
        
            
                
            
        

    
Taboo: Submission to Power

BOOK ONE

Her innocence meets his authority in a forbidden, interracial world of control.
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Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction intended for adults only. All characters depicted are 18 years of age or older. The events, names, and settings are products of the author’s imagination and are not based on any real persons, places, or situations.

This book contains explicit sexual content, graphic language, and taboo scenarios. It is written for readers who actively seek out and enjoy such material. If you are offended by themes of power exchange, humiliation, multiple partners, or interracial sex, this book is not for you.

By continuing, you confirm that you are legally permitted to read and purchase erotic material in your region.

Content Note

This novel explores:

	Humiliation, spanking, and group use 

	Multiple partners, including airtight (triple penetration) 

	Rough sex, messy creampies, and cum play 

	Interracial themes 

	Lesbian 

	Consensual but extreme BDSM-style dynamics 



⚠️ All sexual activity is consensual fantasy roleplay. Though the characters may appear reluctant at times, they explicitly choose to participate and enjoy their submission.

Reader discretion is strongly advised.
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Chapter One: The Envelope

She had turned twenty the week before and celebrated by doing what she usually did: staying in, working through lecture notes with cheap coffee, and promising herself that next year would somehow be different.

Campus in winter always felt a little too large for her. Long avenues, old stone buildings, doorways that seemed to swallow other students into warm, laughing groups. She walked quickly, chin tucked, brunette hair loose around her shoulders. People glanced at her often without her realising why. To her it was simply uncomfortable attention, another reason to keep moving.

She had the body of someone who had grown into herself too fast. Slim, but with curves she never meant to own. The soft swell of hips she hid behind long coats, the shape of her thighs she judged each morning in the mirror, and the fullness of her 34DD breasts that she tried to disguise with high necklines and careful layering. They made her feel conspicuous, as if they arrived in the room before she did. She bit at her full, pretty lips whenever she felt watched, uncertain whether people were really looking at her or simply at the parts of her she wished she could hide. There was something quietly luminous about her. And she had never learned how to wear it.

The letter was waiting in the post-room, cream paper, embossed crest, her name handwritten in ink that felt deliberate.

Miss Delaney,
Your application has been observed with interest.
You are invited to attend an introductory supper with the Ladies’ Discipline Club,
Thursday, seven o’clock. Evening attire. Silence observed on arrival.

She stared at it for a long time, heart quickening. She hadn’t applied for anything. She read it twice, then a third time, as if some hidden meaning might reveal itself.

The girls in her year whispered about the Club sometimes. Scholarships that appeared out of nowhere. Internships that seemed impossible until a member mentioned she “knew someone.” The phrase that came up most often was always the same:

They teach you how to become the kind of woman doors open for.

She didn’t think of herself as that kind of woman. She worked weekends at the café. She shared a damp room above a kebab shop. She kept telling herself that being smart would be enough, though lately she wasn’t sure.

She folded the letter carefully, as though it might bruise.



On Thursday evening she stood in front of the mirror longer than usual.
The fitted skirt she usually saved for presentations hugged the curve of her hips more than she liked. The white blouse, buttoned a little higher than fashion suggested, traced the shape of her chest all the same. She smoothed the fabric down, self-conscious of the way it met her waist and followed the soft line toward her thighs.

For a moment she imagined what other girls must feel: confident, poised, aware of their own beauty. She tried to copy that posture, shoulders back, chin lifted. The reflection looking back at her was someone almost unfamiliar. Softer. Sexier, though she would never use the word out loud.

She blushed at herself, grabbed her coat, and left before she changed her mind.



The building stood apart from the main campus, a townhouse dressed in ivy and quiet light. Tall windows glowed amber. A discreet brass plaque by the door bore nothing but the crest from her envelope.

Another young woman arrived at the same time, taller, perfectly composed. She gave a small smile and pressed the buzzer. “First supper?” she whispered.

“Yes,” our Mia said, hating how shy she sounded.

“Don’t worry,” the girl replied. “Just follow the rules. They notice that.”
Her gaze drifted, almost appraising, over the fitted blouse, the skirt, the curve of hips our heroine wished she could hide. There was no malice in it. If anything, a flicker of approval.

Inside, the silence felt ceremonial. Soft carpets, polished banisters, the faint scent of lilies. A woman in black ushered them toward a dining room, touching briefly at elbows and shoulders, guiding posture with gentle pressure.

When she reached Mia, her hand paused. Two fingers lifted Mia’s chin a fraction, then nudged her shoulders back and down.

“Not tense,” she murmured. “Aligned.”

Mia swallowed and tried again. The woman’s palm settled lightly at the small of her back, encouraging a taller, more graceful line.

“Better,” she said, her voice almost affectionate. “You will hold yourself correctly at all times this evening, Miss Delaney. It shows respect. And they notice.”

Even that light correction sent a prickle across Mia’s skin, as if the house itself were teaching her how to stand.

She took her seat at the long table among a dozen other young women. Candles burned low. Crystal glasses caught the light. No one spoke. The quiet was not oppressive; it was expectant. She became aware of her breathing, of the way her skirt brushed against her thighs, of how the neckline of her blouse rose and fell with each breath. She folded her hands neatly and kept her eyes lowered.

A door opened. The conversation that never began stilled further.

He entered without hurry.

Older, dignified, the controlled kind of presence that made the room align around him. An impeccably tailored suit. Hands folded lightly behind his back as he walked the length of the table, pausing now and then as though he were reading each of them, page by page.

When he stopped behind her chair, she felt it before she saw him: the weight of attention. Not leering. Not hungry. Evaluating. A deliberate awareness that seemed to trace the outline of her beauty, her posture, her uncertainty. Her pulse fluttered, absurdly loud in her ears.

He spoke at last, voice deep and calm.

“Ladies. You are here because someone believes in your potential. Our purpose is simple: to cultivate poise, discipline, and influence. We correct what is weak. We polish what is already fine. And we expect obedience, because obedience is the beginning of mastery.”

The words slid through the room like silk. She shivered, and she could not have said why.

His hand brushed, just for a second, the back of her chair. Not touching her, yet she felt as though he had. She straightened instinctively, cheeks warm. A tiny smile touched his mouth, as if he’d noticed the adjustment.

Dinner was served. Still, no one spoke. Each gesture was measured: the way cutlery was lifted, the way glasses were touched to lips. It felt intimate, almost sensual, without a single indecent thing occurring. As though every movement had meaning. As though her body itself was being trained simply by being present.

Halfway through the meal she found a small card tucked beneath her napkin.

Your composure is natural.
Learn to trust it.

Her breath caught. She looked up, uncertain who had placed it there. Across the table, the Barrister’s eyes met hers briefly, then moved on.

Heat pooled low in her stomach, a confused mix of pride, embarrassment, and something she had no name for. For the first time in a long while she wondered what might happen if she stopped hiding and allowed herself to become whatever they saw in her.

When the supper ended, they rose in unison and filed out into the cool night. She stepped onto the pavement feeling taller, though nothing outward had changed.

In her coat pocket, the card seemed to warm against her palm.

She walked back through the dim, echoing campus with the strange sense that something quiet and dangerous had begun. And though she told herself it was only a club, only dinners and etiquette and rules, a deeper part of her knew better.

She had been noticed.
And for a girl who never believed she was beautiful, that was its own kind of spell.


Chapter Two: The Handbook

Mia woke with the sense that something delicate had been tied around her during the night. Not tight. Just present. The memory of the townhouse clung to her like perfume, along with the way Barrister Edward Sterling had looked through the room and somehow seen her.

Her phone buzzed.

Collect your handbook at four.
Late arrivals are noted.

No greeting. No explanation.

The words made her sit up straighter instinctively, her nightshirt pulling across her chest in a way she immediately tugged at. Even alone, she was embarrassed by the way her curves announced themselves. She had never asked to be shaped like this. The fullness of her breasts, the soft flare of her hips, the thighs she judged far too harshly. It all felt like noise she couldn’t silence.

And yet, last night, in candlelight, none of it had felt wrong. If anything, she’d caught glimpses of herself in polished glass and thought she looked… almost elegant.

Almost.



At four o’clock, Mia stood once more at the townhouse door, breath hitching before she pressed the bell.

The same woman in black opened. Calm. Assured. Beautiful in the quiet, severe way of women who never doubted they belonged anywhere.

“You’re punctual,” she said. “That pleases him.”

Mia flushed before she could stop herself. Him.

She followed down a corridor, the carpet swallowing their footsteps. When Mia’s shoulders rounded nervously, the woman stopped, shifted behind her, and with two fingers lifted her chin, then pressed gently between Mia’s shoulder blades.

“Tall,” she murmured. “And still. You are to be correct at all times here, Miss Delaney. Your body should show respect even when your mouth is silent.”

Mia nodded, heat blooming across her cheeks. Being adjusted like that, guided, shaped, sent a ripple of awareness through her. Her blouse fitted close over her chest; she felt it suddenly, self-conscious but also faintly… attentive, as if her own body were listening too.

“Good,” the woman said softly. “You’re a very pretty girl. Don’t slouch away from that.”

The words startled her more than the touch.

Pretty girl.

She followed in silence.

The drawing room was smaller than the dining hall, bookshelves, a low fire, soft light. On the table lay a neat stack of slim white booklets.

One bore her name.

She lifted it carefully.

THE LADIES’ DISCIPLINE CLUB
HANDBOOK: FOUNDATIONS

The word discipline seemed to vibrate in the air. She felt a tightening low in her stomach, not fear exactly, more the way she felt before exams, that electricity of being judged and wanting, very badly, not to fail.

“Read daily,” the woman said. “Carry it always. You do not write in it. You do not show it. These are rules, not invitations to negotiate.”

Mia swallowed. “Yes.”

The woman’s gaze softened. “Mr Sterling will see which girls take rules seriously. He favours those who do.”

Mia held the booklet to her chest without thinking, then instantly lowered it again, uncomfortable with how much shape it outlined.

She read the handbook on the bus.

The first page:

Poise begins with stillness.

Then the rules, simple, intimate, quietly invasive.

	You will arrive early and compose your thoughts. 

	Your posture will never collapse. 

	You will listen more than you speak. 

	Correction is a kindness you will welcome. 

	Nightly, you will record weaknesses, without excuse. 

	You will obey your mentor. 



Her breath snagged on the last one.

She imagined Edward Sterling reading her name, considering her. The way his presence had straightened her spine without a word. A man like that didn’t need to raise his voice. His expectations did the work for him.

She closed the booklet. Opened it again almost immediately.

That night, Mia practiced in front of the mirror. Chin level. Shoulders easy. Hands resting loosely at her sides. The fitted skirt she wore for confidence in seminars traced the curve of her hips far more than she wanted it to. Her blouse couldn’t quite disguise the fullness of her breasts, no matter how carefully she buttoned it.

She hated that she blushed at herself, and hated, more secretly, that part of her wondered what it might feel like to walk into a room and not apologise for being shaped the way she was.

She balanced a book on her head. Walked. Turned. Stopped. Every motion slower, quieter, more deliberate. And as she moved, the flustered girl faded and something else appeared, composed, controlled, faintly sensual in her restraint.

She wrote in the reflection journal they had provided:

When I follow the rules, I feel calmer.
And I think he expects something of me.
I want to meet it. I don’t know why.

She stared at the words, horrified at herself, then snapped the notebook shut.

Late, lying in bed, she slid the handbook from beneath her pillow and read again by phone light.

One line made her throat tighten:

A disciplined woman does not chase attention.
She becomes the kind of woman who is simply noticed.

She saw it suddenly, herself crossing the quad, heads turning, not because she flaunted anything, but because she carried herself as if she belonged. The thought sent a strange, thrilling warmth through her.

Somewhere, in a dark panelled office, she imagined Edward Sterling reading reports, deciding which girls deserved more opportunity, which ones had earned guidance.

She wanted to be one of them.

Sleep finally came, the handbook resting against her heart. And before dreams took her, a single understanding surfaced, soft and dangerous:

Mia Delaney, shy and beautiful and far too modest for her own body, had begun to crave the feeling of being guided.


Chapter Three: Correction

Mia broke the rule without meaning to.

It was a small thing. Almost nothing. The kind of mistake she would normally forgive herself for without a second thought.

She arrived three minutes late.

