
        
            
                
            
        

    


Sound On, Pants Off




A Hypnotic Femdom Erotica of Voice Control, Ruin Orgasms, and Obedient Desire




Introduction










He never saw her face.




Not once.










There was no webcam feed. No profile picture. No filters. No pretending.










Just sound.










It started on a Thursday night. Late. The kind of late where your mind's half fog, half lust, and your browser history gets more honest by the click.










He wasn’t looking for anything specific. Just noise, maybe. A little background tension while he jerked off in silence. Porn felt stale. Visuals overstimulated him. He didn’t want flashing lights or fake moans or some dead-eyed girl bouncing on cue. He wanted something he couldn’t explain. Something to

 

feel


 
.










He landed in a dark corner of the internet. A voice chatroom. No images, no usernames—just voices and listeners. Most were sloppy. Awkward. Desperate.










Then came her.










No intro. No flirtation.










Just:












“Unzip. Now.”














A voice like silk dragged across skin. Low, confident, unhurried. The kind of voice you don’t argue with. The kind that bypasses your brain and goes straight to your cock.










He froze.












“I said unzip.”














He obeyed.










There was no logic in it. No reason to take orders from a faceless stranger whispering through his tinny laptop speakers. But the way she said it—sharp, effortless, like she’d been speaking into his kinks for years—made obedience feel inevitable.










That was the beginning.










The next night, he was back. Headphones in. Lights off. Hands ready.












“Say nothing,” she whispered. “Just listen.”














And he did.










Night after night, he kept coming back. She had rules. She never revealed her name. Never asked for his. Never allowed video. He didn’t know where she lived, what she looked like, or if she was even real.










But her voice? That was real. Too real. Addictive.










He started craving her sounds—her breath, the click of her tongue against her teeth, the slow drawl of her countdowns.












“Don’t you dare come until I say the word.”














Sometimes he’d edge for hours, gripping the base of his cock, begging under his breath for release that never came. Sometimes she’d leave him there, panting and swollen, and log off without a word. Other times, she’d let him come—but only on her terms.












“Hands behind your back. Use your thighs.”














The shame was half the thrill. The fact that she couldn’t

 

see


 
him made it worse. Or better. He wasn’t performing. He wasn’t impressing her. He was

 

obeying


 
. He was owned.










And she knew it.










She started slipping into his days. He'd replay her old voice notes in the middle of meetings. Whisper her commands into his own ear before sleep. He tried dating someone once—real person, real sex—and couldn’t finish.










Not without the voice.










It was sick. Obsessive. He knew that. But the silence without her felt unbearable. Like his body stopped working right. Like he wasn’t

 

him


 
anymore unless she said so.










One night, she said:












“You're mine now. Say it.”














He hesitated.












“Say it, or I disappear.”














He said it.










He meant it.










That’s when it all changed.




That’s when she started training him.




To get hard with just a word.




To edge with a breath.




To obey without sight, without touch, without logic.










She was in his head. His veins. His fucking soul.










And she hadn’t even shown her face.










Not yet.









Chapter One: Mute Window










He hadn’t planned on staying up this late.










The day had been uneventful. Another string of Zoom calls. Too many emails. A half-hearted workout he didn’t finish. Dinner alone. Netflix noise in the background. And then, somewhere between mindless scrolling and checking his bank app for the fifth time, he ended up in

 

that


 
part of the internet again.










Not porn. He wasn’t in the mood. Not really.










What he wanted… he didn’t have words for it. Something real, maybe. Or less real. He wasn’t sure anymore. Just something that would crawl under his skin and

 

stay there


 
.










The link wasn’t labeled. Just a simple phrase:





“Sound On. Pants Off. No video. No names.”











He clicked it.










The screen went black. Not blank—black. Deep, void-like. Nothing to focus on, nothing to look at. Just a mute window and a waiting silence.










He adjusted his headset. Sat back. Waited.










A few other users were in the chatroom—he could tell by the flickering “connected” icons—but no one spoke. And then…












“You’re late.”














The voice arrived like smoke through a cracked door.










His hand jerked at the sudden sound. A woman’s voice—low, warm, but sharp. Controlled. She didn’t ask if anyone was listening. She

 

knew


 
someone was. Knew he was.










He looked around the room like an idiot, even though there was no camera, no way she could see him.












“You clicked. You stayed. That makes you mine. For now.”














The words settled over his skin like heat.










His mouth was dry. He reached for his water, fumbled it, missed. His fingers twitched toward his zipper but didn’t dare move. Not without her say-so.












“Hands in your lap,” she murmured. “No touching yet. Just feel.”














He obeyed. He didn’t even think about it.












“Good boy. That’s rule number one: I speak. You listen. You don’t interrupt. You don’t guess. You don’t get clever. You

 

obey


 
. Got it?”














He nodded, then realized how ridiculous that was.












“Say yes,” she ordered, amused.














“…Yes,” he breathed.












“Rule number two: No names. No identities. I don’t want to know who you are. You don’t get to know who I am. All that matters is the sound.”














The sound.










It echoed in his chest like a pulse. Her voice wasn’t theatrical or fake. It was

 

present


 
. Grounded. Like she was sitting next to him with her lips brushing the shell of his ear.










He could hear every breath she took.












“Now, unzip.”














A shiver rolled through him. He obeyed.












“Don’t stroke. Not yet. Just let it out. Let it feel the air. Be exposed. Vulnerable. This is mine now. You understand that?”














He did. God, he did.












“Say it.”














“It’s yours,” he whispered.












“Say it louder.”














“It’s yours.”












“Better.”














Silence followed. A long, humming silence that made his cock twitch painfully in the cold air. Then came the smallest sound—a breath, sharp and quick—and it was

 

hers


 
. She let out a soft, amused chuckle like she

 

knew


 
what it did to him.












“Sensitive, aren’t you? That’s good. I like them sensitive. Easy to train.”














Train?










His heart beat faster.












“You don’t get to come tonight. Let’s make that clear right now. You’ll listen. You’ll ache. But if you touch yourself, I’ll know. And I’ll leave.”














“Okay,” he said, almost too fast.












“That’s rule number three: I don’t

 

ask


 
for permission. I give it. You come when I tell you. Not before. Not after. And if you leak, you’ll lick it off your fingers and apologize.”














His jaw tensed. That was new. That was

 

filthy


 
. That was perfect.












