
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Punishment Room

A Dark Spanking Romance of Discipline, Humiliation, and Surrender


Before You Begin…

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

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

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


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


pollybane.com/free-book 

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

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
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Chapter 1: Burnt Dinner

Lila stood in the kitchen. The acrid smell of burnt chicken filled the air. She had left the pan on the heat far too long on purpose.

Smoke rose in lazy curls. The meal was ruined beyond saving. She felt a familiar twist in her stomach.

Marcus would notice. He always noticed. That was exactly why she had done it.

She wore her white blouse and knee-length navy skirt. The outfit looked perfect for a dutiful housewife. Underneath she had on simple white panties.

Her heart beat faster. She heard his key in the front door. His footsteps echoed down the hall.

Marcus entered the kitchen. He looked impeccable in his tailored gray shirt and black trousers. His face showed no surprise.

He stopped beside the stove. His eyes took in the blackened pan. Then they moved to her.

"This is the second time this week." His voice stayed calm and even. He did not raise it.

Lila swallowed hard. She kept her gaze on the floor. Excitement and shame warred inside her.

Marcus took her wrist. His grip felt firm yet controlled. He led her from the kitchen without another word.

They walked down the hallway. The punishment room door waited at the end. It was always closed until needed.

He opened the door. The room contained a straight-backed wooden chair in the center. A small desk sat against one wall with a notebook on it.

Marcus sat on the chair. He looked up at her. His expression remained patient and precise.

"Stand in front of me." He issued the command quietly. His hands rested on his thighs.

Lila obeyed. Her legs felt unsteady. She stopped directly before him.

He reached out and lifted the hem of her skirt. He folded the fabric neatly over her hips. The cool air touched the backs of her thighs.

His fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties. He yanked them down in one smooth motion. The fabric pooled at her ankles.

"Step out of them." He waited while she did so. Then he picked up the panties and set them aside on the desk.

Lila felt exposed. Her bare bottom prickled with anticipation. Her pussy already felt warm and slick.

Marcus guided her across his lap. His right thigh supported her stomach firmly. Her legs dangled on one side while her upper body rested on the other.

Her face burned. She stared at the floorboards. His hand rested lightly on her bare ass.

"You burned dinner deliberately." He stated the fact without anger. His palm began to rub slow circles on her skin.

Lila nodded against his leg. She could not deny it. The contract they had signed allowed no excuses.

"This infraction requires correction." His hand lifted. It came down with a sharp smack on her right cheek.

The sound cracked through the quiet room. Heat bloomed instantly on her skin. She gasped.

"Count each one aloud." He instructed in the same measured tone. His hand lifted again.

"One." Her voice came out steady. The second smack landed on her left cheek.

"Two." The sting spread deeper now. Her hips shifted slightly on his thigh.

Marcus spanked her again. The third strike overlapped the first. A low whimper escaped her lips.

"Three." She felt her pussy leak a little. The wetness touched his trouser leg. She hated how her body betrayed her so quickly.

His hand paused. His fingers slid between her thighs. They brushed her wet folds deliberately.

"You are already dripping." His voice held no judgment. Only observation. He circled her clit once.

Lila moaned. The pleasure cut through the pain. Her hips pushed toward his fingers before she could stop them.

She hated that her hips moved toward him. The need felt too raw.

Marcus withdrew his hand. He delivered four quick smacks in succession. Each one landed harder than the last.

"Four. Five. Six. Seven." Her voice started to waver. The heat in her bottom grew intense.

Her skin turned pink under his palm. She could imagine the color rising. Each strike sent fresh heat spreading across her ass.

Marcus rubbed her sore cheeks. His touch felt almost soothing. Then his fingers returned to her pussy.

He pushed one finger inside her. She was embarrassingly wet. The slick sound filled the room.

"You signed the contract willingly." He pumped his finger slowly. "You agreed to these consequences."

Lila clenched around him. The combination of pain and pleasure made her dizzy. More wetness leaked onto his thigh.

"Eight." She counted the next spank. It landed low on her right cheek. The sting reached her sit spot.

Marcus alternated sides methodically. He never rushed. His patience felt like its own form of power.

"Nine. Ten." Her bottom throbbed now. The heat sank into her muscles. Yet her pussy continued to drip.

He stopped again. His fingers explored her openly. Two fingers stretched her this time. He crooked them against her inner walls.

The pleasure built fast. Lila gasped and trembled. Her thighs shook around his hand.

"You are not allowed to come yet." He removed his fingers completely. The denial left her aching.

He resumed the spanking. Eleven through fifteen came in a steady rhythm. Each smack echoed loudly.

"Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen." Her voice broke on the last number. Tears pricked her eyes.

Her ass glowed red. She could feel the swollen heat without seeing it. Every nerve ending screamed.

Marcus caressed the punished flesh. His palm felt cool against the fire. Then he spread her cheeks slightly.

His finger traced her wetness upward. He circled her clit with devastating patience. The pressure stayed light enough to tease.

Lila whimpered. She wanted to beg but held back. The contract required her to accept what he gave.

"You provoke these punishments on purpose." He spoke while continuing the light touches. "I see you, Lila."

Those words hit her harder than the spanks. Her chest tightened. Fresh slickness coated his fingers.

He spanked her again. Sixteen through twenty-five fell faster. The pain sharpened.

"Sixteen. Seventeen." She struggled to keep count. Her bottom felt twice its normal size.

The smacks continued. Twenty landed directly on her sit spots. She cried out.

"Twenty." The number came out as a sob. Yet her pussy throbbed with need.

Marcus paused longer this time. He pushed three fingers into her soaked entrance. He fucked her with them steadily.

The wet sounds were obscene. Her juices coated his hand and continued to drip onto his thigh. The fabric of his trousers grew damp beneath her.

"You are soaking me." His tone remained calm. His fingers curled inside her.

Lila moaned loudly. The pleasure crested dangerously close. She clenched desperately around him.

He stopped again. The next series of spanks numbered twenty-six to thirty-five. Her counting grew shaky.

"Twenty-six. Twenty-seven. Twenty-eight." Each word trembled. Her ass burned bright red.

The heat felt unbearable. Yet every strike sent sparks straight to her clit. Pain twisted into something darker and sweeter.

Marcus rubbed her sore bottom firmly. The pressure made her hiss. Then his hand returned between her legs.

He focused on her clit now. His fingers stroked with perfect precision. Fast circles followed by slow ones.

Lila's breathing turned ragged. Her hips rocked against his thigh. The need to come overwhelmed her.

"Not yet." He pulled away once more. The edge faded cruelly.

He delivered the final fifteen strokes. These were the hardest yet. The sounds cracked like gunfire.

"Thirty-six. Thirty-seven. Thirty-eight." She could barely speak. Tears ran down her face.

"Thirty-nine. Forty." Her voice cracked completely. The last five strikes made her sob openly.

"Forty-one. Forty-two. Forty-three. Forty-four. Forty-five." The final count left her shaking.

Marcus rested his hand on her glowing ass. The skin felt hot enough to burn his palm. He traced the redness with his fingertips.

"You took your punishment well." His praise sank into her bones. She felt both broken and cherished.

He helped her stand on unsteady legs. Her skirt fell back into place but her bottom throbbed beneath it. The fabric brushed painfully against her skin.

Marcus retrieved her panties from the desk. He held them up briefly. Then he dropped them into the small trash bin beside the desk.

"Those will not be needed tonight." His decision was final. She would feel the air on her punished skin.

Her pussy still dripped down her thighs. The evidence of her arousal shamed her. Yet it also excited her.

Marcus guided her to the desk. He opened the notebook and handed her a pen. The page already had the date written at the top.

"Write your first journal entry." He stood behind her. His presence felt solid and inescapable.

Lila sat carefully on the hard chair. The wood pressed into her raw bottom. She winced.

She began to write. Her hand shook slightly. The words came slowly at first.

"I burned dinner on purpose. I wanted Marcus to punish me. The spanking hurt but made me wet."

She continued for several paragraphs. She described the count. She admitted how her body responded.

Marcus read over her shoulder. He did not interrupt. His hand rested lightly on the back of her neck.

The touch grounded her. She wrote about feeling seen. She confessed her need for his control.

The entry filled two full pages. Her bottom pulsed with every shift in the chair. Fresh slickness coated her inner thighs.

When she finished he took the pen. He closed the notebook. His eyes met hers.

"This is only the beginning of what you need." His voice carried quiet certainty. "We will go deeper."

He led her to the corner of the room. The walls were plain white. A small mark had been placed at nose height.

"Hands on your head." He positioned her exactly. "Nose to the wall. Do not move until I say."

Lila pressed her nose to the cool surface. She laced her fingers together on top of her head. The posture thrust her red bottom outward.

The heat from her spanking radiated. She felt the glow like a brand. Her pussy continued to throb with unspent need.

Minutes stretched out. Her arms began to ache. The shame of standing there exposed deepened.

Marcus did not leave the room. He sat in the chair and watched her. His calm presence filled the space.

She thought about the contract they had signed six months ago. Domestic discipline had seemed simple then. Now it consumed her.

She had been a marketing executive before. The power and stress had exhausted her. This life as his housewife brought different pressures.

But only in the punishment room did she feel truly seen. His focus became complete here. His control felt like love.

Her bottom cooled slowly. The redness remained vivid. She knew she would feel it for hours.

Her thighs stayed slick. The scent of her arousal hung faintly in the air. She wondered if he could smell it.

Time passed. Her shoulders burned from the position. Still she did not move.

Marcus finally stood. His footsteps approached. He stopped directly behind her.

"Your journal entry was honest." His hand brushed her sore cheek lightly. The touch made her flinch then lean into it.

He traced lower. His fingers found her dripping pussy again. He stroked her from behind.

Lila gasped. The new angle felt intense. Her knees weakened.

"You will not come tonight." He circled her clit with two fingers. "This wetness belongs to me."

The denial made her whimper. Yet his touch continued. He brought her close to the edge repeatedly.

Each time he stopped just before she could tip over. The edging left her trembling and desperate.

After ten minutes he withdrew his hand completely. He wiped his fingers on her skirt.

"Stay in position five more minutes." His command left no room for argument. He returned to the chair.

Lila breathed through the discomfort. Her arms shook. Her bottom throbbed in time with her heartbeat.

The corner felt like the center of her world. Nothing else existed. Only his rules and her surrender.

When the final minutes ended he spoke again. "You may lower your arms."

She did so slowly. Blood rushed back into her shoulders. Pins and needles prickled her skin.

Marcus turned her to face him. His eyes traveled down her body. They lingered on her bare pussy and red bottom.

He cupped her chin. His thumb brushed her lower lip. The gesture felt possessive and tender at once.

"The next infraction will bring the leather paddle." His promise hung in the air. "Think about that before you burn anything else."

Lila nodded. Her eyes stayed down. The thought both terrified and aroused her.

He walked her back to the desk. He made her write one more line in the journal.

"I accept the consequences of my actions." She formed each word carefully. "I belong to Marcus."

He closed the book. The sound of the cover shutting felt final. The session was ending but the lesson remained.

Her panties stayed in the trash. She would go without them for the rest of the evening. The cool air would remind her constantly.

Marcus led her from the punishment room. Her skirt brushed her glowing ass with every step. The sensation kept the heat alive.

They returned to the kitchen. The burnt dinner still sat on the stove. He pointed to the mess.

"Clean this up." His tone stayed even. "Then you will prepare something simple for us to eat."

Lila moved to obey. Her bottom stung as she worked. Each bend and stretch renewed the ache.

She wiped the stove. She threw away the ruined food. Her movements stayed careful and deliberate.

Marcus watched from the doorway. His arms remained crossed. The calm authority never wavered.

When the kitchen was clean she started a new meal. Simple pasta and vegetables. Nothing that could burn easily.

Her mind stayed in the punishment room. The spanking replayed in her thoughts. The way his hand had felt. The way her body had responded.

She set the table. Her bare pussy felt exposed under the skirt. The lack of panties made her constantly aware of her submission.

They ate in silence at first. Marcus praised the simple meal. The words warmed her more than they should have.

After dinner he had her stand before him again. He lifted her skirt to inspect her bottom. The redness had faded to a deep pink.

"It will bruise nicely." His fingers traced the marks. "You will feel this tomorrow."

Lila shivered. The touch reawakened her arousal. She wanted his fingers back between her legs.

Instead he lowered her skirt. He sent her to wash the dishes. The domestic task felt charged after the punishment.

While she worked he reviewed her journal entry again. She heard the pages turn. The sound made her flush.

When the kitchen sparkled he called her to the living room. He sat on the couch and patted his lap. This time it was for comfort.

She curled against him carefully. Her sore bottom protested the pressure. He stroked her hair slowly.

"You push me because you need to be caught." His voice rumbled under her ear. "I understand that now."

Lila closed her eyes. The admission felt dangerous. It opened doors she both feared and craved.

His hand moved lower. He cupped her ass through the skirt. The gentle pressure made her hiss.

The pain mixed with pleasure again. She shifted against him. Her wetness returned quickly.

Marcus did not touch her pussy. He simply held her and let her squirm. The denial stretched out.

"You will sleep without panties tonight." He informed her quietly. "And without an orgasm."

The words sent fresh heat through her. She nodded against his chest. The contract bound her.

Later he walked her to their bedroom. He watched while she undressed. The blouse and skirt came off slowly.