Not late-late. Not flustered or breathless. Just enough to know, as she stepped through the townhouse door, that she had failed to be correct.

The woman in black glanced at the clock before she looked at Mia.

Her gaze said everything.

Mia felt it immediately, a soft drop in her stomach, heat rising up her neck. She straightened her spine at once, smoothing her skirt down over her hips as if posture alone could erase the lapse.

“You’ll wait,” the woman said quietly.

Mia nodded and moved to the wall, hands folded, eyes forward. She was painfully aware of her body in stillness, the way her blouse fitted snugly across her chest, the curve of her thighs pressed together beneath the hem of her skirt. Standing like this made her feel exposed in a way sitting never had. Upright. On display.

Minutes passed. Each second stretched.

The other girls were ushered through. Doors closed softly. The house seemed to hold its breath around her.

At last, footsteps approached.

“Miss Delaney.”

The voice was unmistakable.

Edward Sterling did not raise it. He never would. The calm authority in his tone made her pulse stutter all the same.

“Yes,” she said, hating how small it sounded.

“You’re aware you were late.”

“Yes.”

No excuse offered. The handbook had been clear.

“Good,” he replied. “Follow me.”

The room he led her into was not the dining room. It was smaller, more private. A study. Dark wood. A single lamp casting warm light. One chair placed neatly before his desk.

“Stand there,” he said, indicating the space in front of it.

Mia obeyed at once.

He studied her in silence. Not her face alone, but her posture, the gentle slope of her shoulders where tension gathered, the subtle way her weight shifted when she thought she was unobserved. His gaze moved with deliberate calm, as though he were taking stock of her as a whole, not just how she looked, but how she held herself.

Mia felt his attention like a physical thing. She was fully dressed, buttoned and proper, and yet acutely aware of every curve beneath the fabric, the fullness of her breasts rising with each careful breath, the soft flare of her hips held too tightly still. Standing there under the quiet appraisal of an older man made her feel exposed in a way she had never known before, as if being seen properly was more revealing than being undressed.

Heat stirred low in her belly, unexpected and unsettling. Not desire as she understood it, but something softer and deeper, a yielding awareness, the unfamiliar pull of wanting to be guided, to be told how to stand, how to exist correctly under his gaze. Her instinct was to make herself smaller, but she resisted it, remembering the rules, remembering that stillness was expected.

She held herself there, heart racing, and realised with a faint shock that part of her was already leaning into the scrutiny, into the quiet authority of being examined and found wanting, yet worth correcting.

“You’ve read the handbook,” he said at last.

“Yes, sir.”

He inclined his head slightly. “Then you understand why punctuality matters.”

“Yes.”

“And why being correct matters.”

Her breath caught. “Yes.”

He stood and came closer, close enough that she was aware of his presence in every sense. He did not touch her. He did not need to.

“When you are late,” he continued calmly, “you show the world that you believe your time is more important than instruction. That is not who you wish to become.”

“No,” she whispered.

His eyes flicked briefly to the way her hands were clenched together, knuckles pale. To the faint rise and fall of her chest beneath the blouse she had buttoned so carefully.

“You’re a beautiful girl, Miss Delaney,” he said, as though it were an observation, not praise. “But beauty without discipline is merely potential. Untidy. Wasted.”

Her cheeks burned. She nodded, mortified and strangely… stirred. No one had ever spoken about her like this. As something to be refined.

“I am going to correct you,” he said gently. “Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Stand properly.”

She drew herself taller at once. Chin level. Shoulders relaxed, just as she had practiced. He circled her slowly, like a sculptor assessing form.

“Better,” he murmured. “But not enough.”

He stopped behind her. She felt him there, close, close enough that the warmth of him seemed to seep into her back.

“Stillness,” he instructed. “You fidget when you are anxious. It betrays you.”

She forced herself to be still. Every nerve felt awake. Her body, usually something she tried to ignore, suddenly felt too present, too shaped, too noticeable.

“There,” he said quietly. “That’s closer.”

His voice lowered slightly.

“You will learn that correction is not punishment. It is attention. And attention is earned.”

Her pulse raced.

“You will remain aware of your posture for the rest of the evening,” he continued. “Every step. Every movement. If you forget, you will remind yourself why stillness matters.”

“Yes,” she breathed.

A pause.

“Do you accept this correction?”

She hesitated for half a heartbeat, then nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Something in his expression softened, not kindness exactly, but approval.

“Good girl,” he said.

The words landed deep. Far deeper than they should have.

He stepped back, restoring distance as if nothing intimate had occurred.

“You may join the others.”

Mia walked back into the main room acutely conscious of herself. Of how she moved. Of how her skirt followed the sway of her hips when she forgot to be careful. Of how upright posture made her chest more pronounced, her body harder to hide.

She did not slump once.

Across the room, Edward Sterling watched her briefly, then returned his attention elsewhere.

Her skin still tingled.

She realised, with a mixture of shock and quiet longing, that part of her was already afraid of disappointing him again.

And another part was even more afraid of what it meant that she didn’t want to.


Chapter Four: Carrying Herself

Mia woke earlier than usual, before her alarm, with the faint echo of Mr Sterling’s voice still lodged somewhere beneath her ribs.

Correct.

The word surfaced as she swung her legs out of bed.

Correct.

Correct posture. Correct composure. Correct thought.

Mia stood in the small mirror-lit space between her bed and desk and adjusted herself without thinking, shoulders easing back, chin lifting slightly. The movement felt almost automatic now.

She was still in her underwear. Nothing provocative, nothing she had chosen with any intention beyond comfort. A soft lace bra in pale cream, practical but pretty, and a simple pair of Brazilian-style panties that sat low on her hips. She had bought them without much thought, never imagining they might be something worth noticing.

Standing properly changed how she saw herself.

Upright, her body made sense. The gentle fullness of her breasts sat naturally against the lace, no longer something to hide or compress. Her waist curved cleanly into her hips, the line of her thighs strong rather than awkward. She had always thought of herself as too much in places. Too noticeable. Too soft. Now, in the quiet of her room, she allowed herself to simply exist as she was.

She turned slightly, watching the reflection follow. The movement revealed the gentle fullness of her ass, rounded and heart-shaped, the curve of it framed by the simple panties resting against her hips. She had always thought it too much, too noticeable, something to be disguised beneath loose jumpers and careful slouching. Standing properly, though, it looked balanced, strong, quietly feminine.

She lingered there for a moment, surprised by the lack of criticism rising to meet the sight. Instead, there was a faint, warming sense of acceptance, even appreciation. Not for how she might look to someone else, but for how her body simply was when she allowed it to exist without apology.

Heat stirred low in her belly, subtle and surprising. Not embarrassment. Not shame. Something steadier. A calm awareness of herself as a woman, not performing, not apologising, just… present.

Mr Sterling had thought she was beautiful.

The thought made her shoulders settle even more, her breathing slow. She didn’t try to suck her stomach in. Didn’t cross her arms over her chest. She let herself stand there, still and correct, looking at the body she inhabited with a growing sense of curiosity rather than criticism.

It felt indulgent. Almost daring.

And though she was alone, the confidence lingered as if it might carry beyond the room with her.

In the mirror, she paused.

Heat flickered low in her belly, subtle but undeniable. Not embarrassment this time. Something closer to pride.

She dressed carefully, choosing a skirt she normally saved for presentations, fitted but modest, and a white blouse buttoned high, though she knew it would not hide the shape of her breasts when she stood straight. She hesitated, then decided not to add a cardigan. It felt like cheating.

On the walk to lectures, she practiced stillness. Her stride slowed. Her movements became deliberate. She resisted fidgeting with her bag strap or tugging her skirt down. Each time she felt herself slipping, she corrected gently, the way she imagined he would expect her to.

People noticed.

Not openly. Not crudely. Just the subtle double looks she had always tried not to see. A man glanced once, then again. A woman’s gaze lingered, curious. Mia felt the attention settle on her like warmth, unsettling and strangely grounding.

In the lecture hall, she chose a seat where she could sit properly. Feet flat. Back straight. Hands resting calmly in her lap. Maintaining the posture made her more aware of her body than ever. The curve of her hips pressed into the chair. Her chest lifted with each breath, fuller, more present. She flushed faintly, then forced herself not to shrink.

This is correct, she told herself.

The lecturer droned on, but Mia found it difficult to focus. Her awareness kept drifting inward. The way sitting like this made her feel composed. Adult. The way her body felt different when she didn’t apologise for it. She thought of Mr Sterling standing behind her, calm and observant, correcting without touching, guiding without asking.

She straightened again when she realised, she had shifted.

A thrill ran through her at the obedience of it.

By midday, it felt almost natural.

She walked across campus with her shoulders back, chin level, steps measured. The fitted skirt moved with her, tracing the sway of her hips she had always been ashamed of. Now, she let it happen. Not exaggerated. Just unhidden. The awareness that her body was visible, that it was being read, sent a soft, persistent warmth through her.

Mr Sterling would approve of this, she thought.

The idea made her feel quietly, dangerously confident.

At the café where she worked part-time, her manager commented that she seemed different. More focused. More assured. Mia smiled politely and kept her hands still on the counter, posture immaculate. Inside, she felt like she was carrying a secret, something elegant and private that belonged only to her and the Club.

That evening, alone in her room, she stood again before the mirror.

She didn’t criticise herself this time.

She looked at the fullness of her breasts, the curve of her waist into her hips, the strength in her thighs. She acknowledged the way her body filled space when she allowed it to. The girl staring back looked calmer. More deliberate. Almost sensual, though Mia would never have used that word before.

She practiced standing, turning, pausing. Each movement slower than the last.

For the first time, she didn’t feel the urge to hide.

She lay in bed later with the handbook resting against her stomach, fingertips tracing its edge. Her body felt warm, awake, as though something in her had been gently switched on. She thought again of Mr Sterling’s measured gaze, the way his approval had felt heavier than disapproval ever could.

Tomorrow, she would be careful again.

Correct again.

And the realisation settled softly and surely inside her, sending another quiet ripple of heat through her.

She wanted him to see her like this.


Chapter Five: Unwanted Attention

Mia stayed seated until the lecture hall had nearly emptied.

She did it without thinking, spine straight, hands folded calmly on the desk in front of her, exactly as she had trained herself to do. Her body knew the posture now. When she stood correctly, she felt steadier, more deliberate, as if the world responded differently when she refused to shrink.

“Miss Delaney.”

She looked up.

Dr. Philip Morton stood a few rows down, papers tucked beneath one arm. He was in his mid-forties, soft around the middle, his greying hair carefully combed but never quite convincing. He wasn’t unattractive exactly, but there was nothing about him that would have drawn her eye if he hadn’t been standing at the front of the room moments earlier, wielding authority like a shield.

“Yes, Doctor?” she said.

“A word, if you have a moment.”

She hesitated only briefly before nodding. Obedience had begun to feel automatic.

He waited until the last students drifted out before walking closer. Too close, she noticed. Not inappropriate enough to call out, but close enough that she was suddenly very aware of her body again. Of the fitted skirt on her hips. Of the way standing correctly lifted her chest, made her curves more apparent than she would have liked under his gaze.

“I wanted to talk about your last paper,” he said, smiling. “Very strong work. Confident.”

The word landed oddly.

“Thank you,” she replied, polite, neutral.

“You’ve changed,” he continued, his eyes flicking over her in a way that felt very different from Mr Sterling’s calm, deliberate assessment. This was less measured. More curious. Lingering. “You seem… more comfortable lately.”

Mia felt a familiar self-consciousness flare instantly. Awareness rushed back to her body, to the fullness of her chest beneath the blouse, the curve of her hips held by the fitted skirt. She felt seen in a way that made her want to fold in on herself, to apologise, to shrink back into the quiet girl she had always been.

For half a second, her shoulders began to round.

Then she stopped.

Correct, she reminded herself.

She straightened, easing her shoulders back, lifting her chin just enough. The movement was subtle, almost instinctive now, but it changed everything. Standing properly, she felt steadier, more contained. His gaze was still there, but it no longer unsettled her in the same way.

“Yes,” she said calmly. “I suppose I am.”

And as she held herself still, composed and deliberate, she realised with a small, private thrill that this time she was not reacting to his attention.

She was controlling it.

Mia felt a flicker of irritation beneath her composure. Comfortable wasn’t the word she would have chosen. Disciplined. Correct. Those belonged to someone else.