“So sit there. Hands in your lap. Hard. Helpless. And listen while I make you mine.”














She started to breathe—intentionally now. Measured inhales, soft exhales. Then a whisper.












“Close your eyes. You’re not going to need them where we’re going.”














He shut them tight.










And the world disappeared.










Nothing left but her voice.









Chapter Two: Terms of Silence










He hadn’t stopped thinking about her voice for days.










It haunted him in places it shouldn’t—between spreadsheet columns, on the treadmill, brushing his teeth. His headphones felt

 

empty


 
without her. Every playlist, every podcast, every ambient track felt flat now, lifeless. She had ruined all other sounds.










He caught himself pausing at elevators, wondering how it would feel to hear her whisper through a hidden earpiece:

 

"Take your cock out now, right here, between floors."











The thought nearly made him stumble into the elevator wall.










And yet, despite the craving that chewed at him day and night, he didn’t dare return immediately.










He made himself wait.










Three full days.










By the time he re-entered the site, heart thudding, his palms were already sweating. He clicked the same link:





“Sound On. Pants Off. No video. No names.”











The screen went black again, that same void-like emptiness. His breath hitched as he slid on his headset. He didn’t even touch himself yet—he was too keyed up. His body

 

remembered


 
what happened last time. He was already half-hard.










And then:












“Took you long enough.”














Her voice was cooler this time. No warm welcome. No purr. Just cool steel with a hint of disappointment.












“I don’t like being ignored.”














“I wasn’t—” he began, but she cut him off instantly.












“Rule number four:

 

You don’t speak unless I say so.


 
”














His mouth snapped shut. His cheeks flushed, humiliated.












“If I wanted excuses, I’d date.”














She let the silence sit there, stretching it until it pressed against his chest like a weight.












“But I’ll forgive you. For now. Take off your shirt.”














He blinked. Shirt?












“Yes, you heard me. Top off. I want you exposed. Even if I can’t see it.

 

You


 
can feel it. That’s what matters.”














He stripped in silence, tossing the shirt to the side. He felt ridiculous for a moment—naked from the waist up in a cold room, staring at a black screen, obeying a disembodied voice.










But then she

 

breathed


 
again. And everything changed.












“Good. Better. Now, hands behind your back. Rest them on the chair.”














He adjusted awkwardly. The position pulled his shoulders back, pushed his chest forward. Made him vulnerable. Open.












“Do you feel that?” she asked.














He nodded.












“Say yes.”














“Yes,” he breathed.












“That’s called obedience. That’s rule number five: When you hear my voice, your body follows. Without hesitation. You’ll get hard when I say so. You’ll edge when I say so. You’ll

 

stop


 
when I say so.”














Her voice grew sharper.












“And if you don’t... I’ll disappear. Understand?”














“Yes,” he said, louder.












“Say

 

I understand, Mistress.


 
”














He hesitated. A beat too long.












“Already forgetting rule four?”














“No! I mean—yes, Mistress. I understand, Mistress.”










The silence that followed was deafening.










Then:












“Better. But don’t flatter yourself—you’re not mine yet. You’re being tested. Trained.”














She paused. He could hear her sip something—tea? Coffee? The casual, domestic sound made his cock twitch.












“You want to be my toy? You want to jerk off to my voice for the rest of your life like a pathetic addict?”














He swallowed hard. “Yes.”












“Then you’ll prove it. Over time. Every day you come back, you get a little closer. Every time you follow the rules, I give you something new. A sound. A breath. A moan. A command.”














Her voice dropped to a whisper.












“Maybe even a reward.”














His breath caught.












“But if you slip up? If you touch when you’re not allowed, or speak without permission, or think you’re in control?”














A pause. A single inhale. Then:












“I vanish. And you’ll never hear me again.”














She let that hang, sharp and terrifying.












“Do you accept these terms?”














He nodded. Then caught himself.












“Yes. I accept.”
















“Say it properly.”














“I accept your terms, Mistress.”












“Say it like you

 

mean


 
it.”














He straightened his back, pushed his hands deeper into the chair, his cock twitching painfully against his jeans.












“I accept your terms, Mistress. I want to be yours.”














A pause.










Then, finally, a soft sound—barely audible. A low, satisfied hum from her throat.












“Good boy.”














His eyes fluttered closed.










He didn’t need to see her.










The sound was enough.









Chapter Three: The Breathing Game










He sat in the dark with his knees apart, arms hanging loose at his sides. Shirtless. Barefoot. His cock straining in his jeans, aching for touch he wasn’t allowed to give.










He didn’t even question the ritual anymore.










He turned the lights off, adjusted the headset just right, and opened the familiar black-screen site like he was unlocking a shrine.










No voice yet.




Just stillness.




Then—












“You’re early.”














His heart jumped.










She sounded pleased this time. Not mocking. Not cold. Just that quiet sort of approval you didn’t realize you were starving for until it landed in your chest like sunlight.












“That’s good. Obedience starts before orders.”














She let the silence settle for a beat. Then—












“Strip.”














He didn’t hesitate.










Jeans, briefs, socks—all gone in seconds. He was naked now, hard already, seated upright in a straight-backed chair in his apartment like a man awaiting judgment.












“Put your hands behind your head.”














He laced his fingers together at the crown of his skull, elbows flaring out. The position felt humiliating. Exposed.










He liked it.












“Good. Now don’t move. We’re going to play a little game.”














She paused.












“The breathing game.”














His heart thumped. “Yes, Mistress.”












“You’re going to listen to me breathe. Nothing else. No words. No moans. No instructions. You’ll listen, and every time I exhale, your cock gets harder. More desperate. You’ll feel it—building, throbbing, leaking.”














He bit his lip.












“But you won’t touch. Not yet.”














Another pause.












“Do you understand?”














“Yes, Mistress.”












“Then listen.”














She started to breathe.










Slowly. Intentionally. It was rhythmic—steady inhales through her nose, long exhales through parted lips. Barely audible at first. But he heard her.










And with every breath out, he

 

felt


 
it.




Felt his cock grow heavier.




Tighter.




Thicker.










His head tilted back slightly as he tried to stay still. Her exhale was like a slow stroke he couldn't escape. The air from her lungs became pressure in his balls. It didn’t make sense, but it didn’t need to.










She

 

trained


 
him to react like this.










