there was no noise—only him.

Dominic didn’t leave her trembling on the bed for long. He loosened the cuffs, easing her wrists free with surprising gentleness, rubbing at the faint marks his restraints had left behind. “Too tight?” he asked.

Ava shook her head quickly, her throat too raw for words.

He smiled faintly, sharp where it should have been warm, though his hands held her with surprising care. He pulled her upright and guided her against his chest, wrapping the blanket from the bed around her bare shoulders. His palm moved in slow circles across her back, grounding her as her shivers eased.

“You did well tonight,” he said at last, his voice low in her ear. “Obedience earns reward. Remember that.”

Her heart still pounded, but his calm steadied her. For a man who had just edged, spanked, and broken her open with his mouth, he was maddeningly composed. She realized with a start that she wanted to please him again—not just to avoid punishment, but to earn that flicker of approval in his tone.

When her breathing evened out, Dominic eased her down from the table and helped her to her feet. Her legs wobbled, and his arm tightened around her waist until she steadied. “That’s better,” he said. “Now, listen.”

She tipped her head, forcing her exhausted body to attention.

“You’re collared when you serve or when you’re summoned. But when you’re alone, you’re free to roam the mansion as you wish. The kitchens, the library, the gardens—consider them yours. The staff will treat you with courtesy, and you’ll treat them with respect in return. Understood?”

“Yes, Sir,” she murmured, her voice hoarse.

Approval flickered across his face. “Good girl.”

The words sank in, stirring a warmth she didn’t want to feel.

Dominic didn’t push further. He guided her from the room, his hand steady on the small of her back as they crossed the silent hallways. The grand chandeliers overhead cast long, golden shadows, making the mansion feel less intimidating, more like a gilded cage than a fortress.

At her chamber door, he paused. His hand brushed her cheek briefly, almost affectionate. “Rest. Tomorrow will come sooner than you think.” Then he left her, his footsteps fading into the vast hush of the house.

Ava slipped into her room, shutting the door behind her with trembling fingers. She leaned against it, trying to catch her breath.

The silence was there again—pure, consuming silence. No phones buzzing, no creditors knocking, no endless reminders of what she owed. Just the echo of his voice, his hands, his mouth.

She climbed into bed still naked, the blanket pulled up to her chin. Her skin stung faintly where he’d spanked her, her nipples throbbed with lingering ache, and her body pulsed with the memory of his tongue. It should have humiliated her. Instead, it made her restless, wanting more.

She wondered how many girls had lain in these sheets before her. How many Dominic had coaxed into obedience with pain and pleasure. The thought should have burned with jealousy. Instead, it fed her hunger.


The Weight Of History


By late afternoon the mansion had settled into a hush, the kind of silence Ava was still learning to recognize. Not empty, not abandoned—just… still. She wandered the hallways with no leash at her throat, the polished floors muffling her steps. Dominic’s words from earlier circled in her mind: You’re free to roam.

For the first time since she’d arrived, she wasn’t being pulled along or positioned at someone’s whim. Her body still hummed from last night’s torment and reward, but her mind—it needed somewhere to stretch.

The library drew her like a current. She’d glimpsed its tall doors once in passing but hadn’t dared linger. Now, curiosity outweighed hesitation. She pushed the carved panels open and stepped inside.

The scent was leather and ink, heavy as if the shelves themselves exhaled it. Shelves stretched floor to ceiling, ladders leaned against them like invitations. It carried none of the polished excess of the dining hall, nor the rigid order of Dominic’s chambers. This room was… grounded. Heavy with memory.

And of course, Lucas was there.

He sat in one of the high-backed chairs near the fire, a book open in his lap. His eyes stayed downcast, though the shift in the room told her she had his full attention. When he finally raised his head, his gaze locked on her, leaving nowhere to move.

“You’re braver than most,” he said simply. His voice carried across the space without rising. “Few come in here without an invitation.”

“I didn’t mean to intrude,” she murmured, suddenly conscious of her bare feet on the rug.

He closed the book with deliberate calm, setting it on the side table. “If you were unwelcome, the door would’ve been locked.” He gestured to the chair across from him. “Sit.”

She obeyed, lowering herself into the chair. The fire’s glow painted his face in stark lines—older than Dominic, sharper than Maxwell.

You have questions,” he said, not asking, simply stating.

Ava hesitated, then nodded. “How many… girls have been here? Since it began?”

His face softened by a fraction, as though a smile almost threatened. “Not as many as you might imagine. Dozens, perhaps. Not hundreds.”

She narrowed her eyes. “I thought—”

“That we cycle through them like cattle?” He spoke without offense, voice even. “No. This place is not a machine. It is a crucible. It draws those who need it, and most of the world does not. Too many see what we do here as monstrous. Others find the weight of it intimidating before they even set foot through the door.”

“And the ones who come?” Ava asked softly.

“They come because the chains suit them.” His gaze didn’t waver. “Because they discover silence where once there was only noise. Purpose where once there was only desperation. This is not a place of abundance. It is a place of precision.”

The words sank into her, heavy and unnerving. She thought of her debts, the constant clamor of demands, the endless clawing panic of survival. The mansion had already stripped that noise away, replacing it with something sharper, more controlled.

“Do you regret it?” she asked before she could stop herself.

Lucas leaned back, considering her as though she were another book on his shelf. “Regret implies a choice made wrongly. I built this place because there was no other choice worth making.”

Ava sat back in silence, her pulse steadying in the weight of his certainty. The fire crackled, the books loomed, and she realized she was caught in something far bigger than her three-month contract.

And part of her, disturbingly, didn’t mind.

The silence stretched, punctuated only by the fire’s soft crackle. Lucas didn’t fill it with idle words, and that alone made Ava restless. Dominic had teased, coaxed, wrapped her in charm. Lucas simply waited.

She cleared her throat. “So… you said there have only been dozens. Why so few?”

Lucas’s gaze lingered on her as though she’d asked the wrong question entirely. Then he answered, nothing wasted in his tone. “Because not everyone who arrives here is fit to stay. And not everyone who thinks they want this can survive the reality of it.”

Her pulse jumped. “You mean—”

“I mean many contracts end early. By their choice.” His tone was calm, but it carried weight. “The papers you signed give you the option. No one is ever chained here against their will. That’s the difference between us and what outsiders imagine.”

Ava exhaled slowly, remembering the pen in her hand, the line where she’d written her name. Three months. Your silence for your freedom. At the time it had felt like a desperate gamble. Now it was beginning to feel like something else entirely.

“And the ones who stay?” she pressed.

Lucas leaned forward, elbows resting lightly on his knees. The firelight traced his features, stripping away softness. “The ones who stay do not see chains anymore. They see structure. They see relief. They see themselves—clearly—for the first time.”

The words made her stomach knot. She thought of Dominic’s hands, his voice guiding her to the brink and holding her there, denying release until she would have begged for anything. She thought of the strange calm that followed, the clean silence inside her head. Structure. Relief.

Lucas studied her face as though reading every flicker of thought. “You’re wondering if that could be you.”

Her throat tightened. She didn’t answer.

“That’s not a question to answer today,” he continued smoothly. “The only thing that matters now is obedience. One command at a time. The rest will become clear if it’s meant to.”

It wasn’t reassurance, not exactly, but it steadied her all the same. His certainty wrapped around his words, leaving them impossible to question.

When he finally leaned back, the conversation was over. He reached for his book again, dismissing her without a single word.

Ava rose slowly, unsure if she should bow, curtsy, something. But Lucas didn’t look at her again, his attention already returned to the page.

She slipped from the library, the heavy door shutting softly behind her. The hall felt cooler after the heat of the fire, and she found herself walking aimlessly, her bare feet whispering against polished floors.

The mansion stretched ahead, labyrinthine and alive. Somewhere, Maxwell would be working. Somewhere, Dominic would be waiting. Somewhere in these walls, dozens of others had walked before her—dozens who had chosen to stay or chosen to run.

Ava’s hand brushed the cool stone as she walked. She couldn’t say which she would choose yet. But the seed had been planted.

And it unsettled her that part of her already wanted to see it grow.

The corridors were dimmer here, lit by narrow sconces that threw long shadows up the paneled walls. Ava hadn’t meant to wander this far, but the hush of the mansion had pulled her along like a current. She trailed her fingertips over the cool wood, her breath soft in the cavernous silence.

A door opened ahead. She froze, caught like a thief in a place that was hers to roam yet felt forbidden.

Maxwell stepped through.

He didn’t carry himself the way Dominic did—no warmth, no teasing charm. Maxwell moved with the stillness of someone who expected the world to shift around him, not the other way around. He fixed on her immediately, watching without a flicker.

“Ava.” The sound carried no inflection, no softness.

Her throat tightened. “I—sorry, I was just—”

“Exploring,” he finished for her, his tone clipped. “Which you’re permitted to do. But don’t make the mistake of thinking wandering means aimless. Purpose is expected here, even in the smallest things.”

She swallowed, nodding quickly. His presence pressed on her, heavier than Lucas’s quiet weight, harsher than Dominic’s play. Maxwell didn’t need to raise his voice—he was authority distilled.

“I understand,” she murmured.

He took a slow step closer. Even in the low light, she saw the fine lines at the edges of his eyes, the silver threaded through his dark hair. He was younger than Lucas, older than Dominic, but there was nothing unfinished about him. If anything, the years had honed him sharper, not softened him.

“Do you?” His gaze swept down her body, bare as before, nothing to shield her. His gaze stayed cool, weighing her in silence. “You obey Dominic. That much is obvious. But obedience to one is not the same as obedience to the house.”

The words cracked her composure. She straightened before she realized it.

“I—I’ll learn,” she whispered.

He held her in silence, then gave the smallest nod—a gesture that offered nothing more than acknowledgment.

“You’d better,” he said simply. “Because here, weakness isn’t coddled. It’s corrected.”

The word sent a chill racing up her spine. She thought of Dominic’s easy grin, his playful patience. With Maxwell, there would be no patience. No playful reprieve. He would cut through excuses like glass.

“Good night, Ava.” He turned without pause, the sound of his departure trailing into silence.

She stood rooted in place long after he was gone, her heart pounded fast and uneven.

Part of her wanted to retreat to her room. Another part burned with a deeper awareness—that this wasn’t just Dominic’s game. She was in a house ruled by all three brothers, and Maxwell’s cold edge reminded her that she was being watched, tested, found wanting.