“I’ve been focusing,” she said carefully.

He chuckled, as if they shared something. “It shows. And I don’t just mean academically.”

Her stomach tightened.

Dr. Morton launched into a discussion of her argument structure, but the thread wandered. He complimented her phrasing. Her clarity. Then her presence. The way she spoke in seminars. The way people listened to her now. His tone was light, but the attention underneath it was unmistakable.

She stood still, hands relaxed at her sides, posture perfect. Outwardly calm. Inwardly aware of how differently this felt. He was looking at her body first and her work second, and the distinction made her strangely protective of herself.

Mr Sterling had never done that.

The thought came sharply, unbidden.

She glanced at her watch.

Her breath caught.

She was late.

“I’m sorry,” she said, stepping back slightly. “I have an appointment.”

“Oh, of course,” Dr. Morton said quickly, though his disappointment showed. “Perhaps another time. We should talk more about your future. You have… potential.”

The word echoed unpleasantly now.

She nodded, thanked him again, and left before he could say more.

Outside, the air felt colder.

Mia walked quickly at first, then slowed, forcing herself to correct her posture even as anxiety crept in. Shoulders down. Chin level. Stillness. But her steps betrayed her, hurried despite herself.

She had chosen politeness over punctuality.

The handbook’s words surfaced immediately.

Punctuality is respect.

Her pulse quickened, not with fear exactly, but with anticipation. Mr Sterling would notice. He always noticed.

By the time she reached the townhouse, her composure had returned, though the quiet heat low in her belly had not. She paused at the door, smoothing her skirt, centring herself, reminding her body how to stand.

Dr. Morton’s attention already felt distant, unimportant.

What mattered was this.

She rang the bell.

And as she waited, Mia realised something that made her stomach flutter.

Being wanted was easy.

Being judged, corrected, and approved of by the right man felt far more dangerous.


Chapter Six: Personal

Mia arrived fifteen minutes late.

Not rushed. Not breathless. The worst kind of late. The kind that could not be softened by apology.

The woman in black looked at the clock, then at Mia.

“Go straight in,” she said.

Mia nodded, already feeling the weight of it settle into her body. She corrected her posture automatically before she reached the door, shoulders easing back, chin level, hands still. Whatever happened next, she would not arrive incorrect.

Edward Sterling’s office was quiet.

He sat behind the desk, hands folded neatly in front of him, posture immaculate. He did not look up when she entered. The door closed behind her with a soft, final sound.

“Stand there,” he said, without glancing up.

Mia moved to the centre of the room and stopped. Feet placed carefully. Spine tall. Eyes forward. Her heart beat loudly in her ears, but she did not fidget. She would not give him that.

Seconds passed.

Then a minute.

Then more.

The silence stretched until it felt deliberate, like a lesson in itself. She was acutely aware of her body in the stillness, the way standing correctly made her curves impossible to hide, the lift of her chest beneath the blouse, the quiet tension in her thighs as she held herself steady.

For a fleeting, irrational moment, the situation made her think of a naughty schoolgirl waiting in the headmaster’s office, caught, exposed, heart hammering while authority loomed.

She dismissed the thought at once, almost impatient with herself.

This was not school. This was not childish punishment or imagined drama. This was far more important. This was about her future, about discipline, about learning how to move ahead in a world that rewarded control and composure. About opportunity. About becoming someone who mattered.

She straightened a fraction more, grounding herself in that truth.

This was not play.

This was life.

Finally, he spoke.

“Last time,” he said calmly, “you were two minutes late.”

He looked up then.

“Today, you are fifteen minutes late.”

Mia swallowed.

“This is becoming a habit.”

She opened her mouth to explain, then stopped herself. No excuses. He watched her closely as she made the decision, and something in his expression shifted, subtle but unmistakable.

Good.

Another stretch of silence followed. He leaned back slightly in his chair, eyes moving over her posture with careful approval. She felt it, that same strange awareness she had felt before, the sensation of being read rather than merely seen.

“You’ve improved,” he said at last. “You stand correctly now. You do not fidget. And you did not try to excuse yourself.”

Five more minutes passed.

Each one felt heavier than the last.

“So,” he said eventually, voice unhurried, “how should we deal with this, Miss Delaney?”

Mia’s throat tightened. “I’ll make sure it never happens again,” she said quickly. “I’ll plan better. I won’t….”

She stopped. Even as the words left her, she knew how thin they sounded.

Sterling said nothing.

He simply watched her.

The weight of his dissatisfaction pressed down far more effectively than any raised voice could have. Her skin warmed, not with embarrassment alone, but with that deeper, unsettling awareness she had begun to recognise. She wanted to please him. Needed to.

“Perhaps,” he said slowly, “we need to correct you in a more personal manner.”

Her breath caught.

“So that you do not forget who you obey first,” he continued. “Not your own whims. Not the needs of others. Not the world outside these walls.”

He paused.

“Or is it this House?”

Mia’s thoughts scrambled. Personal echoed in her mind, heavy with implication. She held herself still, forcing her expression to remain calm even as her pulse raced.

“I will not be late again,” she said, more quietly this time.

Sterling studied her for a long moment.

“Miss Delaney,” he said, “this House is about discipline. Absolute discipline. Will you follow our discipline to the letter?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“My orders?”

“Yes, Sir”

His gaze sharpened. “Without hesitation?”

Mia inhaled slowly, then answered with surprising steadiness.

“Yes, sir. I want to follow the discipline of the House completely. I will follow your orders.”

Something settled in the room.

“Good,” Sterling said. “Then we will make this correction personal. And unforgettable.”

Her stomach fluttered, heat pooling low, unfamiliar but undeniable. She did not understand what personal meant. Not fully. But she understood what it meant to submit to the moment, to the expectation, to him.

“Yes, Sir,” she said again.

Sterling stood.

“Good,” he said quietly.

He took a step toward her.

Sterling’s gaze remained on her, steady and unreadable.

“Miss Delaney,” he said at last, “you agreed to follow the discipline of this House. To follow my orders. Without hesitation.”

“Yes, sir,” she replied, though her throat had gone dry.

“Then we will begin here,” he said calmly. “Remove your clothes.”

The words landed without drama. No raised voice. No threat. Just instruction.

Mia froze for a moment.

Only a moment.

Her heart thudded hard against her ribs, her thoughts scattering, instinct urging her to speak, to ask what exactly this meant, to retreat behind reason and propriety. She felt suddenly, sharply aware of where she was, of the desk between them, of how exposed the room seemed despite its stillness.

Without hesitation?

The question echoed back to her, uncomfortably clear.

She inhaled once, slowly, then nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Her movements were careful, deliberate. She unbuttoned her blouse, folded it neatly over the chair beside her. Slid her skirt down and stepped out of it, placing it just as carefully on top. Shoes aligned. Everything done with the same quiet composure she had been taught.

When she reached down to just her lace bra and Brazilian panties, she paused again, only long enough to steady herself, then removed them too.

She stood upright in the centre of the room, exactly where he had instructed her to stand.

Naked.

She did not cover herself. She did not move. Her arms rested at her sides, shoulders back, chin level. Her skin prickled in the cool air, her pulse loud in her ears, but she held herself still, exactly as she had been trained.

Sterling did not rush. He remained where he was, observing her with the same measured attention he had given to her posture, her silence, her obedience.

For the first time since she had entered the room, Mia understood fully what it meant to submit not out of confusion or fear, but choice.

She stood there, exposed and composed, waiting.

Sterling regarded her in silence for a long moment, the pause deliberate rather than indulgent.

“You’ve done well,” he said at last.

The words settled into the room with quiet weight.

“You were late,” he continued evenly. “You were corrected. And when given a direct order, you followed it. Without hesitation.”

Mia stood motionless, aware of the cool air against her skin, aware of herself in a way she had never been before. Not ashamed. Not flustered. Simply present.

“You stand here now, naked” Sterling said, “because you chose to obey.”

He rose slowly from his chair and took a step closer, stopping well short of her. His gaze moved over her with the same calm scrutiny he had always used, assessing rather than claiming.

“You do not feel confident about your body,” he said, not as a question. “You never have.”

Her breath caught, but she did not look away.

“But you should,” he continued. “You are a very beautiful young woman. And discipline will allow you to understand that, rather than hide from it.”

The word beautiful struck deeper than she expected.

“The House,” he went on, “can work with you. Shape you. Teach you to follow discipline so thoroughly that doubt has nowhere to settle. Do you understand what that offers you?”

“Yes, sir,” Mia said softly.

Standing there, naked before Edward Sterling, she felt something solid form inside her. Not embarrassment. Not fear. Pride.

She had arrived late. She had been corrected. And she had endured it. More than that, she had risen to it. This was not something she would ever have imagined herself capable of, not weeks ago, not even days ago.

He was pleased with her.

The realisation sent a quiet warmth through her chest. But it did not stop there.

It settled lower too, unfamiliar and unmistakable, a slow, steady awareness that made her breath deepen despite herself. Not shock. Not fear. Arousal, soft but present, born not of touch but of approval, of standing exposed and unashamed, of being naked and accepted exactly as she was.

Mia recognised it with a faint sense of wonder.

She was not being forced. Not tricked. Not diminished. She was here because she had chosen to be. Because she had obeyed. Because she wanted to.

Standing naked before Edward Sterling, an older Black man whose authority she respected and whose approval she craved, she realised she had crossed a threshold she would never have imagined for herself. The situation stirred something deep and private inside her, something that felt disturbingly right. She was turned on.

She felt proud.

He was pleased with her.

And he thought she was beautiful.

The understanding steadied her rather than overwhelmed her. Even there, bare and exposed, she did not fold in on herself. Instead, she straightened, shoulders settling back, chin lifting just enough to show she understood what this moment meant.

Standing correctly changed everything.

Her body aligned the way it was meant to, and with it came an unavoidable awareness of herself. The fullness of her breasts, larger than she had ever been comfortable with, no longer pressed down or hid behind fabric. Upright, they were lifted naturally, unapologetically present as part of her, not something to be concealed or ashamed of. She had spent years rounding her shoulders to soften them, to make them less obvious. Now, she did the opposite.

Naked before Edward Sterling, she allowed herself to stand as she truly was.

The sensation was disarming. Vulnerable, yes, but also affirming. She felt the quiet weight of his attention without flinching from it, felt the warmth of arousal deepen as she realised, she was no longer trying to disappear. She was being seen. Fully. And she was not shrinking away.

She held herself there, composed and open, understanding at last that discipline was not about erasing her body, but about owning it.

Sterling noticed.

And in that recognition, the quiet arousal within her deepened, not urgent, not desperate, but calm and assured, as though her body itself was learning what obedience could feel like.

She straightened instinctively, shoulders settling back, spine lengthening, even as she stood exposed. Not to display herself, but to be correct. To show she understood.

Sterling noticed.

A faint nod followed.

“That,” he said calmly, “is progress.”

Mia held her position, heart steady now, aware that something fundamental had shifted. She had not lost herself in this room.

She had discovered a part of herself she had never been allowed to acknowledge.

And for the first time, the thought did not frighten her.

Sterling’s gaze held her for another long moment.

“Good girl,” he said quietly.

The words settled over her with surprising weight. Not indulgent. Not casual. A measured acknowledgment of obedience.

“You’ve done well,” he continued. “But understand this clearly, Miss Delaney. If you fail again, the correction will be sterner. One that will not be symbolic.”

He let the silence stretch, allowing the implication to exist without explanation.

“One which you will feel for several days,” he added evenly.

Mia’s pulse quickened. She did not know exactly what that meant, only that it was real, deliberate, and not said lightly. The uncertainty sent a faint tremor through her, not of fear, but of heightened awareness. She held herself still, absorbing the seriousness of the promise.

“Do you understand?” he asked.

“Yes, sir,” she replied, her voice steady.

“And do you submit to this discipline?” he continued. “Fully. Without hesitation.”

She inhaled once, deeply. She did not pretend certainty she did not have. But she knew this much.

“Yes, sir,” she said. “I submit.”

Sterling inclined his head, satisfied.

“Good,” he said. “Then you may dress and go home.”

The order was as simple as the one before it.

Mia moved carefully, retrieving her clothes and putting them on with the same composed precision she had learned to stand with. She was acutely aware of Sterling’s presence as she dressed, of the quiet weight of his attention following each movement without comment or hurry.

