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Book Two Teaser – Disciplined Body, Corrupted Soul


Chapter One

The little attic room in Fulham was cramped and spare, but it was hers. Isabella “Bella” Moreau stepped out of the steam-filled ensuite, towel wrapped loosely around her. The September rain tapped faintly against the skylight as she padded barefoot across the thin carpet.

She stopped before the full-length mirror fixed to the wardrobe door. With a small breath, she let the towel fall away.

The dancer’s body gazed back at her: long legs taut with muscle, stomach flat, shoulders slim but defined, every line honed from years of discipline. Her perky breasts, a perfect 32B, small but firm, high on her chest, rose and fell with each breath, the nipples tightening as the cool air of the attic brushed across them. She turned slowly, studying herself from every angle, the smooth length of her arms, the elegant sweep of her neck, the sculpted firmness of her bubble-tight ass, round and toned from endless pliés.

Her hand drifted lower, pausing on the soft skin of her inner thigh, then over the smooth mound between her legs. She kept herself bare, shaved completely, a secret she rarely admitted even to herself. The sight of her own sex exposed, framed by the taut strength of her thighs, sent a flicker of heat through her belly.

Her body was her art, her weapon, the thing she had sacrificed everything else for. And yet, in the mirror, she couldn’t deny the other truth: it was also beautiful, sexual, made to be admired, touched, desired.

Memories flooded her: endless hours at the barre, bruised toes pressed into pointe shoes, tears shed in rehearsal halls when she was still just a girl. While her friends discovered nights out, boyfriends, fun, she gave herself to the dance. Every muscle, every sinew, every graceful motion had been carved from those years of devotion.

Now, at twenty-two, she was close. The auditions, the spotlight, the future she had always imagined.

She turned again, admiring herself with both pride and a whisper of doubt. Was it enough? Was she enough?

Her hand skimmed down her flat stomach, pausing at her hipbone. She wasn’t just a dancer anymore. She was a woman, and though her body had always been a tool of art and discipline, some quiet part of her longed for it to be seen differently. Desired. Claimed.

Bella lingered a moment longer, fingertips grazing her own skin, before she drew a steadying breath. Enough. The mirror showed her beauty, her sacrifice, her hunger, but now it was time to return to the life she had chosen.

She slipped into the soft cotton of her practice leotard, tugging the fabric up over her hips, smoothing it across her stomach until it clung to her like a second skin. Pale tights slid up her long legs, her feet pointed instinctively as she stretched them into the fabric. She bound her hair back into a tight bun, hiding the damp fall of her dark locks, leaving only the elegant lines of her neck and face.

By the time she pulled on her wrap skirt and slipped into her coat, the girl in the mirror was gone. In her place stood the dancer again: disciplined, precise, flawless on the surface.

She slung her dance bag over one shoulder, pointe shoes tucked inside and stepped out into the damp London evening. Another rehearsal, another night chasing perfection, unaware that perfection alone would never be enough to satisfy what stirred quietly inside her.

The studio smelled of resin and sweat, the polished floor gleaming beneath the overhead lights. Bella’s chest rose and fell quickly, breath sharp as she landed another series of jumps, pushing herself harder with every count.

“Again,” Madame Rousseau commanded, her accent clipped, her arms folded as she watched.

Bella swallowed down exhaustion, lifted her chin, and repeated the sequence, toes pointed, legs slicing through the air, every movement drilled to perfection.

“Better,” the older woman said at last, a rare note of approval softening her sharp gaze. “But you are still holding back. Your body has more. It can give more.”

Bella nodded, though her thighs trembled, her calves ached. She thought of the morning, stumbling half-asleep into her coffee shop apron at 5 a.m., pouring lattes for the queue of commuters, smiling politely while her mind begged for sleep. All of it for this: to afford one private hour each week with Rousseau, to chase the chance of a solo, an audition, a future.

When the music stopped, Bella bent forward, palms on her knees, sweat dripping down her temple. She caught her reflection in the mirrored wall, the same body she had studied earlier in her tiny attic room, now flushed, glistening, and straining under the weight of her own ambition.

“You are hungry,” Madame Rousseau said, coming closer, eyes narrowing. “That is good. But hunger must be fed.”

Bella nodded again, though in her chest she felt something else stir, a hunger she didn’t quite know how to name.

Bella moved back to the centre of the studio, placing one hand lightly on the barre as the music started again. Her body fell into the familiar rhythm, legs extending, toes pointed, arms cutting through the air with elegance.

Her calves tightened with every rise onto pointe, taut and sculpted from years of repetition. Her thighs, long and lean, flexed with controlled power as she pushed herself higher, her muscles working in perfect harmony. Each plié drove her down deep, the snug stretch of her leotard tracing every curve of her dancer’s body.

She turned, arching her back, her bubble-tight ass clenching as she held the pose. Sweat glistened across her smooth skin, catching the light, outlining the firmness of her hips and the lithe line of her waist. Her breasts rose sharply with each breath, small and perky beneath the thin fabric, nipples stiff against the damp leotard.

Every movement revealed the truth of her form: years of discipline had carved her into something exquisite, not just an artist but a creature of pure desire.

Madame Rousseau’s sharp voice broke through the silence. “Yes, Bella. That is the body of a dancer. Use it. Own it.”


Chapter Two

The hiss of the espresso machine filled the air, the bitter scent of coffee clinging to Bella’s skin as she tied her apron tighter around her waist. Six in the morning, and the first wave of commuters were already shuffling through, eyes bleary, hands clutching for caffeine.

“Morning, Bella,” came a familiar voice.

She turned to see Daniel, a fellow struggler in London’s unforgiving arts world. He was a year or two older, tall but boyish, his dark hair always a little messy. He played violin for a student orchestra and picked up whatever freelance gigs he could, weddings, bars, small theatre pits. Bella liked him well enough, though she never noticed the way his gaze lingered too long when she bent to load the dishwasher or stretched tired arms overhead.

“Hey,” she smiled, sliding a steaming cup across the counter. “Long night?”

He gave a rueful laugh. “Gig finished at midnight. Then straight home to practice for an audition this weekend. And now…..” he lifted the coffee in salute, “……straight to the conservatoire for rehearsals.”

Bella sighed, nodding. “Same here. Coffee shift until eleven, then studio until late tonight. My body feels like it’s breaking half the time, but… it’s the price.”

Daniel leaned on the counter, studying her with soft eyes. “You’ll make it. You’re the most disciplined person I know. Honestly, Bella, I don’t know how you do it.”

She smiled, though it was a tired smile, her fingers fiddling with a stray strand of hair that had slipped from her bun. “Discipline doesn’t always pay the bills, though.”

For a moment, their eyes held, his gaze warm, almost tender, hers distracted but polite. She didn’t see the hope behind his look; the quiet crush he nursed each morning shift they shared. To her, Daniel was safe, kind, familiar. Nothing more.



The changing room rang with the chatter and laughter of exhausted girls peeling off damp leotards and tights. Bella tugged her sweat-soaked costume down her lithe body, shaking it free from her long legs before draping a towel around her shoulders.

Together with Natalia, Chloe, and two of the other girls, she padded into the shower room, steam curling around them, the air heavy with warmth. Water hissed from the row of open nozzles, cascading in silver streams. Years of training had left them with the same kind of bodies, strong, toned, graceful,and the same lack of self-consciousness in the nakedness. They moved easily among one another, comfortable in their own skin, chatting and laughing as if the studio lights had simply followed them here.

Bella stepped beneath the spray, tilting her head back as hot water ran over her flushed skin. Droplets traced the lines of her dancer’s body, her small, firm breasts, taut stomach, the smooth curve of her bare sex, the bubble-tight roundness of her ass.

Natalia came in beside her, tossing her towel carelessly onto the bench. She moved with the same confidence she carried on stage, but her eyes flickered again and again toward Bella. She let her gaze linger on the smooth line of Bella’s back, the taut shape of her thighs, the elegant strength in every curve.

“You know,” Natalia said suddenly, her voice lower than before, “I don’t know how you do it. Your body’s insane, Bella. Those thighs… fit as steel. And your figure….” her eyes slid openly down Bella’s naked form, “….every girl in this room wishes she had it.”