And if she faltered… she had no doubt he would be the one to make her pay.

Ava’s pulse still hadn’t settled by the time she turned back toward her quarters. The shadows of the mansion pressed heavier now, Maxwell’s words echoing in her bones, unshakable. Corrected. The sound of it clung to her skin.

She rounded a corner too quickly and nearly collided with someone.

Strong hands steadied her, fingers closing gently around her arms. “Easy there.”

Dominic.

Relief punched through her chest, so sharp it almost hurt. He looked down, brows rising slightly, a flicker of humor crossing his face. "Running from ghosts?"

“No,” she said quickly, though her voice still carried the tremor Maxwell had left behind. “Just—walking.”

He studied her a moment, then closed his fingers loosely around her wrist.

“Walking’s fine. But I’ve got better use for you tonight.”

He didn’t explain, didn’t ask—he simply guided her down a different corridor, his stride easy, almost careless. Ava followed, her bare feet silent on the carpet, her stomach tightening with a mix of nerves and curiosity.

When he opened the door, she realized it was his private room. Not as grand as Lucas’s library or Maxwell’s dark halls—Dominic’s quarters felt lived in, warmer. A low fire burned in the hearth, throwing golden light across leather chairs and a heavy oak table scattered with books and glasses.

“What are we doing here?” she asked softly.

Dominic gave her a grin, loose and mischievous. “Nothing too terrifying. You’re going to help me.” He gestured toward the table where an old set of silver needed polishing, the cloths already laid out. “My brothers don’t care about the details, but I like my things kept sharp.”

Polishing silver. Coming so soon after Maxwell’s razor-edged warning, the banality of it was almost unbearable.

Dominic pulled out a chair for her, exaggeratedly courtly. “Sit. You’ll polish. I’ll watch. Maybe keep you company.”

She sat, fingers closing around the cool metal of a serving spoon. The task was humble, mindless—but with Dominic standing behind her, leaning one hip on the table, it felt charged. Every slow circle of the cloth reminded her of who she was doing it for, of how strange it felt to serve in this small way.

“You tense,” he said after a moment. “Something happen out there?”

Ava hesitated. Then: “I saw Maxwell.”

“Ah.” Dominic’s grin softened, but didn’t vanish. “That’ll do it.” He crouched slightly, his hand settling warm on her shoulder. “Don’t let him get in your head too much. He’s not cruel for sport—he’s just… exacting. You’ll figure out where his lines are.”

She worked in silence for a moment, her breathing steadying. Dominic’s presence was a balm after the chill of the hallway.

When she finished the last piece, he took it from her hand, inspected the shine, then set it neatly aside. His thumb brushed over her knuckles, a fleeting touch that sent a spark through her.

“See? Not everything here is about being on your knees. Sometimes service looks like this.” His eyes lingered on hers, warm but intent. “But don’t mistake it—service is still service.”

Her chest tightened. She nodded.

Dominic smiled wider, tugging her gently to her feet. “Good girl. Now get some rest. Tomorrow will be heavier.”

He led her out into the hall, his hand firm at the small of her back. As he walked her toward her door, Ava realized her nerves had eased. Maxwell’s words still lingered, but Dominic had shifted the weight. Not erased it—just reframed it.

By the time she slipped into her room, the echo in her chest wasn’t fear anymore. It was anticipation.


The Taste Of Denial


The morning spread was laid out as precisely as always: gleaming silver trays, folded linen, glasses catching the light from tall windows. Ava moved carefully among the table, collar tugging faintly as she carried a platter of fruit. She kept her head bowed, her steps even, mindful of every rule Dominic had drilled into her since day one.

Maxwell sat at the far end, sharp in his dark suit, eyes following her with that unnerving weight that never wavered. The air around him always felt colder.

She placed the fruit down between him and Lucas, fingers brushing the polished surface as she straightened. “There you go,” she murmured, a little too soft, a little too casual.

Maxwell’s gaze cut straight through her.

The silence that followed was deafening. Even the scrape of cutlery from the staff seemed to halt mid-motion.

Ava’s stomach dropped. The second the words left her mouth, she realized her mistake. No permission. No prompt. Just her voice — an intrusion in the silence she knew damn well was his domain.

Dominic’s chair scraped back before Maxwell could move. His look softened, but his tone kept her rooted where she stood. “On your knees, Ava.”

Without pause, she sank down, heart thundering, bare skin prickling. Her palms pressed to her thighs, trembling.

Dominic rose, coming around the table, his hand warm but firm as it wrapped around her arm. He drew her forward, until she knelt at his side where everyone could see. “You know the rules.” No anger, only a calm disappointment that sank deeper. “You do not speak unless spoken to.”

“I—” She bit the word back, teeth snapping shut. No excuses.

His lips quirked in a shadow of a smile. “At least you’re learning that part.”

Then he turned to Maxwell. “She disrespected you. I’ll handle the first part. You can decide how she learns the rest.”

Maxwell tipped his chin, a quiet signal of control.

Dominic’s hand closed on Ava’s nape, pressing her down until her cheek brushed the table’s edge. The staff went about their tasks, but glances slid her way — each one pressing her deeper into humiliation.

“Count,” Dominic ordered, his palm lifting, then crashing down across her ass with a crack that made her jolt.

“One,” she gasped, the sting flared across her skin.

Again.

“Two.”

Again, harder.

By the fifth strike her thighs shook, her voice faltering, but Dominic only pressed his hand firmer between her shoulder blades. “Louder. Let everyone hear.”

Her cheeks burned, heat matching the welt across her ass. “Six!”

each smack timed with steady control. Ten in total, her voice breaking by the last.

When Dominic stepped back, her ass throbbed, her body alive with heat. She dared to glance up — and found Maxwell watching, expression unchanged, but his gaze burned through her.

Dominic released her, fingers brushing her shoulder almost gently. “Your turn, brother.”

Maxwell leaned back in his chair, composed, he watched her closely, the question of how far to go written in his silence. “Get her ready,” he said simply.

A shiver ran down her spine. Breakfast wasn’t over, but she knew hers was just beginning.

Maxwell didn’t rise. He didn’t need to. One flick of his fingers, and Dominic had Ava by the arm, guiding her across the polished floor until she was kneeling at Maxwell’s feet, head bowed.

“Hands behind your back,” Maxwell said, speaking evenly, the sound reaching everyone without effort.

Ava moved without hesitation, the leather of her collar cool against her throat, heat still burning from Dominic’s spanking. She laced her fingers behind her, shoulders tight, presenting herself exactly as ordered.

His fingers bracketed her jaw, forcing her gaze upward. The grip was light, the look anything but.

“You opened your mouth when you weren’t asked to.” He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. “You’ll keep it shut the next time.”

He nodded once toward Mara, who stepped forward without hesitation. From her apron pocket came a sleek, humming wand, and she pressed it into Maxwell’s waiting hand before retreating to the edge of the room.

The sound rose, harsh against the silence. Ava went rigid.

Maxwell shifted his chair back slightly, spreading his knees, and with a jerk of his head he ordered, “On your back. Now.”

Her pulse raced as Dominic and Mara helped her down, spreading her across the rug at Maxwell’s feet, legs bent, knees parted indecently wide. Without warning, she was arranged for display—nothing hidden, nothing spared. She heard the faint gasp of a staff member who had paused mid-pour of water, then the quick clink as the jug was set back down.

Maxwell lowered the wand between her thighs and pressed it to her clit. The shock of sensation jolted through her like lightning, her hips jerking.

“Stay still,” he said flatly.

She tried — God, she tried. The vibrator held her in its grip, buzzing hard, winding her body tight with heat that climbed too quickly. She clenched her teeth, swallowing back the sound clawing at her throat, but it tore free anyway, a strangled moan echoing through the dining hall.

The brothers didn’t look away. Neither did the staff. Everyone was watching.

Maxwell pressed harder. “You want to beg, don’t you?”

Ava’s chest heaved, her eyes squeezing shut. “Please—”

The wand lifted instantly. The sudden absence was agony, her body clenching on nothing.

“Rule number two,” Maxwell said coldly. “If you beg, you get nothing.”

A thin sound broke in her throat, her hips lifting uselessly, searching for the vibration that was no longer there.

Dominic crouched beside her, voice pitched low but still carrying enough for her humiliation. “You should’ve listened. He’s not kind when it comes to mercy.”

The wand touched her again, just enough to drag her higher, her body straining against the floor. She could feel climax building sharp and fast — and then, again, he pulled away.

She cried out, the noise rising without control.

Maxwell’s expression didn’t shift. “You’ll stay put. Wet, aching, wanting. And you won’t make a sound unless I drag it out of you.”

He left the wand on the table like it was nothing, while she shook, naked and needy, raw down to her skin.

Breakfast resumed. Forks and knives clinked, conversation resumed in quiet tones, and Ava lay discarded in the center of it, denied, her arousal shining in the morning light.

The lesson settled in her blood. She had begged for release, but what owned her now was the edge—every second of being held there until she broke without coming apart.

***

Ava lay sprawled on her bed, body thrumming with frustration. Hours had dragged by since breakfast, and still the ache hadn’t dulled. Every nerve felt wound tight, caught in the tension of being denied — left hovering at the edge but never allowed to fall.

The knock came soft but firm, and before she could answer, Dominic stepped inside. He shut the door behind him, eyes landing on her immediately.

“You’ve been restless,” he said, The warmth in his tone was laced with a tease. He studied the collar glinting in the lamplight, the tension in her body impossible to miss.

A tremor ran through her chest. She wanted to speak, to cover her ache with defiance, but her voice wouldn’t come.

Dominic smirked knowingly. “Everyone saw it at breakfast. The way you squirmed when Max denied you.”

Warmth surged to her face. She ducked her head, holding her mouth closed.

He loosened the cuffs at his wrists as he crossed the room. “Lucky for you, I’m in a generous mood. Up.”

She complied in silence. Dominic guided her to the bed, pressing lightly on her shoulders until she sank back onto the mattress. He fastened padded cuffs around her wrists, locking them above her head against the frame. The blindfold followed, the world falling into black.

“You’ll remember,” he murmured by her ear, “who owns your pleasure.”

The mattress dipped as he climbed over her. His mouth found her breasts first — biting, sucking, pinching until she moaned through clenched teeth. His tongue soothed, only to torment again, alternating sting with heat until she writhed in her restraints.