Her body showed the evidence of the evening. Red bottom. Swollen pussy lips. Hard nipples on her full breasts.

He did not touch her further. He simply tucked her into bed on her stomach. The sheets felt cool against her heated skin.

"Sleep well." He kissed her forehead. "Tomorrow we review the contract together."

Lila lay in the dark after he left the room. Her bottom throbbed. Her clit pulsed with need.

She did not touch herself. The rules were clear. Instead she replayed every smack in her mind.

The corner time. The journal. The discarded panties. All of it settled deep inside her.

She had started as a provocateur. Burning dinner to force his attention. Now she felt the first true pull of surrender.

The punishment room waited for next time. The leather paddle hung on the wall there. She wondered how long before she earned it.

Her pussy clenched at the thought. More wetness soaked the sheet beneath her.

She whispered into the darkness. "I need this."

The house stayed quiet. Marcus was always one step ahead. He knew her better than she knew herself.

The contract had only begun its work. Lila closed her eyes. The glow in her bottom lulled her toward sleep.

Yet the ache between her legs kept her restless. The denial would last all night. She accepted it.

This was what she had signed for. This was what she had secretly craved. The line between punishment and desire had blurred completely.

She drifted off with her red ass exposed to the cool air. The journal entry sat finished on the desk in the punishment room.

Tomorrow would bring new rules. New opportunities to test him. New ways to feel truly seen.

The surrender had started. It would not stop here.


Chapter 2: Leather Lesson

Lila lay naked on her stomach in the master bedroom. The sheet stuck to the wetness between her thighs. Her bottom throbbed with deep heat from last night's spanking.

She shifted her hips. Fresh pain flared across her swollen cheeks. Bruises had formed on the sit spots overnight.

Her pussy felt puffy and slick. The bedsheet showed dark wet patches where she had leaked. Her clit pulsed steadily with unresolved need.

She had followed his rule. No touching. No orgasm.

Marcus had left her like this. The house felt quiet without him.

Lila pushed up on her elbows. Her full breasts swayed. Her nipples stayed hard in the cool air.

She slid her legs off the bed. Standing sent fire through her ass. She breathed through the sting.

The navy skirt waited in the closet. She stepped into it carefully. The fabric brushed her punished skin.

No panties. The command from last night still applied. She zipped the skirt and added a simple white blouse.

Lila walked to the living room. Each step reminded her of the soreness. The plug threat from the paddle on the wall hung in her mind.

She started tidying. She folded one blanket. She straightened two cushions.

But she left the rest messy on purpose. Papers scattered on the coffee table. A book lay open on the floor.

Her heart beat faster. She knew he would see it. That was the point.

The front door opened hours later. Marcus stepped inside. His tailored gray shirt looked crisp. His black trousers hugged his long legs.

He set his keys down. His eyes moved across the room. They stopped on the mess.

Lila stood by the window. She kept her hands at her sides.

Marcus crossed the room in three strides. He stopped in front of her. His face showed no anger. Only calm certainty.

"You left this room messy." His voice stayed even. "After everything last night."

She swallowed. "I got distracted."

He shook his head once. "You did this deliberately. Again."

His hand closed around her wrist. The grip felt firm but controlled. He led her down the hallway.

The punishment room door opened. The spanking bench now stood in the center. Leather padded top. Sturdy frame.

Marcus guided her forward. "Bend over the bench."

Lila leaned down. Her stomach pressed against the cool leather. Her feet stayed flat on the floor.

Her ass pushed out under the skirt. The position stretched her sore cheeks.

Marcus flipped the skirt up. He tucked the fabric around her waist. Cool air hit her bare skin.

The pink from his hand last night still colored her ass. Bruises bloomed darker on the lower curves. His fingers traced one mark.

"These should have been a reminder." He picked up the leather strap from the wall hook. The thick black leather flexed in his hand.

Lila gripped the bench sides. Her knuckles turned white.

Marcus laid the strap across her ass. The cool material made her flinch.

"Twenty strokes. You will count every one." His tone carried no hurry. "This is what deliberate mess earns."

The strap lifted. It whistled through the air.

It cracked across her right cheek. Sharp pain exploded. Heat bloomed instantly.

"One." Her voice came out clear but tight.

The sting sank deep. Her skin turned brighter red.

Marcus paused. His hand slid between her thighs. Two fingers found her pussy lips.

"You are already dripping." He stated the fact plainly. "Your wetness is running down your leg."

Lila's face burned. She hated how true it was. Her pussy clenched around nothing.

He circled her clit once. The touch sent sparks through her. Then his hand withdrew.

The strap came down again. Left cheek this time. The impact sounded louder.

"Two." She gasped. The heat spread wider.

Marcus rubbed the fresh mark. His palm felt cool against the fire. Then he struck twice more in quick succession.

"Three. Four." Her voice wavered on the second number.

The leather left clear stripes. They layered over yesterday's hand marks. Her ass felt twice as hot.

He stopped again. His fingers returned to her pussy. This time he pushed two fingers inside her.

The wet sound filled the room. She was embarrassingly soaked. His fingers thrust slowly.

"You provoke me because you need this." He curled his fingers against her inner wall. "Your body always tells the truth first."

Lila moaned. The pleasure cut through the burning pain. Her hips rocked back toward his hand.

She hated that her hips moved. The need felt too strong.

Marcus pulled his fingers out. He wiped them on her thigh. The strap rose again.

Five strokes landed in crisp staccato. Each one precise. Each one harder.

"Five. Six. Seven. Eight. Nine." Her counts grew louder. Tears pricked her eyes.

The strap painted fresh welts. Red lines crossed the pink skin. Heat sank into the muscle.

Her pussy dripped freely now. A small puddle formed on the floor beneath her.

Marcus noticed. He set the strap down briefly. His fingers spread her folds wide.

"Look at this mess." His voice stayed calm. "Pathetic. You get wetter with every strike."

The word hit her like another blow. Shame flooded her chest. Fresh slickness leaked onto his fingers anyway.

He stroked her clit in firm circles. The pressure built fast. Her thighs trembled.

She climbed toward the edge. Her breathing turned ragged. Her nipples scraped the leather bench with each gasp.

Marcus stopped. He removed his hand completely. The denial left her aching worse than the strap.

The next five strokes came faster. The leather cracked against her sit spots repeatedly.

"Ten. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen." Her voice broke on fourteen. A sob escaped.

The pain felt sharp and clean. It mixed with the throbbing from before. Every nerve ending screamed.

Yet her clit throbbed in time with the strikes. Pain twisted into dark pleasure.

Marcus rubbed her burning ass. His touch made her hiss. Then he spread her cheeks slightly.

His finger traced her wetness up to her tight hole. He circled the puckered skin.

"You need more than spanking today." He reached for the small butt plug and the lube bottle on the side table.

Lila's heart raced. The plug looked small but shiny with lube now.

He coated it generously. The cool gel dripped onto her skin.

The strap returned first. He delivered the final six strokes while she stayed open and exposed.

"Fifteen." The leather bit low.

"Sixteen." Another welt formed.

"Seventeen. Eighteen." Her legs shook hard.

"Nineteen." She cried out.

"Twenty." The last stroke landed directly across both cheeks. The sound cracked like a whip.

Lila sagged against the bench. Her ass felt like molten fire. Thick welts covered the older marks.

Marcus set the strap aside. He picked up the plug again.

His fingers returned to her pussy. This time three fingers stretched her. He pumped them steadily.

The wet sounds grew obscene. Her juices coated his hand. The pleasure built higher than before.

"You will not come from my fingers alone." He spoke while thrusting. "But you will feel everything."

He brought her right to the edge again. Her pussy clenched hard. Her moans filled the room.

Then he stopped. She whimpered at the loss.

The plug pressed against her asshole. He pushed steadily. The lubed tip stretched her.

"Relax for me." His voice stayed patient.

The plug slid deeper. It popped past the tight ring. The base seated firmly.

Fullness bloomed inside her. The plug pressed against sensitive nerves. Her pussy clenched around nothing.

Marcus twisted it once. The movement sent sparks through her.

He flipped her skirt back down. The fabric settled over the hot welts and the plug base. No panties to cover anything.

Lila stayed bent over the bench. Her breathing stayed ragged. The combination of pain and fullness made her dizzy.

Marcus helped her stand. His hands stayed gentle on her arms. Yet his cock strained visibly against his black trousers.

He was hard. His controlled breathing had grown slightly heavier. Her submission affected him too.

He guided her to the corner. "Nose to the wall. Hands on your head."

She obeyed. The posture pushed her plugged ass out. The welts throbbed with her heartbeat.

The plug shifted with every small movement. It kept her constantly aware. Her pussy continued dripping down her thighs.

Minutes passed. Her arms burned. The heat in her bottom refused to fade.

Marcus watched from the chair. His eyes never left her. The calm power in his gaze made her feel owned.

Finally he stood. His footsteps approached.

He pressed against her from behind. His hard cock nudged her through his trousers. One hand reached around to cup her breast.

His fingers found her nipple. He pinched lightly. The sensation shot straight to her clit.

"You took your leather lesson well." His breath brushed her ear. "But we are not finished."

He turned her around. His eyes locked on hers. Then he guided her back to the bench.

This time he sat on it. He opened his trousers. His cock sprang free. Thick and hard.

Lila's mouth watered at the sight. She had not seen him this aroused in weeks.

He pulled her onto his lap facing him. The plug pushed deeper as she straddled him. She gasped.

His cock slid against her wet pussy lips. He did not enter her yet. He rocked her slowly.

The welts on her ass burned where they pressed against his thighs. The pain mixed with the friction.

Marcus sucked one of her nipples into his mouth. He drew hard. His tongue flicked the hard peak.

Lila moaned loudly. She held his head to her breast. The intimate act felt humiliating and perfect.

He switched to the other nipple. His sucking grew more urgent. His breathing turned rough.

His cock throbbed against her. Pre-cum smeared across her pussy.

He lifted her slightly. Then he thrust up into her in one smooth motion.

The fullness stretched her completely. The plug in her ass made everything tighter. She cried out.

Marcus gripped her hips. He controlled the pace. Slow deep thrusts that ground the plug inside her.

Each movement rubbed her clit against his body. The welts flared with every bounce.

Pain. Pleasure. Fullness. All of it blended.

His mouth stayed on her breasts. He sucked and bit gently. His own moans vibrated against her skin.

Lila felt her orgasm building again. This time he did not stop.

"Come for me." He commanded against her nipple. "Show me how much you need this."

The permission broke her. Her pussy contracted hard around his cock. Waves of pleasure crashed through her.

She came with a loud cry. Her body shook. Fresh wetness flooded around his thrusting cock.

Marcus groaned. His thrusts grew faster. He chased his own release.

He pulled out at the last second. Hot cum spurted across her stomach and breasts. Thick ropes marked her skin.

He breathed hard. His forehead pressed to hers. The calm finally cracked just enough to show his satisfaction.

Lila trembled in the aftermath. The plug stayed seated. Her ass burned. Her pussy still fluttered.

Marcus wiped his cum from her skin with his fingers. He fed it to her slowly. She licked them clean.

"You are mine to correct." His voice returned to its measured tone. "And mine to reward when you earn it."

He stood her up carefully. The skirt fell back into place over her striped ass and plugged hole.

No panties. The plug would stay inside her all day. Every movement would remind her.

Marcus kissed her forehead. The gesture felt both tender and possessive.

"Contract review happens tonight." He said. "After you clean the living room properly this time."

Lila nodded. Her legs felt unsteady. The welts throbbed under the skirt. The plug shifted as she walked.

She moved toward the living room. Each step made the leather marks flare. The fullness in her ass made her pussy leak again.

Marcus followed. His presence stayed close behind her.

The mess waited. She would clean it this time. But part of her already wondered what small infraction might earn the next lesson.

The leather strap hung back on the wall. Ready for whenever she needed to feel truly seen again.

Her surrender deepened with every stripe. The plug ensured she would not forget it.

Marcus watched her bend to pick up the first cushion. The skirt rode up. The base of the plug became visible.

He smiled faintly. Calm. Always one step ahead.

The day had only begun.


Chapter 3: Paddle Protocol

Lila bent over the cushion on the floor. Her navy skirt rode high up her thighs. The base of the small shiny plug gleamed between her welted cheeks.

Marcus stood right behind her. His eyes traced the thick red stripes from the strap. Fresh bruises from his hand still marked her sit spots.

"You are dripping down your legs again." His voice stayed calm and even.

Lila straightened up quickly. The plug shifted inside her. A sharp throb shot through her sore ass.

"I wouldn't be leaking if you had let me finish last night." The words came out sharp. She knew they were sassy. She said them anyway.

Marcus did not blink. He simply stared at her. His jaw tightened by a fraction.

"Living room cleaning is not finished." He gestured at the remaining mess. "And now you sass me on top of it."

Lila felt heat rise in her face. Her pussy clenched around nothing. The plug made every small movement feel fuller.

Marcus took her wrist. His grip remained firm yet controlled. He led her down the hallway without another word.

The punishment room door opened. The bench waited in the center. Leather padding gleamed under the light.

He guided her forward. "Skirt up. Bend over the bench."

Lila pulled the navy fabric over her hips. She folded it neatly around her waist. Cool air touched her striped skin.