Bella blinked, startled, heat rushing to her cheeks. Compliments between dancers were rare; they were competitors first, friends second. And Natalia’s tone carried something else, something that sent a flutter low in Bella’s stomach.

Chloe, oblivious, groaned theatrically as she lathered shampoo into her hair. “My legs might just give out before tomorrow’s audition. If they do, Bella, you can have my slot.”

The others laughed, voices echoing against tile. Bella forced a small laugh too, though she was acutely aware of Natalia’s eyes still on her, openly drinking her in. She turned slightly, letting the water stream down her chest and stomach, trying to steady herself.

For all the rivalry, for all the exhaustion, there was an intimacy in these showers. Naked bodies rinsing clean side by side, sweat and resin washing away, and for Bella, the sudden realisation that Natalia’s gaze on her was not just competitive, but hungry.


Chapter Three

The theatre smelled faintly of dust and velvet, the vast stage stretching out beneath the bright lights. Bella and the other four dancers moved across the floor in silence, warming up, stretching tight muscles, rolling their shoulders, flexing their feet into pointe. Every breath echoed in the cavernous space, every creak of the boards beneath their slippers magnified.

Bella bent forward into a stretch, long legs parting in a deep split, her lithe body folded over like a ribbon. She felt the strain in her thighs, the pull in her calves, the round firmness of her ass tightening as she held the pose. Around her, Natalia arched back into a dramatic curve, Chloe balanced gracefully on one leg, James spun in a neat series of turns. Each of them fighting to look effortless, each of them desperate to be noticed.

The doors at the side of the stage opened. A man stepped in, flanked by two assistants carrying clipboards. He was tall, broad, sharply dressed in a tailored suit that seemed out of place among sweat-stained tights and leotards. His eyes, cool and assessing, swept over the dancers.

The murmurs died instantly. Everyone stilled, waiting.

“Good evening,” the man said, his voice carrying easily through the empty theatre. “I am Victor Halloran, director of the London Contemporary Company. Tonight is simple. I am not looking for perfection. I am looking for hunger, presence, the ability to command this stage. Show me who you are.”

He settled into a seat in the front row, crossing one long leg over the other. The assistants scribbled notes as the dancers returned to their marks, tension coiled in everybody.

Bella exhaled, heart thudding. This was it, everything she had trained for, everything she had sacrificed for. The years of pain, sweat, hunger, early mornings and late nights, all narrowing to this single chance.

The music began.

She moved.

Bella still held her finishing pose, lungs burning, when a new voice cut through the silence.

“Victor,” it came from the back of the theatre, deep, smooth, commanding. “Hold her back. The others can go.”

Heads turned. From the shadows of the aisle, a man rose to his feet. Broad-shouldered, impeccably dressed in a dark suit, his presence seemed to fill the empty theatre. His skin gleamed rich and dark under the lights, his hair close-cropped, his bearing one of absolute authority.

Victor Halloran straightened at once, his cool confidence shifting into deference. “Of course, Mr. Ellison.”

The assistants glanced at each other, scribbled hurried notes, then called out the names of the other dancers. “James, Natalia, Chloe, Arun, thank you. That will be all for today.”

A murmur of disappointment and relief rippled through the group. Natalia shot Bella a lingering look, half jealousy, half something more, before slinging her bag over her shoulder. One by one, they filed out, their footsteps fading into the corridor.

Bella remained alone on the wide stage, chest rising and falling, sweat cooling on her skin under the harsh lights. Her heart hammered as she turned her gaze toward the back of the theatre.

Grant Ellison had stepped fully into view now, his eyes locked on her with a weight that made her throat dry. This was no ordinary patron, no ordinary man. The director of the company had obeyed him without question.

And now his attention was fixed entirely on her.

Grant Ellison stepped further down the aisle, the echo of his polished shoes carrying through the empty theatre. His eyes never left Bella, dark and steady, the kind of gaze that stripped away costume, sweat, even skin, until nothing was left but the truth beneath.

“Do it again,” he said, his voice deep and measured, carrying easily to the stage. “The last sequence. I want to see it once more.”

Bella’s throat tightened. Her heart pounded so loudly she was certain it carried into the silence. It had been exhausting enough the first time, and now, now she was alone, every spotlight searing her body, with the director and this powerful stranger both watching her every move.

Her feet shifted against the boards. She nodded quickly, pushing damp hair back from her face. “Yes, sir.”

The music started again, softer this time, a faint echo in the cavernous theatre. Bella forced her body to move, each muscle screaming with fatigue yet obeying out of sheer discipline.

Her calves tightened as she rose onto pointe, thighs burning as she pushed herself through the leaps, back arching, chest rising, arms slicing the air. She tried not to think about his eyes on her, sharp, unyielding, following every flex of her legs, every curve of her body, every line she cut across the stage.

By the final movement, her lungs were on fire, sweat streaking down her temple. She held the last position, trembling slightly, her eyes fixed forward though she could feel the weight of his gaze pressing down on her.

“Better,” Grant Ellison said at last, his tone unreadable. He didn’t clap. He didn’t smile. But the authority in his voice made her chest tighten with something more than nerves.

Victor Halloran cleared his throat softly, glancing from Bella to the man beside him. “Would you like me to…..”

“No,” Grant interrupted, eyes still on Bella. “I’ll speak with her myself.”

“Come down,” Grant said, his deep voice carrying across the empty theatre. “I don’t like shouting.”

Bella hesitated, then crossed the stage, her slippers whispering against the boards. Each step felt heavy, deliberate, her chest tight with nerves. She descended the steps at stage left and found herself standing just a few feet away from him. Up close, his presence was even more overwhelming, tall, broad, perfectly composed, his tailored suit framing a body that radiated strength.

He looked at her as though she were a specimen, a prize. Not cruelly, but with a calm certainty that unsettled her.

“You’ve worked for this,” he said simply. “I can see it in your body. Years of discipline. Years of sacrifice.”

Bella swallowed, nodding, unsure if she should speak. “Yes, sir.”

His lips curved faintly, as though the address pleased him. “But discipline alone won’t get you where you want to go. The stage is unforgiving. It rewards talent, yes, but it also rewards opportunity. Connections. Backing.” He stepped closer, lowering his voice. “I can give you all of that. The best instructors in London. Private sessions with choreographers who work only with the elite. A place carved out for you in the companies others fight a lifetime to enter.”

Bella’s breath caught. It was everything she had dreamed of, laid out in front of her as if the universe had finally opened its doors. But the way he watched her, his dark eyes steady, his tone heavy with meaning, made her stomach twist with equal parts fear and something hotter, more dangerous.

Grant leaned in slightly, his words smooth, deliberate. “But there is always a price. I don’t waste my time on those who aren’t willing to give… everything.” His gaze slid over her, lingering on the curve of her shoulders, the line of her breasts under the damp leotard, the length of her legs. “Do whatever it takes, and I’ll take you further than you ever dreamed.”

Her pulse hammered in her throat. She had spent her whole life chasing this moment. But standing in front of him now, she understood, this was not just an audition for a company. This was an audition for him.

Bella opened her mouth, but no words came. Her heart pounded against her ribs, her throat too tight to form a reply.

Grant Ellison studied her in silence, his expression unreadable, though his eyes flickered with something that made her stomach twist — recognition, ownership, inevitability.

“You don’t need to answer now,” he said at last, voice smooth, assured. “Your body already has.”

Her cheeks burned. She lowered her gaze, unsure if it was shame or relief that kept her from speaking.

Grant adjusted the cuff of his suit, every movement precise, deliberate. “Tomorrow evening,” he continued, “a car will be sent for you at seven. It will take you to dinner. We’ll talk properly then.” He paused, his gaze dipping once more down the length of her trembling body. “Bring nothing but yourself.”

Victor Halloran shifted beside him, clearing his throat, but he didn’t dare interrupt. The assistants scribbled notes without looking up.

Bella could only nod, faintly, her lips parting but no sound emerging. The reality of what had just happened, of what tomorrow promised, felt unreal, intoxicating, terrifying.

Grant gave the slightest incline of his head, as though the matter was settled. “Good,” he said simply. “You may go.”

And just like that, she was dismissed, her fate already sealed by a man she barely knew, yet who now seemed to own the path ahead of her.