Then his hands gripped her thighs, spreading her wide. His tongue slid over her cunt, teasing, circling, dipping just enough to make her gasp before pulling away. Over and over, until she was shaking, begging without words.

Her back snapped off the bed when his fingers sank into her, two deep and unforgiving. He pumped them slow, knuckles grinding, while his mouth clamped down on her clit, sucking hard enough to drag a cry out of her throat. The build hit fast, savage after hours of being strung out, the orgasm surging too close, too soon—

And then he pulled away.

Ava panted, pulling against the cuffs, her body desperate for the climax denied her.

“Not yet,” Dominic said softly, climbing over her, his cock pressing hot and heavy against her slit. He teased her with it, sliding along her wetness, dipping just inside before retreating. Over and over, until she was breathless and trembling.

When he pressed deep, a harsh moan tore loose, stripped of control. He fucked her hard, steady, grinding into her in long strokes that stole her breath. His fingertips bore down, flicking and grinding her clit until she jolted.

“Cum for me,” he demanded, his mouth close enough to make her shiver.

Pleasure hit savage, her cunt spasming, dripping, ruined on his cock. She cried out against the blindfold, straining against the cuffs, every muscle locked in release as Dominic drove into her, fucking her through it until he groaned and spilled inside her.

She collapsed against the sheets, shuddering, her skin sticky with sweat. Dominic stayed over her for a moment, his lips brushing her ear.

“There,” he whispered. “That’s what happens when I decide you’ve earned it.”

Ava swallowed hard, still gasping for breath. The climax had been sweet, yes, but deep down, she couldn’t shake the truth. It hadn’t burned as hot, hadn’t lasted as long, as the denial.

And she wanted that fire again.

The cuffs clicked open one by one, Dominic careful with the release. Ava’s arms fell heavy against the sheets, tingling from restraint. He slipped the blindfold from her eyes, and the sudden glow of the lanterns seemed almost too bright.

“Easy,” Dominic said, smoothing her damp hair back from her forehead. The playfulness fell away, leaving his voice gentler.

He poured water from the pitcher on the nightstand, holding the glass to her lips until she drank.

Ava swallowed greedily, the cool liquid cutting through the dryness in her throat. He set it aside and reached for a warm cloth, wiping gently between her legs, over her stomach, across her chest. The reverence in his touch rewrote the fire he’d left minutes ago, leaving her chest tight.

“Not every girl handles denial the way you do,” Dominic murmured, folding the cloth. “Most fight it. You…” His eyes lingered on hers, steady, reading. “…you burned for it.”

Ava’s face burned. She wanted to deny it, to blame the hours of waiting, but nothing came. He was right. Denial lingered longer than the fleeting rush of release.

Dominic smiled faintly, like he’d caught the truth in her silence. “It’s going to be fun seeing how long you last.”

A shiver ran through her belly, all of it anticipation.

He tucked the cloth away, then shifted to sit on the edge of the bed, patting her thigh. “Rest. You’ll need it.”

Ava eased onto her side, curling slightly as exhaustion pulled at her limbs. She watched him through heavy lashes as he fastened his cuffs, adjusted his shirt, and made for the door.

At the threshold, he glanced back, his face giving nothing away.

And then he was gone.

The silence pressed close. Ava lay still, heart still unsteady from the storm of her climax. It should have satisfied her. It had satisfied her — the roughness, the intensity, the way he took without asking. But even as she replayed it, her mind slipped back to the breakfast table, to the public ache of being denied.

The memory wouldn’t fade, outlasting the pleasure still humming through her.

She buried her face in the pillow, groaning softly. What kind of woman longed for the ache more than the relief?

Her. That was the answer. And she wasn’t sure what that meant yet.


Envy At The Table


Amonth had passed, though time at the mansion blurred into a rhythm of service, silence, and waiting. Ava had learned the contours of her new world: the way Dominic’s teasing grin promised either reward or ruin, how under Lucas’s eyes she felt dissected, and under Maxwell’s commands she felt bound. She had grown used to the leash at her throat, the constant weight of eyes on her body. What she had not grown used to was the ache. Denial etched itself deeper, outlasting the fleeting rush of climax.

This morning, the air in the dining hall felt different. Ava sensed it the moment she entered, tray balanced carefully in her hands, the chain clipped to her collar guiding her steps. There was a new tension at the table, subtle but unmistakable. When her eyes scanned across the room, she saw why.

A girl she hadn’t seen before—slender, red-haired, sharp-eyed—stood at the opposite side of the table, serving in silence. Ruby. Her presence was brash even without words, a spark too bright to be ignored. There was a glint in her smile, her bare skin carried like a provocation, not a shame.

Ava kept her head bowed, focusing on setting the pitcher down before Lucas, but she caught the shift as Ruby opened her mouth.

“What? Just making conversation.”

The room stilled, the words lingering in the air. Ava drew in a sharp breath. She had learned quickly—never speak first, not to them.

Maxwell rose, his chair shifted against the floor, a movement that ended the moment. Ava’s heart pounded as his cold voice filled the hall: “You were told you will not speak unless spoken to.”

Ruby swallowed, defiance flashing in her eyes, but she was already caught.

Ava stood frozen, tray trembling faintly in her hands as Mara appeared at Maxwell’s gesture, the gag sliding between Ruby’s lips, buckled mercilessly tight. The sight pressed hard against her ribs, almost suffocating.

Then the paddle cracked, splitting the silence. Her stare caught, unwavering despite the shock. Blow after blow rained down, Ruby’s body jerking against the polished table, her muffled cries vibrating through the gag.

Ava clenched hard, willing control over a reaction she couldn’t quite contain. She should have been horrified, should have felt grateful it wasn’t her. But all she could think, watching Ruby’s skin redden under Maxwell’s hand, was how badly she wished she were bent over that table instead.

Her pulse roared in her ears as Ruby trembled, the evidence of arousal slick on her skin despite the shame burning through her. Ava knew that feeling too well. The sting, the ache, the denial that made every nerve a live wire.

When Maxwell pressed the paddle against Ruby’s bruised flesh and spoke low, Ava’s stomach twisted with envy. You came here to test me… His words could have been for her.

By the time Ruby was pulled upright, gag still in place, Her fingers curled hard enough to mark her own skin. She lowered her gaze quickly, forcing her face into obedience, but inside her thoughts burned.

She wasn’t supposed to want it. Not the pain, not the humiliation. And yet watching Ruby break under Maxwell’s control, Ava wanted nothing more than to trade places.

***

Dominic picked up a small case from the table and snapped it open, selecting a slender tool that caught the light. The wheel gleamed, its tiny metal points arranged like a crown of teeth. He held it where Ava could see.

“Do you know what this is?” “Do you know what this is?” he asked, his tone calm, almost casual.

Ava shook her head, though her pulse told another story.

“It’s called a pinwheel,” he said. “Every touch feels different—sometimes sharp, sometimes soft. You’ll learn which is which. And you’ll hold still for all of it.”

The ropes pulled tight, binding Ava’s arms above her head, her chest thrust forward, vulnerable. Dominic stepped back to look at her, his expression maddeningly calm. He rolled the silver wheel across his palm again, letting the teeth glint in the lantern light.

“You’ll learn something new tonight,” he said, almost conversational. “That pain isn’t the opposite of pleasure. It’s the door to it.”

The wheel touched her breast, and Ava jerked instantly, a sharp hiss breaking from her throat. The points bit into her soft skin, dragging over the peak of her nipple until she gasped. Dominic only pressed harder, circling it around, over and over, until her nipple throbbed with fire.

“Breathe,” he said calmly. “Don’t run from it. Absorb it.”

He trailed the wheel lower, across her ribs, her belly, to the soft inner curve of her thigh. Ava twisted against the ropes, unable to stop the moan that spilled from her lips as the sharp edge traced up toward her opening. He didn’t touch her directly there—not yet. Just hovered, dragging lazy lines along the tender skin nearby until her whole body was trembling.

Then, without warning, his mouth claimed her. His tongue was hot, greedy, lashing over her clit while the wheel traced a burning path up her thigh, over the swell of her breast. The sharp sting tangled with the rush of wet heat, twisting her nerves until she couldn’t separate one from the other. Ava cried out, the sound breaking from her throat raw and helpless, her hips jerking against him, desperate, undone.

Her mind screamed at her to hold back. To resist. To deny herself. Mara’s voice whispered in memory: steady breath, control the edge. But Dominic’s rhythm was relentless, his tongue circling, his fingers stroking inside her as the wheel bit across her nipple once more.

Her orgasm came hard and fast, erupting through her body before she could stop it. Ava sobbed against the restraint, head falling back as the ropes bit deep into her wrists. She wanted to fight it, wanted to scream at herself for failing again, but all she could do was tremble, thighs wet and trembling while Dominic pulled back to look at her.

“You see?” he murmured, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. “You can’t separate them. Pain feeds your pleasure. You’ll learn to stop dreading it, and start craving it.”

Ava turned her face away, ashamed of the truth in his words. The ache between her legs wasn’t eased—it was sharpened. She wanted more, wanted denial, wanted to drown in the fire without being given release.

Dominic had more to take.

He plucked the wheel up again, dragging it slowly from her throat down to the her aching slit still pulsing from orgasm. The sharp points skimmed her clit, and she cried out, body jolting at the overload.

“Not done yet,” he said, voice thick with promise.

Dominic circled the wheel over her clit until Ava’s legs quaked, the sharp points sending jolts of pain-laced heat straight through her. When he finally pulled back, she sank into the restraints, chest heaving. Relief was short-lived.

“On your knees,” he ordered.

He untied her wrists only to guide her down hard to the stone floor. The rope burns on her arms still throbbed as she sank to her knees, hands bound loosely in front of her. Dominic stood before her, stroking his cock with lazy control, the wheel glinting in his other hand.

“You’re going to serve me,” he said, pressing the head against her lips. “And you’re going to feel every prick of steel while you do it.”

Ava opened, taking him deep, her jaw straining as he slid across her tongue. The familiar weight filled her mouth, but the pinwheel stole her focus—Dominic dragging it down her chest, over her ribs, teasing across her nipples until she gasped around him. He didn’t let up. Each thrust of his cock down her throat came with another sting: the wheel rolling along her belly, biting into the soft curve of her thigh, dragging ever closer to her swollen cunt.