She lowered herself onto the bench. Her stomach pressed against the cool leather. Her plugged ass pushed out toward him.

Marcus stepped closer. His fingers traced one thick welt. The touch made her hiss.

"Thirty strokes with the paddle." He lifted the leather paddle from the wall hook. "You will count every single one."

Lila gripped the sides of the bench. Her knuckles turned white. The plug felt bigger already.

The paddle rested against her right cheek. Cool smooth leather met hot marked skin. She held her breath.

The first stroke landed hard. A loud smack cracked through the room. Heat exploded across her ass.

"One." Her voice came out steady but tight.

The impact drove the plug deeper. It pressed against sensitive nerves. Her pussy leaked fresh wetness down her thigh.

Marcus paused. His fingers slid between her legs. Two fingertips circled her swollen clit.

"You are soaked." He stroked slowly. "Your body loves correction."

Lila moaned. Pleasure cut through the burning pain. Her hips rocked toward his hand.

He pulled away. The paddle rose again.

The second stroke hit her left cheek. The sound was sharper this time. Fire spread outward.

"Two." She gasped. The plug jolted deeper with the force.

Marcus rubbed the fresh mark. His palm felt cool against the heat. Then he struck three more times in quick succession.

Three. Four. Five. Her counts grew louder. Each smack pushed the plug in rhythm.

Her ass burned hotter. The welts from the strap turned deeper red. New color bloomed under the paddle.

He stopped again. His fingers returned to her clit. This time he pinched lightly.

Lila cried out. The edge came fast. Her thighs trembled hard.

Marcus withdrew his hand completely. "Not yet."

The paddle continued. Six through ten landed in steady measured strokes. Each one harder than the last.

"Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten." Her voice started to waver on the tenth.

The leather paddle painted her entire bottom. Heat sank deep into muscle. Every nerve screamed.

The plug felt massive now. Each impact drove it forward. It rubbed her inside with every strike.

Marcus set the paddle down briefly. He spread her cheeks with both hands. The base of the plug stretched her visibly.

"Look at how your body takes this." His tone stayed clinical. "Your pussy is dripping on the floor."

Lila's face burned with shame. Yet more wetness leaked from her. The betrayal made her whimper.

He stroked her clit again. Three fingers rubbed firm circles. The pressure built fast.

She climbed higher. Her breathing turned ragged. Her nipples scraped the leather bench with every gasp.

Marcus stopped. The denial felt cruel. She ached worse than the paddle.

Eleven through fifteen came faster. The paddle cracked against her sit spots repeatedly.

"Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. Fifteen." Her voice broke on fifteen. A sob slipped out.

Pain twisted into something darker. Each strike sent sparks straight to her clit. The plug amplified everything.

Her bottom glowed deep red. Bruises formed under the surface. The heat felt unbearable.

Marcus rubbed her punished flesh. His touch made her hiss through her teeth. Then his fingers found her pussy again.

He pushed two fingers inside her. They thrust steadily. The wet sounds filled the room.

"You provoke me because you need to be owned." He curled his fingers. "I see how wet you get."

Lila moaned loudly. The pleasure crested dangerously close. Her walls clenched around his fingers.

He removed them. The paddle returned.

Sixteen through twenty landed with precision. The leather smacked loud and heavy.

"Sixteen. Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen. Twenty." Tears pricked her eyes.

The plug drove deeper with every blow. It pressed on that sensitive spot inside. Her clit throbbed in time with her heartbeat.

Marcus breathed a little harder now. His cock strained against his black trousers. Her surrender affected him too.

He stroked her back once. Then the paddle rose again.

Twenty-one through twenty-five cracked across both cheeks. The sounds echoed.

"Twenty-one. Twenty-two. Twenty-three. Twenty-four. Twenty-five." Her counts came between sobs.

Her ass felt swollen and hot. The paddle left deep bruises. Pain converted to thick arousal.

Marcus paused longer this time. His fingers focused only on her clit. He edged her with perfect skill.

Lila shook. She was right there. The orgasm hovered just out of reach.

He stopped completely. "You do not come until I allow it."

The final five strokes were the hardest. The paddle swung with controlled power.

"Twenty-six." The impact made her cry out.

"Twenty-seven." Heat flared white-hot.

"Twenty-eight." The plug jolted violently inside her.

"Twenty-nine." Her legs shook uncontrollably.

"Thirty." The last stroke landed directly across both sit spots. The crack sounded final.

Lila sagged against the bench. Her bottom throbbed with deep bruises. The plug still sat fully seated.

Marcus set the paddle down. He ran his palm lightly over her ruined ass. The touch burned.

"You took your paddle protocol well." His voice remained calm. "Now thank me."

Lila swallowed hard. Her voice came out hoarse. "Thank you for correcting me with the paddle."

"Louder." He traced one bruise. "Thank me for each set."

She repeated it. "Thank you for the first ten strokes. Thank you for the second ten. Thank you for the last ten. Thank you for edging me without release."

Marcus nodded once. His fingers gripped the base of the plug. He twisted it slowly.

The sensation made her gasp. Then he pulled it out steadily. Her hole clenched around nothing after it left.

The emptiness felt strange. Her ass burned even more without the plug.

He helped her stand on shaky legs. Her skirt fell back down but the fabric hurt against her bruised skin.

Marcus reached for the leather cuffs from the side table. He brought her wrists behind her back. The cuffs clicked shut.

"Corner time." He guided her to the marked spot on the wall. "Nose to the wall. Do not move."

Lila pressed her nose to the cool surface. Her cuffed hands rested against her lower back. The position thrust her deeply bruised bottom outward.

Her clit throbbed painfully. The denied orgasm left her desperate. Wetness still ran down her thighs.

Marcus stood behind her. She could feel his eyes on her marked ass. His breathing stayed steady.

The heat in her bottom refused to fade. Deep bruises would last for days. Every pulse reminded her of the paddle.

She felt owned. The surrender felt deeper now. Her body had betrayed her completely again.

Marcus stepped closer. His hand rested lightly on her cuffed wrist. The touch grounded her.

"Contract review is tonight." His voice carried quiet promise. "We will discuss how much more you need."

Lila stayed silent. Her clit ached. Her ass burned. The corner felt like the only place she belonged.

Minutes stretched. Her shoulders began to ache from the cuffs. Still she did not move.

The paddle hung back on the wall. Ready for next time. She wondered what she would break to earn it again.

Her pussy clenched at the thought. Fresh slickness leaked down her leg. The denial made everything sharper.

Marcus did not leave. He watched. His calm presence filled the room like always.

She breathed through the pain. The bruises felt hot to the air. Her need felt endless.

This was what she had signed for. Total control. Visible ownership. Complete surrender.

The corner time continued. Her cuffed wrists pulled slightly against the restraints. The throbbing in her clit never eased.

Marcus finally spoke again. His tone stayed measured and precise.

"You are mine to bruise and deny."

Lila shivered. The words sank into her bones. She stayed pressed to the wall. Waiting for whatever came next.


Chapter 4: Cane's Cut

Marcus's fingers unbuckled the leather cuffs.

The metal clicked open. Lila kept her nose pressed to the wall for one more second. Her wrists throbbed from the long position. The deep paddle bruises on her ass pulsed with her heartbeat.

"Turn around."

She obeyed. Her navy skirt settled over her swollen bottom. The fabric scraped the fresh marks and made her hiss. Her pussy stayed bare underneath. Slickness coated her inner thighs.

Marcus studied her face. His gray shirt remained crisp. His black trousers showed the hard line of his cock pressing against the fabric. He never rushed.

"The kitchen needs cleaning. You left it messy again. Go."

Lila walked down the hallway. Each step sent fire across her sit spots. The paddle marks from the thirty strokes still burned hot. Her legs felt shaky. The absence of the small plug left her feeling strangely empty.

She entered the kitchen. Sunlight cut across the counter. Breakfast plates sat stacked in the sink. Crumbs dotted the wooden table. She picked up a sponge. Her mind drifted back to the corner. The way his eyes had stayed on her exposed ass.

Minutes slipped by. She washed two plates. Then she stopped. Her clit ached too much to focus. She leaned against the counter instead. The cool edge pressed into her bruised thighs. She forgot the crumbs. She forgot the floor that needed sweeping.

The door opened behind her.

Marcus stepped in. His shoes clicked once on the tile. He scanned the counter. His jaw stayed relaxed. Only his eyes sharpened.

"You forgot the chores. Again."

Lila spun around. Her skirt flared. Cool air kissed her wet pussy. "I started. I just—"

He raised one hand. The gesture stopped her words. He left the kitchen without hurry. When he returned he carried the cane. Thin rattan. Flexible. The lube bottle tucked under his arm. A new plug rested in his other hand. Medium size. Thicker than the small one she had worn before.

"Bend over the kitchen bench."

Lila moved to the sturdy wooden bench. She folded at the waist. Her stomach met the smooth surface. Her full breasts pressed against the wood through her white blouse. The position lifted her navy skirt naturally. She reached back and flipped it up herself. The cool air hit her deeply marked ass.

Dark bruises covered both cheeks. Purple bloomed over the red strap welts from yesterday. The skin looked tight and shiny from swelling. Her pussy lips puffed out below. They glistened.

Marcus set the cane down. He coated the medium plug with lube. The clear gel dripped in thick strands. He spread her cheeks with two fingers. The bruises protested at his touch.

"This goes back in first. Preparation."

The tip kissed her tight hole. He pushed steadily. The thicker plug stretched her wider than before. Lila groaned. The burn mixed with the throbbing from her paddled skin. The plug slid deeper. It popped past the ring of muscle and seated firmly.

Fullness bloomed inside her. The medium base pressed outward against her sore cheeks. Every nerve inside her lit up. Her pussy leaked fresh slickness onto the kitchen floor.

Marcus picked up the cane. He tapped it against her left thigh. The light touch made her flinch.

"Twenty strokes. You will count every one. Clearly."

He drew the cane back. It whistled through the air.

The first cut landed high on her right cheek. A sharp crack split the quiet kitchen. Thin fire blazed across her skin. A bright red line appeared instantly.

"One." Her voice came out tight.

The pain felt clean. Precise. It sank straight through the bruises. Her ass clenched around the new plug. The movement drove it against her inner walls. Her clit throbbed harder.

Marcus tapped the tip of the cane against her soaked pussy. The smooth rattan slid along her wet folds. He dragged it upward until it bumped her swollen clit.

"Pathetic. Dripping already and we have barely started."

He pulled the cane away. The second stroke landed parallel to the first. Another crisp crack. Heat flared along the new line.

"Two." Lila gripped the edge of the bench. Her knuckles went white.

The lines burned like lines of fire. Her skin reddened in neat stripes. The plug made every clench worse. Pleasure twisted up through the pain. She felt herself leak again.

Marcus paused. His breathing stayed even but his cock strained harder against his trousers. The outline looked thick. He ran two fingers through her wetness. He circled her clit slowly. The touch was light. Teasing. It brought her right to the edge in seconds.

Her thighs trembled. A moan slipped out. The need from all the previous denial crashed over her.

He removed his hand. The cane rose again.

Three. Four. Five. The strokes landed in measured rhythm. Each one perfect. Parallel. The cane painted fresh red lines across both cheeks. The sound cracked louder each time. Lila counted through gritted teeth. Her voice broke on five.

The heat spread outward. Her entire bottom felt like molten lines. The plug shifted with every impact. It rubbed that sensitive spot inside her. Her pussy dripped steadily now. A small puddle formed on the tile beneath the bench.

Marcus set the cane down. He spread her cheeks again. The medium plug base stretched her visibly. He tapped the cane tip against her pussy once more. The wood came away shiny with her arousal.

"Look at this mess. Pathetic. Your body betrays you with every stroke."

The words hit her chest like another cut. Shame burned her face. Yet her hips pushed back toward the cane anyway. She craved the next touch. The next line of fire.

He delivered strokes six through ten faster. The cane snapped against her sit spots. Sharp. Unforgiving. The sound filled the kitchen. Lila's counts grew louder. Tears gathered in her eyes but did not fall.

"Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Ten."

Each impact drove the plug deeper. The fullness combined with the thin agony of the cane. Pain melted into something darker. Her clit pulsed in time with her heartbeat. Fresh wetness ran down her left thigh.

Marcus breathed heavier now. His chest rose and fell under the gray shirt. His cock looked painfully hard in his trousers. He liked this. Her surrender made him ache too.

He stopped. His free hand returned between her legs. Two thick fingers pushed inside her soaked pussy. He thrust them slowly while the cane rested across her lower back.

The wet sounds echoed. Obscene. Her walls clenched around his fingers. The plug in her ass made her feel impossibly full. He curled his fingers and stroked that perfect spot.

Lila moaned loud. Her hips rocked. The bench creaked under her. The edge rushed toward her fast. Her nipples scraped the wood through her blouse. Every nerve screamed for release.

He pulled his fingers out completely. The denial left her gasping. Empty. Aching worse than the cane marks.

"Eleven."

The cane cut low across both thighs this time. The pain flared white-hot. Lila cried out.

"Twelve." Another line right below the first. Her legs shook.

He worked the next five with perfect spacing. The cane left neat parallel stripes down her ass and upper thighs. Red turned to deeper crimson. Some lines crossed the dark paddle bruises. The impact made those older marks throb viciously.