She buttoned her blouse slowly, conscious of how the fabric settled back against her skin, how standing correctly changed the way it fit her body. She stepped into her skirt and drew it up with deliberate calm, smoothing it into place, correcting herself until everything sat as it should.

All the while, she knew he was watching.

Not intrusively. Not impatiently. Simply observing, as he had observed her posture, her stillness, her obedience, her nakedness. The awareness sent a lingering warmth through her, not flustered now, but controlled, as though even this moment was part of the lesson.

When she was dressed again, fully composed, she straightened once more, shoulders back, chin level.

Correct.

She stood ready, knowing she had been seen in every sense that mattered.

When she was finished, she stood waiting.

Sterling was already seated again behind his desk, the matter settled.

“You may go,” he said.

Mia turned toward the door, posture impeccable, heart still warm and quietly alive with what had passed. As she stepped out into the hallway, she understood something with sudden clarity.

This had not diminished her.

It had marked her.

And she knew, with a certainty that settled deep in her bones, that she would remember this correction for a very long time. More than that, she sensed that it had changed her. Something quiet and unfamiliar had been awakened inside her, a low, persistent awareness that was not just desire, but a deeper responsiveness to authority, approval, and discipline. It stirred warmly within her, difficult to name, impossible to dismiss, leaving her with the undeniable understanding that this was only the beginning of something she did not yet have the language for, but already felt herself leaning toward.


Chapter Seven: The Wrong Kind of Attention

Mia was called to Dr. Morton’s office two days later.

The message came through the departmental system, framed politely enough. A request to discuss her recent work. Feedback. Guidance. Nothing improper in the wording.

Still, the moment she read it, something in her tightened.

His office was smaller than Edward Sterling’s. Less deliberate. Books crowded the shelves unevenly; papers stacked without care. The window looked out over the car park rather than the quad. The door closed behind her with a sound that felt distinctly ordinary.

“Miss Delaney,” Dr. Philip Morton said, rising from behind his desk. “Please, come in.”

She stepped forward and stopped where indicated, instinctively choosing her posture before she even thought about it. Feet placed neatly. Spine tall. Shoulders relaxed. Hands still at her sides.

Correct.

Dr. Morton noticed her immediately. Not the way Sterling noticed her, calm and assessing, but with something else layered beneath it. Interest. Curiosity. Want. Desire.

“Sit down,” he said, gesturing to the chair opposite him.

Mia hesitated for half a second, then remained standing.

“I’m quite comfortable like this,” she said evenly.

The words surprised him. She saw it flicker across his face before he masked it with a smile.

“As you wish,” he said.

He talked about her paper at first. About her argument. About her clarity. His praise came easily, a little too easily, as if he enjoyed hearing himself offer it. His eyes drifted while he spoke, returning again and again to her body, to the way she stood upright, now, no longer folding inward.

She felt it immediately.

Not the charged awareness she experienced with Sterling. This was different. This made her skin tighten rather than warm. His attention felt clumsy, imprecise, as though he were trying to take something rather than observe it.

“You’ve grown into yourself,” he said at one point, smiling in a way that made her stomach turn. “It’s quite noticeable.”

Mia felt the old instinct flicker, the urge to soften, to apologise, to become smaller.

She did not indulge it.

Instead, she straightened a fraction more, chin lifting, shoulders settling back. Not to invite his gaze, but to hold herself apart from it.

“I’ve been focusing on my work,” she replied calmly.

He leaned back in his chair, hands resting on his stomach. “Confidence suits you,” he said. “It changes how people see you.”

People, she thought. Not him.

She could feel what he wanted. Not clearly enough to accuse, not crudely enough to escape outright. Just the sense that he was enjoying the power of the situation, enjoying that she was young, attractive, contained within his office.

And she felt nothing for it.

No warmth. No stirring. Only a strong desire for the meeting to end.

The contrast struck her sharply.

Standing in Edward Sterling’s office had made her feel present, chosen, grounded in something deliberate and earned. This felt like an intrusion. Authority used as leverage rather than structure.

She answered Dr. Morton’s questions politely. Briefly. Without invitation. Her posture never faltered. Her voice remained steady. She behaved exactly as she had been taught to behave.

Correct.

When he finally paused, searching for something else to say, she spoke first.

“If there’s nothing further, Doctor, I should go. I have an engagement.”

He looked faintly disappointed, then recovered. “Of course. We can talk again soon.”

“I’m sure,” she said neutrally.

She turned and left without hesitation.

Outside, the corridor felt cool and clean. Mia took a breath and realised, with a clarity that surprised her, how much had changed.

Dr. Morton’s attention had not tempted her.

It had repelled her.

She walked away composed, unflustered, carrying herself exactly as Edward Sterling had taught. And as she made her way back across campus, she understood something important.

Her response was not about being desired.

It was about who desired her, and how.

And only one man had ever made her feel stronger rather than smaller under his gaze, even when standing naked before him. The thought returned unbidden, vivid in its restraint, and with it came a familiar warmth, rising quietly through her again. Not urgent, not embarrassing, but steady and undeniable, the same composed arousal she had felt in his office, born of obedience freely given and approval calmly received. Of being made to stand naked before the older, wiser and very attractive man.

She did not shy away from it this time.

She recognised it.

And as she continued down the corridor, posture perfect, expression serene, Mia understood that the memory itself now held power over her, a reminder of who she was becoming, and of the discipline she no longer wished to escape.


Chapter Eight: Being Seen

Mia noticed the difference before anyone said anything.

It was in the way conversations paused when she entered a lecture hall. In the extra second of attention before eyes moved away. In the subtle recalibration of space around her, as though people were registering her before deciding how to respond.

She took her seat calmly; posture already set without conscious effort. Back straight. Chin level. Hands still. The discipline had settled into her body now, quiet and constant.

She felt it immediately.

The first man was from her economics seminar; someone she’d barely spoken to before. He waited until the break, then drifted over, leaning casually against the desk beside her.

“Hey,” he said, smiling. “I don’t think we’ve actually talked properly. I’m Tom.”

She looked up at him, meeting his eyes without shrinking, without apology. The simple act felt different now.

“Mia,” she replied.

He smiled a little wider. “You always sit so far forward. Makes it hard not to notice.”

The comment would have embarrassed her once. Now, she simply inclined her head slightly, acknowledging it without encouraging more.

“Do you?” she asked calmly.

He laughed, a little flustered. “Yeah. I mean… yeah.”

She felt a quiet thrill at that. Not arousal, not submission, just the satisfaction of being aware of her effect. When the lecturer returned, Tom lingered a second longer than necessary before heading back to his seat, glancing over his shoulder once more.

Mia exhaled slowly.

She liked this.

Later that afternoon, between lectures, it happened again.

This time it was someone she did notice.

He was her age, lean and athletic, with dark hair that never seemed to sit quite right and an easy confidence that didn’t feel forced. He fell into step beside her as she crossed the quad, matching her pace without crowding her.

“Mia, right?” he asked. “I’m Lucas. We’re in political theory together.”

She nodded, aware of him in a way she hadn’t been with Tom. A pleasant awareness. Light. Uncomplicated.

“You’re hard to miss lately,” Lucas added, not crudely, just honestly. “You look like you know exactly where you’re going.”

The comment sent a small pulse of warmth through her.

“I usually do,” she said.

He smiled at that, clearly intrigued. “Coffee sometime?”

She considered him for a moment, really considered him. His attention felt clean. Mutual. No imbalance. No expectation beyond interest.

“Yes,” she said, surprising herself with how easily the word came.

They exchanged numbers before parting, and as Mia continued on her way, she felt a buoyancy she hadn’t known before. Not the grounded heat she associated with Edward Sterling, but something lighter. Youthful. Flattering.

She relished it.

Still, as she took her seat in the next lecture, she noticed the difference immediately. Her posture here was the same. Her composure unchanged. But the effect was different.

With Lucas, she felt desired.

With Sterling, she felt defined.

The thought brought a faint, familiar warmth back to her, low and steady. She recognised it now without confusion.

This new attention was enjoyable. It fed her confidence, reminded her she was young, attractive, alive.

But it did not reach as deep.

As the lecturer began, Mia settled into stillness once more, aware that her life had widened, not narrowed. That she could be admired, flirted with, wanted.

And still choose where her submission belonged.




Chapter Nine: Losing Stillness

Coffee with Lucas was easy.

Too easy, she realised afterward.

They sat near the window of a small café just off campus, sunlight catching in his hair as he leaned forward, elbows on the table, listening to her with genuine interest. He asked about her course, her ideas, her plans. Not in the probing way of a mentor, not with the subtle weight of expectation, but with the relaxed curiosity of someone who simply wanted to know her.

Mia felt herself soften without noticing.

She laughed more than she usually did. Let herself lean back in her chair, crossing and uncrossing her legs, posture loosening in small, incremental ways. Lucas noticed everything, but without judgement. His attention was warm, affirming, uncomplicated.

When he suggested the pub afterward, it felt natural to say yes.

The pub was louder, warmer, crowded with students beginning the slow slide into evening. Lucas bought the first round. Then another. Mia rarely drank much, but she didn’t want to be overly careful, overly composed. She liked the way the edges of the world softened, the way her body felt lighter, less held.

She noticed her posture slipping only after it already had.

She leaned against the bar. Slouched slightly on the stool. Let her shoulders relax forward. The discipline she carried so carefully began to loosen, not all at once, but gently, like a knot untying itself.

Lucas’s hand brushed hers as he laughed. She didn’t pull away.

She felt young. Desired. Normal.

By the time they left, the night air felt cool and sharp against her skin. Lucas walked her back to her flat, keeping a respectful distance, matching her pace. She stumbled once, laughing at herself, and he steadied her with a light touch at her elbow.

At her door, they paused.

“I had a really good time,” he said.

“So did I,” she replied, and meant it.

He leaned in slowly, giving her time to pull back if she wanted to. She didn’t. The kiss was gentle, unhurried. Warm. His lips were soft, careful. There was no urgency in it, no expectation beyond the moment itself.

She liked it.

When they parted, she felt pleasantly dazed rather than shaken.

“I’d like to see you again,” he said.

“Yes,” she said easily. “I would too.”

She watched him walk away before letting herself inside.

Her bedroom felt smaller than usual.

The moment the door closed, the pleasant haze caught up with her all at once. The room tilted slightly as she leaned back against it, shoes slipping off with clumsy fingers. She laughed softly, then stopped.

Correct.

The word surfaced late.

She straightened reflexively, then realised how far she’d drifted. Her posture had been wrong for hours. Her movements loose. Her mind unfocused. She had broken rules she hadn’t even thought to question.

She sat on the edge of the bed, head in her hands.

They wouldn’t know, she told herself.

No one from the House had seen her. No one had corrected her. There would be no consequence.

And yet, the thought brought no comfort.

Instead, a familiar warmth stirred low in her belly, tangled now with unease. Not guilt, exactly. Awareness. The knowledge that discipline was no longer something imposed from outside. It lived inside her now, whether she honoured it or not.

She lay back slowly, staring at the ceiling.

The kiss had been nice. The attention flattering. The evening easy.

But as the room steadied and the haze began to lift, she understood something with quiet clarity.

She had enjoyed letting go.

And she had missed being held to stillness.


Chapter Ten: Summoned

The message arrived before nine.

Mia had barely finished her coffee when her phone vibrated on the table beside her bed. One line. No greeting.

Miss Delaney,
You are to attend the House at eleven.
Edward Sterling.

Her stomach tightened instantly.

There was no mention of lateness. No accusation. No explanation.

There didn’t need to be.

She sat very still, the events of the night before replaying with sudden clarity. The pub. The drinks. The way her posture had softened, then collapsed altogether. The laughter. The kiss. The ease with which she had let herself drift away from discipline.

She had told herself it didn’t matter.

She knew better now.

Sterling had warned her. One which you will feel for several days. The words surfaced with uncomfortable precision. Not as a threat she feared, but as a certainty she had accepted when she chose to submit.

She showered carefully, movements slower than usual, more deliberate. Each time she caught herself slouching or rushing, she corrected herself at once. Shoulders back. Chin level. Stillness. But the calm felt thinner today, stretched tight over a nervous awareness that pulsed steadily beneath her skin.

