
        
            
                
            
        

    


Suite Surrender




A Lesbian Mistress Double Dildo BDSM Romance story




Introduction











A weekend in the city’s most exclusive hotel. A Mistress with a taste for fine lingerie, hard toys, and total surrender. All you have to do is sign her contract… and obey.











When Clara’s invitation arrives—a silk envelope, her name handwritten—she imagines a lavish party. What she gets is a private suite, a rack of custom lace harnesses, and a list of rules she never expected. Cass, her elegant hostess, is no ordinary lover: she’s a Mistress with a strict hand and a passion for bringing good girls to their knees.










The rules are simple:










●

 
       

 
Strip and kneel.



 









●

 
       

 
Choose your harness.



 









●

 
       

 
Submit to every command—spanking, strapon play, double dildos, and whatever Cass desires.



 









As the weekend spirals into exquisite obedience, Clara is pushed to her limits—bound, spread, and filled in ways she’s never dared. Pleasure and pain blur, pride gives way to desperate want, and Clara must decide if she can surrender not just her body, but her heart.











Chapter One: Check-In










Clara pressed her palm flat against the cool marble countertop, a soft shiver snaking up her spine as she watched the concierge slide a thick, embossed envelope toward her. The envelope was blush pink, sealed with black wax stamped in the shape of a collar and leash. Her name—Clara Hastings—was written in looping, deliberate script that made her throat tighten.










“Welcome to the Allegra,” the concierge murmured, her lips curling in a knowing smile. “You’ll find everything you need inside. Your suite is ready. Shall I have your luggage sent up?”










Clara nodded, clutching her purse like a lifeline. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d been this nervous for anything—certainly not a simple weekend away. But then, nothing about this invitation had felt simple.










She waited until she was alone in the gold-flecked elevator before opening the envelope. Inside: a key card, a single black velvet ribbon, and a heavy sheet of paper.











Suite 1702.






Rules:











●

 
       

 
Strip as soon as you enter.



 









●

 
       

 
Choose your harness from the rack and kneel in the bedroom.



 









●

 
       

 
Keep your eyes down until I arrive.



 









●

 
       

 
The safe word is “orchid.”





—C




 









Her breath caught, excitement and terror tumbling together in her chest. She’d never done anything like this. She’d read stories—yes. Bought toys and fantasies in secret, watched videos in the dark. But no one in her real life would believe the Clara standing in this elevator, reading these instructions with trembling fingers.










The doors glided open to the penthouse floor. Soft carpet muffled her steps. At 1702, she hesitated, heart pounding, then pressed the key card to the sensor. The light flashed green.










The suite was a palace—floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, pale silk drapes, a king-sized bed scattered with black rose petals. A bottle of champagne sweated in an ice bucket. At the foot of the bed, a long brass rack stood draped with delicate lingerie—lace harnesses in blush, black, and deep red, gleaming with gold rings and leather straps.










Clara closed the door, let her purse slide from her shoulder, and slipped off her shoes. Her hands shook as she reached for the zipper of her dress. With every inch of skin revealed, her cheeks burned hotter, but she followed the rules. She stripped, folding her clothes into a neat pile at the end of the bed.










Bare, she walked to the rack. Every harness was a work of art—soft, intricate, inviting touch and obedience. She chose one in black lace threaded with thin leather, golden rings at the hips and sternum. She stepped into it, drew the straps up her thighs and around her waist, trembling as she fastened the final buckle at her collarbone.










Kneel in the bedroom.










She knelt on the plush rug, hands flat on her thighs, eyes fixed on the floor as instructed. Her body was humming—fear and want, anticipation blooming between her legs. The silence pressed in around her, broken only by the distant thrum of city traffic through glass.










She lost track of time—seconds, minutes, she didn’t know. Only the steady rush of her own breath kept her company.










Then, at last, the soft click of the door.










Clara’s heart skittered. She didn’t dare look up. Heels tapped across the hardwood, unhurried, confident.










A hand—cool, graceful—slid beneath her chin and lifted her face. Cass stood above her, impossibly poised in black heels and a velvet robe that barely covered the hint of matching harness beneath. Her eyes, sharp and warm all at once, raked slowly over Clara’s trembling form.










“Well done, darling,” Cass murmured. “You followed the rules beautifully. Now let’s see how well you obey.”










Her thumb traced Clara’s lower lip. Clara shivered, unable to breathe, craving the next command.










“Tonight, you’re mine. You’ll learn what it means to surrender—body, mind, every little secret ache. And if you please me,” Cass purred, brushing her lips across Clara’s cheek, “I’ll show you exactly what this suite is for.”










The door clicked shut behind them, sealing Clara into a night of rules, restraint, and the kind of pleasure she’d only ever dared to dream.











Chapter Two: Lingerie and Leather










Cass’s touch was gentle but unyielding, her grip on Clara’s chin an unspoken promise of everything to come. For a heartbeat, Clara was sure she’d faint, or melt, or beg right then and there for whatever Cass had planned. But Cass just smiled—a little softer, a little darker—and stepped back, letting Clara’s anticipation sharpen to a knife’s edge.










“Hands behind your back,” Cass commanded.










Clara obeyed, fingers trembling as they laced at the small of her spine. Cass circled her slowly, heels clicking, velvet robe brushing the backs of Clara’s bare knees. For a moment, Clara felt like a painting—a living art piece, decorated only in lace, offered up for Cass’s inspection.