Back in her tiny Fulham attic, Bella dropped her bag and collapsed onto the edge of the bed. Her phone chimed. An email.

From: Halloran Productions / Ellison Office
Subject: Fitting Arrangement – Tomorrow
Message:
Ms. Moreau,
Please present yourself at Aurelia Couture, 32 Mount Street, Mayfair at 11:00 tomorrow for a private fitting. You will be trying three looks for dinner with Mr. Ellison. Transportation to dinner will be arranged separately. EA to Mr. Ellison

Her stomach fluttered. She glanced at the rota pinned to her corkboard, early shift at the café. She typed quickly, thumbs shaking.

Hi, so sorry for the short notice.
I’ve just been called to a last-minute audition-related fitting tomorrow and won’t be able to do the 6–11 shift. I can swap and cover two weekend opens to make up for it, Bella

She stared at the ceiling for a long moment after hitting send, the room suddenly feeling even smaller than usual.


Chapter Four

The next morning, Mayfair.

Mount Street gleamed even under a grey London sky, polished stone, glossy windows, cars that purred more than they hummed. Bella pushed open the discreet glass door of Aurelia Couture and stepped into a hush of cashmere and fragrance.

A tall woman with razor-sharp cheekbones and a soft, cut-glass accent drifted forward. “Ms. Moreau? Welcome. I’m Camilla. Mr. Ellison has arranged a private appointment. Three looks for this evening.”

Bella nodded, swallowed. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Come with me.”

She was guided through a quiet showroom, silk and satin in muted jewel tones, into a private suite with a full-length mirror, a chaise, and a little table set with water and a pale pink tape measure coiled like a ribbon. Two seamstresses materialized soundlessly, taking quick, efficient measurements at Camilla’s gentle prompts.

As one of them noted Bella’s waist, Camilla’s voice dropped, half to herself, half to the room.
“Ah… one of Mr. Ellison’s girls, eh?”

The words were soft, almost polite, but the faint curve of her mouth carried something else—a trace of judgment, a note of amusement.

Bella’s pulse jumped. She forced a small smile, unsure whether to answer. One of his girls. The phrase lodged in her mind like a thorn. Was that what she was becoming, another name whispered behind closed doors, another pretty thing in his orbit?

Camilla’s tone brightened again as if nothing had been said. “Arms up, please.”

Bella lifted them obediently, the measuring tape slipping coolly over her ribs, the question still burning quietly in her chest.

Camilla clapped once, elegant and precise. “Look One.”

A garment bag unzipped with a whisper. Camilla held up a midnight silk slip dress, bias-cut, barely there, with slender straps and a low back that promised sin with taste. “Minimalist. It floats. Try this with nude stiletto sandals and a whisper of diamonds.”

Bella slipped behind the screen, shedding her jeans and sweater for the cool hug of silk. The dress slid down her body like liquid, skimming her 32B breasts, tracing the narrow line of her waist, draping softly over the curve of her bubble-tight ass. She stepped out, breath caught.

Camilla’s gaze sharpened. “Exquisite posture. The back, is perfection. Mr. Ellison will like that line.” A fingertip hovered, not touching, just indicating the sweep of Bella’s spine. “Turn.” Bella pivoted. The hem kissed mid-calf; her calves looked carved.

“Look Two,” Camilla said, already moving.

The second dress was a black column with a structured corset bodice, sweetheart neckline, and a thigh-high slit. The seamstress laced the back snug. Bella felt herself gathered, presented, the dancer’s carriage amplified. The slit flashed the length of her toned thigh when she took a step; the corset framed her breasts high and firm.

“This one commands,” Camilla murmured. “Pair with black patent pumps and a single cuff. No necklace, let the collarbones speak.”

Bella met her own gaze in the mirror. She looked older. Sharper. Powerful and yet… owned by the moment, by the choice someone else had already made for her.

“Look Three.”

A garment in deep oxblood velvet, soft as a sigh. Off-the-shoulder, ruched through the waist, the skirt falling in a cascade just past the knee. Romantic, but dangerous. When Bella eased it on, the velvet loved her, hugging every honed line, making her skin seem luminous.

Camilla circled slowly. “Unexpected. Warmer. It invites touch.” She glanced up, a faint smile curving. “Mr. Ellison requested we consider three moods: elegant restraint, explicit control, and softened temptation. You wear all three.”

Bella’s mouth went dry. “He requested… moods?”

“Of course.” Camilla’s tone was light, professional. “He’s very precise.”

A tray appeared: silk lingerie, seamless nude, and a black set with delicate seams that lifted without bulk. Camilla tapped the black. “For the column dress. Invisible under lights, but supportive. The nude for the slip, no lines. We’ll send both.”

“And shoes?” Bella asked, voice barely above a whisper.

“Delivered to your flat by three,” Camilla said. “Along with a velvet clutch and a pair of diamond drops; on loan.” She softened. “You’re quite beautiful, Ms. Moreau. The dresses only underscore it.”

Bella exhaled, a tremble she tried to hide. “Thank you.”

Camilla inclined her head, then glanced at the seamstresses. “Hem on Look One by a centimetre and take the waist a breath on Look Three. The column is perfect as is.” She turned back to Bella. “You’ll receive a message with your car time for this evening. Be ready. Hair in a sleek bun, minimal makeup. Let the line speak.”

Bella nodded, but the words lodged somewhere deep. Let the line speak. It wasn’t her voice they wanted. Not her thoughts or laughter or the awkward, bright pieces that made her herself. It was the line of her body—her posture, her silhouette, the way the fabric skimmed her skin.

As Camilla made another neat note on her pad, Bella felt suddenly like one of the mannequins in the window outside: turned, measured, perfected. A sculpture, not a woman.

And she understood, with a small twist in her chest, that this was what Mr. Ellison was preparing; her body, not her personality. The rest of her was just quiet background to the form he was shaping.

Bella nodded. The room felt full of velvet and implication.

As she changed back into her street clothes, she caught her reflection, barefaced, bun loose, sweater soft and ordinary. In the mirror, the memory of the three women she’d just been hovered over her shoulder: restrained silk, commanding black, hungry velvet.

Her phone buzzed.

Car at 19:00. Dinner at 19:30.
Dress: Look Two.

She looked up at Camilla. Camilla was already smiling, as if she’d known. “Of course,” she said lightly. “The column. Explicit control. We’ll have it pressed and boxed. Congratulations, Ms. Moreau.”

Bella held the box, the weight of it delicate and enormous all at once.

Tonight, she would find out exactly what whatever it takes meant.


Chapter Five

Bella smoothed her hands nervously over the black column dress, the corset hugging her ribs, the slit brushing the top of her thigh with every step. The driver had held the door of the sleek black Mercedes without a word, and now she stood at the entrance of Le Souverain, one of Mayfair’s most exclusive dining rooms.

The maître d’ knew her name before she spoke it. “Ms. Moreau. This way, please.”

The restaurant glowed in low light, the murmur of discreet conversation humming under the clink of crystal. No menus were visible; no one seemed to ask for them. Bella’s heels clicked softly on marble as she followed through velvet-draped halls to a secluded alcove at the back.

Grant Ellison was already there.

He rose smoothly as she approached, tall enough that she had to tilt her chin to meet his gaze. Up close, he was even more imposing than she remembered, shoulders broad beneath the tailored cut of his midnight suit, every movement contained and deliberate. The white of his shirt glowed against the deep, near-ebony tone of his skin, the contrast striking, magnetic.

His eyes swept over her in one deliberate pass, from the neat line of her bun, down the corseted bodice, to the flash of leg through the slit.

“Good,” he said simply. “It fits exactly as I expected.”

Her stomach fluttered. She managed a quiet, “Thank you,” unsure whether she meant the dress, the compliment, or the fact that he was even looking at her.

He gestured, and she slid into the leather booth opposite him. A sommelier appeared instantly, pouring a ruby-red wine into crystal glasses. No one asked what she wanted.

“You’ve trained your body to obey,” Grant said, once the server retreated. “I saw it on stage, and again tonight. That control, that discipline, it’s rare. But there’s more inside you. Something raw. Something waiting.”

Bella swallowed, fingers curling around the stem of her glass. “I… I don’t know what you mean.”