A few breaths later, he was already twitching.










Drip.










He blinked. A pearl of precum had escaped, sliding lazily down the head of his cock.












“Told you,” she murmured, finally breaking the pattern.














He moaned involuntarily.












“I didn’t say you could make noise.”














“Sorry,” he gasped.












“Say it properly.”














“I’m sorry, Mistress. I didn’t mean to.”












“Mmm. You’re getting sloppier. That cock must be

 

aching


 
by now.”














He nodded. Then flinched.












“

 

No nodding.


 
Use your words.”














“Yes, Mistress. It’s… I’m so fucking hard.”












“Language.”














“…I’m very hard, Mistress.”












“And desperate?”














“Yes.”












“And wet?”














He swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. Leaking.”












“Good. Then keep listening.”














She resumed her breathing.










Long. Slow. Deep.










He started to tremble. Not from fear—from need. His thighs clenched. His toes curled. He wanted to scream, but knew better.










Her breathing shifted—shorter now, more rapid. It mimicked arousal. She was playing with him, moaning just barely on the edge of each exhale, not fully but enough to send his mind into chaos.










Was she touching herself?




Was this for her, too?




Or was it another layer of control?










He had no idea. And it didn’t matter.










His entire world was sound.










Then came silence.










No breath.










No voice.










Just a few seconds, but it felt eternal.










He nearly broke position, panic rushing in.










Then—












“Did you miss me?”














“Yes,” he said, desperate.












“Tell me where you’re dripping.”














“My cock, Mistress.”












“How much?”














“I… I think it’s on my thigh now.”










She made a pleased sound in the back of her throat.












“Don’t touch it.”














“I won’t.”












“Not even a finger.”














“No, Mistress.”












“Good boy.”














Those two words were almost enough to make him come. Almost.












“Now here’s what’s going to happen. You’re going to sit in that chair, cock wet and twitching, and you’re going to listen to me breathe for another five minutes.”














He groaned.












“And when I’m done, you’re going to thank me. Without touching yourself. And then log off. No coming. No begging. No exceptions.”














“Mistress…”












“Do you want to lose me?”














“No!”












“Then obey.”














And she began to breathe again.










Steady. Powerful. Merciless.










By the time the five minutes were over, his thighs were shaking, his teeth clenched, and his cock was a red, aching monument to denial.












“Thank me,” she whispered.














“Thank you, Mistress.”












“Log off.”














He clicked the tab closed with shaking hands. The screen went blank.










His room was silent.










He sat there, panting, hard as stone.










He didn’t come.










He didn’t touch himself.










He just obeyed.









Chapter Four: Earphones & Elevators










By now, her voice had a home inside his head.










He didn’t need the site anymore to hear her. He could be in a meeting, trying to focus on projections and supply chain costs, and suddenly remember the way she breathed—slow and deep—and feel himself getting hard beneath the conference table.










She had infected his brain.




His body.




His every thought.










He started carrying earbuds everywhere. Not the obvious over-ear kind, just the sleek wireless ones—small, discreet, the kind executives used on calls. He wore them in the elevator. On walks. Even while grocery shopping.










And sometimes…




Sometimes he played her recordings.










She hadn’t given him many—only a few short files from their last sessions. One was just her breathing. Another, a whispered countdown. The third? A 46-second clip of her saying his new title over and over.













“Good boy. Good boy. Good boy…”















He kept it hidden in a locked folder on his phone, disguised as a calendar audio memo.










Today, he was headed to the office—sleek blazer, pressed pants, cool confidence on the outside. But underneath, he was soaked in her command.










He had just stepped into the building elevator when her text arrived.











Mistress:






Play track three. Now. Hands at your sides.











He didn’t hesitate.




The Bluetooth picked it up instantly.




Her voice flowed into his ears like liquid heat.












“Good boy… good boy…”














He felt the rush immediately. His cock thickened in his slacks. His knees softened. The elevator doors slid shut. He was alone, thank god.










She didn’t need to moan.




Didn’t need to say anything explicit.




That voice—calm, repetitive, commanding—

 

owned


 
him.










He stood perfectly still as the floors ticked up.











Good boy.











He swallowed.











Good boy.











His cock pressed tight against his waistband, already leaking.










Then came the second command—one that wasn’t in the recording.










A new message:











Mistress:






Keep the audio playing. When the elevator stops, you will walk to your desk. You will stay hard the entire time. If it fades, you will restart the track and start over. Understand?











He typed with trembling fingers:





Yes, Mistress.












Mistress:






One more thing. No underwear today, right?











His cheeks flushed. He had followed her instructions that morning, even though it felt insane at the time.











Me:





No underwear.











Mistress:






Good boy.











The elevator dinged.










He stepped out.










Her voice echoed in his ears.





Good boy…











Each step was torture. His cock swayed against the inside of his trousers, raw and slick. The fabric rubbed just enough to keep him edging—but not enough to make it stop. A silent, perfect agony.










He passed coworkers. Nodded at reception. Smiled at the new intern.










No one knew.










No one knew that he was standing there with his cock twitching against his thigh because a faceless voice had told him to. Because he was obeying a woman he’d never seen. Because her voice had become his leash.










He sat at his desk, trying to focus. Emails. Reports. Numb thoughts.










But the audio file played on. Her voice—soft, repetitive, inescapable.










His cock throbbed the entire morning.










And then, just before lunch, a final text:











Mistress:






Edge in the bathroom. Not a stroke more. Look yourself in the mirror and say: “I belong to her.”











His breath caught.










He obeyed.










He walked—carefully, awkwardly—to the private stall in the executive bathroom. Locked the door. Unzipped with shaking hands. His cock sprang out, angry, swollen, wet.










He played track three again. Slid his hand once—

 

just once


 
—down the shaft. It was enough.










He edged. Stared at himself in the mirror.










And whispered:




“I belong to her.”










The orgasm didn’t come.




But the surrender did.









Chapter Five: Ruin Rituals










He didn’t come for a week.










Not once.










Not even by accident.










She had tightened her grip on him without ever laying a hand on his body. Every session now began with the same three words, spoken like scripture:












“You don’t come.”














And he didn’t.




Couldn’t.




Wouldn’t dare.










He leaked. He begged. He screamed into pillows while she laughed softly into his ears. But he never finished. Not without permission. And she

 

never


 
gave it.