Before dressing, she stopped in front of the mirror.

She was naked, the steam from the shower still clinging to her skin, her reflection unguarded and honest. For a moment she simply stood there, feet planted, spine lengthening instinctively as she remembered what it had felt like to stand this way before Edward Sterling. Upright. Exposed. Seen.

The memory came back with startling clarity.

Not embarrassment. Not fear.

Heat bloomed low and familiar, slow and unmistakable. The same composed arousal she had felt in his office stirred again, spreading through her as she held her posture, as though her body remembered the lesson even before her mind did. She did not touch herself. She did not move. She simply stood and let the sensation exist, steady and contained.

She met her own eyes in the mirror and did not look away.

This was what discipline had awakened, she realised. Not recklessness, but awareness. A responsiveness she had never known she possessed. Standing naked and still, she felt it settle into her, calm and undeniable.

When she finally reached for her clothes, her hands were steady.

Correct.

And ready.

As she dressed, she chose her clothes with care. A fitted skirt. A crisp blouse. Nothing careless. Nothing inviting. She wanted to be correct when she arrived, even if she had not been the night before.

Walking across campus, she felt exposed in a new way. Not because anyone was looking at her, but because she was looking at herself with the House’s eyes now. Every step measured. Every lapse remembered.

She reached the townhouse ten minutes early.

The woman in black admitted her without comment, her expression unreadable. Mia was shown to the familiar corridor, then stopped outside the office door.

“Wait,” the woman said quietly.

Mia nodded and stood where she was told, hands folded loosely, posture impeccable. The waiting felt different this time. Heavier. Charged with meaning. She was not confused about what she had done. She did not pretend innocence.

This was not about being seen.

This was about being corrected.

After what felt like a long while, the door opened.

“Miss Delaney,” Sterling’s voice came from within. Calm. Even. Unhurried.

She stepped inside.

Edward Sterling sat behind his desk exactly as before, composed, immaculate, his presence filling the room without effort. He did not invite her to sit.

“Stand there,” he said, indicating the centre of the room.

Mia obeyed.

He looked at her for a long moment, taking in her posture, her stillness, the care she had taken to be correct. His gaze lingered, thoughtful rather than displeased.

“You were not late today,” he said at last.

“No, sir.”

“And yet,” he continued, “you understand why you are here.”

“Yes, sir.”

He leaned back slightly in his chair, fingers steepled.

“You chose to let go,” he said calmly. “You abandoned discipline for comfort. You allowed yourself to forget who you answer to.”

Mia felt heat rise low in her belly, mixed now with a sharper awareness. She did not deny it. She did not apologise.

“Yes, sir,” she said again.

Sterling regarded her in silence.

“You were told what the consequence of failure would be,” he said. “And you agreed to it.”

She inhaled slowly, grounding herself in stillness.

“Yes, sir.”

Another pause.

“This correction,” Sterling said, “will not be symbolic.”

Her pulse quickened, but she did not move.

“It will be strict,” he continued. “And it will be felt.”

The room seemed to close in around her words.

“Do you understand what that means, Miss Delaney?”

She did not know exactly. But she understood enough.

“Yes, sir,” she replied.

Sterling nodded once.

“Good,” he said. “Then we will proceed.”

And as she stood there, heart steady but alive with anticipation, Mia realised something with quiet certainty.

Last night had not been a mistake.

It had been a test.

And now she would learn what it meant to fail one she had willingly accepted.

“You will be corrected. The method will be a formal disciplinary spanking. It is not for my pleasure. It is not for yours. It is to remind your body and your mind of the obedience you claim to value. To reinforce the structure, you lack.” He paused, his dark eyes holding hers. “But before a single thing occurs, you will consent. Explicitly. You will tell me you understand what will happen, and that you agree to it. Is that clear?”

Mia’s breath hitched. The formality of it, the cold clarity, should have terrified her. Instead, a low, startling curl of heat tightened deep in her belly. He’s asking. He’s making me say it.

“It’s clear,” she whispered.

“First, you will remove your clothing. All of it. Fold it neatly on the chair. This is not about humiliation. It is about removing barriers. It is about vulnerability by choice. A submissive act of obedience before the discipline begins. Do it.”

Her fingers trembled as she reached for the hem of her blouse and the waistband of her tight skirt. The soft cotton of her blouse whispered over her head as she removed it, followed by the delicate lace of her black bra. She folded each piece with exaggerated care, placing them neatly on the chair. Her small, Brazilian-style panties were the last to go, the cool air kissing her skin as she stood naked before this fully clothed, powerful man. Yet, under the exposure, the heat grew. A flush spread from her chest up her neck. He’s looking. He’s seeing me. And I chose this.

The formality of the moment, the vulnerability of standing there, should have terrified her. Instead, a low, startling curl of heat tightened deep in her belly. His gaze was unwavering, his presence filling the room with an aura of absolute authority. She felt utterly exposed, yet there was a strange sense of power in that exposure. The heat within her grew, a flush spreading across her skin. He’s asking. He’s making me say it.

The act of removing her clothing, piece by piece, was not just about obedience; it was about vulnerability by choice. Each fold of fabric, each deliberate movement, was a submissive act, a preparation for what was to come. The cool air against her skin, the stark contrast to the warmth building inside her, only heightened the intensity of the moment. She stood there, naked yet more exposed than she had ever been, and the realization that she had chosen this, that she wanted it, sent a shiver of arousal through her. This was discipline, this was submission, and it was deeply, undeniably arousing.

“Turn around. Bend over the desk. Place your palms flat on the surface. Keep your legs straight.”

The commands were clean, surgical. Mia moved as if in a dream. The polished mahogany was cool and smooth under her palms. She bent at the waist, presenting herself to him.

As she bent over the desk, the weight of her large 34DD breasts pressed against the cold, hard wood, creating a soft, fleshy contrast that made her even more aware of her vulnerability. The cool surface beneath her skin only heightened the intensity of her submission, a stark reminder of the discipline she was willingly accepting. Her breath hitched as she felt every inch of her body responding to the anticipation of what was to come. The heat within her grew, a flush spreading across her skin, and she could feel his eyes on her, watching, assessing, commanding. The position was profoundly submissive, her back arched, her round, pale buttocks offered up. She heard him move behind her. A shift of fabric. A quiet intake of breath.

“Look at me, Mia.”

With effort, she twisted her neck to look back over her shoulder. He had moved to stand directly behind her. His expression was serene, focused.

“You understand the correction is about to begin. You understand it will involve my hand striking your bare buttocks until I deem the lesson sufficient. You understand this is discipline, not intimacy. Do you agree to proceed?”

This was the moment. The hinge on which everything turned. Her mind raced, but her body… her body was alive. The pulse between her legs was a thick, demanding ache. The vulnerability was terrifying, but beneath the fear was a shocking, undeniable want. She wanted his authority. She wanted to prove she could take it. She wanted to feel his control; to surrender to it completely and see the pride he might feel in her acceptance. It wasn’t the pain she craved. It was the submission. The chosen, conscious gift of her will to his.

The realization broke over her like a wave, shocking in its clarity.

“Yes,” she said, her voice stronger than she expected. “I agree.”

A faint, almost imperceptible nod. “Then we begin.”

The first strike came without ceremony. His open palm connected with the full curve of her right cheek with a sharp, clean crack that shattered the silence.

The sensation was a bright, shocking bloom of heat. It wasn’t pain, not yet, it was pure, startling impact. She gasped, her fingers curling against the wood.

The second slap landed on the same spot, heavier. The heat intensified, morphing into a deep, throbbing warmth. A third. A fourth. He worked methodically, covering one cheek, then the other. Each impact was measured, deliberate, his breathing steady behind her.

Smack. The sound was obscenely loud in the quiet room. Smack. Her flesh jiggled, rippling under the force, and she knew he could see it, see the pale skin beginning to flush a warm, glowing pink. Smack. The heat was spreading, a mantle of fire settling over her whole backside. With every blow, the tension in her core coiled tighter. The ache between her thighs became a slick, insistent pulse. She was wet, embarrassingly, undeniably wet.

She bit her lip to hold back a sound, but a soft moan escaped on the tenth stroke, a sharp, stinging blow that landed right on the crease where buttock met thigh. Her hips jerked involuntarily.

“Composure, Mia,” his voice came, calm as a lake. “The discipline is in the acceptance. Feel it. Do not fight it.”

His words sank in, more potent than the spanking itself. She forced her breathing to steady. She relaxed her shoulders, accepting the next blow, and the next. The pain was there now, a bright, singing sting layered over the profound heat. But intertwined with it was the most intense arousal she had ever felt. It was the surrender. The absolute trust. The knowledge that she was here, like this, because she had said yes. Her submission was a prize she was giving him, and every slap was his way of valuing it.

He paused. Her skin burned, alive and sensitized. She knew it must be a deep, uniform red, the round cheeks glowing from his attentions. She felt open. Exposed. And powerfully, shamefully aroused.

His hand rested lightly on the small of her back, a point of searing contact. “The correction is complete.”

Mia stayed bent over, breathing heavily, her mind swirling. The sharp sting was already fading back into that pervasive, satisfying warmth. The throbbing between her legs remained, a private, hungry secret.

“You may stand.”

She pushed herself up, her body feeling new, her skin tingling everywhere. She turned to face him, not bothering to cover herself. Her eyes were wide, her lips parted. He looked at her, really looked, taking in her flushed face, her heaving chest, the vivid redness of her behind. His expression softened, just a fraction. There was a glint in his eyes that wasn’t pleasure, but… approval.

“You did well,” he said, his voice low. “You accepted your discipline with grace. Remember this feeling. The clarity after the storm. This is the foundation. Now,” pointing to the corner of the room, “Stand facing the wall.”

Mia stood in the corner, facing the wall, her naked form a stark contrast to the rich, dark wood panelling. The cool air against her flushed skin made her shiver, but it was not from cold. It was from the humiliating exposure and the undeniable arousal that thrummed through her. She was on display, her full, round, heart-shaped ass reddened from the spanking, and yet there was a strange pride in her submission. 

Barrister Sterling watched her for a moment before returning to his desk, his calm demeanour unshaken. He worked methodically, his focus absolute, as if this were just another routine task. Five minutes later, there was a soft knock at the door, and the attendant entered with documents for him. She passed them to him silently, her eyes briefly flicking to Mia in the corner before she left without a word.

The room was silent except for the rustle of paper and the occasional shift of Sterling in his chair. Mia maintained her position, her posture perfect, even as the exposure humiliated and aroused her further. The minutes stretched, her mind racing with thoughts of her poor discipline and how she would correct it in the future. The spanking had been intense, but it was only the beginning. 

Sterling’s voice broke the silence, low and calm. “You did well,” he said, his tone almost casual. “You accepted your discipline with grace. Remember this feeling. The clarity after the storm. This is the foundation.”

Mia’s breath hitched as she stood there, exposed yet empowered, humiliated yet proud. The moment was seared into her memory, a lesson learned and a desire awakened that she would carry with her always.

After what seemed like an eternity to Mia, but was actually twenty minutes, “Get dressed. You may go.”

Mia moved slowly, her limbs loose. As she pulled her soft underwear over her tender skin, she caught his eye. He was watching her, his hands clasped behind his back, the unshakable pillar of authority in the centre of the room. And for the first time, she didn’t feel small before him. She felt seen. She felt a strange, proud belonging. The heat in her body was a testament; a secret she carried with her as she fastened her dress with steady fingers.


Chapter Eleven: Aftereffects

The lecture hall was almost full when Mia slipped into her seat.

She moved carefully, deliberately, correcting herself before she sat, spine tall, shoulders relaxed, chin level. From the outside, she looked exactly as she had trained herself to look: calm, composed, untouched by anything out of the ordinary.

The moment she lowered herself onto the hard plastic chair, she felt it.

A sharp awareness flared low and spread outward, not pain exactly, but a deep, lingering sensitivity that made her breath hitch despite her control. The surface beneath her was unforgiving, and the reminder of earlier settled into her with unmistakable clarity. The heat still lingering on her reddened ass.

She did not shift.

Correct, she reminded herself.

Her hands rested neatly in her lap. Her gaze fixed forward. Around her, students murmured, shuffled notebooks, leaned toward one another. No one noticed anything different about her.

Inside, everything was different.