He leaned back, his gaze steady, patient. “You do. You’ve felt it. That flicker when you’re seen. When your body is more than a tool for art, more than muscle and line. You want to be desired as much as applauded.”

Her face flushed hot. The words struck something inside her she had never dared name aloud.

“You can have both,” Grant continued, his tone smooth, unyielding. “I can give you the stage you’ve fought for. The doors you’ve been locked out of. But understand this, Isabella, to take what I offer, you must give yourself without hesitation. No conditions. No limits.”

The low hum of the restaurant seemed to fall away. Bella’s pulse thudded in her ears. She looked down at her trembling hands, then up at him, the man who had dismissed a director with a single word, who now held her future, and something darker, entirely in his grasp.

The waiter moved like a ghost, placing dishes neither of them had ordered. Delicate plates of sea bass, truffle risotto, jewel-like vegetables. Bella hardly tasted a bite. Her throat was too tight, her stomach too knotted.

Grant Ellison, on the other hand, ate with unhurried precision, cutting each bite as though time itself bent to his pace. When he did speak, his voice was calm, low, each word measured.

“You’ve given your life to dance,” he said, setting down his fork. “I can see it in the way you move. But I wonder…” His gaze fixed on her, heavy and knowing. “Do you even know who you are when you’re not performing?”

Bella shifted in her seat, the corset pressing her ribs. “I’m…. I mean, I’ve always been a dancer. Since I was a little girl.”

“A role,” he countered softly. “Not an answer.” He leaned back, wine glass in hand, eyes never leaving hers. “Art has stripped you, yes, of time, of comfort, of innocence. But it hasn’t stripped you bare. Not yet.”

The words curled around her like smoke. She sipped her wine, trying to steady her hands. “And you think you can?”

Grant’s lips curved faintly, not quite a smile. “Not think. Know.”

Silence stretched. The restaurant’s murmur seemed distant, unreal. She felt as though the two of them were alone in the world, trapped inside the heat of his gaze.

He went on, his tone softer now, almost coaxing. “What I offer you is simple. I will open doors no one else can. I will give you stages others only dream of. But in return, Isabella, I will take everything else. Your time. Your obedience. Your body. Your hunger. All of it will belong to me.”

Her breath caught. The bluntness stole her words. He wasn’t asking. He was telling. And part of her, the part that had ached in front of the mirror, that had flushed under Natalia’s gaze in the showers, trembled with the thought of being seen so completely.

The plates were cleared, replaced with small, perfect desserts. Bella barely touched hers. Grant finished his with the same patient elegance as before.

Finally, he placed his napkin neatly on the table and rose. His eyes swept over her once more.

“Tomorrow,” he said, voice quiet but firm, “you will wear the velvet. Hair down this time. My driver will collect you at eight.” He paused, gaze locking on hers, leaving no space for refusal. “And Isabella…” His eyes dipped lower, meaning unmistakable. “No underwear.”

Her lips parted, heart stuttering in her chest.

Grant inclined his head, satisfied with her silence. “Good girl. Now go home. Rest. You’ll need it.”

He turned, leaving her trembling in her seat, the world of velvet booths and crystal chandeliers spinning around her, knowing everything had just changed.


Chapter Six

Steam drifted across the tiny attic bathroom as Bella stepped out of the shower, droplets rolling down the smooth planes of her skin. She padded barefoot into her room, the cool air tightening her nipples, raising goosebumps across her arms.

She stopped before the wardrobe mirror, the same place she had stood only days ago. But now, the reflection felt different.

Her dancer’s body gazed back at her: the long, honed lines of her calves and thighs, taut with discipline; her flat stomach, trembling faintly with breath; the perfect firmness of her bubble-round ass. Her breasts, high and perky, 32Bs tipped with hard pink buds, gleamed in the dim light. Between her thighs, her bare sex glistened, smooth and flushed from the heat of the shower.

She turned slowly, water trickling down her spine, watching the way her body moved. A body carved for art, yes, but tonight it was being offered for something else entirely.

Her eyes slid shut as she lifted her hands, imagining them not as her own but as his. Strong, commanding, dark hands sliding over her waist, cupping her breasts, thumbing across her nipples until she gasped. One hand would spread firmly across the curve of her ass, squeezing, owning, guiding her into place.

Bella’s thighs pressed together. She caught her breath, heat blooming low in her belly. She had never wanted anything so much and feared it so completely at the same time.

A buzz from her phone broke the moment.

Car enroute. ETA 20 minutes.

Bella exhaled shakily, lowering her hands. She slipped into the deep oxblood velvet, the fabric hugging every inch of her body like it was made for her. Off the shoulder, the neckline left her collarbones bare, vulnerable. Her hair, brushed loose and glossy, tumbled down her back as instructed.

No bra. No panties. Nothing between her and the dress.

She caught herself in the mirror one last time, the young girl who had once lived only for the barre gone. In her place was a woman about to step into the unknown, velvet-clad, trembling, but ready.

The sound of a horn outside made her pulse leap. The car was waiting.

The black Mercedes idled at the curb, its polished body reflecting the orange streetlights of Fulham Road. The driver, tall, immaculately dressed in a dark suit, stepped forward as she descended the narrow steps of the house. He opened the rear door without a word.

Bella slid into the cool leather interior, the velvet of her dress whispering against her skin. The door shut with a heavy, final click.

The city moved past in streaks of neon and shadow as the car glided through Chelsea, across the Thames, into the glittering heart of Mayfair. Inside, it was silent but for the low hum of the engine.

Bella sat rigid, hands folded in her lap, the slit of her dress falling open to bare the length of one thigh. The corset held her upright, but it was the absence of fabric beneath that made her pulse race, every bump of the road a reminder that she was utterly exposed under the velvet.

Her mind filled with him. Grant Ellison’s voice, deep and certain. No underwear. His eyes, black and unwavering, seeing straight through her. She imagined his hand on her thigh, sliding higher, pushing the slit wider until there was nothing left hidden.

She squeezed her knees together, breath catching. The driver’s eyes never left the road, but she felt watched all the same, not by him, but by the man who had sent him.

Her phone vibrated in her clutch. A single message:

Destination: Ellison House. Straight to the main entrance.

Her stomach tightened. She knew the name. Everyone in London’s arts world did. Ellison House, more mansion than home, part private residence, part fortress, part myth.

The car turned onto a wide, gated street. Through the tinted glass, Bella caught glimpses of Mayfair’s grandest facades, the kind of homes she’d only ever dreamed of entering. They slowed before a set of wrought-iron gates. They swung open without hesitation, as though they had been waiting for her.

Her hands trembled in her lap. The dress clung to her like a secret.

Tonight, she was no longer Isabella Moreau, struggling dancer from Fulham. Tonight, she belonged to him.

The car door opened. Bella stepped out onto the gravel drive of Ellison House, the grand façade towering above her, windows glowing like watchful eyes. Two staff members in dark suits greeted her with silent nods and ushered her inside.

The entrance hall was cavernous, marble floors gleaming, chandeliers dripping light. Bella’s heels clicked softly as she was led down a corridor into a panelled study, warm with leather and oak.

Grant Ellison was waiting.

He stood behind a broad desk, a crystal tumbler of amber liquid at his elbow. On the desk lay a folder, black leather, edges sharp, a single document placed neatly on top.

“Sit,” he said, gesturing to the chair across from him.

Bella lowered herself carefully, her velvet dress whispering against her skin. Her pulse hammered.

Grant opened the folder and turned the document toward her. “This is an agreement. It is not a contract in the legal sense, lawyers, clauses, loopholes. This is simpler. This is truth.” His eyes fixed on hers. “You are agreeing to give yourself to me. Your time. Your body. Your obedience. In return, I will give you opportunity, protection, guidance. You will rise higher than you dreamed possible. But there are no half measures, Isabella. Either you sign, or you walk away.”

Bella’s throat tightened. Her eyes skimmed the paper. Simple words. Stark. I submit myself, willingly, to the instruction, ownership, and authority of Grant Ellison.

Her hand trembled as she lifted the pen. For a heartbeat she hesitated, poised on the edge of two lives. Then, with a steadying breath, she bent and signed her name: Isabella Moreau.