Cass leaned down, lips grazing the shell of Clara’s ear. “You look exquisite. I chose these harnesses for a reason. They’re not just for display—every strap has a purpose. Every ring is an invitation.”










She produced a length of soft, black leather from the dresser—an elegant, narrow paddle, polished to a sinful shine. Clara’s pulse quickened. Cass traced the paddle down her back, slow enough to make her shudder.










“I want you to remember this feeling. Anticipation. Vulnerability. Trust.” Cass’s voice was silk and steel. “If you ever need to stop, what will you say?”










“Orchid,” Clara whispered, her voice barely steady.










“Good girl.” The praise lit something molten inside her.










Cass placed a hand on Clara’s lower back, guiding her gently forward. “Knees wider. Back arched. Show me how eager you are.”










Heat surged through Clara as she obeyed. Her cheeks burned, exposed and open, the lace harness a delicate cage around her curves.










The first smack landed gentle, almost playful. A tease. Cass let her linger in the sting, then delivered another—harder, sharp enough to make Clara gasp. The rhythm built: smack, caress, praise, and another sting. Each swat left her breathless, aching, but desperate for more.










“You’re doing beautifully, Clara. I want to see you glowing, marked by my hand. Count for me.”










Clara swallowed, voice shaking. “One.”










The next smack landed, harder, the paddle meeting skin with a satisfying crack. “Two.”










Cass worked her slowly, expertly—never cruel, always controlled, her free hand soothing the red heat after each impact. By the time Clara reached ten, her thighs trembled and her breath came in desperate, wanton little pants.










Cass knelt behind her, fingers tracing the welts blooming along Clara’s skin. “Perfect,” she murmured. “Now, let’s see what else you can handle.”










Clara hardly had time to recover before Cass was unlocking a drawer at the side of the bed. She withdrew a box, silk-lined and gleaming—inside, a sleek pink strapon, its matching double dildo glinting wickedly alongside a bottle of warming lube.










Cass set the toys on the bed, eyes locked with Clara’s, daring her to break eye contact. “On the bed, darling. On your back, legs open.”










Clara obeyed, shyness burning away under the hunger of Cass’s gaze. She felt exposed, cherished, utterly at Cass’s mercy.










Cass climbed onto the bed, strapping herself in with practiced ease, the harness hugging her hips like a promise. She slicked the double dildo generously with lube, then pressed it against Clara’s inner thigh—teasing, testing.










“Take a deep breath for me.” Cass’s voice was low, intimate. “You’re safe. You’re mine.”










Clara exhaled, shivering with anticipation as Cass eased the first inch inside her—slow, relentless, rewarding every gasp with a soft, encouraging kiss. Cass’s rhythm was patient, stretching Clara open with the toy, never rushing, always pausing to stroke her thighs or press a tender kiss to her trembling mouth.










Soon, Clara was moaning, hips arching, filled in a way that was both overwhelming and achingly perfect. Cass’s hips rocked against hers, the double dildo uniting them in a dance of pleasure and control. Every thrust was measured—deep, slow, deliberate—driving Clara closer and closer to the edge.










Cass leaned down, her lips hovering over Clara’s ear. “Good girl. Let me see you come for me. Show me how much you love surrendering.”










Clara’s whole body trembled, a wave of pleasure cresting as Cass’s hand found her clit—stroking in time with the deep, possessive thrusts. She couldn’t hold back, her cries muffled against Cass’s shoulder as she shattered in her Mistress’s arms.










Cass held her through every aftershock, soothing and strong. When the trembling subsided, she pressed a kiss to Clara’s damp cheek, voice soft with promise.










“This is only the beginning. You belong to me tonight. And I haven’t even used the restraints yet.”










Clara smiled through tears, her body spent and satisfied, her heart already aching for more.











Chapter Three: Silk Restraints










The city lights glittered far below the window, a jeweled carpet stretching to the edge of the night. In the golden hush of the suite, Clara’s breath still trembled from her climax, every nerve raw and alive beneath her skin.










Cass didn’t hurry. She never did. She let Clara rest, stroking her hair, her hand gentle on flushed, marked skin. But the electric current of command never faded. Cass’s touch, even soft, felt like an invisible leash around Clara’s neck—a promise of what more the night would bring.










When Clara’s breathing slowed, Cass kissed her temple and murmured, “On your knees again, pet. It’s time you learned about patience.”










Clara moved slowly, muscles singing with soreness and pride. The harness shifted on her body, leather hugging her hips, the faint scent of her own arousal clinging to the straps.










Cass opened a velvet-lined box on the nightstand and drew out a coil of pale pink silk rope, delicate and gleaming. “Hands behind your back,” she instructed, voice low but impossible to disobey.










Clara complied, wrists crossed obediently. Cass worked with expert grace, looping and knotting, binding Clara’s hands with a tension that was neither painful nor lax—just enough to remind her, every second, that she wasn’t in control.










Cass moved in front of her, the strapon still glistening from their last bout, harness framing her hips like lingerie made for battle. She cupped Clara’s cheek, thumb stroking over her lips, then gently pressed her index finger into Clara’s mouth.










“Suck.”










Clara closed her eyes and obeyed, tongue swirling around Cass’s finger, savoring the taste of her Mistress’s skin. Cass watched her, eyes dark and hungry. “That’s my good girl,” she whispered. “So eager to please. And I haven’t even made you beg yet.”