Lila counted every one. Her voice cracked on fifteen. A single tear escaped and dropped onto the bench. Yet her pussy continued to drip. The betrayal felt complete.

Marcus traced one fresh stripe with the tip of the cane. The light touch made her hiss. Then he slid the cane downward. He parted her pussy lips with the rounded tip. He rubbed her clit in tiny circles with it.

"Such a pathetic sight. Bent over. Plugged. Dripping for the cane like a desperate girl."

The humiliation sank deep. Her face burned hotter than her ass. Still her hips chased the cane tip. She needed friction. Needed to come.

He denied her again. The cane lifted.

Sixteen through twenty came hardest. The rattan whipped through the air with sharp whistles. Each crack landed exactly where he aimed. The final three crossed her sit spots in quick succession.

"Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen." Her voice broke completely on the last three numbers.

"Twenty."

The final stroke landed directly across both cheeks. The sound cracked like a gunshot. Lila sagged against the bench. Her striped ass and thighs burned with fierce heat. The lines stood out bright and precise. The medium plug kept her constantly aware of the fullness.

Marcus set the cane aside. He ran his palm lightly over the fresh marks. The heat radiated against his skin. His touch made her whimper. He pressed his hard cock against her hip through his trousers. The thickness felt huge.

He was breathing harder now. His calm had cracked just enough to show how much her submission affected him. A small wet spot darkened the front of his trousers where pre-cum had leaked.

"You took the cane well." His voice stayed measured. "But you will not come tonight."

He twisted the medium plug once. The movement sent sparks through her core. Her pussy clenched hard around nothing. The denial felt cruel after so much teasing.

Marcus helped her stand. Her skirt fell back down. The fabric tortured every stripe. She swayed on her feet. The kitchen spun for a moment.

"Bed. Now. No panties. The plug stays in."

Lila walked toward the bedroom. Every step made the cane lines flare. The medium plug shifted inside her with each movement. Fresh slickness continued to leak down her thighs. Her clit ached unbearably.

Marcus followed close behind. His presence filled the hallway. He stopped her at the bedroom door. His hand cupped her punished ass through the skirt. He squeezed once. The pressure on the stripes made her gasp.

"Hands off yourself. If I find you touching that needy pussy, the cane will be twice as long tomorrow."

He kissed her forehead. The gesture felt tender and possessive at the same time. His cock still strained in his trousers. He wanted her. But control came first.

Lila climbed onto the bed. She lay on her stomach. The sheets felt cool against her burning stripes. The medium plug kept her full. Her pussy throbbed with denied need. The blouse and skirt stayed on. No panties. Nothing to protect the marked skin.

Marcus stood in the doorway. His eyes traced the outline of her body. The cane stripes showed faintly through the thin skirt in places.

"Contract review is tomorrow morning. We will decide how much deeper this goes."

He closed the door softly. The click sounded final.

Lila stayed still. The heat from the cane refused to fade. Each breath shifted the plug. Her clit pulsed steadily. She clenched her fists into the pillow. The need felt endless.

The stripes across her ass and thighs throbbed in the dark. She was sore. Plugged. Wet. Owned.

And she already wondered what small mistake she might make in the morning just to feel his calm control again.

Her surrender had grown heavier with every precise cut of the cane. The medium plug ensured she would feel it all night long.

Sleep stayed far away. The throbbing between her legs kept her awake. The fresh lines of fire painted across her skin marked her completely.

Marcus always stayed one step ahead. She knew he could hear her soft whimpers through the door. He would wait. Patient. Ready for whatever she needed next.

The night stretched on. Her punished body refused to settle. The cane had done its work. The heat kept spreading. The arousal kept building with no release in sight.

She pressed her face into the pillow and moaned quietly. The sound stayed trapped. Her hands remained at her sides. The instructions were clear.

No touching.

The denial only made her wetter. The plug felt bigger with every passing minute. The stripes across her thighs burned when she shifted.

This was exactly what she had signed for. Total control. Visible ownership. The kind of surrender that left her dripping and desperate.

Tomorrow the contract would change again. She already knew she would beg for more.

The bedroom door stayed closed. Marcus's footsteps moved away down the hall. Calm. Unhurried. Always in control.

Lila closed her eyes. The throbbing followed her into the dark. Fresh cane stripes. Medium plug seated deep. No relief.

She belonged to the punishment now. Completely.


Chapter 5: Lines of Shame

The bedroom door swung open.

Marcus filled the frame. His gray shirt stretched across his chest. His black trousers showed the thick outline of his cock.

"Get up."

Lila pushed herself off her stomach. The cane stripes screamed as the mattress shifted under her. The medium plug drove deeper into her ass with the movement. Fresh slickness leaked from her pussy onto the sheets.

She stood on shaky legs. The navy skirt fell over her punished bottom. The fabric scraped every line and bruise.

"What if I don't want to review the contract today?" The words left her mouth before she could stop them. Her voice carried an edge.

Marcus did not raise his voice. He simply looked at her. His jaw tightened by a fraction of an inch.

"Living room. Now."

He took her wrist. His grip stayed firm and calm. They walked down the hallway together. Every step made the plug shift inside her. The cane marks over the paddle bruises flared hot with each footfall.

The living room felt too bright. Sunlight poured across the hardwood floor. Marcus pointed to the far corner.

"Skirt up. Nose to the wall."

Lila reached back. She lifted the navy fabric high. Cool air kissed her bare ass. The bright red cane lines stood out sharply over the deep purple paddle marks. The base of the medium plug gleamed between her swollen cheeks. Her pussy lips looked puffy and shiny.

Marcus placed a notebook and pen in her hands.

"One hundred lines. 'I will not backtalk Marcus.' Write them neatly. Do not move from this corner."

She pressed her forehead to the wall. The paper rested against the paint. Her first line came out crooked. The plug stretched her with every breath she took. Heat throbbed across her entire bottom.

Line two. Line three. Her hand trembled. The position made her back arch. This pushed the plug harder against her inner walls. A soft whimper escaped her.

Marcus sat on the couch behind her. She felt his eyes on her exposed skin. The silence pressed down like weight. Her pussy clenched around nothing. Another drop of arousal slid down her left thigh.

By line twenty her thighs shook. The cane stripes burned hotter. The older paddle bruises pulsed underneath them. She wrote faster. The pen scratched loudly against the paper.

"I will not backtalk Marcus."

The words started to feel true. Her clit throbbed in time with the plug. Shame burned her face. Yet her body kept leaking. The wetness trailed further down her legs.

Line forty-five. Her arm ached. The medium plug felt massive now. Every tiny shift sent sparks through her core. She pressed her thighs together. This only made the fullness worse.

Marcus stood. His shoes clicked once across the floor. He did not speak. He simply returned to his seat. The calm power in his silence made her wetter.

Line seventy. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from pain. From the deep need building inside her. Her pussy felt swollen and empty. The plug kept her constantly aware of how full her ass was. How owned she was.

She finished the final line. One hundred. Her handwriting had grown shaky near the end. She held the notebook against the wall and waited.

"Bring it here."

Lila turned. Her skirt stayed bunched at her waist. She walked to him on unsteady legs. The plug moved with every step. Fresh cane and paddle marks glowed under the sunlight.

Marcus took the notebook. He read each page slowly. His finger traced one line near the bottom. He nodded once.

"Acceptable. But your backtalk this morning still requires correction."

He set the notebook aside. His hand reached for the leather strap he had placed on the coffee table. The thick black leather looked heavy in his grip.

"Come here."

Lila stepped forward. Her heart hammered. Marcus sat back on the couch and patted his thigh.

"Over my knee."

She draped herself across his lap. His hard thigh pressed into her soft stomach. Her bare bottom pointed upward. Her legs hung down on the other side. The position exposed everything. The plug. The stripes. Her dripping pussy.

Marcus rested the strap against her right cheek. The cool leather felt soothing against the burning heat.

"Twenty strokes. You will count them. Do not lose track."

The first crack landed hard. The strap snapped across her right cheek with a sharp sound. Heat exploded outward. The new line bloomed bright red over the cane marks.

"One." Her voice stayed steady but tight.

Marcus paused. His free hand slid between her legs. Two fingers traced her soaked folds. He circled her swollen clit once. Slowly. The touch sent electricity up her spine.

The strap rose again. It cracked against her left cheek. The impact drove the plug deeper.

"Two."

Pain flared white-hot. Then his fingers returned. He rubbed her clit in firm circles. Pleasure cut through the burn. Her hips rocked against his thigh without permission.

He pulled his hand away.

Three. Four. Five. The strap fell in steady rhythm. Each crack echoed through the living room. Lila counted through gritted teeth. Her voice grew higher with every number.

The heat sank deep into her muscles. Her entire bottom felt swollen and tight. The plug stretched her with every clench. Her pussy dripped steadily onto his trouser leg.

Marcus breathed deeper now. His cock pressed hard against her side. The thick length throbbed through the fabric. A small wet spot darkened his trousers where pre-cum had leaked.

"Six. Seven."

The strap caught both sit spots on the eighth stroke. Lila cried out. The pain twisted into something darker. Her clit pulsed harder. Shame flooded her as she realized how wet she had become.

His fingers found her again. This time he pushed two thick fingers inside her pussy. He thrust them slowly while the strap rested across her lower back.

The wet sounds filled the room. Obscene. Her walls clenched around his fingers. The plug in her ass made her feel impossibly full. He curled his fingers and stroked that perfect spot inside her.

Lila moaned loud. Her hips bucked. The edge rushed toward her fast. Her nipples scraped against the couch through her blouse. Every nerve screamed for release.

He removed his fingers completely. The denial left her gasping.

"Nine."

The strap whipped down again. Harder this time. The crack sounded final. Red stripes overlapped the cane lines. Some cuts crossed the dark paddle bruises. Those spots throbbed viciously.

"Ten. Eleven. Twelve."

Her counts broke into sobs on twelve. Tears spilled down her cheeks. Yet her pussy continued to leak. The betrayal felt complete. Pain had become pleasure. Humiliation had become need.

Marcus rubbed her punished flesh with his palm. The touch burned. Then he slid his hand lower again. Three fingers rubbed her clit in fast circles.

She climbed higher. Her thighs trembled violently. The orgasm hovered right there.

He stopped. The strap rose.

Thirteen through seventeen landed with precision. The leather cracked loudly against her sit spots repeatedly. Lila's voice cracked on every count. Her bottom felt like molten fire. The plug jolted with each impact.

Marcus's breathing had grown rough. His cock strained painfully against his trousers. He shifted under her. The movement pressed his hardness into her hip.

"Eighteen."

The strap snapped low across her thighs. The pain flared fresh and bright.

"Nineteen."

Another stroke right below it. Her legs kicked involuntarily.

The final stroke landed directly across both cheeks. The crack sounded like a gunshot. The force drove the medium plug hard against her inner walls.

Lila's body betrayed her completely.

A sudden hot gush flooded from her pussy. Thick arousal squirted down her thighs in pulsing streams. It soaked his trouser leg and dripped onto the floor. Her walls clenched visibly. The orgasm almost crashed over her but stayed just out of reach. The denial made the flood worse.

She cried out. Her whole body shook across his lap.

Marcus set the strap down. His hand rested on her burning ass. He traced the fresh red stripes with careful fingers.

"Your body always tells the truth first." His voice remained calm. "Look at the mess you made during your correction."

He helped her stand. Her legs barely held her. The new strap marks throbbed in time with her heartbeat. The cane lines and paddle bruises felt deeper now. The medium plug stayed seated firmly inside her.

Marcus wiped her thighs with a soft cloth. He cleaned her pussy carefully. The touch felt intimate. Possessive. He wiped away every trace of her gush. Her skin tingled under the cloth.

He stood and left the room for a moment. When he returned he carried a thick overnight diaper. The padding looked bulky and white. The tapes crinkled as he unfolded it.

"Lie down on the couch."

Lila lowered herself onto her stomach. The fresh marks protested. Marcus spread her legs gently. He dusted her sore skin with baby powder. The silky scent filled the air. The powder cooled her burning cheeks.

He slid the thick diaper under her hips. The padding felt plush against her punished skin. He pulled the front up between her legs. The bulk pressed the medium plug even deeper inside her ass.

Marcus taped it tightly on both sides. The diaper hugged her swollen bottom. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet room. The thick padding forced her thighs apart. The plug stayed locked inside her. The overnight bulk would remind her all night.

He ran his palm over the front of the diaper. The crinkle grew louder. His fingers pressed the padding against her soaked pussy.

"You will wear this until morning." His voice stayed low and measured. "This diaper will remind you of your complete surrender."

Lila shivered. The thickness between her legs felt humiliating. The plug shifted with every breath. Her ass burned under the padding. Fresh strap marks throbbed against the diaper. The notebook with her one hundred lines sat on the table nearby.

Marcus helped her sit up. The diaper crinkled loudly with the movement. He pulled her navy skirt down over the bulky padding. The fabric barely covered it.

His cock still strained against his trousers. The wet spot had grown. His breathing had not fully calmed. Her submission affected him deeply.

He cupped her chin. His thumb brushed her lower lip.

"The contract review happens tomorrow. We will make it more permanent."

Lila felt the weight of the diaper. The plug. The marks. The shame of her gush still burned in her memory. Yet peace settled over her. Deep surrender. Visible ownership.

She leaned into his touch. The crinkle sounded again. The thick padding held her arousal and her plug and her bruises all at once.