Her gagged moans vibrated against him, and he groaned, tightening his grip in her hair. “That’s it, pet. Pain and service. Take them both.”

She tried to steady her breathing, desperate to hold herself together, but every drag of the wheel across her body made her shudder violently. The rush hit before she could fight it, unwanted, unstoppable. Tears burned her eyes as she gagged around him, undone by the speed of her own collapse.

When he pulled free, slick strands stretching from her lips, she gasped for air, trembling. He hauled her up, bent her over the edge of the bed, and shoved her face into the sheets.

“Keep still.”

The wheel traced cruel circles over her ass, sharp points biting against bruised skin from earlier punishments. Then he pressed inside her, driving deep in one hard thrust that knocked the breath from her lungs. Ava cried out, hands clawing at the sheets, body arching as he set a brutal rhythm.

The wheel rolled across her lower back, then over her hip, until it reached her clit again. The combination overwhelmed her. Dominic fucked her hard, one hand fisting in her hair, the other using the wheel in relentless strokes until her control snapped, her body seizing around him.

Her climax detonated through her despite the voice inside screaming for denial. Dominic groaned, driving deep, spilling inside her as his hips slammed home.

When he pulled free, the wheel fell silent in his hand, but its mark lingered on her skin — and in her mind.

Ava collapsed forward, body trembling. The orgasm should have been a reward, but it left her hollow. What she craved wasn’t the release—it was the ache, the restraint, the denial stretched razor-thin.

And Dominic knew it.

Dominic unfastened the ropes with brisk precision, leaving Ava’s arms free. He wiped her down with a warm cloth, almost perfunctory, before tipping her chin up to meet his gaze.

“You’re learning,” he said simply, brushing his thumb across her lower lip. Then, softer: “Rest. Tomorrow, we’ll see how much further you can go.”

He kissed her forehead once, then left her sprawled across the sheets. The door closed, sealing the silence in around her.

Ava rolled onto her back, staring at the ceiling, the ache still buzzing in every nerve. Her skin burned with the memory of the wheel, her pussy still throbbing from release she hadn’t wanted. Relief wasn’t relief anymore — it was torture.

The thought festered as she lay there, legs curled, wrists sore. Denial was what she longed for, not climax. The ache, the edge, the humiliation of being left wanting.

A wild idea slid into her mind, one that made her pulse race: What if I broke a rule on purpose? What if she pushed too far, provoked punishment — not to resist it, but to invite it?

She bit her lip, the thought sending a restless ache through her. Maxwell’s unforgiving hand. Dominic’s wicked grin. Lucas’s cold indifference. She could picture all of them watching her squirm under denial, body begging for release that never came.

Her chest rose and fell with unsteady breath. She knew the rules. Knew the risks. But for the first time, the idea of being punished didn’t fill her with dread. It filled her with hunger.

Ava closed her eyes, already imagining it. Tomorrow, maybe, she’d give them a reason.


Choosing The Lash


Two days.

That’s how long it took Ava to stop pacing her room, to stop second-guessing, to let the ache consume her until the idea no longer seemed dangerous — only necessary.

She lay awake both nights, replaying the feel of Dominic’s fingers forcing climax out of her body, of the vibrator strapped against her until she broke. Release had become agony, and denial — the way Maxwell and Dominic stripped her in public, leaving her aching and unsatisfied, clung to her body like a hunger that never faded. She craved the ache more than the sharp bliss, craved the humiliation of being left open and wanting in front of everyone.

So she decided. If denial was punishment, she’d provoke punishment.

By breakfast, the choice had rooted itself inside her. It wasn’t going anywhere. The leash clipped at her collar, the tray balanced in her hands — she followed Mara into the dining hall like every other morning. Ruby sat tethered nearby, her newness still raw. The brothers filled their usual seats, Dominic grinning, Lucas’s stare razor-sharp, Maxwell, steady and unsparing.

The meal began in silence, as it always did. Ava served without trembling, every motion precise, her body moving on autopilot. She waited. Watched. Her heart thundered.

Then Dominic’s eyes flicked toward her. “Fetch the decanter,” he said casually, nodding toward the sideboard.

Ava’s hands clenched tight against the tray. She forced herself to hold still. One second. Two. Ten heartbeats stretched like a noose. Her gaze dropped, chin tilting lower, every muscle in her body screaming to obey. But she didn’t move.

The silence stretched, all tension and no air. She felt the weight of every gaze — Lucas’s unblinking, Maxwell’s coldly expectant, Dominic’s sharpening into amusement.

Her pulse raced, every beat echoing in the ache spreading through her body. She had asked for this. She wanted this.

Finally, Dominic rose, the scrape of his chair thunderous in the hush. He traced a circle with his steps, each one purposeful, his presence heavy in the air between them.

“This one thought she could stall,” he said, voice carrying across the table. The air tightened, heavy, waiting. “Ten seconds. Eyes down. No movement. That’s what hesitation looks like.”

Ava’s chest heaved, but she stayed silent, head bowed, blood roaring in her ears. The shame was already burning her alive, and she hadn’t yet felt his hand.

Dominic stopped behind her, so close she felt the heat of his breath at her ear. “Defiance begins small,” he murmured, the words for her alone. Then louder: “It festers if unchecked. Tonight she’ll remember.”

The leash tugged, snapping her upright. Ava’s pulse raced. This was what she’d wanted. What she’d craved. Punishment, denial, the lesson that would strip her down and leave her aching.

She followed where he led, heart hammering, body already wet with anticipation for the torment to come.

The leash pulled, firm and commanding, as Dominic led her to the front of the dining hall. Ava’s bare feet slid across the polished stone, her body buzzing with the eyes that followed every step. Shame scorched her, but the ache beneath it was hunger.

Dominic stopped her in front of the long table, his hand heavy at the nape of her neck. She couldn’t bring herself to look up, not at the staff, not at the brothers, not at Ruby tethered to her chair.

The first strike landed without warning.

A crack split the silence, fire exploding across her ass. Ava’s gasp broke loose before she could bite it down, her body jolting forward against Dominic’s grip.

“One,” she whispered, voice trembling.

The second blow fell lower, crueler, snapping across the curve of her thighs. Pain flared hot and immediate, her knees nearly buckling.

“Two.”

Her voice wavered but grew louder, filling the room like the sting searing her flesh.

The third strike came across the swell of her ass, harder than the first two. Ava’s head tipped back, teeth gritted, the leash biting at her throat as she struggled to keep her voice steady.

“Three.”

Each number branded her deeper. The count wasn’t just for Dominic — it was for all of them. For Ruby, watching wide-eyed. For Lucas, cold and silent. For Maxwell, who leaned forward ever so slightly, as if savoring every blow. For the staff, who had seen this ritual countless times.

By the sixth strike, her eyes watered. By the eighth, her thighs quaked, her cunt dripping shamelessly down her legs. By the tenth, her voice faltered, the word splintering in her throat.

She stood gasping, body on fire, skin alive with pain and humiliation. Tears clung to her lashes, but she refused to hide them. This was what she’d asked for. What she needed.

Dominic tossed the crop aside; the hard slap of it against the table silenced the room. His hand pressed flat against her raw flesh, the pressure making her whimper. “This is hesitation’s price,” he murmured, his voice even, unshaken.

“Yes, sir,” Ava rasped, throat tight, shame bound tight to desire.

“Good,” Dominic said, stepping back. “Now you’ll learn the rest.”

He tugged the leash, guiding her forward until she bent over the table, palms flat on the polished wood, ass high, her punished skin on display. Ava trembled, her temple pressing to the surface as his boot nudged her legs wider.

Two fingers shoved inside her, deep and brutal. Her cunt gave her away, juices running hot down his hand.

“She’s soaked,” Dominic announced, holding his fingers up for the room to see. Dripping and raw, she was marked not just by the crop but by her own arousal.

He plunged his fingers back inside, curling them against her until she gasped. “Say it.”

Her voice shook. “I will obey.”

“Again.”

His fingers stroked, teasing her clit until her legs shook. “I will obey.”

The chant ripped from her lips again, broken, humiliated. “I… will… obey.”

And then — silence. His fingers stilled. Ava lifted her head slightly, lips trembling, body desperate for the final push.

“No release,” Dominic said, pulling his hand away. No reprieve. No release. Only denial.

The world tilted. Her chest hit the table, a choked cry escaping despite herself. The ache stripped her bare, leaving only the craving behind. It was everything she had wanted, and it burned.

Dominic didn’t stop there. He strapped a humming vibrator against her swollen clit, locking it in place, buzzing faintly, never enough to push her over.

“She’ll stay like this,” he told the room, folding his arms. “Open. Needy. Empty. Until she learns hesitation has no place here.”

The heat of humiliation spread through Ava, searing her from the inside out. Her body convulsed against the steady hum, desperate, denied, aching.

And she loved it.

***

The hum had stopped hours ago.

Ava lay curled on her side in her bed, the sheets twisted around her damp skin, her muscles still trembling from the torment Dominic had strapped to her. Even after the vibrator was finally removed, its ghost lingered, buzzing through her nerves, her body remembering the ache of being kept on the edge, starved, humiliated before them all.

She should have felt shame. She should have felt anger. Instead, every thought circled back to one unbearable truth: she wanted it again.

Her climax two nights ago had drained her, left her raw. Tonight, denial had filled her up until she felt split open. The ache wasn’t absence — it was sustenance. Every nerve alive, every breath a reminder of what she’d been denied.

She closed her eyes, shifting against the ache that lingered in her skin. Her reflection in the polished wood of the table still haunted her — bent, spread, dripping for them all to see. Her own voice echoed in her skull: I will obey. I will obey.

It should have broken her. Instead, it anchored her, steady in a way nothing else had.

Dominic’s words replayed, quiet but inescapable.: No release.

And she hadn’t wanted it. Not really. The vibrator’s hum without relief had been worse than any whip, and yet her body had sung for it. Every second of being held back carved deeper into her until she was nothing but need.

She pressed her face into the pillow, muffling a shaky laugh that bordered on a sob. She was ruined. Completely. And she wanted more.

Tomorrow, or the day after, she would crave it again. The paddle, the crop, the vibrator locked against her until she wept. She would beg, not for the end, but for the torment of being refused.

It scared her, but the fear didn’t matter. Because the hunger was stronger.

Ava drifted into restless sleep with the ache pressing deep—not emptiness, but belonging.