Cass withdrew her hand and stood. “On the bed. Face down, ass up.”










Clara crawled into place, heart pounding, cheeks burning as she presented herself, arms still bound. The sheets were cool beneath her knees, the scent of champagne and sex floating in the air.










Cass trailed her palm over Clara’s bruised skin, tracing each welt, each trembling muscle. “You wear my marks so beautifully. I want you to remember every one tomorrow. But tonight, I want you to beg.”










Clara’s answer was a desperate whimper, muffled by the sheets.










Cass’s hand landed in a sharp, stinging slap. “Use your words, pet. Tell me what you want.”










Clara swallowed, her voice hoarse with need. “Please, Mistress. I want more. I want to be filled again. Please…”










“More what?”










Clara hesitated, cheeks hot. “More spanking. More… more of your cock. Please.”










Cass hummed in approval. “Much better. But first, a little lesson in restraint.”










She produced a matching silk blindfold and tied it gently around Clara’s eyes, plunging her world into black velvet. Suddenly, every touch felt magnified. Cass trailed her nails down Clara’s spine, her lips brushing the shell of Clara’s ear.










“You’re completely at my mercy now, aren’t you?”










Clara nodded, the helplessness thrilling her to the core. She shivered as Cass parted her thighs, fingers tracing the slick, tender heat between her legs.










“You take my cock so well,” Cass crooned, “but tonight, you’ll learn to take both.”










Clara moaned at the promise. Cass’s hands were quick and skilled—slipping a second, smaller dildo alongside the first, both toys slick and warm, stretching her wide until she was gasping, squirming helplessly against her bonds.










Cass’s voice was pure command. “Don’t move. Don’t come until I say.”










The next minutes blurred into sweet torment—Cass alternating between thrusts and slow, deep strokes, spanking Clara’s ass until her skin was afire, soothing her with kisses, then pushing her right back to the edge. Blindfolded and bound, Clara was nothing but sensation, her world reduced to Cass’s voice, Cass’s hands, and the glorious ache of surrender.










At last, Cass leaned over her, pressing her lips to Clara’s ear. “Come for me now. Let go. Give it all to me.”










Clara’s orgasm crashed over her, wild and overwhelming, her cries echoing off the high ceilings. Cass held her, rode her through the aftershocks, never letting her feel alone for a second.










When the world finally slowed, Cass untied the blindfold and silk, pulling Clara into her arms. “You did so well, pet,” she murmured. “You’re perfect. All mine.”










Clara collapsed into Cass’s embrace, utterly undone—marked, filled, cherished, and kept.











Chapter Four: Exhibition










After her second orgasm, Clara floated in a haze of bliss, the silk ropes still ghosting their memory on her wrists. Cass lay beside her, one arm curled protectively around her waist, her other hand stroking lazy circles up and down Clara’s thigh.










The room was silent, save for the thrum of the city and the occasional, soft gasp from Clara as the aftershocks rolled through her. Cass’s kisses were soft now—forehead, cheek, the tip of her nose—each one a whispered promise that Clara was safe, cared for, treasured.










But just as Clara began to slip into relaxation, Cass’s hand tightened on her hip.










“Stay with me, pet,” Cass whispered. “We’re not done.”










Clara looked up, dazed but eager, her body already stirring with new anticipation. Cass’s eyes sparkled with mischief. She sat up, adjusted her robe, and retrieved a length of soft, pale-pink silk ribbon from the bedside drawer.










“On your knees at the foot of the bed.”










Clara obeyed, her movements slower now, weighted with exhaustion and satisfaction, but she found a new kind of strength in the obedience Cass drew from her.










Cass knelt in front of her, tying the ribbon into a delicate bow around Clara’s neck—a new collar, lighter than leather but carrying its own quiet command. “Tonight, you’re my display piece. And I want you to feel how beautiful you are when you obey.”










She led Clara to the balcony, high above the city. The lights below twinkled like distant stars. The balcony itself was hidden from view by thick velvet drapes, but Clara’s heart pounded at the risk, the thrill of being on display, naked but for her harness and new silk collar.










Cass drew her close, letting her feel the chill of the night air on her bare skin. “Hands on the railing. Eyes straight ahead. You’ll stay right here until I say otherwise. Anyone looking up from the street would only see a goddess, kneeling in obedience for her Mistress.”










Clara’s breath hitched. The cold metal bit into her palms; her nipples pebbled in the cool air, but her body burned with excitement. She felt the tension—an edge of fear, shame, and arousal—thrumming through her veins.










Cass moved behind her, one hand firm on her hip, the other running teasingly up her spine. “You’re gorgeous, Clara. All mine, for the world to see.”










She kissed Clara’s neck, just above the bow, then trailed her fingers down between Clara’s legs, stroking her slowly as the city buzzed below.










Clara bit her lip, eyes fixed on the horizon, every nerve alight. She moaned softly, hips moving against Cass’s hand, her mind blank with want.










“Do you trust me?” Cass whispered.










“Yes, Mistress,” Clara breathed, barely able to keep her voice steady.










“Good. Spread your legs for me.”










Clara obeyed, opening herself wider, exposed to the night. Cass’s fingers slipped deeper, teasing, stroking, circling her clit with expert precision.










“You’re going to come for me again, pet. Out here, on display, so you remember who owns you—even in the open air.”