Tonight was no different.










He logged on early, headphones in, body buzzing with need. His cock was already hard before she even spoke. Pavlov couldn’t have trained a dog better.










The black screen flickered. Then silence.










Then, finally:












“How wet are you tonight, pet?”














His breath caught. “Very, Mistress.”












“Touch it.”














He didn’t hesitate.










Just one stroke and he gasped. His cock was so sensitive it felt electric. His hand shook with restraint as he barely skimmed the head with his thumb.












“Now let me tell you what you’re

 

not


 
going to do tonight.”














He held still, already knowing.












“You’re not going to come.”














He moaned.












“You’re going to edge. Over and over. Until your balls ache and your thighs twitch and you want to cry. Then I’ll let you ruin.”














He blinked. “Mistress?”












“Oh, don’t play dumb. I know you’ve read about it. Ruined orgasms. You dribble. You twitch. You don’t climax, not really. Your body collapses. Your cock gives up. But your brain? Your brain stays mine.”














His mouth was dry. “Yes, Mistress.”












“Say it.”














“I want to ruin for you.”












“Louder.”














“I want to ruin for you, Mistress.”












“Good boy. Start stroking.”














He did. Slow, tight, controlled. Her voice guided him—up, down, pause, up, twist. He matched her rhythm like a dance, skin slick with precum, hips jerking forward into nothing.












“Don’t you dare finish. Not yet.”














She counted for him. From ten to one, whispering each number like a countdown to the edge of his sanity.












“Ten… nine… eight…”














He was close. Too close. His thighs clenched, his toes curled, his whole body strained forward.












“Two… one… now stop.”














He froze. Let out a strangled whimper.










His cock throbbed in his fist. A single drop of cum clung to the tip—but nothing spilled. No climax. Just ache.












“Again.”














She made him do it five times.










Each edge left him dizzier. More sensitive. His vision blurred. He could feel sweat on his chest, his thighs, his neck.










And then she whispered:












“Let it go.”














He didn’t understand.












“No stroking. No squeezing. Just… let it happen. Hands off.”














He let go.










His cock twitched. Then again. A surge moved through him, but it didn’t explode. It

 

collapsed


 
. A pulse, then another. His balls spasmed. His shaft pulsed, and a thin, pitiful drizzle of cum leaked out.










He groaned—not in pleasure, but confusion. Denial. Shock. It felt wrong. It felt perfect.












“That’s a ruined orgasm,” she said.














His head fell back.












“You didn’t earn release. You didn’t

 

deserve


 
pleasure. But I let your body twitch like a toy. That’s all you are to me right now.”














He whimpered.












“Clean it up.”














He wiped himself down, hands shaking.












“Now thank me.”














“Thank you, Mistress.”












“For what?”














“For ruining me.”












“And?”














He paused. Humiliated.












“And for owning me.”














A long silence.










Then, softly:












“Good boy.”














He came back the next night. And the night after that.










Always hard. Always ready.










Never allowed.









Chapter Six: Whisper Protocol










She didn’t speak for the first three minutes.










The call was live, the connection solid, and yet she said nothing.










Only her breath filled his ears—slow, deliberate, confident. It was worse than words. Worse than anything. Because he

 

knew


 
she was watching his silence like a test. Like a pressure cooker.










He knelt by the edge of his bed, naked. Hard, again. The cold floor sent a chill through his legs but did nothing to cool the fire under his skin.










Finally, her voice dropped into his ear like a knife through butter.












“Touch it.”














He moved instantly.












“Stop.”














His hand froze before contact. Not even a breath of hesitation.












“Interesting,” she said, sounding pleased. “Your reaction time has improved.”














He swallowed hard. “Thank you, Mistress.”












“You no longer think. You respond. That’s what I wanted.”














She paused, then continued.












“Tonight is not about stroking. Or edging. Or ruining. You’ve proven you can be denied.”














He waited, still on his knees, cock bobbing under the weight of anticipation.












“Tonight is about programming.”














His chest tightened.












“There are certain words that will now mean

 

action


 
. No second-guessing. No decision. Just movement. Involuntary. Immediate.”














He nodded before realizing his mistake.












“You just disobeyed.”














“I—”












“

 

Rule four.


 
Do not speak unless I give you permission. Or nod. Or breathe differently. Or move a single muscle I didn’t command.”














He dropped his gaze to the floor.












“You will be punished later. For now, let’s begin.”














She took a breath. Then:












“Protocol One: Down.”














His forehead touched the floor instantly. Knees spread. Arms behind his back.












“Protocol Two: Open.”














He arched backward. Spread his legs wider, exposed everything. Shamed, trembling, helpless.












“Protocol Three: Freeze.”














Stillness.










No breath.




No twitch.




No mercy.










He stayed like that for what felt like an hour.










His cock pulsed against open air, his thighs burning from tension. His brain screamed at him to move. To adjust. To stroke.










But the whisper in his ear was louder.












“You’re mine when I say so. Not when you want. You exist to react. Nothing else.”














Then came the next whisper:












“Stroke.”














His hand shot to his cock. Three fast strokes—slippery, sweet, maddening.












“Stop.”














He froze again. Balls heavy. Cock leaking. Heart racing.












“Say,

 

I am yours to program.


 
”














“I am yours to program, Mistress.”












“Say it again, slower.”














“I… am yours… to program… Mistress.”












“Good boy. Now let’s test it.”














She didn’t count down this time. Didn’t warn him.










She simply whispered, soft as a feather:












“Stroke.”














His hand moved before he even processed the word.












“Stop.”














Immediate stillness.












“Down.”














He collapsed to the floor, ass in the air, forehead to the ground.












“Open.”














Legs spread.












“Freeze.”














Everything stopped.










He was shaking. Not from fear—but from the realization that he couldn’t resist anymore. She had built him into a machine of obedience. A creature that

 

moved


 
when she whispered. A body that belonged to her completely, with no resistance left.












“This is Whisper Protocol,” she said. “It is not a game. This is not pretend. These are not kinks. These are commands. Do you understand?”














“Yes, Mistress.”












“You no longer own your actions. I do. Your cock belongs to me. Your body follows my voice. Your pleasure exists only on my schedule. You obey… or you are nothing.”














“Yes, Mistress.”












“Say it back.”