Marcus watched her. His eyes stayed calm. Always one step ahead.

Tomorrow would bring more. She already felt the need building again under the diaper.

The lines of shame sat completed on the table. Her bottom glowed with fresh strap marks beneath the padding. The medium plug remained deep inside her. The overnight diaper hugged her tightly.

She was owned.

Completely.


Chapter 6: Crinkling Consequence

Marcus stood first.

He looked down at Lila on the couch. The navy skirt barely hid the bulky overnight diaper. A faint yellow tint showed through the white plastic at the crotch.

"The diaper is wet." His voice stayed even. "You released without permission. And that look in your eyes says you want more."

Lila shifted. The thick padding squished warmly against her pussy. A fresh trickle of arousal joined the small release. The medium plug held firm inside her ass. Every tiny movement made the cane stripes and strap marks throb under the soaked layers.

She lifted her chin.

"I don't feel like doing chores today." The words came out soft but deliberate. She needed this. Needed him to take control again.

Marcus nodded once. His gray shirt stayed perfectly tucked. The wet spot on his black trousers had dried but the memory of his arousal remained.

"Bedroom. Now."

He took her wrist. They walked down the hall. The diaper crinkled loudly with each step. The plug shifted deeper. Her marked bottom burned beneath the wet padding. Heat spread across her sit spots where the strap had landed hardest.

Marcus guided her straight to the changing table in the corner of the bedroom. The white padded surface waited. He lifted her onto it without effort. Her blouse rode up. The navy skirt flipped back on its own.

He peeled the skirt off completely. It dropped to the floor.

"Legs up."

Lila raised her knees. The tapes ripped open one by one. The sound filled the room. Cool air hit her soaked skin as he pulled the front of the diaper down. The padding stuck to her pussy for a second before coming free. Yellow wetness glistened across the inside. Her arousal had mixed with the small release. The medium plug base peeked between her striped cheeks.

Marcus gripped the plug firmly. He twisted it once. Lila gasped. Then he pulled it out slowly. The thickest part stretched her sore ring. It popped free with a wet sound. Her ass clenched around nothing.

The empty feeling lasted only a second. Shame flooded her. She had wet her diaper like a naughty girl. And she had provoked him on purpose.

Marcus wiped her thoroughly with cool wipes. He cleaned every trace of the release from her pussy and ass. The strokes felt clinical yet intimate. Her clit swelled under the attention. Fresh slickness leaked despite the cleaning.

"Over my knee."

He sat on the edge of the bed. Lila slid off the table. Her legs trembled. She draped herself across his solid thigh. His black trousers felt smooth against her stomach. Her upper body rested on the mattress. Her bare bottom pointed up. The cane stripes glowed bright red over dark purple bruises. Fresh strap marks crossed her sit spots and upper thighs.

Marcus rested his palm on her right cheek. The heat from her skin warmed his hand instantly.

"Twenty with my hand first. You will count each one. This is for the wet diaper and the backtalk."

His hand lifted. It cracked down hard on her right cheek. The sound echoed sharp and loud. Heat exploded across the already tender skin.

"One." Lila's voice stayed clear but tight.

The pain sank deep. It woke every stripe and bruise. Her pussy clenched. A fresh drop of wetness slid down her inner thigh.

Marcus's hand returned between her legs. Two fingers traced her wet folds. He circled her clit slowly. The touch sent sparks up her spine. Pleasure cut through the burn.

His hand left her pussy. It cracked down again on her left cheek. Harder this time.

"Two."

The impact made her rock forward on his thigh. Her breasts pressed into the bed through her blouse. Her nipples hardened against the fabric. The heat from the first two smacks spread outward like liquid fire.

Marcus kept the rhythm steady. Calm. Unhurried. Three. Four. Five. Each spank landed with perfect precision. His palm covered both cheeks on the wider strokes. The sound filled the bedroom. Sharp cracks followed by her counting voice.

Lila's bottom grew hotter. Redder. The cane lines burned brighter under his hand. Her pussy dripped steadily now. The betrayal felt complete. Pain twisted into aching need.

"Six."

His fingers returned. This time he pushed two thick fingers inside her soaked pussy. He thrust them deep while her bottom throbbed. The wet sounds were obscene. Her walls gripped him tight. The edge rushed toward her fast.

He pulled his fingers out right as she started to tremble.

"Seven. Eight."

The spanks came faster now but still measured. Marcus never rushed. His breathing stayed even though his cock strained hard against his trousers. The thick outline pressed into her side. A new wet spot formed where pre-cum leaked again.

Lila counted through gritted teeth. Her voice broke on ten. Tears pricked her eyes. Not from pain alone. From the desperate need to come mixed with the humiliation of her wet diaper.

Marcus rubbed her burning cheeks with his palm. The touch made her whimper. Then his fingers found her clit again. He rubbed firm circles. Fast. Precise. Her hips rocked against his thigh without permission.

"You are soaked." His voice remained calm. "Your body always betrays you during correction."

He spanked her again. Eleven through fifteen landed on her sit spots repeatedly. The pain flared white hot. Each impact drove her clit against his thigh. The combination built unbearable pressure.

"Twelve. Thirteen." Her counts came out as moans now.

Marcus slid three fingers back inside her pussy. He curled them. Stroked that perfect spot inside while his other hand delivered the next spank. The pain and pleasure mixed until she could not tell them apart.

Lila's thighs shook violently. Her stomach tightened. The orgasm built like a wave ready to crash.

He felt it. He always felt it.

His fingers sped up. The spanking stopped for five seconds while he fucked her with his fingers. Her moans grew louder. The wet sounds filled the room.

"Come for me. Right now. During your punishment."

The command pushed her over. Her pussy clenched hard around his fingers. Contractions ripped through her. Hot cum gushed out in pulsing streams. It soaked his trousers and ran down her thighs. She cried out. Her whole body shook across his lap. The orgasm rolled through her in long waves. Her toes curled. Her ass clenched around the empty space where the plug had been.

Marcus kept his fingers inside her through every contraction. He milked every drop of her release. His calm never broke but his breathing grew heavier. His cock throbbed against her hip.

The orgasm faded slowly. Lila sagged across his thigh. Her bottom glowed bright red. New handprints layered over the cane and strap marks. The heat felt endless.

Marcus withdrew his fingers. He wiped them on her thigh.

"That was one. We are not finished."

He reached for the leather paddle he had placed on the nightstand earlier. The thick leather looked heavy. It would sting more than his hand.

"Ten with the paddle. Count clearly."

The first crack of the paddle landed across both cheeks. The sound was deeper. Thudding. Heat bloomed wider and deeper than before.

"Sixteen." Lila's voice cracked.

Marcus alternated. Paddle stroke. Then his hand between her legs. He rubbed her sensitive clit while the fresh pain spread. Her pussy stayed dripping wet. The orgasm had not satisfied her. It had only opened the door wider.

Seventeen. Eighteen. The paddle caught her upper thighs. Sharp fire flared there. Her legs kicked. Marcus held her steady with his free arm across her back.

His fingers pushed back inside her. Three this time. Stretching her. Fucking her slowly while the paddle rose again.

The pain-pleasure loop continued. Each strike made her clench. Each touch brought her closer to another edge. Her nipples ached. Her face burned with humiliation and need.

"Nineteen."

The final paddle stroke landed directly across her sit spots. The impact drove deep into muscle. Lila sobbed once but kept counting.

"Twenty."

Marcus set the paddle down. He rubbed her blazing bottom with gentle circles. The heat radiated against his palm. His touch felt possessive. Caring in its own strict way.

"Good girl. You took your correction well."

He helped her stand on shaky legs. Her bottom throbbed with every heartbeat. The red color looked vivid in the bedroom light. Fresh handprints and paddle marks overlapped the older stripes perfectly.

Marcus guided her back to the changing table. He laid her down on her stomach this time. The cool padded surface soothed her front but made her punished bottom feel even hotter.

He shook the baby powder. The silky scent filled the air. He dusted her sore skin generously. The powder cooled the burning areas. It settled into every crease. His fingers spread it carefully over her pussy and between her cheeks.

The thicker daytime diaper waited beside him. This one was even bulkier than the overnight one. White with stronger tapes. He slid it under her hips. The plush padding felt thick enough to force her thighs apart again.

Marcus pulled the front up between her legs. The bulk pressed firmly against her swollen pussy and tender ass. He taped it tight on both sides. The crinkle sounded louder than before. The diaper hugged her marked bottom like a tight reminder.

He reached for the plastic pants. Clear plastic with snug elastic. He worked them over the thick diaper. The snaps clicked shut one by one around her waist and thighs. The plastic sealed everything in. The crinkle became muffled but still audible.

"Stand up."

Lila slid off the table. The new diaper felt massive between her legs. The thick padding made her waddle slightly. Every shift sent fresh reminders through her punished flesh.

Marcus pulled her white blouse back into place. He left the navy skirt off.

"You will do the chores like this. The diaper stays visible. The plastic pants stay on."

Lila took a step toward the door. The thick daytime diaper crinkled loudly with every movement. The plastic pants made a distinct plastic sound underneath. Her bottom felt tender and hot beneath all the layers. The fresh spanking marks throbbed in time with her steps.

Marcus watched her. His cock still strained in his trousers. His eyes tracked the way the bulky padding forced her thighs apart.

"This is what you need." His voice stayed low and measured. "To feel owned in every step. The crinkle will remind you all afternoon."

Lila walked into the hallway. The sound followed her. Loud. Obvious. Every chore would announce her state. The tender heat in her bottom mixed with the fresh arousal already building again inside the new diaper.

She bent to pick up the first item in the living room. The diaper crinkled even louder. The plastic pants stretched tight. Her pussy throbbed against the thick padding.

Marcus followed at a distance. Calm. Always one step ahead.

The contract review loomed tonight. She already knew she would beg for the changes to be permanent. The thick diaper. The visible ownership. The punishments that left her dripping and marked.

She took another step. The crinkle filled the quiet house.

Her surrender felt heavier now. Sweeter. The tender bottom beneath the padding belonged to him completely.

And the day had only just begun.


Chapter 7: Remote Humiliation

Lila bent to pick up the fallen cushion.

The thick daytime diaper crinkled loudly between her thighs. Clear plastic pants stretched tight over the bulky padding. Every movement sent fresh throbs through her vivid red bottom. Handprints layered over paddle marks. Those sat on top of twenty bright cane stripes. The skin felt hot and swollen. Tight. Her pussy leaked fresh arousal into the clean padding.

Marcus stepped closer from the hallway.

His gray shirt hugged his chest. Black trousers showed the fresh wet spot where his cock leaked pre-cum. He watched her waddle. Calm. Always calm.

"Stop the chores."

She straightened. The plastic pants made a soft plastic sound. Her nipples poked hard against the white blouse. The marks on her upper thighs peeked below the diaper leg bands. Purple bruises. Red lines. All of it belonged to him.

Marcus held up a small pink device.

The remote vibrating egg looked innocent in his large hand. His eyes met hers. "This goes inside before we leave."

Lila's breath caught. Heat flooded her face. She stood in the middle of the living room. Diaper on full display. The thought of going out like this made her clit throb.

He pointed to the couch arm.

"Bend over there. Now."

She moved. The diaper forced her legs apart in a waddle. She draped her upper body over the couch arm. Her white blouse rode up. The clear plastic pants framed her padded bottom perfectly. Marcus rested one hand on her lower back. Steady. Possessive.

He unsnapped the plastic pants first.

Four clicks sounded in the quiet room. He peeled them down to her knees. Cool air touched the plastic backing of the diaper. Next came the tapes. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The thick padding sagged open. Baby powder scent rose up mixed with her arousal.

Marcus slid two fingers along her soaked pussy.

"You are already dripping." His voice stayed low. Unhurried. He circled her swollen clit once. She bit her lip to stay silent.

He pressed the vibrating egg against her entrance.

The smooth plastic felt cold. He pushed it inside slowly. Her walls stretched around it. The egg settled deep. Full. Heavy. Marcus sealed the diaper back up. Fresh tapes pulled tight. The bulk pressed the egg firmly against her inner walls.

He worked the clear plastic pants back into place.

Snaps clicked shut again. The egg sat trapped inside her. No escape. Marcus picked up the small remote. He slipped it into his pocket.

"Stand up straight."

Lila pushed off the couch. The egg shifted with the movement. Her punished bottom screamed under the fresh diapering. Cane stripes burned hotter. Paddle bruises ached deep. She felt the egg press against that spot inside when she walked.

Marcus watched her take three steps.

The crinkle filled the living room. Loud. Obvious. "We are going shopping. You will behave. The egg stays in."

He took her hand. His grip felt warm. Certain. They walked to the front door. Each step made the diaper crinkle. The egg rubbed her insides. Her thighs rubbed the thick padding. The marks on her upper thighs showed clearly below the plastic pants.

The car ride felt endless.

Lila sat in the passenger seat. The diaper squished under her. Marcus drove with one hand on the wheel. The other held the remote in his lap. He pressed the button when they stopped at the first light.

The egg buzzed to life inside her pussy.

Low. Steady. Lila gripped the door handle. The vibrations traveled straight to her clit. Her punished bottom clenched around nothing. Heat spread through her core. The diaper crinkled when she shifted.

"Stay still."