The sensation built, shame and arousal mingling until Clara’s whole body trembled. Cass kept her balanced on the edge—one hand on the collar, the other commanding her pleasure, never letting her fall until Clara was begging.










“Please, Mistress, please—let me come.”










Cass pressed a kiss to her ear. “Now, pet. Come for me. Show the city how beautiful you are when you surrender.”










Clara shattered, her cries lost in the rush of wind and city noise, her body held steady by Cass’s strong hands. The release was fierce, liberating, and left her shaking with gratitude and pride.










When the shivers faded, Cass gathered her in close, wrapping her in a thick hotel robe, her lips pressing comfort into every inch of Clara’s skin.










“Perfect girl,” Cass whispered, holding her close. “You’re everything I ever wanted.”










Clara leaned into Cass’s embrace, her body exhausted but her heart brimming—marked, cherished, and finally, truly seen.











Chapter Five: The Art of Obedience










The night in the suite stretched out, heavy with promise. Wrapped in the thick hotel robe, Clara felt small and safe in Cass’s arms, her body still humming with the lingering echoes of pleasure and fear. She didn’t know how much time had passed—ten minutes, an hour, a lifetime—but the outside world had faded away, replaced by the gold-lit cocoon of the suite and the steady, grounding warmth of Cass’s body against hers.










Cass brushed a stray curl from Clara’s forehead and pressed a gentle kiss to her temple. “Are you still with me, pet?”










Clara nodded, her voice quiet but sure. “Yes, Mistress. I’m yours.”










A smile curled at Cass’s lips—satisfied, hungry, proud. “That’s my good girl. Now let’s see if you’re ready for a new lesson.”










She guided Clara gently back to the bed and shed her own robe, revealing the glint of leather straps, a matching black harness, and the delicious, threatening outline of a crop resting on the nightstand. Next to it, a set of jewelled clamps, a slim plug, and a remote-controlled bullet lay arranged with loving precision.










Clara’s heart skipped. She felt her breath catch—fear, arousal, anticipation, all tangled together. Cass saw it, and her eyes softened.










“Color?” Cass asked, her hand cupping Clara’s cheek.










“Green,” Clara whispered, her pulse thundering with eagerness.










Cass grinned and kissed her—soft, then hard, her teeth grazing Clara’s lip. “Good. Then you’ll stand and hold out your arms.”










Clara obeyed, arms trembling as Cass fastened leather cuffs to her wrists and ankles. With a practiced flick, Cass attached the cuffs to subtle anchor points on the headboard, spreading Clara’s arms and legs until she was gloriously, utterly exposed. The robe slipped away, leaving only the black lace harness and the pale pink bow still tied at her neck.










Cass stroked a hand down Clara’s belly, pausing just above the soft swell of her sex. “Tonight is about obedience. Pleasure—yes. But you will not come again until I give you permission. You’ll beg for it, and you’ll earn it. Understood?”










“Yes, Mistress.”










Cass’s hand found the clamps. She toyed with Clara’s nipples—rolling, pinching, pulling until Clara gasped—then fastened the jewelled clamps in place. A delicious ache bloomed, sharp and sweet, every beat of her heart making her more aware of her body, her helplessness.










Next, the plug—cool, slick, pressing gently at first, then sliding in with slow, relentless pressure until Clara whimpered. Cass pressed a kiss to her cheek. “You’re doing so well, pet. Every inch of you belongs to me tonight.”










Finally, Cass cupped Clara’s chin, locking eyes with her. “Now for the fun part.” She picked up the remote and flicked it on. The bullet nestled between Clara’s thighs came to life—a low, insistent hum that sent sparks dancing up her spine.










Cass settled beside her, the crop tapping idly against Clara’s thigh. “Let’s play a little game, darling. Every time you beg me for release, I’ll give you a spanking—ten strokes. But you can only come when I say. If you last long enough, your reward will be more than just an orgasm.”










Clara’s whole body tensed, breath coming faster as the bullet’s vibrations teased her, the clamps tugged at every movement, and the plug filled her with a constant ache. She bit her lip, fighting to keep control.










The first wave of need came fast, catching her off guard. “Please, Mistress. May I come?”










Cass’s smile was wicked. “No, pet. Not yet. Ten strokes.”










The crop landed sharp and sweet—one, two, three—each one punctuated with praise or a gentle caress, until Clara was moaning, straining against her restraints, desperate and aching.










“Again,” Cass commanded, increasing the bullet’s intensity.










“Please—please, Mistress—may I come?”










Cass’s voice was velvet and iron. “No, darling. Ten more.”










The cycle repeated—vibration, spanking, pleading, denial—until Clara was sobbing with need, body on fire, mind emptied of everything but Cass’s voice, her rules, her hands.










Finally, when Clara was shaking, begging, nearly broken, Cass knelt over her and kissed away her tears. “You’ve pleased me, Clara. You’ve earned your release.”










Cass removed the clamps, sending a fresh burst of pleasure through Clara’s nipples, then cranked the bullet to its highest setting. “Now. Come for me. Show me you belong to me.”










Clara’s orgasm was shattering—white-hot, overwhelming, rolling through her until she screamed, every nerve lit with ecstasy and surrender. Cass held her close, kissing her, praising her, letting her float in the warm, boundless safety of true submission.










As Clara’s body stilled, Cass gently freed her from the cuffs, rubbing warmth back into her limbs. She pulled Clara into her arms, wrapped her in soft blankets, and whispered sweet nothings against her hair.