Grant took the paper, folded it with precision, and slipped it back into the folder. The faintest smile touched his lips. “Good girl.”


Chapter Seven

“Stand.”

Bella rose; her knees unsteady.

Grant took the paper, folded it once with meticulous precision, and slid it back into the black folder. He leaned back in his chair, broad shoulders sinking into the dark leather, one hand resting lazily on the armrest, the other lifting his tumbler for a slow sip.

When he set it down, his eyes locked on her. “Now,” he said, his voice calm but absolute, “remove the dress.”

Bella froze, her breath caught. For a moment, the room seemed to shrink, the silence pressing heavy. Grant didn’t rise. He didn’t move. He simply lounged back, watching her with steady, hungry eyes.

Her fingers found the straps at her shoulders. She eased them down, one after the other, the velvet slipping lower. The bodice slackened, sliding to reveal her small, firm breasts, nipples hardening in the cool air. She drew the fabric down her torso, the corset loosening until it skimmed her hips, then fell in a soft puddle at her feet.

She stood naked in the warm light of his study, every line of her dancer’s body exposed: long, honed legs, taut thighs, the tight round curve of her ass, the smooth mound of her shaved sex, her chest rising and falling with shallow breaths.

Instinct urged her to cover herself, but she didn’t. Her hands stayed at her sides, fingers trembling, her chin lifted just enough to meet his gaze.

Grant’s eyes roamed over her slowly, taking his time. His expression remained composed, but the heat in his gaze made Bella’s skin prickle. Grant’s silence was deliberate; she could feel him measuring her, the way he might assess a rare sculpture, angle by angle, shadow by shadow, until the tension between them filled the room.

“Turn,” he said, his tone low and steady. “I want to see exactly what I’ve bought.”

For a heartbeat she couldn’t move. The words struck harder than the command itself, hollowing out whatever remained of her pride. When she finally turned, it was mechanical, each step deliberate, the act of a performer obeying choreography.

Inside, something tightened. She wasn’t Bella the dancer, not even Bella the woman. She was an object; a possession displayed for approval. The air seemed colder against her skin, the silence heavier with his ownership.

And yet she kept turning, because stopping would have meant defiance, and she wasn’t sure who she would be if she disobeyed him now.

Her pulse stuttered. She pivoted slowly, her hair brushing her shoulders, her arms loose at her sides. She turned in a full circle, every angle of her body bared for him, her breasts, her hips, the long taper of her legs, the bubble-tight firmness of her ass, the smooth gleam of her back.

When she faced him again, his gaze sharpened. He leaned back further in his chair, one hand lifting his glass. “Grand battement,” he commanded, his voice deliberate. “Show me.”

Bella’s breath caught, but her body obeyed. She stepped lightly into position, one hand raised in instinctive poise, and with a sudden sharp grace, her long leg sliced upward in a high, perfect extension. Her thigh stretched, her calf taut, toes pointed like a blade cutting the air. The movement exposed her completely, her sex bared, her form strong yet trembling under his gaze.

Grant’s eyes followed every inch of the motion, from the flex of her calf to the hard peak of her nipple as her chest lifted with exertion. The silence in the room magnified the sound of her breath, the faint whisper of her foot touching back to the carpet.

A slow smile curved his lips as he set his glass down. “Yes,” he said at last, his voice thick with approval. “You’ll do.”

Grant let the silence linger after his verdict, the weight of his gaze pressing down on her bare skin. Then, with unhurried calm, he gestured to the space before his chair.

“Come here. Kneel.”

Bella’s breath hitched, but her body moved before her mind could argue. She crossed the thick carpet, lowered herself onto her knees, and looked up at him. The leather of his chair creaked faintly as he leaned forward, his broad frame towering even though he remained seated.

His hand cupped her chin, tilting her face up, forcing her to hold his gaze. “Look at you,” he said softly, almost to himself. “That beauty. That incredible dancer’s body. You’ve honed yourself into perfection… and you don’t even realise what you do to a man.”

Her cheeks burned. Her lips parted, but no sound came.

“You will learn, Isabella,” he went on, his tone steady, inexorable. “When your beauty stirs me, and it will, often, you will take responsibility for that. You will stimulate me. You will sate me. Whenever, wherever, I require it.”

His eyes dropped deliberately to his lap, then flicked back to hers, his meaning unmistakable. “Now. Take it out.”


Chapter Eight

Bella’s fingers fumbled on the smooth leather of his belt, finally unfastening it with a soft click. The button of his trousers came next, then the slow tug of the zipper. She eased the fabric open, the heat rising from his body already making her dizzy.

When she slid her hand inside, her breath caught. Her fingers closed around something thick, hot, impossibly hard. She drew him free, and her eyes widened.

“Oh…” The gasp escaped her lips before she could stop it.

Grant’s cock jutted heavy from the open fly, thick-veined, dark, and still swelling. It was longer, harder, more powerful than anything she had ever imagined. The blunt crown gleamed as it pulsed in her trembling hand, the sheer girth forcing her fingers apart.

She stared, lips parted, heart hammering. How could anyone…? Could her mouth, her body,ever take something so massive?

Grant watched her calmly, his eyes unreadable, though the faintest curve touched his lips as if her shock pleased him. His hand came down, firm against the back of her head, not forcing, not yet, but reminding her of her place.

“Breathe, Isabella,” he murmured, his voice smooth, low, commanding. “You will take me. You will learn to use that perfect mouth until I am satisfied. Start now.”

Her throat worked nervously. She lowered her face, her lips brushing the hot, velvet-soft tip. The scent of him filled her nose, musky, masculine, overpowering. Tentatively, she parted her lips and took the crown inside.

The weight of it shocked her, stretching her jaw, forcing her lips wide. Her tongue flicked instinctively against the underside, tasting salt and heat. She whimpered softly, struggling to adjust to the sheer size, her hand sliding down the shaft to guide what her mouth couldn’t yet manage.

Grant exhaled slowly, his body relaxing into the chair as if she were exactly where she belonged. “Good girl,” he rumbled, voice thick with satisfaction. “That’s it. Work me deeper. Show me your hunger.”

Bella closed her eyes, cheeks hollowing, her jaw aching already. Yet with every inch she took, every muffled gasp, something inside her shuddered with the raw thrill of surrender. This was no dance, no performance. This was her submission, naked, vulnerable, complete.

She wanted to please him, to do everything perfectly, the way she did in rehearsal, the way she had promised when she signed her name. But beneath that need to perform well for him was something older, deeper. The awareness of his power, the certainty that she was yielding to it, stirred heat low in her belly.

It wasn’t just obedience; it was recognition. The part of her that had always sought perfection found a different rhythm here, one that felt dangerous and thrilling, almost primal. She felt something within herself, something deep, her need to submit, to give herself completely.

Her lips stretched wider as she slid further down his length, her throat already protesting at the thickness filling her mouth. Each inch forced her jaw open until it ached, saliva slicking his shaft as she struggled to keep control.

Grant’s hand moved from the back of her head to thread through her damp hair, his fingers firm, steady. He guided her slowly, inexorably, until the swollen crown pressed at the entrance of her throat.

Bella whimpered, gagging softly, her eyes squeezing shut as she tried to take him deeper. Tears welled as the blunt tip pushed past her limit, her throat convulsing around the intrusion. Her hands gripped his thighs, nails digging into the fine wool of his suit trousers.

“Relax,” Grant’s voice was low, commanding, almost soothing. “Open for me. Take it.”

Her breath came in choked gasps around him, but she obeyed, forcing her throat to yield. Inch by inch, the impossible length sank deeper until her nose brushed the dark heat of his body. Her eyes flew wide with shock, she had never been filled so utterly, so brutally.

Grant exhaled through his nose, his hips rolling just enough to remind her who was in control. His cock throbbed deep in her throat, his hand keeping her in place as she gagged, tears spilling down her cheeks.

“That’s it,” he murmured, satisfaction curling in every syllable. “You see? Your mouth was made to serve me.”

She moaned faintly around him, her throat vibrating against his shaft, the humiliating sound swallowed by the sheer fullness of him.

Then he began to move. Slow at first, withdrawing just enough to let her gasp for breath before sliding back down her throat. Each thrust made her gag, made her eyes water, until saliva dripped down her chin, glistening on her bare breasts.