The warmth lingered, steady and persistent, a quiet echo of discipline carried into the present. Each minute she remained still felt like a continuation of the lesson. Sitting upright made her more aware of herself, of the way her body responded when she refused to soften or escape sensation.

She focused on the lecturer’s voice, though the words blurred at the edges. Memory surfaced without warning. Not images, not details, just the feeling of being corrected, of standing exactly where she was told, of hearing approval delivered without indulgence.

Her posture held.

The contrast was almost dizzying.

Publicly, she was another attentive student. Privately, she carried the aftereffects of obedience beneath her clothes, a warmth that deepened whenever she thought of how willingly she had accepted discipline. It was not embarrassment that coloured her cheeks, but a quiet, internal recognition of herself as someone changed.

She realised then that discipline did not end when she left the House.

It followed her.

Each time the chair pressed back against her awareness, she resisted the urge to adjust or fidget. She breathed through it. Accepted it. Let the sensation exist without reaction.

This, too, was obedience.

By the time the lecture ended, she rose smoothly, posture perfect, composure intact. No one looked twice. No one could have guessed what she carried with her as she walked out into the corridor.

But Mia knew.

She walked slowly across campus, spine tall, movements precise, feeling the quiet reminder with every step. Not discomfort, not pleasure alone, but something more enduring.

Discipline remembered.

And with it, the certainty that this was no longer something she endured.

It was something she held.


Chapter Twelve: A New Rhythm

The week settled into a pattern.

Mia rose early now, not because she forced herself to, but because her body seemed to expect it. She dressed with care each morning, movements unhurried, posture corrected almost before she noticed it slipping. Shoulders back. Chin level. Stillness carried with her into motion.

University work came more easily. Or perhaps she came to it differently. She sat straighter in lectures, listened more closely, spoke less but with greater certainty. Her tutors noticed. Comments shifted from vague encouragement to measured approval. She felt it each time, a small tightening inside her, a quiet satisfaction in being correct.

Her visits to the House became frequent. Almost every other day.

Always on time.

Always prepared.

She no longer felt the tremor of nerves as she approached the townhouse. The woman in black nodded when she arrived now, a quiet acknowledgment that felt earned rather than granted.

Mia returned the nod calmly, posture already set, movements precise.

As she passed into the hall, a memory surfaced unbidden. Not images, not details, just the awareness of having stood here before the woman in the office naked and her round ass crimson red form her spanking. Of having been seen completely, stripped of every barrier, her composure tested and held. She remembered the attendant’s brief glance in Sterling’s office that day, the silent witness to her correction, to her vulnerability, to the evidence of discipline left warm and undeniable against her skin.

The recollection stirred something low and steady within her.

Not embarrassment. Not shame.

A quiet, private heat, born of knowing she had endured, that she had been observed and accepted without comment or judgement. That nothing about her obedience had been hidden or softened.

Inside, the quiet order of the place steadied her. She followed instruction without hesitation, corrected herself without prompting, aware that discipline here was not erased by memory, but deepened by it.

She moved through the House now with the composure of someone who had already been tested, and who remembered exactly how it had felt.

Sterling did not always summon her to his office. Sometimes he merely observed. A glance as she crossed a room. A pause as she held still under his attention. When he did speak to her, it was brief.

“Better,” once.

“Correct,” another time.

Each word carried weight.

By midweek, Mia realised she no longer counted the days between visits. Discipline had folded itself into her life so seamlessly that it no longer felt separate from who she was becoming. The quiet warmth she carried with her had softened into something steadier, something she could hold without distraction.

On Friday evening, she met Lucas again.

Dinner this time. A small place near campus, warm and busy. He smiled when he saw her, his attention open and genuine. She liked that about him. Liked the way his interest didn’t ask her to perform or submit, only to be.

“You look incredible,” he said easily as they sat.

She felt the compliment land without unsettling her. She accepted it with a small smile, posture composed.

“Thank you.”

They talked about their courses, about plans, about nothing of great consequence. Lucas reached for her hand across the table, and she let him. The contact was pleasant. Comforting. She enjoyed the warmth of it, the simplicity, the ease of being wanted without expectation.

They shared a bottle of wine with dinner. Mia accepted the first glass, then a second, feeling the gentle loosening it brought without surrendering herself to it. When Lucas offered more, she smiled and shook her head.

“That’s enough for me,” she said calmly.

She was aware of the choice as she made it. Of the way her body stayed steady, her thoughts clear. She liked that too, the quiet satisfaction of restraint. The discipline was no longer something she had to remember. It was something she carried with her, even here, even now.

Lucas didn’t press. He simply nodded, impressed rather than disappointed.

Mia lifted her glass and took a small sip, posture composed, warmth spreading without spilling over. She enjoyed the evening fully, precisely because she remained herself within it.

Later, as they walked, he leaned close, his arm brushing hers. She was aware of her body, of the way she moved beside him, but there was no loss of control this time. She did not slouch. She did not drift.

When he kissed her at the door this time, it was different.

Slower. Deeper.

Lucas didn’t rush it. His hand settled lightly at her waist, steady and warm, drawing her just close enough that she felt the intention behind it. Mia responded instinctively, rising onto her toes, her lips parting as she met him with a quiet eagerness that surprised her.

The kiss lingered, unhurried and intimate, carrying more promise than the last. It was still gentle, still respectful, but undeniably sexier now, charged with familiarity and growing desire. She felt a pleasant warmth spread through her, not the consuming pull she associated with discipline, but something softer, romantic, full of possibility.

When they finally pulled apart, her breath was a little unsteady, her smile slow.

“I’d really like to see you again,” he said, his voice low.

“So would I,” she replied, without hesitation.

She watched him walk away before letting herself inside, aware of the contrast settling quietly within her, the sweetness of being wanted like this, on equal terms, even as another, deeper part of her remained tethered to a very different kind of connection.

Inside her flat, she paused as she always did now.

Correct.

She straightened, breathing evenly, grounding herself. The week replayed in her mind, not in images, but in sensations. Routine. Structure. Approval. The House had not loosened its hold because her life had widened. It had tightened it.

She changed and prepared for bed, movements precise. As she lay down, the quiet awareness stirred again, calm and present, not demanding her attention, simply reminding her that this new rhythm was not temporary.

This was not a phase.

It was a foundation.

And as sleep took her, Mia understood that whatever came next would be built on the discipline she now carried effortlessly within her.


Chapter Thirteen: Misplaced Authority

Dr. Morton asked to see her again the following week.

The message was phrased politely, formally, as it always was. A discussion about her progress. A chance to talk through future options. Nothing that could be challenged outright.

Still, Mia felt the familiar tightening as she walked toward his office.

She knocked once and stepped inside when invited, stopping just short of the desk. She remained standing this time without asking, posture set, hands relaxed at her sides.

Correct.

Dr. Philip Morton looked up, his expression brightening in a way she had learned to recognise. He gestured toward the chair.

“Please, Miss Delaney, sit.”

“I’m comfortable standing,” she replied evenly.

The pause that followed was brief, but telling. He smiled, a little too widely.

“As you like.”

He began with her coursework, praising her focus, her improvement, the way her contributions in seminars had sharpened. His words were generous, but his attention wandered, returning again and again to her face, her body, the way she stood so calmly now, no longer uncertain.

“You’ve changed,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “You’ve become… impressive.”

“Thank you,” Mia said neutrally.

He tapped his pen against the desk. “Students like you deserve support. Opportunities. Sometimes that means guidance beyond the syllabus.”

The phrasing made her still further.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” she said.

Dr. Morton smiled again, lowering his voice slightly, as though sharing a confidence. “I have influence. I can help open doors. Recommendations. Research placements. But that sort of support works best when there’s… openness. Trust.”

Mia felt it then, unmistakably.

The shift.

This was no longer clumsy admiration. This was expectation.

She held his gaze calmly, refusing to fill the silence for him.

“I’m very happy with my work as it is,” she said. “And with the guidance I already receive.”

Something flickered across his face, irritation quickly masked.

“I only meant,” he continued, “that relationships matter. Being flexible. Approachable. You’re an attractive young woman, Miss Delaney. It’s not wrong to acknowledge that.”

The words slid off her now without landing.

She felt no heat. No thrill. Only a clear, cool certainty.

“My appearance isn’t relevant to my studies,” she said. “If there’s nothing further about my work, I should go.”

He stared at her for a moment, taken aback by the firmness beneath her calm.

“Yes. Of course,” he said finally. “We’ll… speak again.”

Mia nodded once and turned, leaving without haste, her posture unbroken.

Out in the corridor, she exhaled slowly.

The encounter had unsettled her, but not in the way it once might have. There was no confusion now, no self-doubt. She recognised what he had offered and why it repelled her.

This was authority used to take.

Not to shape.

She walked away composed, aware with quiet clarity that discipline had given her something far more valuable than obedience.

It had given her the ability to say no, without apology.


Chapter Fourteen: Being Seen

Saturday night felt different from the moment Mia began to get ready.

She stood in front of the mirror longer than usual, not correcting herself immediately, but studying the reflection with a new, curious boldness. The dress she’d chosen lay across the bed, something she would never have considered wearing before. Black. Tight. Clinging to every curve she had once tried so hard to disguise. The hem barely reached mid-thigh, leaving her legs exposed in a way that would once have made her cringe.

She turned away from the mirror and opened the drawer beneath the bed.

Her fingers hesitated over familiar cotton, sensible and unremarkable panties, before stopping on something different. The thong lay folded at the back, barely worn. The first and only one she had ever bought, purchased on a whim she hadn’t quite understood at the time. She lifted it, the fabric light and minimal between her fingers, and felt a small, surprising flicker of heat at the thought of wearing it now.

This is what it’s for, she thought.

She stepped into it slowly, aware of how little it covered, how deliberate the choice felt. Standing upright again, she looked at herself, noting the clean line it left beneath her hips, the way it made her feel subtly exposed without being obscene.

Then she picked up the dress.

Holding it against herself, she frowned slightly, considering. The fabric dipped low, the cut unforgiving. A bra would show. Ruin the line. Break the intention.

She hesitated only a moment.

Then she set the bra aside.

The decision sent a quiet thrill through her, not reckless, but intentional. She pulled the dress over her head and smoothed it down slowly, watching as it moulded to her body. Without the barrier of a bra, the fabric lay closer, more honest her the line and shape of her breasts clearly visible. She felt held by it rather than concealed, her curves defined rather than disguised.

She straightened, shoulders back, chin level.

Correct.

The woman in the mirror looked different now. Not just dressed for a night out, but deliberately presenting herself, choosing to be seen. The realisation sent a soft warmth through her, equal parts confidence and anticipation.

She was no longer dressing to hide.

She was dressing to own herself.

The fabric moulded to her body as if it had been made for her. It traced the swell of her hips, the fullness of her thighs, the shape of her chest without apology. She turned slightly, watching how the dress moved with her, how her legs looked long and strong rather than heavy, how her curves no longer felt like something to be corrected.

Heat stirred, not the grounded warmth she associated with discipline, but something brighter, looser.

She smiled at herself.

Lucas’s reaction when he saw her was immediate and unmistakable.

“Wow,” he said, eyes widening just a fraction before he caught himself. “You look… incredible.”

Mia felt the word land and spread through her, light and thrilling. She took his arm easily, enjoying the way heads turned as they walked past.

The club was loud, dark, and pulsing with music. Bodies pressed together, lights flashing in bursts of colour. It felt like stepping into a different version of herself. One that moved without thinking. One that laughed freely, hips swaying to the rhythm without restraint.

She danced.

She drank.

At first, she told herself she would be careful. One drink became two. Two became something she stopped counting. The discipline she carried so carefully during the week loosened, then slipped away entirely beneath the heat and noise.

Lucas pulled her close on the dance floor, his hands firm at her waist. She let herself lean into him, her body moving instinctively with his. The closeness felt good. Familiar. Exciting in a way that was uncomplicated and immediate.

When he kissed her, she didn’t hesitate.

It wasn’t gentle this time. It was deep, hungry, unrestrained. She kissed him back openly, her hands sliding into his hair, her body pressing close as the music thundered around them. Someone whistled nearby. Someone else laughed.