The door opened without a knock. Ava tensed, pulling the sheet instinctively over her bare body, but she knew before she even looked who it was. Dominic leaned against the frame, hands in his pockets, eyes glinting in the dim light.

“You’re still awake,” he said, his voice casual but edged.

Ava swallowed, sitting up. “Yes, sir.”

He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. “You think I didn’t notice?”

Her heart kicked hard. “Notice what?”

Dominic’s smile spread with deliberate menace. “That you hesitated on purpose. That you wanted me to drag you in front of everyone. That you were already wet before I ever touched you.”

Ava dropped her gaze, heat rising in her face. “I—”

“Don’t bother.” He moved closer, crouching until his eyes were level with hers. “You don’t need to tell me. I’ve seen it before — but never this fast. You crave the ache more than the release, don’t you?”

Her mouth opened, words caught somewhere she couldn’t reach.

He reached out, brushing his thumb across the marks still faint on her thighs, then up to her collar. “Most girls fight to cum. You fight to be denied.”

Ava shivered under his touch. He was right. Completely right.

Dominic’s expression shifted — still playful, but darker now, something calculated behind the charm. “If that’s what you want, Ava, I’ll give it to you. From now on, denial will be your reward. Climax will be your punishment. Every time you slip, every time you think you’re ready to be owned by the ache, I’ll make you cum instead.”

Her head snapped up, eyes wide. “You’d—”

“Oh, I’ll still hurt you,” he said lightly, fingers sliding along her jaw, “I’ll still push you. But you don’t get to script your own lessons. You want endless denial? You’ll earn it by proving you can handle the opposite.”

The mix of fear and heat churned inside her, impossible to separate. She didn’t know whether to whisper thanks or beg for mercy.

Dominic tilted her chin higher, his voice dropping to a near whisper. “You think you’re in control, but you’re not. That’s the point. You wanted to play with denial. Now I’ll show you what real discipline feels like.”

He stood, looking down at her, eyes glinting. “Sleep. Tomorrow’s another lesson.”

And then he left, closing the door with a soft click, leaving Ava staring into the dark.

Her pulse pounded. Denial as a reward. Climax as punishment. It was twisted, but it was exactly what she wanted — exactly what she feared.

She curled back under the sheets, trembling, already imagining tomorrow.


Whispers In The Atrium


The mansion breathed differently at night. Ava padded barefoot through the long corridors, the marble cool against her skin, the sconces casting gold shadows that stretched and bent across the walls. She’d learned fast that she could roam as long as the collar stayed on. The eyes on her never left, but the empty halls gave her room to think.

After days of discipline, denial, and Dominic’s relentless teasing, her body still hummed. Not with satisfaction, but with the kind of restless energy that made sleep impossible. She turned left at a hallway she hadn’t taken before, curiosity leading her deeper into the unfamiliar wing.

The air changed subtly as she walked — cooler, tinged with the faint scent of earth and water. Ahead, glass glimmered in the low light, tall panes rising floor to ceiling. She pushed through a carved archway and stepped into the atrium.

It was larger than she expected, lush with greenery climbing stone columns, lanterns hanging high overhead, their light mingling with the faint shimmer of moon through the glass ceiling. A fountain trickled softly at the center, its sound filling the silence. For a moment, Ava just stood there, toes curling against the smooth tile, drinking it in. It was the first space in the mansion that felt alive, breathing, untamed.

She wandered closer to the fountain, fingers grazing the leaves of a broad plant as she passed. The cool air kissed her skin, and for the first time since she’d signed her contract, she almost felt… free. Not outside, not truly, but removed from the heavy weight of discipline.

She crouched at the fountain’s edge, dipping her fingers into the water, and let the chill run down her arm. Her reflection wavered in the ripples — collar snug around her throat, eyes ringed in fatigue, mouth pressed tight. For weeks she had measured herself in service and punishment. Here, she almost looked like a woman again, not just a submissive bound to a billionaire’s whim.

Her thoughts drifted. To Dominic’s grin, playful even when cruel. To Lucas’s unreadable eyes. To Maxwell’s sharp commands that still rattled in her bones. And now, to Ruby — fiery-haired, defiant even gagged, her punishment at breakfast still vivid in Ava’s mind.

The fountain trickled on, and Ava closed her eyes, letting the sound quiet her thoughts. She hadn’t spoken to Ruby beyond serving at the same table. But the girl’s energy was undeniable — dangerous, reckless, magnetic. Ava wondered how long that fire could last under Maxwell’s merciless hand.

The sound of soft footsteps broke her reverie. Ava’s eyes opened, glancing across the atrium. A familiar figure appeared in the doorway, pale in the lantern glow, the red of her hair unmistakable. Ruby.

Her chest tightened as her pulse surged. She hadn’t expected company. She hadn’t expected her.

Ruby’s gaze swept across the space, then landed on Ava by the fountain. Her expression softened, something near a smile breaking through.

Well,” Ruby said, voice low, carrying just enough sharpness to remind Ava of the smirk she’d worn even with a gag strapped tight. “Didn’t think I’d find anyone else wandering at this hour.”

Ruby crossed the atrium with the same boldness she carried everywhere, bare skin unbothered by the chill. The collar declared belonging, but her walk said otherwise—untamed, almost daring.

Ava rose from the fountain’s edge, brushing her damp fingers against her thigh. “Couldn’t sleep either?”

Ruby gave a quiet laugh, circling the fountain before settling opposite her, perching casually on the stone lip. “Sleep’s not really my thing lately. Maxwell has a way of making sure you don’t forget where you are. Even when you close your eyes.”

The way she said his name made Ava’s stomach tighten. “He’s… different from Dominic,” she said carefully.

Ruby arched a brow. “That’s one way to put it.”

Silence stretched for a moment, broken only by the water trickling between them. Ava’s voice came softer this time. “Why did you come here? Really.”

Ruby leaned back on her hands, eyes glinting under the lantern light. “Curiosity,” she admitted without hesitation. “I wanted to see if anyone could break me. If all their talk — rules, punishments, ownership — could actually get under my skin. Thought it would be fun to test myself.”

The bluntness startled Ava. She expected shame or secrecy, not this open defiance. “You chose this to be broken?”

Ruby’s smirk tilted sharper. “I chose to prove they couldn’t. That’s the difference.” She shrugged one shoulder, the collar at her throat catching the light. “Still not sure how it’s going to go. Maxwell’s… persistent.”

Ava swallowed, her voice tight. “What’s it like? With him?”

Ruby’s smirk thinned, leaving a flicker of something unguarded. She glanced down at her thighs, still marked faintly from the paddle, then back at Ava. “Like being under a microscope. Every mistake, every twitch, every breath—he notices it. And he doesn’t let it slide. Ever.” Her laugh was low, almost bitter. “It’s brutal. And it’s addicting.”

Ava hugged her arms around herself, the admission sinking into her. She had imagined it — Maxwell’s control, his ruthless edge. Hearing Ruby confirm it only made the intimidation sharper.

Ruby tilted her head, studying her. “What about you? Why’d you sign up for this circus?”

Ava hesitated, the truth clawing at her chest. She could lie, but what was the point? Ruby already saw her stripped bare at meals, humiliated under Dominic’s hand. Words felt like the last thing she had to lose.

“Money,” Ava said finally, her voice quiet but steady. “I was drowning. Bills, debt, all of it. Every morning, it felt like noise screaming in my head. I thought… if I came here, at least the noise would stop. Three months of silence.”

Ruby’s gaze softened, the first flicker of empathy Ava had seen on her. “Silence,” she echoed. “That’s… not nothing.”

Ava nodded, eyes on the fountain. “It worked. The noise is gone. But now there’s something else. Louder.”

Ruby leaned forward, eyes narrowing. “Denial,” she guessed.

Heat crept into Ava’s face. She didn’t answer, but the silence was answer enough.

Ruby smirked again, slower this time, like she’d found the thread of something she could pull later. “We’re a fucked-up pair, aren’t we? You craving the edge, me daring him to break me.”

Ava allowed herself the faintest, unwilling smile. "Maybe that’s why we’re here."

The fountain trickled between them, quiet and steady, but the air felt charged now, an unspoken understanding binding them. They had different reasons, different hungers — but both were exactly where they were meant to be.

The water’s hush faded beneath the rush in Ava’s ears, her pulse pounding as Ruby leaned closer, eyes glinting with dangerous amusement.

“You say you want denial,” Ruby murmured, her hand sliding between Ava’s thighs with deliberate slowness. “Then let’s see if you can handle it.”

Ava froze, breath faltering as Ruby’s hand slid over her. It wasn’t like the others—no control, no lesson. Ruby’s touch was bold, daring her to react.

Ruby smirked at Ava’s sharp inhale. “Relax. It’s not about clenching every muscle like you’re fighting for your life. Mara taught me that much.” Her fingers teased Ava’s clit, just enough pressure to make her jerk. “It’s about breathing. Letting the wave hit, then settling under it instead of letting it pull you under.”

Ava’s eyes widened. “You… you’ve practiced this?”

Ruby’s smirk deepened. “Of course. You think Maxwell lets me off easy?” She shifted closer, her other hand resting on Ava’s hip, grounding her. “Breathe with me. In… hold… out. That’s how you last.”

Ava tried. In. Hold. Out. The rhythm steadied her heartbeat for a moment, but then Ruby’s fingers slid lower, teasing, circling, dipping inside just enough to make her gasp. The ache sharpened, demanding more.

“Slower,” Ruby coached, her voice a taunt wrapped in calm. “You’re holding your breath. That’s why you lose it.” She drove the rhythm tighter, commanding with every pass. “In… hold… out.”

Ava drew the air deep, clinging to the control. The edge loomed close, fierce but just out of reach. She held, shaking, every nerve lit.

“Good girl,” Ruby taunted, her grin dark. “Told you it wasn’t impossible.” She pinched Ava’s clit hard enough to make her yelp. “Hold it. Don’t fucking break.”

Her grip on the fountain edge tightened, nails pressing hard enough to leave marks. She shook, gasping, each exhale a struggle against the pull of her body. The discipline held, but only in fleeting bursts.

But Ruby didn’t let up. She shifted her hand, sliding two fingers inside, curling them just right while her thumb pressed firm against Ava’s clit. Her other hand clamped Ava’s hip, holding her down as she squirmed.