Her body trembled, but she clung to him, desperate to please.

Grant’s breath deepened, his hand tightening in her hair as his pace grew harder, more insistent. His hips snapped forward, burying himself fully each time, her nose crushed against him as she choked on his size.

“Good girl,” he growled, his voice thick with pleasure. “Take it. Take every drop.”

The warning was brief. His cock swelled in her throat, and then he climaxed, spilling hot and heavy down into her mouth.

Bella gagged, choking on the sudden flood, her throat convulsing as thick spurts filled her. She tried to swallow, desperate not to spill, but the sheer volume overwhelmed her. Some dribbled from the corners of her lips, running down her chin, across her trembling breasts.

Grant held her steady until the last pulse subsided, until she had swallowed what she could, until she was gasping, eyes wet, chest heaving. Only then did he release her hair, letting her pull back, coughing softly, lips slick, face flushed with tears and submission.

He leaned back in his chair, watching her with cool satisfaction, his cock still heavy in his lap.

“That,” he said, his tone like silk over steel, “is how you will serve me whenever your beauty makes me hard. Do you understand?”

Bella wiped her mouth with the back of her trembling hand, eyes shining as she nodded. “Yes… sir.”

Grant’s smile was slow, dangerous. “Good girl.”


Chapter Nine

Morning light slanted through the high windows, cutting pale bars across the mirrored wall. The smell of resin and polish hung in the air, sharp and clean. Victor Halloran clapped out the rhythm, his voice carrying over the piano.

“Again, from the top. Shoulders open. Breathe through the movement, Bella, don’t fight it.”

She nodded and began again. The smooth line of her bare legs caught the light as she lifted into position, the leotard clung to her like a second skin, showing every contraction of muscle, every measured breath.. Years of practice had shaped her body into precision itself: lean, strong, and disciplined. Each step tightened through her calves and thighs, every sinew engaged as she fought for balance. Her body was an instrument, tuned to the demands of rhythm and control.

She nodded, focusing on the count. One, two, three. Her legs sliced the air, the floor hard beneath the thin leather of her shoes. Victor’s corrections came in short burst; “lift,” “centre,” “control,” each one drilling deeper until her muscles burned.

Grant Ellison watched from the corner, silent, unreadable. He rarely spoke during her private sessions, but his presence filled the room like a weight. Whenever Bella caught the reflection of his dark suit in the mirror, her heartbeat stumbled. Every movement became a test she couldn’t afford to fail.

For nearly an hour she held the line: pirouette, lift, recover, repeat. Sweat traced down her spine, dampening the edge of her leotard. Victor nodded once, signalling the next sequence, the one that had been giving her trouble all week.

Bella inhaled, pushed through the opening motion, and felt her balance falter. She landed awkwardly, catching herself on the barre. A hiss of frustration escaped before she could stop it.

“Again,” Victor said, already restarting the music.

She tried. Missed again. Her thighs trembled, her breath rough in her throat.

A third attempt, too fast, too much momentum, and she stumbled once more.

The piano stopped. The silence rang louder than the music ever had.

The studio echoed with the sharp strains of piano, Victor Halloran counting out beats with clipped precision. “One, two, three, up! No, Bella, your balance is off again.”

Bella flushed as she landed poorly for the fourth time. Her chest heaved, her thighs burned, and frustration threatened to choke her. She reset, ready to try once more.

From the corner, Grant Ellison’s voice cut through the music, deep and final. “Enough.”

The room went silent. Victor lowered his arms, stepping back as Grant rose from his chair. His eyes fixed on Bella, hard and unyielding.

“You need to learn to get this right,” he said, his tone calm but heavy with authority. “Three, four times, not good enough. Come here.”

Bella hesitated, heat crawling up her neck. She glanced at Victor, who stood watching, his expression carefully neutral. Her lips parted. “Grant, please…..”

“Come here,” he repeated, sharper now.

Her feet carried her forward, trembling, until she stood before him.

“Strip,” he said.

Bella froze. Her head turned instinctively toward Victor, shame crashing over her. “But….he’s here….”

“Strip.” The single word landed like a blow, Grant’s gaze slicing through her protest. There was no escape.

With shaking hands, Bella tugged down the thin straps of her leotard, peeling the damp fabric over her breasts, past her stomach, down her legs. The tights followed, until she stood naked, flushed, her nipples tight in the cool air, her bare sex glistening faintly from sweat.

Grant took her wrist, guided her across his lap as he sat in the studio chair. His palm came down hard across the firm swell of her ass.

The crack echoed in the empty room.

Bella gasped, kicking slightly, but his arm across her back held her in place. Another blow landed, then another, each sharp smack sending fire through her taut flesh. Her bubble-tight ass glowed crimson under his hand, every slap a reminder of her failure, of his ownership.

Tears welled in her eyes, spilling as sobs broke from her lips. She squirmed, her body trembling, her voice cracking with humiliation and pain.

At last, he stilled, his broad hand resting heavy on the crimson swell of her ass. She shuddered, tears streaking her cheeks, thighs pressed together in a futile attempt to hide her wetness.

Grant let the silence hang, letting both men, himself and Victor, watch her tremble. Then he spoke, calm and absolute.

“Right. Now you get it right.”

His gaze pinned her, unblinking. “And understand this, Isabella, if your lack of practice causes you to fail again, the punishment will be harsher. I don’t tolerate imperfection.”

Bella swallowed hard, her lips trembling. She could only nod, knowing Victor stood only a few paces away, knowing he had seen everything, her nakedness, her tears, the shameful gleam of her arousal.

Grant released her wrist, dismissing her back to the centre of the studio.

The piano struck up again.

Bella lifted her arms, body raw and aching, her ass stinging, her face burning. She moved through the sequence once more, naked now, under the eyes of both men, and this time every step was precise, every line carved in desperate perfection.

Victor gave a curt nod, his face unreadable. Grant leaned back in his chair, satisfied.

Bella’s humiliation clung to her like a second skin, but her body obeyed flawlessly.


Chapter Ten

A week later, the studio was silent but for the rasp of Bella’s breath and the steady notes of the piano. Victor Halloran’s sharp commands cut through the air as Bella moved through the advanced sequence. Sweat streaked down her spine, her muscles trembling with strain.

She landed poorly, stumbled, reset. Tried again. Failed again.

Three times.

Her heart thundered in her chest. With Grant seated in the corner, watching, the weight of his gaze pressed on her like iron. Fear coiled in her belly, fear not of failure, but of what punishment might follow. He had promised worse.

“Stop,” Grant’s voice cut through the music.

The piano stilled. Victor stepped back at once.

Grant rose from his seat, pulling a heavy chair away from the wall and setting it square in the centre of the studio floor. His eyes never left Bella. “Strip.”

Her stomach flipped. With shaking hands, she peeled the damp leotard down, baring her breasts, sliding it over her hips, stepping out naked. The tights followed, leaving her completely exposed under the harsh studio lights.

Grant’s belt whispered from its loops, the sound sharp in the silence. He doubled it in his hands with slow precision. “Bend over the chair. Hands on the front legs. Ass raised.”

Bella obeyed, her cheeks blazing. She bent forward, grasping the wooden legs at the floor, her bare breasts pressing against the cool leather seat. Her ass arched high, trembling.

Grant’s foot nudged between hers, then shoved them wider. She gasped as she realised how fully exposed, she was, her reddened ass, the slick gleam between her thighs, everything laid bare for both men to see.

The belt cracked down across her flesh.

Bella screamed, the sound bouncing off the mirrored walls. A red welt blazed across her perfect dancer’s ass. Another lash followed, then another, the sting sharper, hotter, each stripe searing her skin. Her sobs filled the room, tears dripping onto the floor as her body quaked under the relentless punishment.

At last, the belt stilled. Bella hung limp over the chair, her ass marked with livid red lines, her sobs ragged and broken.

“Victor,” Grant said smoothly, never looking away from her. “Leave us.”

Victor hesitated only a second, then gathered his notes and slipped silently from the room, the door clicking shut behind him.

Grant unbuckled his trousers, freeing his cock, long, thick, dark, still swelling with arousal from her punishment. He stepped behind her, one hand pressing firm against the small of her back, forcing her down, ass high.