Marcus's voice stayed calm. The buzz increased. Medium now. Her pussy clenched around the egg. Fresh wetness soaked into the padding. She pressed her lips together. A small moan tried to escape.

The store parking lot looked too bright.

People walked past their car. Marcus turned the egg higher. Lila's thighs trembled. The crinkle sounded deafening to her. Every tiny movement made the plastic pants rustle. The egg pulsed against her g-spot. Her nipples ached against her blouse.

"Out of the car."

She stood on shaky legs. The diaper felt heavier already. Arousal leaked steadily into the padding. Marcus took her elbow. They walked into the grocery store. The egg kept buzzing.

Medium speed. Relentless.

Lila grabbed a cart. The metal felt cool under her hands. She pushed it down the first aisle. The crinkle mixed with the store sounds. Soft. Constant. People glanced at her. Did they hear it? Did they see the red marks on her upper thighs?

Marcus walked beside her.

He looked impeccable. Gray shirt perfect. He pressed the remote again. The egg jumped to high. Lila stopped moving. Her knees locked. The vibrations ripped through her soaked pussy. Her clit throbbed hard against the thick padding.

A soft gasp left her mouth.

An older woman looked over. Lila pretended to study the cereal boxes. The egg buzzed mercilessly. Pleasure built fast. Too fast. Her punished bottom burned hotter from clenching. Cane stripes flared. Paddle marks throbbed in time with the vibrations.

Marcus leaned close.

"Pick something. Act normal." His breath brushed her ear. The egg stayed on high. Her walls fluttered around it. Wetness flooded the diaper. The crinkle grew louder as her thighs shook.

She reached for a box.

Her hand trembled. The orgasm hovered right there. Right in the middle of the cereal aisle. Marcus watched her face. Calm. Patient. He knew exactly where she was.

He turned it off.

The sudden silence inside her felt cruel. Lila sagged against the cart. Her pussy ached. Empty. Needy. The egg still sat deep but no longer moved. She felt her arousal soaking the padding. Warm. Heavy.

They continued through the store.

Marcus activated the egg three more times. Each time in a crowded spot. Near the produce. By the meat counter. In the checkout line. Lila fought every moan. Her face burned red. The diaper crinkled with every shift of her weight. The marks on her thighs felt visible to the whole world.

By the time they reached the car her diaper was soaked.

Not just from arousal. A small leak had escaped during the final buzz. The padding sagged between her legs. Heavy. Warm. The egg stayed locked inside her. Still off. Still waiting.

Marcus drove home in silence.

His cock strained hard against his trousers. The wet spot had grown larger. Lila sat in her soaked diaper. The crinkle had changed to a squish now. Her bottom throbbed. Her pussy throbbed. The need felt unbearable.

They stepped inside the house.

Marcus closed the door. The living room looked the same. Sunlight still poured across the floor. He pointed to the couch.

"Bend over the arm again."

Lila moved forward. The soaked diaper squelched. She draped herself over the couch arm exactly as before. Her white blouse rode up. The clear plastic pants framed the heavy, wet padding. Red strap marks from yesterday still showed on her upper thighs above the diaper line.

Marcus picked up the leather strap from the coffee table.

The thick black leather looked heavy. He rested it against her padded bottom first. The cool leather pressed through the plastic.

"This is for coming so close in public without permission. Twenty strokes. You will count every one. Over the diaper."

The first crack landed hard.

The strap smacked across both padded cheeks with a muffled thud. The impact drove the egg deeper into her pussy. Heat exploded through the soaked padding.

"One." Her voice shook.

Marcus pulled the plastic pants down to her knees again. He left the wet diaper in place. The strap rose. It cracked down a second time. Lower this time. Right where diaper met thigh.

"Two."

The marks on her upper thighs flared brighter. Red lines appeared over the old bruises. Pain cut through the padding. Sharp. Deep. Her pussy clenched around the egg. More wetness leaked out.

He paused. His hand slid between her legs.

Fingers pressed the soaked diaper against her clit. He rubbed in slow circles. The wet padding squished under his touch. Pleasure spiked hard.

The strap fell again.

Three. Four. Five. Each stroke landed with calm precision. Marcus never rushed. The sounds changed as the diaper grew wetter. Muffled thuds mixed with wet slaps. Lila counted through gritted teeth. Her voice grew higher.

The egg stayed silent inside her.

But the pressure built anyway. Pain from the strap. Pleasure from his fingers. The soaked diaper squished obscenely with every rub. Her thighs trembled.

"Six."

His fingers pressed harder. The strap cracked across her sit spots through the padding. The egg jostled against her g-spot. Lila moaned loud. The betrayal felt complete. She was dripping in a public diaper. Getting strapped in her own living room. And her body loved it.

Marcus breathed heavier now.

His cock looked painfully hard in his trousers. He rubbed the front of his pants once while staring at her red thighs. The new strap marks glowed bright against her skin above the diaper.

Seven. Eight. Nine.

The strap fell steadily. Lila's counts broke into gasps. The heat under the diaper felt unbearable. Her bottom burned hotter than before. The egg pressed constantly against that perfect spot.

Marcus slid his fingers under the diaper leg band.

He found her bare clit. Two fingers rubbed her directly now. Slick. Fast. Her hips rocked against the couch arm. The soaked padding squelched louder.

The strap came down on ten.

Harder. The impact shoved her forward. The egg shifted inside. Her walls fluttered wildly.

"Come while I finish your strapping."

The command hit her like the leather. Marcus kept rubbing her clit. The strap rose and fell. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Each crack landed on her upper thighs. Red marks bloomed fresh and bright.

Lila cried out on fourteen.

The orgasm crashed through her. Her pussy clenched hard around the vibrating egg. Even though it was off, the contractions milked it. Hot cum gushed out in thick pulses. It flooded the already soaked diaper. The padding swelled heavier between her legs.

Her thighs shook violently.

Marcus kept strapping her through every wave. Fifteen. Sixteen. The leather cracked against her marked thighs. Pain and pleasure mixed until she could not tell them apart. Her moans filled the living room.

The final four strokes landed in quick succession.

Seventeen. Eighteen. Nineteen. Twenty. The last one crossed both upper thighs perfectly. Bright red lines stood out above the diaper.

Lila sagged over the couch arm.

Her body still twitched with aftershocks. The diaper felt twice as heavy now. Completely soaked. The egg remained deep inside her pussy. Trapped in all that wetness. Her upper thighs glowed with fresh red strap marks. Visible. Obvious. Exactly as he wanted.

Marcus set the strap down.

He ran his palm over her soaked padded bottom. The crinkle had turned to a constant wet squish. His breathing stayed rough. His cock throbbed visibly in his trousers. He had enjoyed every second of her public struggle and private release.

He leaned down. His lips brushed her ear.

"Feel how owned you are. Even in the middle of the store. Even in this soaked diaper. This is only the beginning of your permanent contract."

Lila shivered.

The egg shifted again inside her soaked pussy. The fresh strap marks burned on her thighs above the diaper line. The heavy wet padding sagged between her legs. She felt marked. Humiliated. Completely seen.

Marcus did not remove the egg.

He simply pulled the plastic pants back up over the drenched diaper. Snaps clicked shut. The soaked bulk felt even thicker now. The crinkle had changed to a constant wet plastic sound.

He helped her stand.

Her legs barely worked. The diaper squished loudly with the movement. Fresh strap marks showed clearly on her upper thighs. Red. Angry. Beautiful to him.

Marcus picked up the remote again.

His thumb hovered over the button. His eyes met hers. Calm. Possessive. Always one step ahead.

The egg buzzed back to life inside her soaked diaper. Low this time. Teasing. Promising more.

Lila moaned softly.

The sound mixed with the wet crinkle of her thoroughly used diaper. The day was far from over.


Chapter 8: Bench Bound

Marcus guided her down the hallway without a word.

The wet diaper squished heavily between Lila's thighs. The low buzz of the egg continued inside her soaked pussy. Fresh strap marks burned on her upper thighs with every step.

"I am not doing any more chores today," Lila said. She lifted her chin. The words were deliberate. She needed the punishment room.

Marcus stopped at the door. His hand stayed firm on her arm. "Punishment room. Now."

The door opened. Dim light filled the space. The padded bench waited in the center with its leather surface and attached restraints. Marcus had prepared it earlier.

"Stand there."

Lila obeyed. Her legs trembled. The plastic pants stretched tight over the bulging, soaked diaper. Her white blouse clung to her hard nipples.

Marcus circled her once. His gray shirt remained perfectly tucked. The wet spot on his black trousers had grown larger. His cock throbbed visibly.

He reached for the remote in his pocket. The egg stopped buzzing. Lila let out a shaky breath. The sudden stillness inside her felt worse than the vibration.

"Time to remove everything."

Marcus unsnapped the clear plastic pants. Four quick clicks broke the silence. He pulled them down to her ankles. Cool air touched the plastic backing of the heavy diaper.

His fingers found the tapes next. Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The thick padding sagged open. The scent of baby powder mixed with her cum and urine rose up. The diaper had absorbed everything from the store and the strapping.

Marcus peeled it away completely. The wet mass dropped to the floor with a heavy thud. Lila stood bare from the waist down. Her pussy glistened. The pink vibrating egg peeked from between her swollen folds.

He grasped the egg firmly. His fingers brushed her clit as he pulled it out slowly. Lila gasped. Her walls clenched around nothing. Fresh slickness dripped down her inner thigh.

"Look at these marks."

Marcus traced the vivid red lines on her bottom and thighs. Handprints layered over paddle marks. Twenty bright cane stripes crossed everything. The fresh strap marks from minutes ago glowed angry purple at the edges. Her skin felt hot and tight.

"You provoked this on purpose." His voice stayed calm. "Deliberate defiance requires the bench."

Lila's heart pounded. She craved it. The calculated misbehavior had become real need. She wanted to be fully owned.

Marcus pointed to the bench. "Bend over it. Chest down. Arms forward."

She moved into position. The padded leather felt cool against her breasts through the blouse. Her marked bottom pointed up. Her legs spread naturally. The cane stripes stretched and throbbed.

He fastened the cuffs first. Thick leather closed around each wrist. The buckles clicked shut. Her arms stretched forward along the bench. No escape.

Next came the spreader bar. Marcus locked it between her ankles. The cold metal bar forced her legs wide apart. Her pussy and ass opened completely. Cool air kissed her wet folds and sore ring.

Lila tested the restraints. The cuffs held firm. The spreader bar kept her thighs spread obscenely. Her bottom burned from the stretch alone.

Marcus selected the large plug from the side table. It was thicker than the medium one from before. Black silicone. Heavy base. He coated it with lube. The slick sound filled the room.

"This stays in during your correction."

He pressed the tip against her ass. The sore ring from previous days resisted at first. Marcus applied steady pressure. The plug stretched her open wider and wider. Lila moaned low.

The thickest part popped inside. Her ass clenched around the neck. The heavy base sat flush between her striped cheeks. Fullness spread deep inside her.

Marcus stepped back. He admired his work. Lila bound. Plugged. Exposed. Her pussy dripped steadily onto the floor beneath the bench.

He picked up the leather strap first. The same one from the living room. Thick black leather. It whistled through the air as he tested it.

"Twenty with the strap. You will count every stroke. This is for the defiance."

The first crack landed hard across both cheeks. The sound echoed sharp in the punishment room. Heat exploded over her already marked skin. Lila jerked in the cuffs.

"One." Her voice came out tight.

Marcus brought the strap down again. Lower this time. Right across her sit spots. The impact drove the large plug deeper into her ass. Pain flared bright and hot.

"Two."

Lila's fingers curled into fists. The heat spread outward like liquid fire. Her pussy clenched. Fresh wetness leaked from her open folds. The betrayal started immediately.

Marcus paused. His hand slid between her spread thighs. Two fingers traced her dripping pussy lips. He circled her swollen clit slowly. Pleasure cut through the burning strap marks.

The strap rose again. It cracked down on three. Four. Five. Each stroke landed with perfect precision. Marcus never rushed. The sounds mixed with Lila's counting voice.

"Six."

Her count broke into a gasp. The strap caught the tops of her thighs. Fresh red lines bloomed over the existing marks. Her ass glowed deeper red. The plug shifted with every impact.

Marcus pushed two fingers inside her pussy. He thrust them deep while the strap waited. Her walls gripped him tight. Wet sounds filled the room. The dildo waited on the table beside him. Thick and ridged.

He removed his fingers. The strap fell again. Seven. Eight. Nine. Lila counted through gritted teeth. Tears pricked her eyes. Pain twisted into aching need deep in her core.

Marcus set the strap down. He picked up the leather paddle next. The heavy wood backed with thick leather. It would drive the pain deeper.

"Ten with the paddle. Count clearly."

The paddle cracked across her bottom with a deep thud. The impact sank into muscle. Heat bloomed wider and hotter than the strap. Lila cried out.

"Ten."

Her voice shook. Marcus rubbed her blazing cheeks with his palm. The touch felt possessive. His fingers dipped between her legs again. He stroked her clit firmly while the paddle marks throbbed.

The paddle rose and fell. Eleven. Twelve. Thirteen. Each strike overlapped the cane stripes perfectly. Her skin turned a vivid cherry red. Swollen. Tight. Throbbing in time with her heartbeat.

Marcus stopped. He reached for the dildo. The thick silicone cock gleamed with lube. He pressed the head against her dripping entrance. The tip teased her open pussy but did not push inside.