Lucas responded immediately, pulling her tighter against him, his hands moving with bold confidence, no longer tentative. They slid over the curves of her body through the thin fabric of her dress, firm and possessive, settling at her hips and then lower, gripping and squeezing the round cheeks of her ass without apology. He drew her hard against him, holding her there as though he wanted everyone around them to see exactly how little restraint remained.

Mia didn’t pull away.

The openness of it, the way his hands claimed her so visibly, sent a rush through her that felt reckless and intoxicating. She was acutely aware of how exposed she was, of the eyes around them, of the way she had surrendered composure completely. Her discipline fell away in the heat and noise, replaced by the thrill of being touched so openly, so publicly, without correction.

This wasn’t subtle.
This wasn’t contained.

And as she kissed him back, it stopped being neat altogether. It became open-mouthed, breathless, the kind of public snog she’d seen a hundred times outside clubs and never imagined herself part of. Her lips moved eagerly against his, unselfconscious now, her body pressing into his as the music pounded around them. She could feel the attention, the way people glanced and didn’t look away, the way the moment had tipped into something openly on display.

Mia didn’t care.

The kiss was messy and urgent, full of heat and movement, her hands gripping at him, his mouth claiming hers without restraint. It was unmistakable what they were doing, unmistakable how little control she was exercising. She felt the thrill of it sharply, the pleasure of being seen like this, caught up in desire and noise and bodies, no longer careful, no longer correct.

For a moment, she gave herself over completely, to the crowd, to the kiss, to the delicious lack of discipline that made it feel all the more intoxicating.

The music surged. Lights flashed. And Mia kissed him harder, fully aware of how exposed she was, how many eyes were on them, and how far she had stepped from the discipline she normally carried so carefully.

People were watching.

Mia barely noticed.

She was aware only of sensation, of movement, of the thrill of being openly wanted. Of being seen like this, in this dress, under these lights, without correction or control.

By the time the club began to thin, and the night edged toward morning, she was flushed, breathless, glowing with it.

Outside, the cool air hit her hard, sobering her just enough to feel the weight of what she had done begin to settle.

As Lucas wrapped an arm around her shoulders, Mia’s thoughts finally slowed.

She had danced. She had drunk. She had kissed him openly, publicly, without composure.

This was normal. This was what students did on Saturday nights.

But she was no longer just a student.

The House did not care whether something was normal.

It cared whether it was correct.

As they stood on the pavement waiting for a taxi, the echo of discipline stirred again beneath the haze. Not guilt. Not shame.

Anticipation.

Because Mia knew, with a quiet certainty settling into her bones, that this would not pass unnoticed for long.

And that the consequences of being seen like this would be very different from the thrill of the moment itself.


Chapter Fifteen: The Call

Sunday morning arrived quietly.

Mia woke late in her small flat, the room still and pale with winter light. Her mouth felt dry, her head heavy, a dull ache pulsing behind her eyes. She lay still for a long moment, staring at the ceiling, taking stock of the familiar discomfort and the deeper, more unsettling awareness beneath it.

A hangover.

More than that, the aftertaste of a night spent without discipline.

She pushed herself upright slowly, winced, then sat on the edge of the bed with her elbows resting on her knees. Her posture was wrong. Slouched. Loose. She noticed it immediately and corrected, shoulders easing back out of habit now, even as the effort made her head throb.

Saturday night returned in fragments. Music. Heat. Bodies. The dress. Lucas’s mouth on hers. Hands. Laughter. Eyes watching.

She exhaled slowly.

For the first time since joining the House, she felt how completely she had let go. Not just for an hour or two, but entirely. The discipline she had learned, the stillness she had come to rely on, had vanished beneath drink and desire.

She padded to the bathroom, splashed water on her face, then returned to her room and stood quietly by the window. The flat was silent. No lectures. No obligations. Too much time to think.

It was close to midday when her phone vibrated on the bedside table.

The sound cut through the quiet with sudden clarity.

Mia turned toward it at once.

One message.

Miss Delaney,
You are required at the House today at four.
Edward Sterling.

The ache in her head seemed to sharpen, then fade into something colder and more focused.

She did not sit down.

She stood there, phone in hand, posture correcting itself instinctively, the fog of the morning clearing with brutal efficiency. There was no mention of Saturday night. No accusation. No explanation.

There didn’t need to be.

Mia closed her eyes briefly, a slow breath steadying her.

She had lost her discipline.

And now, she had been called to account for it.

Mia showered slowly, letting the warm water clear the last fog of sleep from her head. She stood still beneath it for a moment, breathing evenly, allowing the familiar discipline to settle back into her body. By the time she stepped out and towelled herself dry, the heaviness had eased into something sharper and more focused.

She dressed with intention.

First the Brazilian-style panties she always returned to now, smooth and minimal, a quiet reminder of control rather than indulgence. Then the lace bra, supportive and precise, chosen not to entice but to contain. Each garment went on carefully, deliberately, her posture correcting itself as she moved.

She slipped into the tight skirt next, smoothing it over her hips, then the fitted white blouse, buttoning it neatly and standing tall as the fabric settled into place. Dressed like this, she felt herself again. Composed. Correct. The woman she had learned to be.

When she finally looked at her reflection, she didn’t linger. She didn’t need to.

The discipline was back where it belonged.

The walk to the House felt longer than usual.

Mia was aware of her body with every step, of how she held herself now, of how discipline had shaped her even when she had momentarily abandoned it. The contrast made her acutely conscious of what she had done. Not because it was immoral. Not because it was wrong in the world outside.

But because she belonged to something that demanded more.

She arrived ten minutes early.

The woman in black admitted her with the same quiet nod as always, efficient and wordless. But this time, Mia sensed something else beneath it. Recognition. Understanding. A shared awareness that passed between them without a single word spoken.

As Mia stepped inside, she caught it, just for a fraction of a second. The faintest curve at the corner of the woman’s lips. Not quite a smile. Certainly not open amusement. More the subtle hint of one, restrained and knowing, as though she remembered exactly what Mia had endured before, and what that had marked her as.

The possibility of it sent a quiet ripple through Mia.

She did not react outwardly. Her posture remained perfect, her expression composed. But inside, the awareness settled warmly, the knowledge that her correction had not gone unseen, and that even silence here could carry meaning.

She followed the woman inside without hesitation, fully aware that the House remembered her too.

“Wait,” the woman said softly, gesturing to the familiar spot outside the office.

Mia took her place and stood perfectly still.

The waiting felt different this time. Heavier. Charged not with uncertainty, but with expectation. Sterling had warned her what a sterner correction would mean. She had accepted that warning freely.

Now she was here to receive it.

Mia took her place outside Sterling’s office exactly where she had been directed. She stood with her back straight, hands folded loosely in front of her, eyes forward. The corridor was quiet; the House hushed in that particular way that made time feel heavier.

For a brief, unwelcome moment, a childish association flickered through her mind, the image of a naughty schoolgirl waiting outside a headmaster’s office, caught and made to stand still. The thought embarrassed her as soon as it surfaced.

She dismissed it at once.

This was not that. She was not a child, not being scolded or indulged in some imagined authority. She was a twenty-year-old university student, standing here by choice, because she believed in what this offered her. Discipline. Structure. Advancement. This was about building her future, her career, the kind of woman she intended to become.

She straightened a fraction more, grounding herself in that truth.

This was not play.

This was preparation.

Minutes passed.

Then more.

She did not move.

At first, she counted breaths, then stopped. The waiting stretched deliberately, unmistakably intentional. Every so often she felt the urge to shift her weight, to ease the tension in her thighs or roll her shoulders, but she resisted each impulse the moment it surfaced.

Correct, she reminded herself.

Her body began to ache subtly from the stillness. Not pain, just awareness. The kind that sharpened rather than dulled. With nothing else to occupy her, her thoughts turned inward, replaying the weekend, the club, the kiss, the loss of control. The contrast made her pulse quicken.

She imagined him on the other side of the door; aware she was there. Making her wait. Allowing the anticipation to build. Letting the lesson begin before a single word was spoken.

By the time half an hour had passed, the discipline of standing still had become its own correction.

Her breathing remained calm. Her posture immaculate. But inside, a quiet heat had returned, low and steady, threaded with nervous energy and expectation. She knew this waiting was not incidental.

As the minutes stretched, her thoughts drifted despite her discipline, drawn back to the last time she had stood in this corridor and what had followed. The memory rose not in images, but in sensation. The vulnerability of being positioned and corrected. Bent naked over his desk, on display and bare assed spanked. The unmistakable awareness of her body responding even as her mind had remained still and obedient.

She remembered how exposed she had felt then, how intensely alive. How surrendering to correction had awakened something deep and undeniable within her, something she had never been taught to name. The warmth she carried now was not new. It was an echo, stirred by anticipation and the knowledge of what she had already proven herself capable of enduring.

Her pulse quickened slightly.

She did not indulge the thought. She did not push it away either. She let it exist, contained and controlled, folded neatly into her composure. This, too, was part of discipline. To feel without acting. To remember without losing control.

She remained exactly where she was, upright and still, fully aware that the waiting itself was already drawing that same response from her body.

And she accepted it.

It was part of it.

When the door finally opened, the sound felt unnaturally loud in the silence.

“Miss Delaney,” Sterling’s voice called evenly from within.

She stepped inside.

Edward Sterling stood behind his desk, immaculate as ever, his presence filling the room with quiet authority. His gaze met hers at once, calm, assessing, unhurried. He took in her posture, her composure, the care she had taken to be correct.

“You were punctual,” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

He studied her for a moment longer, then nodded slightly.

“Stand there.”

Mia moved to the centre of the room and stopped, feet placed carefully, spine tall, hands at her sides. Her heart beat steadily now, not with fear, but with a deep, anticipatory awareness.

“You understand why you are here,” Sterling said.

“Yes, sir,” Mia replied, her voice steady.

He regarded her for a moment, not unkindly, but with the same calm precision he applied to everything within these walls.

“Before we discuss what occurred,” he continued, “there is a condition.”

She felt the words settle into her.

“You will remove your clothes,” Sterling said evenly. “Not as punishment. As preparation. If you agree to be corrected in the manner we use here.”

He paused, allowing the meaning to sit fully between them.

“This House does nothing without consent,” he added. “You will choose whether we proceed. If you do not agree, you may leave. If you do, you will undress first.”

Mia felt the quiet heat within her respond immediately, sharpening with the clarity of the choice placed before her. There was no confusion this time. No uncertainty about what standing here meant, or what she wanted from it.

“Yes, sir,” she said after a single breath. “I agree.”

Sterling nodded once.

“Then remove your clothes,” he said calmly. “And stand where I can see you.”

Mia did not rush.

She moved with the same deliberate care she had learned to bring to everything here. Her hands were steady as she unbuttoned her blouse, slid it from her shoulders, and laid it neatly aside. The skirt followed, folded with precision. Each movement felt familiar now, part of a pattern she recognised and accepted.

When she had removed the last of her clothing, she straightened instinctively.

She stood in the centre of the room, exactly as she had before. Feet placed carefully. Shoulders back. Chin level. Her arms rested at her sides, her body open and unguarded, not displayed but presented.

Naked.

Edward Sterling watched her without haste, his gaze calm and assessing, the gaze of an older, wiser man who understood the significance of repetition. This was not the first time she had stood naked before him. And because of that, it felt different. Less shocking. More intentional.

Mia felt the quiet heat return, steady and controlled. Standing like this no longer made her want to hide. Instead, it made her feel composed, aware of herself in a way that was both vulnerable and grounding. She knew what this position meant now. What it asked of her.

She had done this before.

She had chosen it.

And as she held her posture, naked before Edward Sterling, she understood with clarity that this was no longer a moment she endured.

It was a role she had stepped into.

She remained still, waiting for his next instruction, fully aware that being seen like this was part of the discipline she had come to accept, and quietly, deeply, desire.

“You understand,” he continued, “that what occurred on Saturday was not private. Not discreet. Not disciplined.”

Mia did not look away.

“Yes, sir.”

A pause.

“This,” Sterling said calmly, “will require a full correction.”

The words settled into her, heavy and unmistakable.

She inhaled slowly, grounding herself.

“Yes, sir,” she said again, quietly but without hesitation.

Sterling’s gaze held hers, something like approval flickering there beneath the authority.

“Good,” he said. “Then we will begin.”

And as Mia stood there, waiting for his next instruction, she realised with startling clarity that the thrill of Saturday night had not disappeared.