“You’re perfect,” Cass murmured. “So fucking perfect. All mine, for as long as you want to be kept.”










Clara drifted, boneless and adored, knowing that she’d never been freer than in these silken restraints.











Chapter Six: Kept










The world felt blurry and warm around Clara, every muscle loose, her skin alive with the faint ache of discipline and the delicious afterglow of surrender. Cass lay curled beside her, propping her head on one hand, the other tracing lazy patterns up and down Clara’s bare back.










They lay together in the quiet, cocooned in soft sheets and candlelight, the rest of the city lost beyond the windows.










Cass brushed her lips across Clara’s shoulder. “How are you feeling, pet? Tell me the truth.”










Clara smiled—a slow, deep smile that reached all the way to her bones. “Safe. Wanted. Completely ruined.” She let out a shaky laugh. “And I never want to leave this room.”










Cass’s eyes warmed. She cupped Clara’s cheek, thumb stroking tenderly. “You’re not ruined, darling. You’re blooming.”










For a long moment, Cass just looked at her, the silence weighted with understanding, the kind that settles between people who have shared too much to go back. Then Cass drew her close, noses brushing, and pressed a kiss to Clara’s forehead.










“I want you to sleep, now,” Cass said softly. “But first—one more rule for tonight.”










Clara arched an eyebrow, heart fluttering at the thought of more.










Cass reached for the bedside drawer and withdrew a pink locking collar—padded, delicate, but unbreakable. She held it up, question clear in her eyes. “Let me keep you, even in your dreams?”










Clara nodded, her throat tight with emotion. “Please, Mistress.”










Cass fastened the collar gently around her neck, the tiny lock clicking into place with a sound that made Clara shiver with anticipation and belonging.










“There. My perfect girl,” Cass murmured, pulling Clara into her arms. “You’ll wear this for me until morning. And if you wake needing anything—water, comfort, touch—you’ll wake me, and I’ll take care of you. That’s my rule.”










Clara snuggled closer, the safety of Cass’s embrace and the firm pressure of the collar grounding her. Sleep tugged at her eyes, but before she drifted off, she whispered, “Can I ask you something?”










Cass’s hand stilled, her gaze gentle. “Anything.”










“Have you… ever wanted to keep someone like this before?” Clara’s voice was hesitant, hope and uncertainty twined together.










Cass smiled, stroking her hair. “I’ve trained, I’ve played, I’ve dominated, yes. But not like this. Never someone I wanted to keep, not until now.”










Warmth flooded Clara’s chest. She pressed her lips to Cass’s wrist in silent gratitude, her body easing into the softest submission—a trust that went deeper than any contract, any harness, any game.










Cass turned out the lights and pulled the sheets up, wrapping herself around Clara from behind. “Goodnight, my darling. Sleep knowing you’re wanted. Owned. And that tomorrow, the fun continues.”










The last thing Clara felt was Cass’s breath at her ear and the gentle, protective weight of the collar—a promise that she would wake still cherished, still kept.











Chapter Seven: Morning Collar










Sunrise slipped through the silk curtains, casting warm gold over tangled sheets and two bodies entwined. Clara woke slowly, her cheek pressed to Cass’s bare shoulder, the soft pressure of the pink collar still snug at her throat—a physical reminder that last night hadn’t been a dream.










For a long moment, she lay still, letting herself savor the feeling of being held, owned, safe. Cass’s breath warmed her ear, the Mistress’s arms heavy and reassuring around her waist.










Clara stirred, turning just enough to meet Cass’s sleepy gaze. For the first time, she saw the woman not as her Mistress, but as Cass: eyes soft, hair tousled, mouth curved in a private, lazy smile.










“Good morning, pet,” Cass murmured, fingers playing with the collar’s lock. “Still mine?”










Clara smiled shyly, nodding. “If you want me.”










Cass’s laughter was low, rich. “Darling, I want you in every possible way. But let’s start with breakfast.”










They lounged together, bodies pressed close, laughter and small touches filling the room with a new kind of intimacy—gentler, but no less charged. Cass ordered room service with an easy authority, never once letting go of Clara’s hand.










Over coffee and fresh fruit, Clara found herself opening up—telling Cass about the life she left behind, the dreams she was afraid to chase, the longing that had drawn her to the envelope and the contract and, ultimately, to this suite.










Cass listened, never rushing, never judging. She stroked Clara’s thigh under the table, each touch a silent reassurance that Clara’s secrets were safe here.










After breakfast, Cass guided Clara back to the bed, her gaze serious but full of warmth. “Are you ready for more, my darling? Or do you need to talk? I want you happy, sated, and safe. Always.”










Clara swallowed, surprised by the ache of vulnerability. “I… I want more. But I want you, too. All of you. Not just the Mistress. Cass.”










Cass smiled, soft and real. “You’ll have both. You’ve already earned that.”










She reached for the key and unlocked the collar, but didn’t remove it—just loosened it, letting it rest against Clara’s pulse. “You can take this off, if you wish. The contract ends when you say.”










Clara shook her head, eyes bright. “I want to keep it on. I want to keep being yours.”










Cass leaned down and kissed her, slow and sweet, then deeper, her fingers sliding beneath the collar to hold Clara steady. The taste of fruit lingered between them, as new hunger replaced the ache of the night before.










“Then let’s make this morning unforgettable,” Cass whispered.