“I no longer own my actions. You do. My cock belongs to you. My body follows your voice. My pleasure exists only on your schedule. I obey—or I am nothing.”










She moaned.










Just once.










That tiny sound was more erotic than a thousand orgasms. It made his cock twitch violently against the floor.












“That was a reward,” she said.














He felt tears well behind his eyes.












“You will sleep on the floor tonight. Naked. No pillow. No blanket. Plug in your headphones. I’ll send a breathing loop.”














She paused.












“And when you wake up hard in the morning… you will not touch it. You’ll thank me instead.”














“Yes, Mistress.”












“Say goodnight.”














“Goodnight, Mistress.”












“Sleep well, my toy.”














The call ended.










He remained frozen on the floor, her final words ringing in his head.











My toy.










Chapter Seven: Public Noise










By now, he didn’t question her orders.










He just obeyed.










The headphones were always nearby. One in his pocket, the other already nestled in his ear as he dressed. A second phone—unlinked, untraceable—sat in his briefcase, used only for one thing: her voice.










Today was different, though.










Not just denial. Not just protocol.





Risk.











That morning, her message was waiting when he opened his eyes, still stiff on the cold floor from the night before.











Mistress:






Black trousers. No underwear. White dress shirt. Navy tie. No jacket.











He obeyed word for word.











Mistress:






Your morning meeting is at 10 a.m., yes?












Me:





Yes, Mistress.











Mistress:






Perfect. Play track seven during the meeting. Left ear only. Volume low. Pretend to be on Bluetooth.











He paused.











Me:





Mistress… it's a full board meeting.











Mistress:






That’s the point.











His cock twitched beneath the sheets.














The boardroom was glass-walled, high above the city skyline. The kind of sleek, modern space meant to impress investors. Suits around the table. Presentation on the screen. Polished smiles hiding buried stress.










He sat in his assigned seat, pretending to check his Bluetooth settings.










His heart pounded in his chest.










Then he hit play.










Track seven began with silence—ten seconds of it. Then her voice, low and

 

slow


 
.












“Hard yet?”














He clenched his thighs.












“You’re in a room full of people. They have no idea. But I do. I know that cock is twitching beneath those slacks.”














He cleared his throat. Tried to focus on the numbers being read off. Graphs. Growth. Returns.










But all he heard was her.












“Let’s play a game. You’re going to keep your face perfectly calm. Nod when someone speaks. Smile when expected. Meanwhile, you’ll listen. And you’ll get harder. And if you leak—if even one drop stains those pants—you’ll know I own you completely.”














He tried to breathe normally.










Someone passed him a report. He nodded, murmured something about “excellent Q2 results.” His hand trembled just slightly as he turned the page.












“Is it swollen yet? I bet it’s red. Maybe even wet. I bet it’s brushing against your thigh like it’s begging for friction.”














She was right. It

 

was


 
.










He shifted just slightly in his seat, hoping no one noticed.












“Good boy. Now... look across the room. Imagine if they knew. If they could hear what I’m whispering to you. If they could see what you’re hiding. What would they think?”














He exhaled slowly. Quietly. His cock pulsed under the table.










Then she changed the tone.












“Protocol: Stroke.”














He froze.










She didn’t mean it. She couldn’t. Not

 

here


 
.












“Just once. Under the table. Slide your palm over that bulge. Once. Do it.”














He obeyed.










His hand slid beneath the polished wood. Just a brush. His palm met hot fabric and the thick, leaking shaft beneath it. His breath hitched so violently he almost choked.










Across the table, someone raised an eyebrow.










“Water?” a colleague asked.










He nodded, reaching quickly for the bottle in front of him.












“Naughty boy,” she whispered in his ear.
















“Do it again.”














He gritted his teeth and obeyed.










Once more. Slow. He could feel the precum dampening the inner thigh of his trousers. It was humiliating. Risky. Completely arousing.












“That’s enough. Hands back up. Smile. Now tell the room what you think of the forecast.”














He blinked. Panicked. Then stood, speaking a few vague sentences about market potential and brand trajectory.










Someone clapped. Another scribbled a note. No one noticed the tent in his trousers.










But

 

she


 
did.












“Good boy.”














He sat again.












“When the meeting ends, go to the restroom. Lock yourself in. Take a photo of your soaked pants and send it to me. No stroking. No release. Just proof of how badly you need me.”














His heart pounded.












“And don’t forget to smile when you leave that room. I want everyone to see what a confident little toy you’ve become.”














The meeting ended five minutes later.










He walked out dripping.










And smiling.









Chapter Eight: The Sleep Command










He had always thought of sleep as a safe zone.










A retreat. A reset. A space untouched by her voice.










But that was before the voice followed him

 

into


 
sleep.










It started with a simple text.











Mistress:






You will sleep plugged in tonight. Full loop. No skipping. No fast-forwarding. Volume low, earbuds in. Lights off. Naked.











His pulse quickened.










He replied without hesitation:





Yes, Mistress.











The file she sent was long. Over six hours.










He downloaded it in silence, afraid to preview it, afraid not to.










The file name read:

 

“Sleep_Command_v1.mp3”















That night, he stripped everything off—shirt, pants, socks, even the sheets. He laid flat on the mattress, headphones in, the familiar buzz of anticipation beneath his skin.










The track began with silence.










Then her voice.












“Breathe in.”














He did.












“Breathe out.”














Slow. Measured.












“Good. That’s all I need tonight. Just breath and obedience.”














There was no tease this time. No mention of cock, or denial, or rules. Just her voice… soothing. Anchoring. Dripping into the dark spaces of his brain.












“You are mine when you are awake.”
















“You are mine when you dream.”
















“Even in sleep, your body listens.”














Her voice would drift away for minutes at a time, replaced by soft, ambient hums—white noise laced with faint, rhythmic pulses.










Then, she'd return. Whispering directly into his subconscious.












“When you wake up tomorrow, you will be hard.”
















“You will not touch.”
















“You will smile, because you belong to me.”














He slipped under.










Deeper.










And her voice followed.















03:00 AM.











He stirred.










His cock was hard. Unbearably so.










Her voice was still playing.












“Don’t touch it. Just

 

feel


 
it. Let your need wrap around your spine. Let your hunger twist in your gut. This is what you are.”














He groaned in his sleep. Rolled his hips against the air, searching for friction.










She continued, calm and relentless.