Bella gasped as the heavy crown of his cock pressed against her slick entrance. Her body tensed, panic and desire clashing in her chest. “Sir….”

“Quiet,” he growled. His hips surged forward, splitting her open.

Bella cried out, her body stretched wide around him, shocked at the sheer size forcing inside her. He filled her like nothing she had ever known, her tight heat yielding inch by thick inch until she was stuffed to the core, trembling, sobbing, yet clinging to the chair as he took her.

Grant gripped her hips, his voice low, satisfied. “That’s it, Isabella. Your first. Remember it. From now on, you’re mine, every hole, every inch.”

Her tears streaked down her face, her voice breaking into gasps as his cock drove deep inside her, marking her as thoroughly as the welts striping her ass.

Grant’s grip on her hips tightened, his cock driving deeper, harder, each thrust slamming her body into the chair. Bella sobbed, her ass stinging from the welts, her breasts bouncing against the leather seat, every inch of her stretched around his impossible thickness.

She clung to the chair legs, her knuckles white, her cries muffled by the sound of flesh on flesh. Her body betrayed her, slick and wet, the heat inside her growing with every relentless stroke.

The shame of it burned through her, the sting of the belt still seared into her ass, the humiliation of being used naked in front of her director, and yet her body shook with need. Every thrust forced a gasp from her lips, every filling stretch made her tighter, wetter, closer.

Her sobs turned to broken moans. Her thighs quivered. Then, with a sharp cry, she came, her pussy clenching, fluttering helplessly around his cock. The involuntary pulsing milked him, dragging a growl from his chest.

“Good girl,” he groaned, his thrusts growing rougher, deeper, her climax feeding his own. “Now take me.”

With a final slam, he buried himself to the hilt. His cock swelled, and then he spilled hot and thick inside her, filling her to overflowing. Bella shuddered, still coming, the sensation overwhelming, his seed spilling deep, her body convulsing, stretched and owned completely.

He stayed inside her for a long moment, letting her flutter around him, letting her feel the full weight of his climax mixing with her own. Then he withdrew, leaving her trembling, cum dripping from her sloppy, wet pussy.

“Down,” he commanded, his voice calm again. “On your knees.”

Bella slid from the chair, collapsing onto the floor, thighs still trembling, Grant’s cum beginning to leak down her inner thighs. She obeyed, taking him into her mouth, licking, sucking, cleaning him until every trace was gone, her cheeks streaked with tears.

Grant tucked himself back into his trousers, smoothing his suit as though nothing had happened. He opened the door.

“Victor,” he said simply. “Continue.”

Victor stepped back into the studio, his eyes flicking immediately to Bella. She was still naked, still on her knees, her ass striped, crimson, her pussy glistening, cum dribbling from between her thighs.

The silence was suffocating. Bella could not meet his gaze, her humiliation complete, her submission undeniable.

Victor adjusted his cuffs, his face unreadable. Then, with the same clipped authority as before, he nodded toward the piano.

“From the top,” he said.


Chapter Eleven

The door clicked shut behind her, muffling the hum of Chelsea’s evening streets. Bella leaned back against it, breathing in the stillness. The apartment was immaculate, the kind of space she’d only seen in glossy magazines: pale marble counters, high ceilings, a terrace that overlooked the city lights.

It wasn’t hers, not really. Nothing here was. It belonged to him. Just as she did.

She dropped her dance bag by the sofa, peeled her damp clothes away, and padded naked to the bedroom. The full-length mirror on the wardrobe caught her, arresting her step.

She turned slowly, studying herself in the glass.

Her body glowed with the fine sheen of sweat, long legs taut, stomach flat, breasts firm and small with nipples already tightening in the cool air. She twisted further, baring her ass to the mirror.

The welts had faded since his belt had striped her, but the marks were still there, several vivid red lines etched across the curve of her bubble-tight ass, reminders of his authority.

Her fingertips traced them lightly, and heat bloomed instantly in her belly. Shame, pain, memory, all of it tangled into arousal that made her thighs clench.

Grant. His strength. His power. The way even Victor, cold, exacting Victor, deferred to him without question. How easily he commanded her, bent her over the chair, forced his thick black cock into her until she broke around him.

The thought made her shiver. She spread her legs a little wider, her hand slipping down, fingertips brushing the slickness already gathering at her bare slit.

She leaned closer to the mirror, her other hand cupping her breast, tugging her nipple hard. Her reflection stared back at her: red-marked, trembling, beautiful; his property.

Her mind raced. Not just him watching her now, but Victor too. Perhaps another man. Perhaps a group of Grant’s friends, all seated in leather chairs, drinks in hand, as she knelt naked in front of them. No pirouettes, no choreography, just a performance of her body, her need.

She slid two fingers inside herself, gasping, her eyes locked on her reflection. Her hips rolled, her slick folds parting as she worked herself harder, imagining Grant’s voice rumbling low: “Good girl. Let them see. Show them how you come for me.”

Bella’s breath grew ragged, her thighs trembling as she spread them wider, the obscene sound of her own wetness filling the room. Her fingers worked furiously, circling her clit, plunging deep, her body arching as she imagined an audience watching her, owning her, judging her.

She cried out, her orgasm ripping through her, her pussy fluttering helplessly around her fingers. She sagged against the mirror, panting, cum glistening down her thighs, her skin still marked with his belt.

Her reflection stared back at her: flushed, spent, debauched, and utterly his.


Chapter Twelve

Grant’s study was quiet but for the ticking of the tall clock and the faint rustle of paper. Bella stood before his desk, still in her practice clothes, tights damp with sweat, hair scraped back into a bun. She’d been told to come directly from rehearsal, and so she had.

He didn’t look up at once. He turned a page, marked something with a pen, and only then let his dark eyes rest on her. “Strip.”

Her throat tightened. She peeled her leotard down, her tights next, until she stood naked in the soft afternoon light, sweat still glistening faintly on her skin. She clasped her hands before her, waiting.

Grant leaned back in his chair, the notes still in his hand. “Overall, not too bad,” he said at last, his tone calm, measured. Then his gaze hardened. “But not too bad is not good enough. You have to work harder. I told you, the punishments would be more severe each time.”

He gestured toward the broad leather sofa along the wall. “Bend over the back.”

Bella’s stomach flipped. She obeyed, padding silently across the carpet, her bare skin prickling with dread. She leaned forward, stretching herself over the backrest, her breasts pressing into the cool leather, her round ass lifted high. Her hands gripped the front edge, knuckles white.

For a long moment there was only the sound of her breathing. She was aware of everything, the heat of the lights, the silence of the room, the weight of his gaze. Shame, fear, and something harder to name tangled together inside her. Being seen like this stripped away every layer of composure she had ever built; it left her raw, exposed, and frighteningly alive. She was exposed physically and emotionally. Every part of her on display not least her shaved little pussy between her tight toned thighs.

From behind, she heard the creak of a cupboard door. The sound of wood sliding free. When he turned, she couldn’t see the implement in his hand, only hear the faint swish of air as he tested its weight.

Grant approached, the five-foot length of rattan cane gleaming wickedly in his grip. He rested it lightly across her buttocks, dragging it slowly from one hip to the other. Her body tensed, trembling under the touch.

“You will count,” he said, voice low, deliberate. “You miss one, and we start over. Today, you will receive ten. Next time, twenty.”

Her heart hammered. “Yes, sir,” she whispered.

The cane lifted.

The first strike landed with a crack like gunfire, searing across her perfect flesh. Bella screamed, her whole body jolting, the welt blooming hot and red across her ass.

She clutched the sofa, sobbing. “One.”

Grant waited a moment, letting the pain sink deep, then rested the cane lightly again, just below the first line. His voice was steady, unyielding. “Nine more.”

The cane lifted again.

CRACK. The second blow landed, lower, the sharp sting exploding across her flesh. Bella’s cry echoed through the study, her legs trembling, her nails digging into the sofa leather.

“Two!” she sobbed, her voice breaking.

Grant waited, calm, letting the silence and the ache stretch before raising the cane again.

CRACK. The third stripe bit diagonally across the first two, fire lancing through her. Bella screamed, her face pressed against the sofa back, tears spilling freely now.

“Three!”