She pressed Clara back into the pillows, lips trailing fire down her throat, hands undoing the robe that Clara had thrown on after breakfast. She took her time, savoring every gasp, every shiver, every whispered plea.










Cass’s mouth traced the collarbone, the valley between Clara’s breasts, pausing to leave gentle bites that sent Clara squirming. Her hands were firm, guiding, never asking permission now—only giving what Clara so clearly craved: surrender, worship, the safety of being undone in someone else’s arms.










Cass slid down, kissing Clara’s stomach, then further still, until her tongue was parting Clara’s folds and her hands were holding Clara’s hips tight to the mattress. Clara moaned, hips lifting, her world reduced to pleasure and need and the knowledge that she belonged here, wanted and kept.










When Clara came, it was with Cass’s name on her lips—no titles, just the woman who had claimed her and, somehow, freed her all at once.










Afterward, Cass held her, stroking her hair, whispering praise and soft promises against her skin.










“Whatever happens after this weekend,” Cass murmured, “you’ll always be my perfect girl.”










Clara drifted in the warmth of the morning, knowing she’d never again be satisfied with less.











Chapter Eight: Service










Cass let Clara rest in the afterglow, stroking lazy circles across her hips, content to let the morning stretch long and slow. The city buzzed to life outside the glass, but inside the suite, it was just the two of them: a world of silk sheets and whispered commands.










Eventually, Cass pressed a soft kiss to Clara’s shoulder. “How would you feel about a little adventure, pet?” she murmured, voice velvet and daring.










Clara blinked, her pulse skipping. “What kind of adventure?”










Cass’s smile was pure mischief. She rose from the bed and opened the closet, pulling out a garment bag and laying it across the covers. “Put this on. No underwear. And leave the collar. I want everyone to know who you belong to—even if they can’t see it.”










Clara’s hands shook a little as she unzipped the bag, revealing a dress that was both elegant and risqué: black silk, slit high on the thigh, the neckline dipping scandalously low. She slipped it on, savoring the sensual brush of fabric against bare skin. The collar stayed, hidden beneath her hair, but every beat of her heart reminded her it was there.










Cass dressed too, in sharp slacks and a silk blouse, her own harness visible only if you looked closely enough. She fastened a thin gold leash to Clara’s collar, tucking it discreetly under the folds of the dress.










“We’re going for brunch downstairs,” Cass announced. “You’ll sit at my feet. You’ll pour my tea. And if you disobey, I’ll punish you right here, in front of everyone.”










Clara flushed, equal parts dread and arousal humming through her. She followed Cass out of the suite, heels echoing in the quiet hallway, nerves fraying as they entered the gleaming elevator.










The restaurant was bright, full of clinking glasses and quiet laughter. Cass led her to a private table by the window, sliding into the booth and patting the seat beside her. Clara obeyed, feeling every eye on them—even if, logically, she knew most guests weren’t watching.










Cass poured herself tea, then set the pot in front of Clara. “Your turn, pet. Make it perfect.”










Clara’s hands trembled as she poured, careful not to spill, her focus narrowed to the simple task. When she finished, Cass reached over and squeezed her thigh—a silent approval, and a warning.










Breakfast was a blur of sensations: the rough pressure of the collar, Cass’s hand on her thigh, the forbidden thrill of being on display. At one point, Cass slipped her hand beneath the table, fingers teasing Clara’s inner thigh, stroking higher, daring her to make a sound.










“Keep quiet,” Cass whispered, voice low and commanding. “If you make a scene, I’ll spank you right here.”










Clara bit her lip, barely breathing, heat building between her legs as Cass’s fingers danced over her slick folds. It was torture—delicious, endless torture.










By the time Cass withdrew her hand, Clara was trembling, desperate for release, her entire body tuned to Cass’s will.










“Good girl,” Cass murmured, wiping her fingers on a linen napkin. “You followed every rule. Your reward will be waiting upstairs.”










They finished brunch in charged silence, Cass tipping generously before leading Clara back through the lobby, her fingers curled possessively around Clara’s arm.










Once inside the elevator, Cass turned to her, eyes alight with pride and hunger. “You did beautifully. You were perfect.”










Clara beamed, heart pounding, anticipation burning as they reached the suite. Cass pressed her against the door, her lips claiming Clara’s with wild, hungry urgency.










“Now, pet,” Cass whispered, “strip and kneel. Let me show you how much I adore my obedient girl.”










Clara obeyed, dropping to her knees, the collar warm at her throat, body thrumming with need. She surrendered, again and again, to Cass’s hands, her voice, her unyielding love.










And in that private world—where rules and pleasure intertwined, where obedience became devotion—Clara knew she’d found everything she never dared to want.









Chapter Nine: The Reward










The door had barely clicked shut before Cass’s hands were on Clara, urgent, demanding, her lips crushing Clara’s in a kiss that was all teeth and heat. Clara’s dress slid from her body with a whisper of silk, leaving her naked but for the collar and leash. She trembled with anticipation, her body strung tight with need.










“Kneel,” Cass ordered, her voice gone ragged with hunger.










Clara dropped instantly, eyes wide, heart thudding. Cass wasted no time—she shed her clothes, fastened the black leather harness around her hips, and slid the thick, glistening strapon through the O-ring, locking it in place with practiced hands.










“On the bed, ass up. Now.”