“You do not need release. You need my voice.”
















“You need to ache.”
















“You need to

 

obey


 
.”



















06:30 AM.











He woke, soaked in sweat.










The sun had barely started to paint the windows. The room was still gray and silent—except for her.












“Time to open those pretty eyes, toy.”














He blinked.












“Don’t move your hands. Don’t adjust your cock. Just lie there and

 

bask


 
in the ache I gave you.”














He was painfully hard. Again.










The sheets beneath his thighs were damp from precum. His balls were swollen, his shaft angry and flushed. It felt like he was seconds from release… and yet

 

she hadn't given permission


 
.










He didn’t dare.












“Did you dream of me?”














He whispered aloud, “Yes, Mistress.”












“Did you moan my name in your sleep?”














“…Yes.”












“Good. Then you’re ready for phase two.”














He waited.










Nothing.










Then her voice—smiling now.












“Later.”














Click.










The audio ended.










He lay there, twitching, soaked, and ruined—before the day had even begun.









Chapter Nine: Sound of Shame










He tried to go on a date.










Tried being the key word.










It had been months since he’d met anyone outside of business or casual acquaintance. And the idea struck him on a Tuesday morning, somewhere between back-to-back calls and his second coffee.










The girl was nice.










Someone from another department. Smart. Funny. Beautiful in that clean, real way. She touched his arm when she laughed. Smiled with her whole face. Wore a dress that made his pulse quicken.










They met for drinks after work.










She talked. He listened.










They flirted. He smiled.










She touched his thigh under the table and leaned in close, and his cock stirred—but not for

 

her


 
. For someone else. For a

 

voice


 
she couldn’t hear.










The girl whispered, “Wanna get out of here?”










He nodded. Not because he wanted to.




Because he needed to

 

know


 
.














Her apartment was warm, clean, candlelit. She kissed him as soon as the door shut. Pulled off her sweater, stood there in just a bra and jeans. He kissed her back. Let his hands run over her hips. Let her push him down onto the couch.










His cock was half-hard. It should’ve been enough.










She straddled him. Pressed her chest against his. Whispered in his ear.










But it felt…

 

wrong


 
.










It was too soft. Too uncontrolled. Too

 

quiet


 
.










He couldn’t focus. His cock didn’t throb like it did when

 

Mistress


 
whispered a single word. He wasn’t twitching from the sound of her breath. He wasn’t leaking at the thought of obeying.










He wasn’t

 

owned


 
.










And he didn’t come.










Not even close.










She eventually pulled back. Gave him a sweet smile. “Tired?”










He nodded. Left not long after.










No goodbye kiss.














He didn’t log on that night.










Didn’t message her either.










But she messaged him.










At exactly 03:00 a.m.











Mistress:






Did you have fun pretending you weren’t mine?











His blood went cold.











Mistress:






Was she wet? Did she touch you? Did she whisper in your ear the way I do?











He didn’t respond.











Mistress:






Tell me what you did. Every detail. Or I disappear.











His hands trembled as he typed.










He told her everything.










From the flirting to the kissing.




From the half-erection to the dead silence in his body.




From the way he kept

 

listening for her


 
even as someone else undressed in front of him.










When he finished, she waited.










Then:











Mistress:






You broke rule six.












Me:





I know, Mistress. I’m sorry.











Mistress:






You will be punished. Log in now.















The screen went black. Her voice cut through instantly—sharper than ever.












“I’m not angry you saw another woman.”
















“I’m not angry you tried to fuck her.”
















“I’m angry that you

 

thought


 
you could enjoy someone who didn’t

 

own


 
you.”














Each sentence hit like a slap.












“Strip.”














He obeyed.












“Kneel on rice.”














His eyes widened. “Mistress?”












“Uncooked rice. Carpet. Now.”














He scrambled to the kitchen. Found a bag. Poured it out on the carpet in front of the screen.










Knees dug into sharp, unforgiving grain. His breath caught.












“Stay.”














She made him kneel there—naked, trembling, broken—for thirty minutes.












“Listen.”














She played back his confession. In his own voice.










She had recorded him.












“You will listen to yourself confess your betrayal while your knees bleed for me.”














He did.










Over and over.










And then, silence.












“You think I’m just a voice, don’t you? Just a kink. A game.”














He shook his head.












“But I am inside you now. Your cock only works for me. Your brain responds to

 

my


 
sounds. No one else’s.”














She was right.












“Say it.”














“My cock only works for you, Mistress. My mind is yours. My obedience is yours.”












“And if you ever try to fuck someone else again?”














“I won’t, Mistress.”












“If you even

 

think


 
of disobeying again?”














“I’ll beg for punishment, Mistress.”










A pause.










Then her voice dropped into the softest, most terrifying register yet.












“You already are.”














He stayed kneeling on the rice for another hour after she logged off.










Because she hadn’t said he could move.









Chapter Ten: The Echo File










He thought he knew what it meant to be owned.










He had accepted her rules. Followed her commands. Lived under the weight of her voice and craved every whispered syllable.










But

 

this


 
—this was something else.










It started with a file.











Mistress:






New file. Don’t open it yet.











The title hit him like a punch in the gut:





“Echo.01 – Him.”











He stared at it for a full minute, heart pounding.











Mistress:






You will listen to it with noise-canceling headphones. No interruptions. No distractions. Completely naked. Plug in. Knees on the floor. Hands behind your back. You will not speak. You will not look away.












Me:





Yes, Mistress.














The apartment was silent.










He followed every word of her setup. Stripped, plugged himself tight. Grabbed his headphones, knelt in the center of the room, and pressed play.










The file began with silence.










Then he heard

 

his own voice


 
.










Breathless. Strained. Humiliated.












“I belong to you, Mistress… my cock is leaking… I haven’t come in days… please ruin me.”














Then

 

her


 
voice layered in—soft, amused, dripping with control.












“Listen to yourself. Do you hear how pathetic you sound? How needy? That’s your truth now. That’s who you are.”














He flinched. Shame flooded his cheeks.










His cock twitched violently.












“You don’t get turned on by women anymore. You get turned on by your own humiliation. Your own obedience. Your

 

own voice


 
begging for me.”














She’d recorded everything.










The pleas. The confessions. The moans.










Then chopped them into loops.












“I need you… I need you… I need you…”














He tried to stay still, but his body trembled. His cock was fully erect, jerking in the air with every repetition of his own desperate words.