“Breathe, Ava,” Ruby ordered. “In. Hold. Out. Don’t you dare let go.”

Ava’s head tipped back, control slipping from her like sand. She fought, but her body convulsed, climax surging through her—harsh, overwhelming, impossible to deny. Shame ignited in her chest even as Ruby broke her apart.

Her cries spilled into the atrium, strangled by her clenched teeth. When it passed, she slumped forward, breath tearing free, muscles quaking.

Ruby pulled her wet fingers free and licked them slowly, eyes never leaving Ava’s face. “You lasted longer than I expected,” she admitted. “But you still broke.”

Ava shook her head weakly, voice rough. “I tried.”

“I know.” Ruby’s gaze gleamed. “But you’ll never break free. That’s the whole game. You ache for it too much to walk away.”

The humiliation outlasted the pleasure, leaving Ava vulnerable. Ruby’s gaze said it all—she’d proven her point, to Ava and to herself.

A sound broke the quiet — the faint scuff of a shoe against the tile. Ava froze. Ruby’s head snapped up.

From the shadows beneath the columns, Mara emerged. Her eyes were steady, her face composed, yet something in the stillness told Ava she hadn’t just arrived.

“Interesting,” Mara said, her voice calm. “You remembered the breathing, Ruby. You guided her well. Almost well enough to keep her from breaking.”

Ava’s heart lurched. “You—” She swallowed hard, the words catching in her throat. “You were watching?”

“Of course.” Mara stepped closer, the lantern light glinting against her collar. “There’s always someone watching. That’s the first lesson of this house.” She paused, eyes flicking from Ava’s flushed body to Ruby’s smug posture. “The second lesson is harder: knowing when to let someone fail.”

Ruby tilted her head, smirk faltering just slightly. “I wasn’t trying to make her fail. I wanted to see if she could hold it.”

“And you did exactly what I would have done,” Mara said. “You applied pressure. You reminded her to breathe. You didn’t ease up when she shook.” She folded her arms, gaze sharp now. “That’s why you have potential, Ruby. You already think like a trainer.”

Ruby’s smirk returned, slower this time. “And you think that’s me?”

Mara didn’t smile. “I think you’re curious enough to test everyone around you. Including yourself. That curiosity can destroy you — or it can shape you into something useful.”

The weight of her words settled heavy in the atrium. Ava’s stomach twisted, the sting of exposure sharper now that her failure had been witnessed by more than Ruby. She wanted to protest, to explain, but Mara’s gaze silenced her.

“You both crave denial in different ways,” Mara continued, her tone like a teacher correcting pupils. “Ava wants the ache as an end in itself. Ruby, you want to see if control — yours or theirs — can ever truly win. That’s why you two found each other tonight.”

The fountain gurgled softly, the only sound in the pause that followed.

Mara stepped closer, brushing her fingers lightly across Ava’s shoulder, grounding but firm. “Remember this, Ava: breaking doesn’t make you weak. But wanting it too much will make you vulnerable.”

Then she turned to Ruby. “And you — learn the difference between pushing someone and punishing them. That difference is the only reason I’m standing here instead of Maxwell.”

The edge of Ruby’s smile faltered, though the defiance remained.

Mara gave them one last long look, then turned, her footsteps fading back into the shadows she’d come from.

Ava sat trembling, but beneath the sting came something sharper: recognition. Ruby had pushed her, yes, but Mara had seen further.

Maybe Ruby wasn’t just surviving here. Maybe she was meant to train.


The New Arrival


Amonth had passed since Ava’s last punishment in the dining hall. A month since Dominic had looked her in the eye and told her denial would be her reward, and climax her punishment.

To her surprise, she had come to love it. Settled into the strange rhythm of the house, Ava no longer feared the moments she was left trembling and unsatisfied. She craved them. Every time Dominic denied her, every time he pulled his hand away just as her body begged to break, the ache became sharper, sweeter. Release, when he forced it on her, was the real torment now—too heavy, too final. It left her hollow in ways denial never did. And he knew it. She was certain he savored how quickly she had been reshaped.

Ruby, too, had shifted. Where Ava softened into her addiction to denial, Ruby hardened. She had tested Maxwell at every turn, her punishments frequent, her defiance almost ritual. Yet she never broke. Ava sometimes wondered if Ruby’s constant push was her own kind of addiction.

The house itself seemed to breathe around them, a living cycle of training, discipline, and silent meals. Ava had grown used to the weight of eyes on her, used to the sense that the walls themselves remembered everything. What had once unsettled her now steadied her.

So when Mara summoned her and Ruby to the atrium that evening, Ava walked without hesitation, curious rather than nervous.

The heavy doors opened, and the answer stepped inside.

She was younger, her build finer than Ruby’s, her presence softer than Ava’s. Chestnut hair framed her pale face, She stood still, head tipping back, the grandeur of the atrium bearing down on her slight frame. Two staff walked close, directing her with silent authority.

“Elizabeth Thorne,” Mara announced. “Lizzy. She will remain for the next ninety days.”

Lizzy swallowed, voice catching in her throat. “Yes.”

“Say it clearly,” Mara corrected.

“Ninety days,” Lizzy repeated, stronger this time.

Ruby leaned against the fountain, her smirk sharp. “You’ll be counting them.”

Ava’s gaze softened. She remembered that first day—the way air itself had felt like an accusation, the way her body had screamed that she didn’t belong. She took a half step forward, lowering her voice. “It’s overwhelming. But… you’ll get used to it.”

Lizzy glanced at her, searching, then nodded once, grateful for the lifeline.

Mara placed a guiding hand on Lizzy’s back, steering her deeper into the mansion. “Orientation continues. Tomorrow you’ll join the others at breakfast.”

At that, Ruby’s brows arched. “Straight to the fire.”

“It’s deliberate,” Mara replied coolly.

Lizzy’s lips parted, but she didn’t protest. She let herself be guided, her shoulders stiff, every step careful.

When the doors shut behind them, Ruby crossed her arms, smirk deepening. “She’s going to break fast.”

Ava wasn’t so sure. Fear wrapped her tight, yet a small, unbroken strand remained.

“She might surprise you,” Ava murmured.

Ruby’s gaze sharpened, a spark lighting her eyes. “Good. I like surprises.”

***

The dining hall always felt like a stage, polished wood gleaming under the light, silver catching every flicker of flame. Ava had grown used to it in the weeks since she first knelt at Dominic’s side. She knew how to hold her posture, how to swallow her hunger, how to keep her voice even. But that morning felt different.

Ruby was beside her again, sharp-eyed, restless, as if silence itself grated against her skin. And at Lucas’s feet was someone new—Lizzy. Fresh, nervous, hands folded tightly in her lap. The tremble in her chest gave her away, no matter how carefully she tried to mask it.

“Begin service,” Maxwell said, voice smooth as glass.

Ruby rose with a flick of her hair, tray in her hands. Ava watched her knuckles tighten, watched her mouth twitch—too much.

“Guess I talk too much,” Ruby muttered. more to herself than anyone.

Ava’s stomach clenched. Wrong move.

The scrape of Maxwell’s chair sent a jolt down her spine. The hall went still.

You were told. Silence is obedience.”

Ruby froze, but it was too late. He eased the tray from her grip, placing it down without a word. A snap of his fingers, and Mara emerged, rope already looped and ready. The sight made Ava’s chest constrict—the rope pulled mercilessly until Ruby’s body fought for each breath.

“Face the table.”

Ruby obeyed, palms flat, ass raised. Ava braced herself.

The first strike cracked through the hall, leather meeting flesh in a sound Ava knew too well. Ruby jolted, gag muffling her cry.

“One,” Ruby forced out, broken.

The next landed harder.

“Two.”

Ava counted in her own head with each strike, Her skin tingled, every strike echoing through her own body.

By the count of ten, her thighs shook, her backside burned hot, air rasping in and out. And still Ava couldn’t look away. She envied the sting of it—the ache, the restraint, the way denial pulsed through every breath.

Maxwell pressed the paddle against Ruby’s marked flesh. His tone was low, stripped of pity. “Every word out of turn will be answered like this.”

He pulled her back to kneel. Ruby’s chest heaved, eyes bright, humiliation burning on her skin. But Ava saw it—the gleam beneath. Want.

Her own cunt throbbed with jealousy. She wanted that ache, that pitiless edge. Release felt empty now; it was denial that made her burn. Watching Ruby marked and gagged, trembling and wet, only sharpened the craving.

Maxwell’s gaze swept the table once, then he sat again. “Serve.”

The silence lingered, suffocating in its weight. Lizzy rose nervously, carafe in hand, and Ava couldn’t help but glance. The new girl’s breasts caught the light as she poured, her hands shaking too much to hide. Lucas corrected her softly, evenly, but when his hand slid onto her thigh, Ava knew exactly what would follow.

Lizzy’s lips parted in a gasp she tried to swallow. Her hands trembled harder, liquid sloshing in the crystal. Lucas’s voice dropped, audible to everyone. “Focus.”

Her legs tensed, pulse driving hard beneath her skin. She remembered the first time Dominic had done that to her—how impossible it was to focus when fingers slid higher, teasing, tightening just enough to turn obedience into ache.

“You will not cum,” Lucas told Lizzy, the words absolute. “Not until I allow it. If you try, you’ll find yourself across this table.”

The threat twisted through Ava like a knife of longing. Her body ached to be there instead, to be the one trembling under his hand, denied in front of them all.

When Lucas finally withdrew, Lizzy wilted, the tension draining from her. Ava looked away, chest tight, her own denial clawing at her ribs.

The truth was constant: release broke her, denial built her.

***

The leather spreader bar locked her ankles wide, forcing her open against the cool surface of Dominic’s private table. Ava’s wrists were bound above her head, rope biting in with every twitch. She was already trembling before he even touched her.

Dominic circled, calm as always, whip coiled in one hand like an extension of his will. “You’ve been restless,” he said, the smile in his voice sharper than his eyes. “Hungry.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whispered, throat dry.

He flicked the whip once, a test strike that cracked just beside her hip, close enough to sting her skin with air. Ava jerked against her bonds, pulse tripping, cunt already wet despite the burn of anticipation.

Then the second landed true. Leather snapped across her ass, the sound sharp, the pain surging fast. She cried out before she could stop herself.

“One,” she gasped, the number dragged out of her mouth.

Another strike, lower, cruel.

“Two.”