Clara scrambled onto the mattress, legs parted, face buried in the pillows. She could feel Cass’s eyes devouring her, feel the wetness gathering between her thighs, dripping down to stain the sheets.










Cass moved behind her, grabbing her hips and yanking her back until Clara’s knees barely touched the bed. She didn’t bother with preamble—just slicked the dildo with lube, lined herself up, and pressed in hard and deep in a single, claiming thrust.










Clara gasped, pleasure and pain colliding as she was filled, stretched to the limit, her whole body singing with the roughness of Cass’s possession. Cass didn’t pause; she began to thrust, fast and hard, the sound of flesh on flesh echoing through the suite.










“Look at you,” Cass growled, one hand fisting in Clara’s hair, the other slapping her ass. “So wet, so desperate. You take it so fucking well, pet. You love being used like this, don’t you?”










“Yes, Mistress,” Clara sobbed, lost in sensation, the delicious burn of every deep, punishing stroke.










Cass leaned over, her breath hot against Clara’s ear. “You’re dripping all over my cock, darling. Making a mess of the sheets—good girls don’t hold back for me.”










Clara moaned, her body quaking, legs shaking as Cass fucked her harder, the strap-on pistoning in and out, thick and relentless. Cass’s hand snaked beneath Clara’s body, finding her clit and rubbing it in fast, rough circles.










“Come for me, pet. Show me how much you need it. Scream for me.”










It was all Clara needed. Her body seized, pleasure flooding her, squirting messily around the dildo as she came with a wild, broken cry. Cass didn’t stop—she fucked Clara through the orgasm, hips snapping, fingers moving faster on her clit until Clara was sobbing, body shuddering, another wave of juices soaking the sheets.










“Again,” Cass commanded, voice sharp with dominance and pride. “You’re not done yet.”










She rode Clara through a second, then a third orgasm, never letting up, the strap-on plunging deep, the force of Cass’s control sending Clara to places she’d never known her body could go. The room was filled with the scent of sex, the sound of slick, desperate bodies, the raw music of surrender and ownership.










By the time Cass finally slowed, Clara was spent—limp, boneless, drooling into the sheets, thighs soaked and trembling. Cass eased out slowly, pressed gentle kisses to Clara’s bruised hips, and pulled her into her arms.










“You’re perfect, pet,” Cass whispered, voice suddenly gentle. “So fucking perfect. All mine.”










Clara clung to her, body aching, soul soaring, every inch of her knowing she would do anything for this woman—for this Mistress who had ruined her so sweetly.









Chapter Ten: Bound Together










The night crept in again, the city lights flickering beyond the windows as Cass and Clara curled close on the vast bed, skin against skin. For a long, luxurious moment, they simply held each other—hands drifting, lips tasting, the world shrinking down to shared breath and the soft brush of fingers on bare skin.










Cass’s hand slid down Clara’s back, pausing on the curve of her hip. Her voice, husky with want and affection, rumbled in the quiet. “Tonight, I want to feel you everywhere. I want us bound together—no distance between us.”










Clara shivered, her body already aching, mind alive with curiosity. “Yes, Mistress. However you want me.”










Cass’s eyes burned with something deeper than hunger as she reached for a velvet pouch from the nightstand. From it, she drew a double-sided dildo—thick, velvety-smooth, curved just enough to promise deep, mutual pleasure. The sight of it made Clara’s breath catch; she’d seen toys like this, but never used one, never imagined what it would feel like to be opened and filled at the same time Cass was.










Cass caught her gaze, gentle and firm. “You trust me?”










“With everything,” Clara whispered.










Cass smiled, her dominance softened by care. She leaned in, kissing Clara slow and deep, their bodies molding together as she slicked the toy with lube, warming it between her palms. Cass guided Clara onto her back, propped up by pillows, then spread her own legs over Clara’s, straddling her, faces close—so close they could taste each other’s breath.










Cass aligned one end of the double dildo with herself, easing it in slowly, gasping as she filled herself. Then, holding Clara’s gaze, she pressed the other end to Clara’s entrance, rubbing slow circles, coaxing her to open. “Let me in, pet. Let me take you with me.”










Clara’s hips lifted, her body hungry, and Cass eased the toy inside her—inch by slow, delicious inch. The sensation was exquisite: pressure, fullness, and the intimate awareness that every movement would echo between them.










When they were both filled, Cass rocked her hips, and the toy moved within them both—every thrust Cass made drove into Clara, every squirm Clara offered was returned to Cass. Their bodies were locked together by desire, heat blooming with every motion, eyes never breaking contact.










Cass’s hands found Clara’s, fingers entwined. “You’re mine, and I’m yours tonight,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “I want to see you. I want to lose myself in you.”










They moved together, slow at first, finding a shared rhythm—a gentle grind, a roll of hips, gasps and moans blurring as sensation took over. Sweat slicked their skin, their bodies gleaming in the city’s light, the toy making them one organism of need and surrender.










Clara’s head fell back, pleasure spiraling as the toy pressed deep inside her, stretching and teasing, every motion sending sparks through her core. Cass bent to kiss her throat, licking and biting, hands grasping Clara’s hips, pulling her up and into each thrust.










Faster, rougher, the rhythm built, the toy rocking between them, juices flowing, the sounds of their bodies joining filling the air. Cass’s voice broke—“Let go for me, pet. Come with me, together.”