“I’m a toy… I’m a toy… I’m a toy…”
















“Say it again, slut,” her voice ordered.














Then

 

he


 
obeyed—on loop.












“I’m your toy, Mistress. I’m your toy. I’m your toy.”














She was using him against himself.










And it

 

worked


 
.










His mind broke open like a cracked egg, the pieces of his identity sliding into a puddle of arousal and submission.












“This is your reward,” she whispered over the loop.
















“You don’t get to come. You don’t get to touch. You only get to

 

listen


 
to what I’ve turned you into.”














He moaned aloud. His cock bobbed in the air, leaking steadily now.












“You didn’t even know you had this in you. But I did. I reached inside and found the truth. And now you get to hear it. Again. And again. And again.”
















“I need you… I need you…”
















“I’m your toy…”
















“Please ruin me…”














It was unbearable.










It was perfect.










He started crying.










Silently. No sobbing. Just tears. His body trembling from the overload of denial and exposure and self-degradation.










He heard her again:












“That’s what I wanted. Not your orgasm. Your breakdown. Your

 

surrender


 
.”














Then silence.










The loop ended.










His own voice faded into stillness.










He sat there, broken, dripping, used—without a single touch.










Then his phone vibrated.











Mistress:






Don’t wipe the tears. Lick them. You earned them.











He obeyed.









Chapter Eleven: Controlled Exposure










It was supposed to be just coffee.










Just a quiet Sunday morning at his favorite café, alone, blending in with the crowd—nothing risky.










But that’s not how she played anymore.










She was escalating.










The moment he stepped out his front door, his phone buzzed.











Mistress:






Right earpiece in. Volume at 60%. Mic on. I want to hear everything. Sit at the window table. Order black coffee. And wear the plug.











His knees nearly gave out.










Not

 

that


 
plug.










The Bluetooth one.











Mistress:






Now.











He obeyed.










He had prepared it hours earlier without knowing why. Silicone. Remote-controlled. Small, but snug enough to press against the deepest part of him. The part she now

 

owned


 
.










He slipped it in with shaking fingers, his body already anticipating what was coming.














The café was crowded but calm.










Students hunched over laptops. Couples reading the paper. The barista smiled when he entered.










“Window seat?” she asked.










He nodded.










His hands were sweating. His cock already twitching beneath his jeans. He sat, trying to look normal, and placed his phone face-down on the table.










Then her voice filtered in.












“I see you.”














He froze.












“Not literally, toy. Not yet. But I hear everything. The clink of the spoon. The sound of your breath. The way you shift when your plug moves.”














He adjusted in his seat. The plug pulsed softly—she had already activated it.










He hadn’t even noticed.












“Order. Then sit still.”














He approached the counter, cheeks flushed. Prayed his voice didn’t crack.










“Black coffee, please.”












“Good boy,” she whispered as he sat back down. “Now smile at the barista. Thank her politely.”














He did.












“Your manners belong to me too.”














The plug buzzed sharply. He inhaled through his teeth.












“Do not squirm.”














He stayed still.










Then, as if her voice were an itch inside his bones, she asked:












“Do you remember what you said in your sleep last week?”














He blinked.












“You said my name. You moaned like a bitch in heat. The file is saved. I could play it right now through your mic and let everyone in the café hear you whimper.”














He clenched his jaw.












“But I won’t. Not today. Today, you’re going to edge for me in silence.”














The plug buzzed again—shorter now. More deliberate.










He tensed.












“Look across the table. Imagine me sitting there. Legs crossed. One finger tapping the glass. I’m mouthing words you can’t hear—but you’re still hard because you

 

know


 
it’s me.”














He shifted again.










The coffee arrived.










He barely noticed.












“Sip it. Slowly. And if you spill even one drop, I’ll punish you.”














He obeyed.










Plug vibrating. Her voice dripping into his ear like poison. His cock pressed tight against his jeans—angry, wet, leaking already.










Then she dropped the hammer.












“In thirty seconds, I’m going to make you leak through those pants. And you will

 

not


 
get up until I say so.”














He panicked. “Mistress—please—”












“Quiet.”














The plug began to pulse—deep, rhythmic waves.










He bit his tongue.










It built fast—too fast. His thighs locked. His hands gripped the edge of the table. He tried to sip his coffee to mask it, but the moment came anyway:










His cock throbbed.










Once. Twice.










Then a wet, sticky

 

burst


 
inside his boxers.










Not an orgasm.




Not even a release.




Just a

 

leak


 
.










A humiliating dribble of precum that soaked through the fabric.












“Look down.”














He did.










A faint wet patch. Just barely visible. But

 

there


 
.












“You’ve stained yourself for me.”














He nodded, red-faced, heart pounding.












“Now sit there. Ten more minutes. Don’t hide it. Don’t cover it. Let the world see who you belong to.”














He did.










And somehow—

 

somehow


 
—he smiled.










Because the shame no longer felt like a punishment.










It felt like worship.









Chapter Twelve: Bound by Frequency










He had never worn a butt plug on public transit before.










He had certainly never worn

 

this


 
one.










Not just a toy.




A receiver.










Linked via Bluetooth to a signal only she controlled.










It wasn’t just buzzing randomly—no. It was synchronized.

 

Tuned


 
to her voice. To her breaths. Her moans. Her silences.










She called it

 

frequency control


 
.










It was her newest invention. Her proudest sadism.














The message came at dawn:











Mistress:






Business trip today. Train ride, correct?












Me:





Yes, Mistress.











Mistress:






Perfect. I’ve uploaded a new sound file. Put in the plug. Right before boarding. And sync it to the file using the app. Low volume, loop mode. Do not touch yourself. Do not lose control. And do not remove the plug until I give permission—understood?












Me:





Yes, Mistress.











Mistress:






Good boy. Enjoy the ride.















The train was crowded.










Not packed, but close. He found a window seat in a quiet carriage, tucked his suitcase beneath him, and kept his eyes forward.










Noise-canceling earbuds in.










Plug, in place.










Phone synced.










He hit play.










The file was titled:

 

“Train Me.”











Of course it was.














At first, it was subtle.










A breath. A whisper. A soft hum.










He closed his eyes, letting her voice wash over him like a drug.












“Every time I inhale, you will clench.”














He did.