The rhythm landed with cold consistency, each stroke biting deeper. Her body arched against the bonds, each lash spreading fire through her skin, driving her higher into the torment she craved. By the fifth, her breath broke in bursts. By the tenth, she shook uncontrollably, thighs forced apart by the spreader bar, dripping, exposed.

Dominic set the whip aside at last, his hand pressing firm against the heated welts he’d left. Ava whimpered, hips pressing into the touch. She needed more, needed anything—denial had rewired her so completely that even the pain made her ache to be left on edge.

He didn’t grant mercy. Instead, his fingers worked through her soaked cunt, thrusting in hard before moving down. He didn’t ask, didn’t pause—just pushed into the tight ring of her ass with maddening patience until her breath fractured, no longer steady.

Her cry carried through the space, a sound of pain giving way to surrender.

“That’s it,” Dominic murmured, voice low and satisfied. “You’ll take me everywhere I want you.”

His hands gripped her hips, pulling her back as he pressed his cock against her ass, forcing her open inch by inch. Ava gasped, forehead pressed to the table, her body shuddered, drawn wider with every thrust.

When he filled her completely, she shook, gasping at the raw fullness of it.

“You’re mine like this,” he said, his voice low, threaded with control. He thrust once, hard, making her cry out again. “And you’ll stay mine until I say otherwise.”

Pain and pleasure collided in her body, impossible to tell where one ended and the other began. Bound, spread wide, every strike of his hips drove her harder into the table, whip marks throbbing under his grip. Her body screamed for release—but denial was all she wanted.

And Dominic knew it.

“You won’t cum,” he told her, fucking her harder, one hand reaching between her thighs to torment her clit, cruel circles that dragged moans from her throat. “No matter how much you beg. No matter how badly you break.”

Ava’s scream erupted, desperate and shaking. The spreader bar held her open, the ropes dug into her wrists, and Dominic’s cock filled her ass as his fingers dragged her to the edge, again and again.

“Say it,” he ordered, breath hot against her ear.

“I—I won’t cum!” she cried, trembling so hard her body shook against the table. “Please, Sir—don’t let me—don’t—”

He smiled, she felt it in the curl of his words. “Good girl.”

Dominic’s pace grew rougher, her cries breaking free in time with every punishing stroke. Her body bucked helplessly against the table, ass stretched wide around him, her clit pulsed under his touch, nerves wound so tight she could barely breathe. Every nerve screamed for release.

She tried to fight it—tried to focus on breath like Mara had drilled, in through her nose, out through parted lips. But Dominic wasn’t giving her control. His hand pinched her clit hard, rolling it cruelly between his fingers until her voice cracked under the strain.

“Sir, please—I can’t—”

“You can.” His voice was steady, cruelly calm. “You’ll hold it. You’ll stay right here for me.”

Her hips trembled, body arching against the ropes. The spreader bar forced her open, no escape, her ass filled with every inch of his cock. He dragged her to the brink with each deep thrust, only to ease his hand back from her clit when her body shook too close to climax.

She bit down hard, the pressure in her chest mounting. Her whole body throbbed with it, denial pounding in her veins. It was what she wanted. Needed.

Her chest heaved, sweat sliding down her skin. He fucked her rough, each thrust hitting deep. Then, just when her moans sharpened into the sound of a woman about to break, he yanked out in one harsh stroke, leaving her empty.

Ava collapsed against the table, gasping, the emptiness cut through her, leaving her reeling. “No—” “No—” The cry escaped before she could stop it.

Dominic gripped her hair, jerking her head back so her face lifted to him. “You begged for this, Ava. Don’t pretend otherwise."

She writhed, still trembling from the edge she’d been dragged to, her cunt dripping helplessly against the polished wood beneath her. She was wide open, exposed—and completely empty.

Dominic’s voice dropped, a rumble at her ear. “This is your reward. Not release. Denial.”

His hand tightened in her hair, the other stroking fast now. She felt the twitch, the heat, and then his cum spilled hot across her back and ass, striping her welted skin. The sting passed, but the ache of denial remained.

Her body shook, desperate and undone, her orgasm clawing at her insides with nowhere to go. She bit down hard, forehead pressed to the table.

Dominic pulled back, breathing hard but composed, as if he hadn’t just ruined her world. He smeared the mess across her back with his palm, marking her. “You’ll learn to crave this more than anything else,” he said quietly. “And you’ll thank me for never letting you finish.”

Her voice cracked, hoarse and trembling. “Thank you, Sir.”

The words left her lips, and she meant them. Every inch of her ached, every nerve screamed, and still she wanted nothing else.

Dominic freed her wrists at last, rope sliding away, then unclipped the spreader bar from her ankles. Her legs buckled, but his arms caught her, strong and steady. He lowered her onto the rug, her body still shaking with denial, his release still sticky on her skin.

Ava curled into him, broken open and blissfully empty, Her voice frayed to nothing. She should have hated him for it. Instead, she clung tighter.

Because he was right. She did crave it. And the more he denied her, the more she knew she’d never want to leave.

***

The atrium was quiet, the late hour painting everything in soft shadows and fractured moonlight. Ava sat on one of the benches, her collar cool against her throat, her skin still humming with the memory of Dominic’s denial. She was restless, knowing her ninety days were almost gone. Knowing this place — this strange, brutal sanctuary — would spit her back into the noise she’d been so desperate to escape.

Ruby found her first. The redhead dropped onto the bench with no pretense, her skin still marked from Maxwell’s punishments. She leaned back, sighing. “You’ve been quiet lately. Too quiet.”

Ava smirked faintly, though her chest felt heavy. “Maybe I’m just thinking too much.”

Before Ruby could answer, Lizzy appeared. She carried no tray this time, just herself, hair loose, her steps tentative. She hesitated before joining them. “Can I?”

“Of course,” Ava said.

They sat in silence for a moment, three women drawn together by circumstance, bruises, and choices none of them could take back. Finally, Ruby studied her, gaze narrowing. “It’s almost your time, isn’t it? To leave?”

The words settled heavy in her chest. Ava’s throat tightened, but she nodded. “Yeah. A couple of weeks.”

Ruby clicked her tongue softly, expression sharpening. “We’ll miss you. Even Maxwell will, though he’d never admit it.”

Lizzy folded her hands in her lap, voice soft. “It’ll be strange without you here. Do you think… someone new will take your place?”

Ava exhaled, shaky. “Probably. There’s always someone desperate enough. Someone willing to sign away three months for freedom.” She lifted her gaze, meeting theirs. “But I don’t want to think about someone else sitting at that table, kneeling on that floor. It feels wrong.”

Ruby leaned forward, resting her elbows on her knees. “So what are you going to do when you get home? Back to the bills, the calls, all the noise?”

The question stung. Ava swallowed, the answer breaking free before she could polish it. “I don’t want to go back.” The words rang honest, stripped bare. “Out there… I was drowning. Here, at least I can breathe. Even when he’s got me on my knees, even when I’m begging him not to let me finish — it’s… quiet. It’s mine. I don’t want to lose it.”

Lizzy’s lips parted, her eyes searching Ava’s face. “I thought I was the only one.” Her fingers toyed with her collar, a small, betraying gesture. “I know Lucas never keeps anyone. He told me himself. But I can’t stop thinking about what it would mean if he did. If he wanted me to stay.”

Ruby gave a dry laugh, but there was no humor in it. “And me? I came here to see if I could be broken. But now… I think about Mara and Sade. About the control they have. I wonder if that could be me one day. Training instead of being trained.”

The space between them tightened. Three confessions. Three truths too heavy to ignore.

Ava leaned back, letting the weight of it settle. “So we’re all fucked, then,” she whispered, A bitter smile touched her face.

Ruby smirked, shrugging. “Looks that way.”

Lizzy reached for Ava’s hand, tentative but steady. Ruby followed, her warm fingers closing around Ava’s other. For a moment, there were no brothers, no rules, no contracts. Just three women, bound together by something none of them had expected: the terrifying, thrilling realization that they didn’t want to be free.
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Epilogue


Two days left.

The thought clung to Ava like a second skin, heavy and suffocating. The halls that had once felt intimidating now felt like home, every echoing step a reminder that time was slipping away. She had dreaded the end from the moment she signed her name, but now that it was almost here, she realized she wasn’t afraid of leaving — she was afraid of being forced to.

The knock on her door came at dusk. Mara’s calm face appeared when Ava answered, her voice as steady as ever. “Dominic wants you in his rooms.”

Her pulse leapt. The summons wasn’t unusual, but something in Mara’s tone told her this wasn’t just another night of denial and aching need. Ava followed, barefoot across cool stone, her mind racing with questions she wasn’t sure she wanted answered.

Dominic’s door was ajar. He stood inside, leaning casually against the edge of his desk, candlelight catching in his hair and throwing his sharp grin into relief. When he saw her, he didn’t beckon her closer. He just waited, letting the silence stretch until she stepped over the threshold, closing the door behind her.

“You know why you’re here,” he said finally.

Ava’s throat tightened. “No, Sir.”

He raised a brow, amused. “Don’t play dumb. You’ve been counting, haven’t you? Two days left. Then your contract’s finished, your debts erased, and you’re free to scurry back to your little apartment, your stack of bills, and whatever job you hate.”

The words should have thrilled her. They should have felt like salvation. Instead, they pressed into her, suffocating in their heaviness. She swallowed hard. “Yes, Sir.”

Dominic’s smile widened. He rose from the desk and came toward her, unhurried, as though he had all the time in the world, until she had to tip her head back to keep his gaze. His hand found her chin, thumb stroking the corner of her mouth. “But you don’t look thrilled. Funny, that. Most girls are clawing at the door by now.”

Her heart pounded in her chest. She knew this was the moment — the crack in the contract she’d been terrified to pry open. She wet her lips, forcing the words out before fear stole them. “I don’t want to leave.”

His grip tightened just enough to make her gasp. His eyes gleamed. “Say that again.”

“I don’t want to leave,” she whispered, louder this time, voice trembling but certain. “I thought I did, but… I can’t go back. I can’t go back to the noise, to the chaos. I need this. I need you.”

He laughed under his breath, the sound sinking into her skin and leaving her aching. “Need me? Or need what I do to you?”

Her cheeks burned, but she met his gaze. “Both. The denial. The control. The way you strip everything else away until there’s nothing left but you. I don’t want it to stop.”