Her ass burned, the welts already swelling, her body quivering with pain. Still, she held position, terrified of failing him, terrified of earning more.

CRACK. The fourth cut slashed across the curve of her other cheek, sharp and merciless. Bella’s cry dissolved into sobs, her toes curling against the carpet.

“Four,” she gasped, her voice faint.

Grant’s tone remained calm, steady. “Good girl. Six more.”

CRACK. The fifth landed just below, the sting so intense she nearly shot upright. She forced herself down, gripping the sofa until her knuckles ached.

“Five!”

Her sobs filled the room, her body shaking uncontrollably.

CRACK. The sixth stripe bit across her sit-spot, where ass met thigh. Bella screamed, the pain white-hot, unbearable, her legs kicking once before she forced them still.

“S-six!” she stammered through tears.

Grant paused, letting her shudder, his voice calm, certain. “Four more. Hold still.”

CRACK. The seventh welt raised in a cruel line above the others, her ass now a canvas of angry red stripes. Bella sobbed openly, her tears soaking into the sofa.

“Seven!”

Her chest heaved, sweat beading on her flushed skin, her thighs trembling with exertion and shame.

CRACK. The eighth blow crossed the centre, searing across the welts already there. Bella shrieked, the sound breaking into raw sobs, her entire body quaking as the fire spread through her flesh.

“Eight!” she choked, voice ragged.

Grant rested the cane lightly once more, tracing the ruined, welted flesh. “Two more. Do not falter.”

CRACK. The ninth cut landed hard, cruel, right across the tender backs of her thighs. Bella’s scream was raw, hoarse, her tears streaming, her grip on the sofa desperate.

“N-nine!”

Her voice cracked, her body trembling so violently she could barely stay in place.

Grant lifted the cane for the final time. The air seemed to hold its breath.

CRACK. The tenth stripe seared across her ass, final, brutal, the culmination of her punishment. Bella howled, collapsing forward against the sofa, her whole body wracked with sobs.

“T-ten,” she managed, broken and weak, the number spilling from her lips before dissolving into tears.

Grant lowered the cane, satisfied. Her ass was a lattice of vivid red welts, her skin marked with his authority.

“Good,” he said at last, his voice calm, even. “You endured.”

Bella clung to the sofa, her body trembling, tears dripping onto the leather. Her ass throbbed, burning with every heartbeat, her submission written into her flesh.


Chapter Thirteen

Bella stayed draped over the sofa, her body shaking, her ass blazing with pain. The welts throbbed in time with her heartbeat, searing reminders of her failure.

Grant set the cane aside. His voice, calm as ever, cut through her sobs. “Up. On your knees.”

She pushed herself upright, trembling, tears still streaking her cheeks. She stumbled forward, sinking to her knees on the carpet in front of him.

Grant rose from his chair, his eyes fixed on her. Slowly, deliberately, he removed his jacket, set it neatly aside, then unbuttoned his shirt, baring his broad chest and powerful torso. This was the first time she had seen him unclothed, not just the commanding man in the tailored suit, but the raw physical strength beneath.

Her breath hitched. He unfastened his trousers, letting them fall, freeing his cock, long, thick, dark, already hard.

“Now,” he said softly, tilting her chin up with one finger, “show me your obedience.”

Bella leaned forward, lips parting. She took him into her mouth, the heavy crown filling her, stretching her jaw as she licked and sucked, her tongue tracing the thick veins. His hand rested on her head, guiding her rhythm. Her tears still glistened, her ass still burned, but she moaned around him, hungry to please, desperate to prove her submission.

Grant groaned, the sound low and approving, before pulling her gently back. “Enough. On the desk.”

He guided her to the massive oak desk, bending her over so her red-striped ass was raised, her breasts pressed against the polished wood. His hands ran firmly over her welted flesh, tracing each line, making her shudder with pain and arousal.

Then he positioned himself behind her. With no hesitation, he lined up and drove forward, thrusting balls-deep in a single, brutal stroke.

Bella screamed, a raw cry torn between agony and pleasure, as his cock filled her to the core, stretching her wide, forcing her body to take him completely.

Grant gripped her hips, holding her steady as he began to pound into her, his thrusts hard and relentless. Each slap of his body against her ass sent fresh waves of pain through the welts, the sting mixing with the shocking fullness inside her.

Her sobs broke into moans, her body betraying her again. The fire in her pussy grew unbearable until it burst, her first climax tearing through her, sudden and violent. She cried out, her cunt clenching desperately around him as she came, her juices slicking his length.

Grant growled, fucking her harder, deeper, the desk rattling beneath them. “That’s it,” he snarled, his voice rough with lust. “Come for me. Show me who owns you.”

Bella’s body writhed beneath him, the pain and pleasure twisting together, dragging her higher with every thrust.

At last, Grant’s pace faltered. His cock swelled, and with a savage groan he erupted inside her, spilling his seed deep into her womb. The heat of it pushed Bella over again, her second climax ripping through her, harder, messier, her whole body convulsing as she screamed his name into the wood.

He held her there, buried to the hilt, until her trembling subsided, until both of them were spent.

Grant straightened slowly, pulling free, his cum already trickling from her sloppy, used cunt down the inside of her thighs. He placed a broad hand on the small of her back, pressing her down against the desk, reminding her she was still his.

“You’ll work harder,” he said simply, his voice calm once more. “Or next time, it will be twenty.”

Bella sobbed, her body marked, filled, broken, and yet a shudder of shameful arousal coursed through her at his words.


Epilogue

Chelsea lay quiet outside; the glow of the city softened through the tall windows of her new apartment. Bella moved slowly through the stillness, every step a reminder of what had been done to her.

She paused before the mirror, her reflection arresting her again.

Her body bore the marks of the evening: vivid red stripes laced across her ass, still throbbing, each one a burning reminder of the cane. Between her thighs, the soreness was deep, undeniable, and yet when she shifted, she could still feel the heavy echo of him inside her, the warmth of his seed trickling long after he had filled her.

She touched her stomach lightly, her skin trembling beneath her own fingers. He had used her. Owned her. Claimed her.

Once, she had been only Isabella Moreau, the dancer fighting for a place in the city. Now she was more, and less. She was his.

Her benefactor. Her master. Her lover.

The thought made her knees weaken. She sat at the edge of the bed, her hand sliding down between her thighs almost without conscious thought. Her pussy was still slick, still swollen, the soreness mingling with a shameful throb of arousal.

She closed her eyes, replaying the moment his cock had driven into her, balls-deep in a single thrust. The sound of her own scream still rang in her ears, pain and ecstasy entwined. She remembered the way he had spanked her first, caned her until she sobbed, then taken her hard, forcing her to climax, then filling her completely.

Her fingers worked quickly, desperately, as she pictured him again, tall, powerful, commanding. His deep voice. His eyes that never wavered. The certainty that no one disobeyed him. Not Victor. Not his staff. And certainly not her.

Her climax tore through her with startling force, a cry spilling from her lips as her body convulsed. She fell back against the bed, chest heaving, sweat cooling across her skin.

As the tremors subsided, she stared up at the ceiling, her breath ragged. She knew what she was now. Not just a dancer striving for perfection. Not just a woman chasing opportunity.

She was his. And tomorrow, and every day after, she would give herself again, to his discipline, his desire, his ownership.

And the terrifying, thrilling truth was this: she wanted it.


Book Two Teaser – Disciplined Body, Corrupted Soul

Bella thought she understood what it meant to belong to Grant Ellison. She had signed her name, taken his punishments, felt his belt and his cane, his cock and his seed. She had learned to kneel, to obey, to please him whenever his desire rose.

But Grant has greater plans for his newest possession.

Her body is no longer hers alone, it is his to display. Her submission, her shame, her arousal, all will be tested, not just in the privacy of his study but in front of others. Victor has seen glimpses already. Soon, more men will watch. And Bella will have no choice but to perform for them, not with pirouettes and pointe shoes, but with her obedience, her pleasure, and her willingness to be used.

Her first real performance is coming. And this time, the stage won’t be a theatre. It will be Grant’s private world, filled with men who will expect his ballerina to give them everything.

How far will Bella go when she realises, she isn’t just dancing for him anymore… she’s performing for them all?
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