The words were a spell. Clara’s body tensed, every nerve alive; Cass’s hands tightened, her hips snapping, both women falling into orgasm together—a wave that stole the breath from their lungs and the thoughts from their minds.










They collapsed together, tangled and shaking, the toy still inside them, their bodies pulsing with aftershocks.










For a while, there were no words—just the sound of breath, the soft press of lips, the wild, dizzying knowledge that they were finally, truly, utterly bound together.









Chapter Eleven: Worship










The world outside faded into silence as the city drifted deeper into night. In the golden pool of lamplight, Clara and Cass lay tangled together, the double-sided toy finally slipped free, leaving both of them sensitive and humming with shared pleasure.










Cass lay beside Clara, propped on one elbow, her free hand tracing idle lines over the soft curve of Clara’s waist. She studied her, eyes glowing with satisfaction and something gentler—an adoration that went deeper than dominance.










Clara stretched, the sheets falling away, exposing her breasts to the cool air and Cass’s gaze. Cass smiled, leaning in to nuzzle her face against Clara’s neck, breathing her in.










“Did you know,” Cass murmured, her voice a silken purr, “that I could spend all night worshipping every inch of you?” Her lips grazed Clara’s ear, making her shiver.










Clara’s answer was a soft whimper, her nipples pebbling as Cass’s hand drifted up to cup one breast, then the other, thumbs circling lazily around each areola.










Cass took her time, kneading, stroking, squeezing—sometimes gentle, sometimes with just enough pressure to make Clara gasp and arch into her touch. She let her nails tease down the undersides, then flicked her thumbs over each sensitive peak.










“So beautiful,” Cass whispered. “So responsive. Do you know how much I love making you tremble?”










Clara moaned, unable to answer as Cass lowered her mouth to Clara’s breast, licking a hot, slow stripe across the nipple before taking it between her lips. Cass sucked, soft at first, then harder, her tongue flicking in wicked circles that sent lightning through Clara’s core.










Cass moved from one breast to the other, lavishing each with equal care—licking, sucking, biting gently at the soft flesh, then soothing with kisses and praise.










“Good girl,” she murmured, looking up to catch Clara’s eyes. “You’re so sensitive here, aren’t you? Does my mouth make you ache?”










Clara nodded, breathless, her hands gripping the sheets, hips squirming as Cass’s free hand trailed lower, stroking her thigh, teasing between her legs but always returning to her breasts—like they were the center of Clara’s universe.










Cass spent long minutes worshipping her, licking until her nipples were wet and swollen, kissing the soft skin beneath each curve, biting and then soothing, sending Clara higher and higher on sensation alone.










Finally, Cass slid up to capture Clara’s lips in a deep, lingering kiss, her hand never leaving Clara’s breast. “I could spend a lifetime tasting you, my darling. You’re perfect—mine to touch, to love, to keep.”










Clara melted into her, overwhelmed by pleasure and tenderness, feeling more owned and adored than she’d ever dreamed possible.










Cass wrapped her in arms and blankets, stroking her hair as their bodies settled into a blissful, sticky tangle.










Outside, the city continued on, but in the warmth of Cass’s embrace, Clara knew she’d found her world.









Chapter Twelve: Kept in the Morning










Dawn slipped quietly into the suite, painting the walls in pale gold and softening the edges of the world. Cass was the first to wake, still curled protectively around Clara, her fingers idly tracing circles on warm, bare skin.










Clara stirred with a contented sigh, blinking up at Cass through tangled lashes. For a moment, there was only quiet—the kind that comes after true surrender, when every barrier has been stripped away and all that remains is trust.










Cass smiled down at her, tucking a strand of hair behind Clara’s ear. “Good morning, beautiful,” she whispered. “How do you feel?”










Clara stretched, arching into Cass’s palm. “Perfect. Used. Loved. Like I finally belong somewhere.” She blushed, hiding her face against Cass’s chest.










Cass hugged her tighter. “You do belong. Here. With me.” Her hand found the collar still resting around Clara’s neck—a silent promise and a question. “Do you want to keep this, even after today?”










Clara looked up, her eyes shining with hope and fear. “Only if you’ll keep me.”










Cass’s answer was a kiss—soft, sure, lingering—a promise that went deeper than any spoken word.










They lay together in the morning hush, neither in any rush to break the spell. Cass stroked Clara’s breasts, still tender and marked from the night before, kissing each softly as if sealing her claim.










After a while, Cass rolled to the edge of the bed and reached for her robe. “Stay there,” she commanded gently, “I want to take care of you.”










She returned with a warm, damp cloth, cleaning Clara with slow, reverent care—paying extra attention to the stickiness between her thighs, the faint bruises blooming on her hips, the swollen peaks of her breasts. Every touch was worship, every look full of pride.










When she finished, she curled up beside Clara once more. “You’re everything I hoped for,” Cass whispered, “and more.”










Clara pressed her face into Cass’s neck, letting herself be held. “What happens now?”










Cass’s fingers slid under the collar, tugging it gently. “Now, we see what kind of contract we want for the real world. Maybe one that lasts longer than a weekend.”










Clara smiled, her heart thumping with hope. “I’d sign that in a heartbeat.”










Cass grinned, nuzzling her. “Then consider it done, pet. As long as you want to be kept… you’re mine.”










And in the soft gold of morning, with the city waking around them and their bodies tangled in silken sheets, Clara knew that for the first time in her life, she was truly, deeply kept.
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