For once, he didn’t tease. He studied her like she was something rare, something fragile he might crush or keep. Finally, he tilted his head. “You understand the contract can’t change itself. You’ll have to ask. Explicitly.”

Ava froze on the edge of a breath. Her knees wobbled as the truth landed: he was giving her the choice. Her choice. Not forced, not manipulated. Hers.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice frayed. “Please, Sir. Extend my contract. Six months. I want to stay.”

Dominic’s grin spread, edged with cruelty. “Six months, hmm? Bold. You think you can last?”

“I know I can.”

He laughed then, rich and delighted, the sound rolling over her like a caress. “Careful, Ava. You’re starting to sound like you enjoy this.”

Her lips parted. “I do.” The confession was terrifying and freeing all at once. “I love it. I love the ache. The denial. I love the way you make me beg just to be told no. It’s the only thing that makes me feel… quiet. Whole.”

Dominic’s hand slid into her hair, tugging her head back. His eyes were darker now, the amusement edged with hunger. “That’s what I wanted to hear.”

Her chest heaved. “So you’ll let me stay?”

“Oh, I’ll let you stay,” he murmured, bending close enough that his breath grazed her lips. “Six months. But don’t expect it to be easier. You asked for this. Every day you’re here, I’ll make sure you remember exactly what you begged me for tonight.”

Relief surged, sharp enough to make her knees weaken. She considered words, a gesture of thanks, but her body gave the answer without waiting. She sank to her knees, spine straight, chin lifted, just as he’d trained her.

Dominic’s smirk softened into something almost approving. “Good girl. You know what comes next.”

Her hands trembled only slightly as she unfastened his belt. The leather slid free with a hiss, his zipper lowering under her careful touch. She looked up once, catching his gaze. He was watching her intently, as if measuring the weight of the moment, the choice she had made.

“I’ll give you this,” he said, his voice low and commanding. “One final act before your new contract begins. You’ll show me you understand what you’ve asked for.”

“Yes, Sir,” Ava whispered, the words steady despite the tremor in her chest.

His cock was heavy and hot in her hands as she freed him, her mouth watering before she even leaned forward. Her lips parted, tongue brushing the tip in reverence. She breathed him in, the scent, the taste, the promise of everything she’d chosen.

And then she opened wider, taking him into her mouth, her world narrowing to him — his control, his denial, his approval — and the knowledge that she had asked for all of it.

***

The final week of Ruby’s ninety days unfolded with a strange calm she hadn’t expected. In the beginning, every hour had been sharp with tension—Maxwell’s rules, his punishments, her defiance sparking like flint against stone. Now, though, the sparks had burned into embers. Not extinguished, but steady. Controlled.

Most of her time no longer belonged to Maxwell directly but to Mara and Sade. They kept her in the training wing for hours at a stretch, posture drills that made her muscles shake, endless cycles of holding position, breathing through discomfort, resisting urges. The exercises weren’t designed to humiliate her, not the way Maxwell’s punishments had. They were meant to harden her. To teach her discipline so precise it became second nature.

She found herself craving those sessions. Not because they were easy—they weren’t—but because for once in her life, there were no blurred lines. No mixed signals. She was either upright, or she wasn’t. Breathing steady, or failing. A command given, a command followed. No shades of gray.

By midweek, she caught herself correcting her own stance before Mara did, or pacing her breath without being reminded. She noticed how other girls stumbled during mealtime punishments and thought—not with envy anymore, but with quiet observation—how she might correct them if it were her role to step in. The thought no longer startled her. It felt natural.

The night before the last day, Maxwell summoned her.

The door to his study was already open when she arrived. He sat behind the desk, posture exact, papers stacked in precise order. He didn’t look up right away, letting her stand in silence at the threshold.

“Close the door,” he said finally.

She obeyed, the soft click loud in the stillness.

“Come forward.”

She did, stopping in front of his desk. Her heart beat faster, but not with fear. Not even really with arousal. It was something steadier. Expectation.

Maxwell laid the pen down, settling into his chair, his eyes fixed on her with practiced detachment. “Your contract ends in three days.”

Ruby swallowed. “Yes, Sir.”

“You’ve followed Mara and Sade’s sessions without complaint.” His tone was neutral, but the words carried weight. “You’ve stopped fighting for the sake of fighting.”

A faint heat prickled across her chest. She held his gaze, refusing to flinch. “I learned that wasn’t the point.”

Maxwell inclined his head slightly. “And what do you think the point is?”

“Discipline.” The word left her mouth before she could second-guess it. She didn’t fill the silence with explanations or excuses. Just that single word.

No smile, no praise—only the barest trace of acknowledgment at his lips.“Correct.”

For a moment, the only sound was the steady tick of the clock on the wall. Ruby’s pulse seemed to echo it.

Finally, she drew in a breath. “I don’t want to leave.”

The words stayed between them, bare and unshakable.

Maxwell didn’t look surprised. If anything, he looked as though he’d been waiting for her to admit it. He rose from his chair, moving around the desk until he stood directly in front of her. His height, his presence, filled the room in a way that still made her chest tighten.

“You want to stay.” It wasn’t a question.

“Yes, Sir.” Her voice was steady now. “Not as property. Not to be owned. I want to train. To do what Mara and Sade do. To give others what they gave me.”

The change was subtle, but it pressed on her all the same. “Do you understand what that means? Training is not about cruelty. It’s not about power for its own sake. It is control. Consistency. The patience to strip away weakness until only strength remains. It will demand more from you than obedience ever has.”

Ruby nodded once. “I understand.”

Maxwell studied her for a long moment, the silence pressing down until she thought her lungs might burst. At last, he gave a single, sharp nod. “I expected this. From the second week.”

Her chest tightened. “You did?”

“You crave structure, Ruby. Not indulgence. Not even pain for its own sake. You wanted to be tested, and you’ve proven where you belong.” He straightened, his gaze cutting through her. “This place will give you that. If you ask properly when the time comes.”

Relief and resolve surged at once, leaving her throat thick. “Then I’ll ask.”

For the first time, his hand touched her without restraint. His hand rested on her shoulder, steady and grounding, a gesture that acknowledged her.

“You’ve come far,” he said quietly. “Don’t mistake this for an ending. It’s the beginning of discipline without end.”

Ruby swallowed hard, nodding beneath the weight of his hand.

He withdrew, returning to his desk as though the conversation were already complete. “Go. Rest. Tomorrow will come, and with it, your choice.”

Her feet carried her to the door, her mind clearer than it had ever been after punishment. She hadn’t been broken here. She’d been reshaped. And she wanted more.

In the hallway, she paused, leaning back against the wall for just a second, her breath unsteady but her resolve firming. For the first time in her life, she knew exactly what she wanted. Not escape. Not freedom. Discipline.

And when the moment came, she would claim it.

***

The final days of Lizzy’s ninety were nothing like the first. She no longer carried the nerves of service, the constant doubts, or the blush of humiliation that had once followed her. Now, she moved through the mansion with a calm she never expected—her body marked by obedience, her mind sharpened by submission.

She found herself almost at peace in the rhythms of it. Waking when Lucas called for her. Kneeling beside his chair during meals. Feeling the steady weight of his hand on the back of her neck when he wanted her quiet, the sudden sharp sting of his discipline when he wanted her attentive. What had once felt like humiliation now felt grounding. Necessary.

She’d grown to crave his steadiness. Lucas didn’t change—his voice always calm, his punishments always measured, his touch always deliberate. It wasn’t indulgence that hooked her. It was certainty. With him, there were no mixed messages, no blurred lines. He didn’t waver. And in his consistency, she found herself wanting to give more and more, not because she feared him but because she wanted to feel the way he made her feel—owned, steady, alive.

Two days before her contract was set to end, Lucas called her to his study.

The room was as it always was—tidy, books aligned perfectly on the shelves, papers stacked on his desk, the faint smell of leather and ink filling the air. He didn’t glance up when she entered, but she dropped to her knees anyway, hands resting lightly on her thighs.

“Your contract is nearly finished,” he said finally, eyes still on the paper in front of him. His voice was even, calm. “Your debt will be cleared. You’ll leave at the end of the week.”

Her chest tightened under the force of the words. She’d known it was coming. Every girl did. From the moment she signed, she knew there was an end date. But now, hearing it spoken so plainly, something in her rebelled. She didn’t want it to be over. Not yet.

She lifted her gaze slowly. “Sir?”

Lucas’s eyes flicked up, meeting hers with quiet authority.

“I…” Her throat tightened, but she pressed through it. “I don’t want to leave. Not yet.”

Silence stretched. Lucas leaned back slightly in his chair, studying her as if weighing not just her words but everything she’d been since stepping foot inside his house.

“You’re asking for more time,” he said at last.

“Yes, Sir. Three more months.” She steadied her voice, not letting it shake. “If you’ll allow it.”

His expression didn’t shift. He rose from his chair, circling the desk until he stood in front of her. His hand came down to her chin, lifting it until she had no choice but to hold his gaze.

“You know I don’t keep them,” he said. His tone wasn’t cruel, just factual. “No one stays forever.”

Her chest ached, but she didn’t look away. “I’m not asking for forever.” She swallowed. “Just longer. Three months. That’s all.”

Lucas’s thumb brushed her jaw, the motion slow, contemplative. “And what do you hope to gain in those three months you haven’t already had?”

Her answer came without hesitation. “More of you.”

Something shifted in his gaze, brief and indecipherable. He studied her for a long while, his silence its own kind of test. She didn’t fidget, didn’t beg. She just waited, pulse hammering but posture steady.

Finally, he released her chin and stepped back. “Three months.”

Relief flooded her chest, sharp and sudden. She bowed her head, breath shuddering out. “Thank you, Sir.”

Lucas’s voice was quiet but final. “At the end of those three months, you will leave. Understand?”

“Yes, Sir.”

But deep inside, Lizzy already knew the truth she couldn’t say aloud: she hoped it wouldn’t end there. That somehow, some way, she might earn more.

He returned to his desk, picking up his pen as if the matter were settled. To him, maybe it was. To her, it was the beginning of something she couldn’t let go of.

When she left the study, her legs felt lighter, her chest tighter, her thoughts tangled in equal parts relief and longing. She had bought herself time. Three more months of his steadiness, his rules, his control. Three more months to give herself over completely.

And maybe—just maybe—time to find a way to stay longer still.
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