"You do not come." His voice stayed calm. Unhurried. "This dildo teases. Nothing more."

He rubbed the head up and down her slit. The sensation drove her wild. Her hips tried to push back but the restraints held her in place. The large plug in her ass made every movement intense.

The paddle cracked down again. Fourteen. The dildo pressed harder against her entrance. Lila moaned loudly. Pain and denied pleasure mixed until she could not separate them.

"Fifteen."

Tears ran down her face now. Not from pain alone. From the desperate need building inside her bound body. Her pussy dripped continuously. The floor beneath the bench showed wet spots.

Marcus switched implements again. He set the paddle aside. The cane appeared in his hand. Thin. Whippy. Wicked.

"Ten with the cane to finish. These will mark you deepest."

The first cane stroke whistled through the air. It landed with a sharp crack across her sit spots. A bright white line appeared instantly. Then it filled with deep red heat.

"Sixteen." Lila's voice broke completely.

Marcus dragged the dildo head through her wetness again. He circled her clit with it. The teasing felt cruel. Her walls fluttered. The orgasm hovered just out of reach.

The cane fell again. Seventeen. Eighteen. Each stroke precise. Perfectly spaced. New bright lines joined the older cane marks. Her bottom became a canvas of red and purple.

Marcus kept the rhythm steady. His breathing grew slightly rougher. The only sign of his arousal. His cock strained hard against his trousers. Pre-cum had soaked through the fabric completely.

"Nineteen."

Lila sobbed the number. The cane bit into her upper thighs. Fresh fire flared there. Her pussy throbbed painfully. The large plug stretched her ass with every clench. The dildo continued its relentless teasing at her entrance.

Marcus pushed the dildo head inside her just one inch. He held it there. Her walls gripped the tip desperately. Then he pulled it out completely.

"You come when I decide the contract is permanent."

The final cane stroke landed. Twenty. It crossed both cheeks and thighs in one perfect line. Lila cried out. Her body shook in the restraints. Denied. Dripping. Desperate.

Marcus set the cane down. He ran both hands over her blazing bottom. The heat radiated against his palms. Her skin felt tight and swollen under his touch. Every mark belonged to him.

"Good girl." His voice softened slightly. "You took the full sequence without coming. That is progress."

Lila whimpered. Her pussy ached. The large plug felt enormous in her ass. The spreader bar kept her exposed. The cuffs held her wrists immobile. She felt completely owned.

Marcus reached for a fresh thick daytime diaper. This one was even bulkier. White with strong tapes and extra padding. He slid it under her hips while she remained bound to the bench.

The baby powder came next. He shook it generously over her marked bottom and dripping pussy. The silky scent filled the punishment room. His fingers spread the powder carefully. They brushed her swollen clit. Lila moaned helplessly.

He pulled the front of the diaper up between her spread thighs. The plush padding pressed firmly against her aching pussy. The bulk forced her legs even wider against the spreader bar.

Marcus taped it tight on both sides. The crinkle sounded loud in the quiet room. He worked carefully around the large plug base. The diaper sealed the plug inside her.

"Stay exactly like this."

He removed the dildo completely. It left her pussy empty and dripping. The new diaper crinkled with every tiny shift of her body. The fresh marks throbbed beneath the padding.

Lila lay bound on the bench. Wrists cuffed. Ankles spread. Large plug seated deep. New diaper taped snugly over everything. Her body burned. Her pussy leaked steadily into the fresh padding. Denied orgasm left her trembling with need.

Marcus stepped back. He watched her for a long moment. His eyes tracked every detail. The way her bottom glowed red above the diaper. The way her thighs shook against the spreader bar.

"You will remain bound until I return." His voice stayed measured. Calm. Full of power. "Think about what permanent means. Think about begging for the contract changes you truly need."

He walked to the door.

The punishment room fell silent except for Lila's heavy breathing. The diaper crinkled softly when she tested her restraints. The large plug shifted inside her. Heat from the brutal sequence spread through her entire lower body.

She felt surrendered.

Not just playing at defiance anymore. The bench held her completely. The marks would last for days. The diaper would grow wetter as her arousal continued to leak.

Marcus paused in the doorway.

"Rest now. The contract review happens soon. You will tell me exactly how much you need this life."

The door closed behind him.

Lila remained exactly as he left her. Bound. Plugged. Diapered. Dripping. The heat in her punished flesh mixed with the deep ache of denial. Her mind spun with the knowledge that she would beg for permanence.

She wanted the contract to have no end date.

She wanted visible ownership every single day. The thick diapers. The regular trips to this room. The way Marcus stayed one step ahead of her needs.

The large plug throbbed in time with her heartbeat. The new diaper felt bulky and warm. Her marked bottom pressed into the bench with every breath. The cuffs and spreader bar made every small movement a reminder of her position.

Time stretched in the quiet room.

Lila's pussy continued to leak. The padding grew damp against her clit. The betrayal felt complete and perfect. Pain had become pleasure. Humiliation had become home.

She closed her eyes.

The next chapter of their contract waited. She would sign anything. She would beg for everything. The punishment room had shown her exactly who she was.

A fully surrendered submissive.

Owned. Marked. Diapered. And completely seen.


Chapter 9: Pathetic Truth

The door clicked open.

Lila's body tensed against the padded bench. Her wrists stayed locked in the thick leather cuffs. The spreader bar kept her ankles forced wide. The fresh thick diaper crinkled under her marked bottom. The large black plug stretched her ass with every tiny shift.

Marcus stepped inside.

His gray shirt remained flawless. Black trousers hugged his thighs. The wet spot at his crotch had grown. His cock strained visibly against the fabric. He closed the door with a soft click and approached the bench without hurry.

"You have been waiting long enough."

He unbuckled her left wrist first. The leather fell away. Lila's arm ached as she pulled it back. He freed the right wrist next. Then the spreader bar. The metal clinked as he set it aside. Her legs trembled when she tried to close them.

Marcus helped her stand.

The diaper felt bulky between her thighs. The large plug shifted deep inside her ass. Heat throbbed through every mark on her bottom and upper thighs. Cherry red had turned to deep purple at the edges. Cane lines burned bright across her sit spots.

She stood in the center of the punishment room.

Legs shaky. White blouse clinging to her hard nipples. The diaper tapes pulled tight around the plug base. Fresh powder scent mixed with her leaking arousal. The padding already felt damp against her swollen pussy.

Marcus sat on the wooden chair beside the bench.

He looked up at her. Calm. Unhurried. His eyes traced the visible marks below the diaper leg bands. Purple. Swollen. His.

"Tell me why you provoke me, Lila."

She swallowed hard. Her hands fisted at her sides. The plug made her feel full. Owned. The words stuck in her throat at first.

"I... I don't know."

Marcus simply waited. His posture stayed perfect. One hand rested on his thigh. The other tapped the leather paddle on the small table beside him. The silence stretched.

Lila's bottom throbbed in time with her heartbeat.

Tears pricked her eyes. The room felt too bright. Too quiet. The diaper crinkled when she shifted her weight. More arousal leaked into the padding. She hated how wet she got just standing here.

"I do it on purpose," she whispered.

Marcus tilted his head. "Speak clearly."

She broke.

Tears spilled down her cheeks. Her shoulders shook. The words tumbled out between sobs. "I provoke you because it's the only time I feel truly seen. The contract. The punishments. The way you mark me and diaper me. It makes me feel owned. Wanted. Without it I disappear."

Her voice cracked on the last word.

Marcus stood slowly. He closed the distance. One hand cupped her chin. He lifted her tear-streaked face. His thumb brushed a tear away. His cock pressed hard against his trousers.

"That is the pathetic truth I needed to hear."

Lila cried harder. Relief flooded her chest. Shame burned her face. Her pussy clenched around nothing. The large plug shifted in her ass. The diaper felt warmer now. Wetter.

Marcus guided her to the bench.

He sat first. His strong thighs formed a solid base. He pulled her down over his lap. Her stomach pressed against his right thigh. Her marked bottom pointed up. The bulky diaper stretched tight across her cheeks. The plug base bulged obscenely under the padding.

He rested one hand on her lower back.

The other hand rubbed the thick diaper. The crinkle sounded loud in the small room. Heat from her marks radiated through the padding. Lila's legs dangled. Her toes barely touched the floor.

"This honesty deserves a reward," he said. "But rewards in this room always come with correction."

His hand lifted.

The first smack landed hard on the padded bottom. The sound was muffled but heavy. Thud. Heat bloomed under the diaper. Lila gasped.

"One."

Marcus spanked again. Same spot. Harder. The impact drove the plug deeper into her ass. Pain flared through the existing cane stripes. Her pussy leaked fresh slick into the padding.

"Two."

He kept the rhythm steady. Calm. Each smack precise. His palm covered both cheeks. The diaper crinkled with every strike. The heat built fast. Her skin underneath throbbed hotter. Swollen. Tight.

Lila counted through her tears.

"Three. Four." Her voice shook. The pain twisted. Sharp at first. Then it melted into something deeper. Her clit throbbed against the wet padding. She hated how good it felt.

Marcus paused after ten.

His hand slid between her spread thighs. Fingers pressed the soaked diaper against her pussy. He rubbed in slow circles. The wet padding squished. Pleasure spiked through the burning.

"You are dripping through a fresh diaper," he said. "Your body always betrays you first."

Lila moaned. Her hips rocked against his thigh. The large plug shifted with the movement. More tears fell. The admission still hung in the air. She had said it out loud. She needed this. Needed him.

He pulled the diaper tapes open.

Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The padding sagged. Cool air touched her blazing bare skin. The marks looked worse now. Deep red. Purple edges. Bright cane lines crossed everything. The large plug base sat flush between her cheeks.

Marcus lifted his hand again.

This time it landed on bare skin. The sound cracked sharp. Crack. Heat exploded across her left cheek. The pain felt twice as intense without the padding.

"Eleven."

His palmprint bloomed bright over the older marks. Lila cried out. Her legs kicked slightly. The plug stretched her sore ass. Her pussy glistened openly. Dripping down her inner thigh.

Marcus alternated cheeks.

Twelve on the right. Thirteen on the left. Each smack precise. The heat spread like liquid fire. Her skin tightened. Throbbed. The pain sank deeper into muscle. Yet her pussy clenched with every strike.

He slid two fingers along her wet folds.

The touch was gentle. Possessive. He circled her swollen clit while his other hand delivered fourteen. Fifteen. Lila's counts turned to sobs mixed with moans. Pain and pleasure braided together.

"Sixteen."

His fingers pushed inside her. Two thick digits. Her walls gripped him tight. Wet sounds filled the room. He thrust slowly while spanking her again. Seventeen. The impact shoved her forward on his thigh.

Lila's breath came in gasps.

Her bottom burned hotter than ever. The new handprints overlaid everything. Cherry red turning to bruised purple. The plug felt enormous. Every clench sent sparks through her core.

Marcus stopped the hand spanking.

He reached for the leather paddle. The heavy implement felt cool against her flaming skin when he rested it there first. Lila shivered.

"Ten with the paddle," he said. "Count them. Feel them."

The first paddle stroke landed with a deep thwack. The impact sank straight into muscle. Heat bloomed wider. Lila jerked hard over his lap.

"Eighteen."

Her voice broke completely. Tears poured down her face. The paddle rose and fell again. Nineteen. Twenty. Each strike overlapped previous marks perfectly. Her bottom became a throbbing canvas of pain.

Marcus kept his fingers moving inside her.

He curled them against that perfect spot. Pleasure built fast. Dangerous. Her hips rocked despite the pain. The paddle cracked down again. Twenty-one. The sound echoed. Her skin felt raw. Swollen. On fire.

"Such a good girl for telling the truth," he murmured.

The praise hit deeper than the paddle. Lila sobbed. Her pussy fluttered around his fingers. More wetness coated his hand. The large plug stretched her ass with every clench.

He set the paddle aside after ten strokes.

The riding crop appeared in his hand. Thin. Wicked. Flexible. He tapped it lightly against her blazing cheeks first. Lila whimpered.

"Five with the crop. These will remind you every time you sit."

The crop whistled through the air. It landed with a sharp snap across both cheeks. A bright line of fire appeared instantly. Lila screamed the number.

"Twenty-nine."

Marcus rubbed her clit with his thumb while the crop fell again. The alternation made her dizzy. Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Pleasure. Her body could not tell which was which anymore. She leaked steadily onto his trouser leg.

The final two strokes crossed her upper thighs.

Perfect. Precise. The thin lines burned like brands. Lila's legs shook violently. Her counts dissolved into wordless cries. The crop clattered to the floor.

Marcus pulled the thick diaper back up.

He worked it carefully around the large plug. The padding pressed firmly against her punished flesh. Fresh tapes sealed tight. The bulk felt even heavier now. The crinkle returned. Louder. Wetter.

He kept her over his lap.

His fingers stayed between her legs. He rubbed her clit through the soaked padding now. Fast. Perfect pressure. The heat from her spanking mixed with the building orgasm.

"Come for me, Lila. Come in your diaper like the surrendered girl you are."

The permission broke her.

The orgasm crashed through her body. Her pussy contracted hard. Waves of pleasure ripped through her core. Hot cum gushed out in thick pulses. It flooded the padding. Soaked it completely. The diaper grew heavy and warm between her thighs.