“Every time I exhale, you’ll relax.”














Clench. Relax. Clench. Relax.










And the plug responded. Just

 

slightly


 
.










It wasn’t buzzing like a toy. It was

 

pulsing


 
. Following her cadence. Her frequency.










It

 

trained


 
him.










And she kept speaking—low, controlled, steady.












“Feel me. Deep inside. You’re not just plugged. You’re penetrated. I am inside you. Guiding you. Owning you.”














His cock throbbed against his waistband. He was already wet again—already slick and twitching, the seat beneath him growing warm.










The file went quiet for thirty seconds.










Then her voice returned:












“Now. You will ride this wave.”














A low vibration built through the plug—steady and slow. It throbbed in tune with her breath, teasing the deepest part of him.










He shifted in his seat.










A woman across the aisle glanced up.










He smiled weakly.












“You want to move. You want to clench your thighs, maybe grind against the seat.”














Yes. God, yes.












“But you won’t. Because you’re

 

mine


 
.”














The plug vibrated sharply, once—just enough to make his spine arch a fraction.










He caught himself. Adjusted his posture. Bit his lip.












“Stay still.”














Another spike of pressure inside him.












“Don’t you dare leak. Not yet.”














The file went silent again, then looped to a second section.










This time, it was layered—

 

two


 
voices.










Her breath.




And his own.










From a previous recording. Panting. Moaning. Begging.












“Please, Mistress… I’m so close…”
















“Please, Mistress… I’m so close…”
















“Please, Mistress… I’m so close…”














It echoed like a mantra. A prayer.










And all the while, the plug pulsed along with it.












“You’ve become your own punishment,” she said in the track. “Your own voice drives your cock harder than any touch.”














She was right.










He could feel his orgasm building—not from friction, not from hands—but from sound.










Just sound.










But it didn’t come.












“Not yet,” she whispered.
















“Not ever.”














The train arrived at his stop fifteen minutes later.










His legs were weak.










His pants soaked with precum.










His hole clenched around the plug like it belonged there.










He walked through the station like a man possessed—twitching, aching, obedient.










His phone vibrated again.











Mistress:






Don’t remove the plug.












Me:





How long, Mistress?











Mistress:






Until you’ve earned the next level. Soon.













“You will wear my frequency. You will ache with every breath I take. And when I do let you come... it’ll be in a place of my choosing. At a time I decide. Under the gaze of strangers.”














He didn’t reply.










Because she already had her answer.









Chapter Thirteen: Face the Sound










It came without warning.










A private link. Encrypted. No title. No message. Just a one-line subject:











“Turn your camera on.”











He stared at the screen for a long time.










Mistress had never asked for that.










Not once.










The rules were clear. No faces. No names. Just sound.










He typed:





Me:


 

Mistress… I thought—











The reply came instantly.











Mistress:






Obey.











His heart thundered.










He closed the door. Drew the curtains. Checked every camera setting twice.










Then clicked the link.










The screen turned black for a moment—like it always did.










But this time… it blinked.




Once.




Then twice.










And then—her screen lit up.














He stopped breathing.










She was there.










Not fully—just her lips. Her mouth. A shadowy silhouette from the shoulders up.










Red lipstick. Pale throat. A hint of collar.










And then: her voice.












“You finally get to see the mouth that owns you.”














His cock surged.












“But only because I

 

let


 
you.”














She watched him. He knew she was watching. Her voice was still calm, still dripping with that same commanding heat—but now, there was

 

presence


 
. A reality that shattered every barrier he’d clung to.












“Strip.”














He didn’t hesitate.












“Camera on.”














He hesitated.












“Say it.”














“…Camera on, Mistress.”










He clicked.










Now she could see him.










Naked. Hard. Leaking. Kneeling like a dog.












“Good boy.”














She smiled.












“Look at you. Weeks of denial. Ruined orgasms. Public exposure. Training loops. Shame. And still, you ache.”














He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”












“You’re not a man anymore. You’re a sound-reactive object. A toy. A thing I’ve programmed with nothing but voice.”














“Yes, Mistress.”












“Do you want release?”














“…Yes.”












“Do you deserve it?”














A long pause.










“…No, Mistress.”












“Correct.”














She leaned in close, lips filling the frame.












“But I’m going to give it to you anyway.”














His mouth dropped open.












“Only because I want to see what you look like when you

 

break


 
.”














The screen flickered.










Her voice deepened.












“Stroke.”














He obeyed. One hand. Slow. The way she’d trained him.












“Faster.”














He moaned.












“Stop.”














He froze. Her smirk widened.












“You’re not coming until I say your name.”














He blinked. “But—Mistress, I don’t even—”












“You do. You know it. It’s burned into your spine.”














The plug buzzed. Once. Twice.










His whole body tensed.












“Say it.”














“I don’t—”












“

 

Say it.


 
”














He cried out. The tension snapped. The dam broke. His body surged forward.










“

 

Evelyn.


 
”










She smiled.












“That’s it.”














He came.




Hard.




Violently.




More than he thought possible.










His legs gave out. He collapsed forward, twitching, groaning, soaked in his own surrender.










She watched. Silent.










Then:












“Good boy.”














The camera blinked.










Then darkness.










Then her voice—once more.












“Now that you’ve seen me, heard me,

 

come


 
for me… there’s only one thing left.”














He swallowed.












“Say it.”














He whispered, “I’m yours.”












“Forever?”














“…Forever.”












“Sound off.”














Click.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


 
, you’ll love these other wild, wicked reads…











Her Perfect Toy











A dominant woman. A broken man. Pegging, diapers, chastity, and control so deep he forgets his own name.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F38M5PBR


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











Ten girls. One secret sisterhood. Initiation starts with a diaper, ends in full surrender.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3W868Y9












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


 
his type. A reality show, a broken alpha, and one cruel twist of fate.




➡

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3Q65W73









His Baby Forever





She needed a Daddy. He needed to break her. What started as punishment turned into obsession—and now she’ll never grow up again.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0DVTFS1FH












Little Lies











She told one lie and got a Daddy. Now he owns her shame, her orgasms, and her mind.




➡

 
 

 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F3JGSLLS












Craving more?





Follow Polly Bane on Amazon and never miss a new release dripping in kink, control, and erotic power play.









Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg
SOUND ON, PANTS OFF

AUTHOR: POLLY
BANE