Lila cried out.

Her body shook violently over his lap. The large plug made every contraction stronger. Her marked bottom throbbed with the spasms. The padding squished obscenely. Wet sounds mixed with her moans.

Marcus kept rubbing her through it.

He praised her the entire time. "Good girl. Let it all out. This is what you need. This is what you are." His voice stayed calm. But his breathing had grown rough. His cock throbbed hard against her side.

The orgasm stretched long.

Her thighs trembled. Toes curled. Fresh tears fell. The contractions slowed but the aftershocks kept coming. The diaper sagged heavily. Completely soaked. The scent of her release mixed with baby powder.

Marcus finally stilled his hand.

He gathered her up. Strong arms pulled her against his chest. She curled into him. Body trembling. Bottom blazing. The large plug still deep inside her. The soaked diaper squishing with every movement.

He held her tight.

His hand stroked her back. Possessive. Steady. His lips brushed her ear. The new permanent rules came in a low whisper.

"From now on the contract has no end date. You will wear a visible diaper every single day. No exceptions. The punishment room will be used at least three times a week. You will beg for each session. And you will never hide your need again."

Lila shivered in his arms.

The diaper felt hot and heavy. Her bottom throbbed with every heartbeat. The plug kept her full. Her body still twitched with aftershocks. She felt completely seen. Completely owned.

Marcus kissed her forehead.

"We're not done rewriting the rules yet. Tomorrow we review every clause together. And you will sign the new version while plugged and diapered."

Her pussy clenched again at his words.

The soaked padding squished. The marks would bruise deeper by morning. She pressed her face into his neck. The pathetic truth had set her free.

She was his.

Totally. Permanently. Diapered and marked.

And she never wanted it to end.


Chapter 10: Total Surrender

Marcus shifted in the wooden chair.

His arms tightened around Lila's trembling body. The soaked diaper squished heavily against his thigh. She felt every inch of the warm mess press into her punished skin.

"You confessed everything," he said. His voice stayed low and steady. "Now you receive everything."

Lila's breath caught. The large plug stretched her ass with each small movement. Her white blouse clung to her hard nipples. The marks on her bottom throbbed like a second heartbeat.

He lifted her from his lap.

Strong hands guided her to her feet. The diaper sagged between her thighs. Wet warmth spread with every step toward the padded bench. Marcus walked behind her. His presence filled the room.

"Stand in position."

She faced the bench. Her legs shook. The cherry-red skin of her bottom and upper thighs burned under the cool air. Purple edges from yesterday's marks looked darker now. Bright crop lines crossed both cheeks.

Marcus reached for the tapes.

Rrrrip. Rrrrip. The sound tore through the quiet punishment room. He peeled the heavy diaper away from her skin. The soaked padding dropped to the floor with a wet thud. Cool air rushed over her exposed pussy and blazing bottom.

The large black plug sat flush between her marked cheeks. Its thick base gleamed with lube and traces of her release. Every stripe and handprint stood out clearly. Deep red. Swollen. His.

"Look at what you asked for," he said.

Lila stared down at herself. Her pussy glistened. The plug made her feel impossibly full. Fresh slickness already dripped down her inner thigh.

Marcus pointed to the bench.

"Chest down. Arms forward."

She bent over the leather surface. The cool padding kissed her breasts through the thin blouse. Her marked bottom pointed high. The plug shifted deeper with the stretch. Her legs parted naturally.

He fastened the leather cuffs first.

Thick straps closed around each wrist. The buckles clicked shut with finality. He stretched her arms forward along the bench. No give. No escape.

The spreader bar came next.

Cold metal locked between her ankles. He adjusted it wide. Her thighs opened obscenely. The plug base became fully visible. Her swollen pussy lips parted. Cool air touched her dripping folds.

Lila tested the restraints.

The cuffs held her wrists immobile. The spreader bar forced her legs apart. Her bottom burned from the stretch alone. Every mark pulled tight.

Marcus stepped back.

He surveyed her bound form. His gray shirt remained flawless. The bulge in his black trousers strained harder. A fresh wet spot darkened the fabric.

"Every implement," he said calmly. "Every toy. You will edge until you beg properly."

He started with his hand.

The first smack landed hard on her bare left cheek. Crack. Heat exploded across the existing marks. Lila jerked in her cuffs.

"One," she gasped.

His palm struck again. Right cheek this time. The impact drove the large plug deeper into her ass. Pain flared bright and hot through the purple edges.

"Two."

Marcus kept the rhythm unhurried. Each smack precise. His hand covered both cheeks on the fifth strike. The sound echoed sharp. Her skin grew hotter. Tighter. Redder.

Lila counted through clenched teeth.

"Six." Her voice wavered. The pain sank deep. Then it twisted. Her pussy clenched. Fresh wetness leaked onto the bench beneath her.

He paused.

His fingers slid between her spread thighs. Two thick digits traced her dripping folds. He circled her swollen clit slowly. Pleasure cut through the burning like lightning.

"You are soaked already," he observed. His voice showed no rush. "Your body always betrays you first."

The hand spanking resumed.

Seven. Eight. Nine. Each strike overlapped the cane lines perfectly. Her bottom turned a deeper cherry red. The heat spread outward in waves. Lila's counts broke into moans.

Marcus pushed two fingers inside her pussy.

Her walls gripped him tight. Wet sounds filled the room. He thrust slowly while his other hand delivered the tenth smack. The combination made her head spin. Pain. Pleasure. Fullness from the plug.

"Ten," she cried.

He removed his fingers.

Lila whimpered at the loss. Her pussy fluttered around nothing. The large plug throbbed in her ass. Her marked skin pulsed with every heartbeat.

Marcus picked up the leather paddle.

The heavy implement rested against her blazing cheek first. The cool leather made her shiver. He tapped it lightly. Once. Twice.

"Ten with the paddle," he said. "Count clearly. Feel them sink in."

The first stroke landed with a deep thwack. The impact drove straight into muscle. Heat bloomed wider and hotter than his hand. Lila cried out.

"Eleven."

Her voice shook. The paddle rose again. Twelve. Thirteen. Each strike overlapped previous marks. Her skin swelled tighter. The plug felt enormous with every impact.

Marcus stopped after five.

His hand returned between her legs. Fingers stroked her clit in firm circles. The pleasure built fast. Her hips tried to rock but the restraints held her still. The edge approached. Sharp. Dangerous.

He pulled his hand away.

The paddle cracked down again. Fourteen. Fifteen. Lila sobbed the numbers. Tears leaked from her eyes. Pain twisted into aching need deep in her core. Her pussy dripped steadily onto the bench.

"Good girl," he murmured. The praise hit harder than the paddle.

Sixteen. Seventeen. Eighteen. The paddle fell with perfect precision. Her bottom became a throbbing canvas of deep red and purple. Swollen. Hot. Tight.

Marcus set the paddle aside.

He reached for the riding crop. Thin. Flexible. Wicked. He dragged the tip along her marked thighs first. Lila trembled.

"Five with the crop," he said. "These will mark you deepest."

The crop whistled through the air. It landed with a sharp snap across both cheeks. A bright white line appeared. Then it filled with fire. Lila screamed.

"Nineteen."

He tapped her clit with two fingers while the next stroke fell. Twenty. The alternation destroyed her. Pain flared. Pleasure spiked. Her body could not separate them anymore.

The crop caught her upper thighs on the final three strokes.

Perfect lines burned like brands. Lila's legs shook violently against the spreader bar. Her counts dissolved into broken cries. The crop clattered to the floor.

Marcus picked up the thick vibrating dildo from the table.

It gleamed with fresh lube. Ridged. Long. He pressed the head against her dripping entrance. The tip teased her open pussy but did not push inside yet.

"You will edge three times," he stated. Calm. Controlled. "Then you may come. But only when I allow it."

He switched the vibrator on low.

The buzz filled the room. He rubbed the head up and down her slit. The sensation made her whimper. Her walls fluttered desperately. The large plug in her ass amplified everything.

Marcus pushed the dildo inside her slowly.

One inch. Two. Her pussy stretched around the ridges. He held it there while his other hand delivered one final bare-hand smack to her blazing bottom. The impact shoved the dildo deeper.

Lila gasped.

The vibration traveled through her core. The plug and dildo filled her completely. Pain from her marks mixed with the building pleasure. She hovered right at the edge.

He pulled the dildo out.

"Not yet."

She cried out in frustration. Her pussy clenched on emptiness. The heat in her bottom radiated everywhere. Slickness coated her thighs.

Marcus repeated the process.

The dildo slid back in on the second edge. He thrust it deeper this time. The low buzz intensified. His free hand rubbed her swollen clit in tight circles. The crop marks burned under his touch.

Lila's breath came in short gasps.

" Please," she begged. The edge built faster now. Her body shook in the restraints. The cuffs dug into her wrists. The spreader bar kept her exposed.

He stopped again.

The third edge left her sobbing. Tears ran down her face. Her marked bottom throbbed. Her pussy ached with need. The large plug shifted with every desperate clench.

"Now," Marcus said.

He thrust the vibrating dildo deep and held it there. His fingers attacked her clit with perfect pressure. The crop marks flared hot. The paddle bruises ached. Everything converged.

The first orgasm crashed through her.

Her pussy contracted hard around the dildo. Waves of pleasure ripped through her core. Hot cum gushed out in thick pulses. It squirted around the toy and soaked the bench beneath her. Lila screamed.

Her body shook violently in the restraints.

The large plug made every contraction stronger. Her marked bottom clenched and released. The spasms lasted long. Her thighs trembled. Toes curled against the floor.

Marcus did not stop.

He kept the dildo moving through the first orgasm. The vibrations pushed her straight into a second one. This one hit harder. Her vision blurred. Fresh cum flooded out in hot spurts. The wet sounds filled the room.

"Good girl," he praised. His voice remained calm but his breathing had roughened. "Give me everything."

The third orgasm followed immediately.

Lila's cries turned hoarse. Her pussy spasmed wildly. Cum dripped down her thighs in visible streams. The heat from her punished flesh mixed with the pleasure until she could not tell them apart. Her body surrendered completely.

Marcus finally switched the toy off.

He removed the dildo slowly. Her pussy twitched with aftershocks. Empty now but still leaking. The large plug remained deep in her ass. Her bottom glowed an angry red-purple canvas.

He unfastened the restraints.

First the spreader bar. Then the wrist cuffs. Lila's limbs felt weak. She stayed bent over the bench. Trembling. Owned.

Marcus gathered her up again.

This time he carried her to the wooden chair. He sat and pulled her into his lap facing him. Her marked bottom rested on his thighs. The heat made her hiss.

He reached for the thickest diaper yet.

This one was bulkier than any before. Extra padding. Strong tapes. He slid it under her hips while she straddled him. The baby powder came next. He shook it generously over her blazing bottom and dripping pussy.

The silky scent filled the air.

His fingers spread the powder carefully. They brushed her sensitive clit. Lila moaned softly. Aftershocks still rippled through her.

He pulled the front of the diaper up between her thighs.

The plush padding pressed firmly against her swollen pussy. The bulk forced her legs apart. Marcus taped it tight on both sides. The crinkle sounded loud and permanent.

The large plug stayed sealed inside her.

He adjusted the base carefully under the padding. The diaper grew warm quickly as her leaking arousal continued. Heavy. Sagging. Hers.

Lila pressed her face into his neck.

The words spilled out in a whisper. "Please keep me in permanent discipline. I need the diapers every day. The sessions. The control. Don't ever let me go back."

Marcus stroked her back.

His hand moved possessively over her blouse. He cupped one breast through the fabric. His thumb circled her hard nipple. She felt his cock throb against her padded crotch.

"This is your new reality, Lila. Total surrender."

He kissed her forehead. The contract renewal waited on the small table. Fresh pages. Added clauses. Daily visible diapering. Three punishment sessions minimum. No end date.

"You will sign it tomorrow while plugged and diapered," he said. "But tonight you wear this. You feel this."

Lila nodded against his chest.

The thick diaper crinkled with every breath. The marks throbbed beneath the padding. The large plug kept her full. Her body still twitched with the aftershocks of three shattering orgasms.

Marcus held her tighter.

His fingers traced the diaper tapes. One hand slipped between them to cup the bulky front. He pressed the wet padding against her sensitive pussy. A fresh moan escaped her.

"You will beg for the next session," he reminded her. Calm. Unhurried. Always one step ahead. "In three days. On your knees. In this diaper."

She shivered.

The warmth spread through the thick padding. Her cum from the orgasms mixed with fresh slickness. The crinkle sounded with every small shift. She felt completely owned.

The punishment room lights dimmed slightly.

Marcus did not move to leave. He kept her in his lap. The thickest diaper yet sagged heavily between her thighs. The plug shifted when she breathed. Her bottom burned against his hard thighs.

She had everything she had provoked for.

And more.

The contract would be permanent by tomorrow. The daily diapering clause would bind her visibly. No more hiding. No more pretending.

Lila whispered against his skin.

"Thank you."

Marcus's hand squeezed her padded bottom. The heat flared through the padding. His cock throbbed harder against her.

"Sleep now," he said. "The thickest diaper stays on all night. Tomorrow the new rules begin."

The crinkle filled the quiet room as she settled deeper into his arms. Owned. Marked. Plugged. Diapered.

Completely surrendered.

And the punishment room waited for her next deliberate step.
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