It had simply transformed.

Because this, too, awakened that same deep, responsive heat within her, sharpened now by consequence, by submission, by the knowledge that she had chosen this path fully.

And she did not want to turn away from it.


Chapter Sixteen: The Cane

He did not speak as he came around the desk. His hand, warm and firm, settled on her shoulder. He guided her from the office, his touch leaving no room for hesitation. The corridor outside was empty, silent save for the soft rustle of his suit and the quiet pad of her bare feet on the plush runner. The air felt colder here, raising goosebumps on her exposed skin, tightening her nipples into hard peaks. They can see everything.

He led her to a different door, heavier and older looking than the one to his office. He opened it without knocking.

The room was not large, but it felt cavernous. It was a study of sorts, but spare, functional. A long, polished table dominated the centre. And along the far wall, in four high-backed chairs, sat four young women.

Mia’s breath froze in her lungs.

They were older, perhaps graduate students. Dressed in smart trousers and silk blouses, elegant and composed. Their faces were calm, observing. They did not smile. They did not look away. Their eyes tracked her naked entrance with a detached, clinical interest. They know. They’ve been here. They know what happens next.

This was a different exposure entirely. Not the private, intense scrutiny of one powerful man, but the cool assessment of a jury of her peers. The humiliation was sharper, more social. It burned through her shyness, searing it away to reveal a raw, trembling vulnerability beneath.

Sterling guided her to the table. “Assume the position.”

Her movements felt stiff, mechanical. She bent forward, the edge of the cool table pressing into her lower belly. She placed her palms flat on the smooth surface, her arms straight. She felt the weight of her full, heavy breasts hanging beneath her, swaying slightly with the motion. Her round, pale buttocks were raised, offered not just to him, but to them. She felt the cool air of the room kiss the most intimate parts of her. She closed her eyes, but it was no use. She could feel four pairs of eyes tracing the lines of her body, the curve of her spine, the soft swell of her hips and thighs, the full, round heart-shape of her ass, still faintly pink from her previous correction.

She heard a soft, metallic click. Then a faint swish through the air.

Her eyes snapped open. She looked back over her shoulder.

Barrister Sterling stood to her side, holding a length of slender, pale rattan. A cane. It looked innocent, almost delicate. But her stomach plummeted. This will hurt.

“Mia.” His voice was the same calm, resonant tone, cutting through the thick silence of the room. “You are here for a formal disciplinary correction due to a public loss of composure. The instrument will be this cane. It will strike your bare buttocks. It will cause significant pain. It will leave marks. The purpose is to reinforce the discipline you have neglected. Do you understand?”

She managed a weak nod, her throat too tight for words.

“You will answer verbally,” he said, his gaze holding hers. “This correction requires your explicit, verbal consent. Do you understand what will happen?”

“I understand,” she whispered.

“And do you agree to proceed? Do you consent to this correction?”

This was the crucible. The eyes of the women bored into her. The cane glinted in the light. The memory of the club’ careless freedom warred with the deep, instinctive pull she felt in this room, in this position. The fear was a cold stone in her gut. But beneath it, coiling hot and urgent, was that same shocking want. It was stronger now, amplified by the audience. The shame of being seen like this by other women, women who had endured it, who understood, did not extinguish the heat. It fed it. Their silent witnessing made her submission real, official, communal. It wasn’t just between her and Sterling anymore. It was between her and the House.

The realization was a lightning strike. Her arousal, a slick, aching pulse between her thighs, became a roar.

“Yes,” she said, her voice finding a strange, clear strength. “I consent.”

A faint, approving murmur seemed to ripple through the seated women. Sterling gave a single, solemn nod.

“Then we begin. Maintain your position. Composure is part of the discipline.”

He stepped back. There was a moment of absolute stillness. Mia held her breath, every muscle tense.

The first stroke came with a sharp, high whistling sound.

Thwip-CRACK!

The pain was not a bloom of heat. It was a thin, searing line of pure, white-hot agony laid across the fullest part of both cheeks. It stole her breath. A shocked, strangled gasp ripped from her throat. Her fingers clawed at the table. The sting was immediate, intense, and utterly different from the broad warmth of his hand.

Before she could even process it, the cane whistled again.

Thwip-CRACK!

Another line, parallel and just below the first. The pain compounded, a fierce, burning latticework etched into her flesh. A low moan escaped her. Her hips jerked, but she forced them still. Composure. Composure.

The third stroke landed lower, across the sensitive undercurve of her buttocks, near the tops of her thighs.

Thwip….

She cried out this time, a short, sharp sound. The pain was breathtaking. It felt like a brand. She could feel the welts rising, could feel the heat radiating from them in distinct, throbbing lines. Her whole body was trembling. Tears stung her eyes.

And yet.

And yet, beneath the scorching agony, the heat in her core was a furious, molten counterpoint. Each shocking crack of the cane sent a jolt through her that resonated directly in her clit. The humiliation of being watched, of having her bare, rounded ass quiver and redden under each stroke, of knowing the other women could see the precise, angry marks rising on her skin… it should have crushed her. Instead, it filled her with a dark, powerful thrill. This is the consequence. This is the price of belonging. And I chose to pay it.

Thwip-CRACK!

The fourth stroke crossed the first two. A grid of fire. She sobbed, her composure cracking. Her knuckles were white on the table. Her large breasts heaved with each ragged breath.

“Breathe, Mia,” Sterling’s voice was calm, an anchor in the storm of sensation. “Accept it.”

Thwip-CRACK!

The fifth was the hardest yet. It landed on the tender crease where buttock met thigh. Lightning shot through her. Her legs almost buckled. A choked scream was torn from her. The pain was immense, overwhelming.

And in that moment of near surrender to the pain, her arousal crested, a wave of such shocking intensity it blurred her vision. She was drenched, slick, her sex clenching around nothing. The pain and the pleasure were not separate. They were the same chord, struck deep within her, vibrating through every nerve. She was being disciplined, publicly, severely. And her body was singing with a secret, shameful ecstasy.

He paused. The silence was punctuated by her harsh, wet breaths. Her skin felt alive, a canvas of fiery, raised lines. She knew it must be a dramatic map of red and burgeoning purple on the pale globe of her ass. The women were seeing it all, the rippling flesh, the vivid marks, her trembling surrender.

“Six strokes,” he announced, as if reading from a protocol. “The correction is complete.”

His hand came to rest, not on her burning skin, but on the small of her back. The touch was almost gentle. “You may stand.”

She pushed herself up, her movements slow and painful. She turned, her body throbbing, her face wet with tears she hadn’t fully realized she’d shed. She did not cover herself. She met his gaze, then let her eyes flicker to the four women.

They were not smirking. Their expressions were… respectful. One gave her a slow, almost imperceptible nod. Another’s lips curved in a faint, knowing smile. They saw her pain. They saw her tears. And they saw, she realized with a jolt, her acceptance. They saw the girl who had gone to the club, and they saw the woman who had chosen to come here, to bend over, and to take her medicine.

The shame transformed. It did not vanish, but it melted into a profound, aching sense of belonging. She was one of them now. Truly.

"Sterling’s voice was low, a private command for her ears only. “Mia, on Saturday you behaved like a slut," he said, his tone firm but not unkind. "This is not how a young lady of the 'House' behaves. Part of your correction will be to know what it truly feels like to be a public slut. Kneel."

Mia knelt before Sterling, her heart pounding. She knew this was part of her correction, part of her commitment to the House.

"Now, you will decide if being a public slut is preferable," he continued, his gaze steady. He unbuckled his trousers and pulled out his long, thick black cock. "You will suck and swallow my seed like a true slut."

Her breath hitched, but she obeyed, her submission deepening with every moment. This was her discipline, her commitment to the House. And as she knelt there, she understood that this was where she belonged.

Her breath hitched. He’s so… much.

Tentatively, she wrapped her fingers around the base, feeling the heavy, velvety weight of him. She leaned forward, her large breasts swaying and brushing against his thighs. She opened her mouth and took the broad head past her lips.

A low, controlled sigh escaped him. The sound went straight through her, electric.

He placed a hand on the back of her head, not forcing, just resting there, a warm, heavy weight. “Slowly. Take your time.”

She obeyed, sinking down further, letting her tongue explore the prominent vein along the underside as she took more of him into her mouth. He filled her, stretching her lips, a faint salty taste on her tongue. Her own arousal was a slick, aching flood, and she was acutely aware of her nakedness, of her red, welted ass presented to the empty chairs behind her, of the complete vulnerability of her position. They sat here. They watched me be caned. And now I am here, doing this. The thought should have shamed her into paralysis. Instead, it made her take him deeper, a soft moan vibrating in her throat.

She found a rhythm, her head bobbing, her hands working what she couldn’t take. Her breasts swayed heavily with the motion. She could hear his breathing change, becoming deeper, more ragged. The hand on her head tightened its grip, just slightly, guiding her pace. He’s losing control. Because of me. The power of that, to make this impeccable, commanding man come undone with her mouth, was intoxicating.

“Good girl,” he murmured, his voice thick. “Just like that.”

The praise was a bolt of lightning to her core. She redoubled her efforts, taking him as deep as she could, her nose buried in the crisp hair at his base. She hollowed her cheeks, swirling her tongue. His hips began a subtle, involuntary rocking, meeting her strokes. The sounds were obscene, wet, sucking noises, his ragged breaths, her own muffled whimpers. Her humiliation was complete, and her arousal with it. She was a thing of pure service, and it was the most liberating feeling she had ever known.

There were gasps from the women watching.

His breath caught. A tremor ran through the muscles of his thighs. “Mia…”

She knew. She didn’t pull away. She kept her mouth sealed tightly around him, her eyes closed, waiting.

With a low, guttural groan that seemed to be torn from the very centre of his authority, he came. The first hot, salty pulse hit the back of her throat. She swallowed reflexively, then again as more followed, thick and abundant. She swallowed it all, the taste of his surrender to the pleasure she was giving him. It was the ultimate acceptance.

When the pulses subsided, she stayed there for a moment, gently suckling him clean before letting him slip from her lips with a soft, wet pop. A few stray drops escaped the corners of her mouth, tracing shiny paths down her chin before dripping, warm and shocking, onto the upper slopes of her breasts.

Mia remained on her knees, the taste of him still lingering on her tongue, a heady mix of salt and musk that stirred something deep and primal within her. The humiliation of her position was undeniable, naked, marked, and thoroughly used before the cool, commanding presence of Barrister Sterling. Yet, intertwined with that shame was a raw, unrelenting arousal that refused to be ignored.

Her cheeks burned as she remembered the way his cum had filled her mouth, the way she had swallowed every last drop, obedient and eager. The memory alone sent a fresh wave of heat pooling between her legs. She had been reduced to this, a vessel for his pleasure, a tool for his release. And yet, it thrilled her in ways she couldn’t fully articulate.

Her gaze dropped to the floor, where a few stray drops of him had fallen, glistening against the polished wood. The sight was a visceral reminder of what had just transpired. He had come undone by her mouth, his control fraying at the edges as he surrendered to the pleasure she gave him. It was power and submission colliding in the most intimate of ways.

Her breathing was still uneven, her body trembling from the aftershocks of it all. The welts on her ass throbbed in time with her heartbeat, a painful echo of the discipline she had endured. But it was the ache between her legs that held her focus now, a relentless pulse that demanded attention. She had been used, thoroughly and completely, and her body sang with the truth of it.

She knelt there, spent, her lips swollen, her body throbbing with a mixture of pain, exhaustion, and a deep, settled, triumphant arousal. She looked up at him.

He was looking down at her, his expression one of profound, sated intensity. He reached out, his thumb brushing away the spent from her chin, his touch oddly tender. He looked at the glistening trails on her breasts, then back into her eyes.

“Your discipline,” he said quietly, “is now complete.”


Epilogue

The door to her flat clicked shut, sealing her in the familiar, shabby silence. The hum of the city outside felt distant, muted. The scent of old carpet and takeaway from down the hall, usually so oppressive, was just… background noise. Mia leaned against the door, her body humming with a different frequency entirely. It was a low, persistent thrum, a cocktail of residual pain from the welts and a deep, settled arousal that felt like it had rewired her nerves.

She moved through the dim living area to her small bedroom, her movements deliberate, almost ritualistic. She needed to see.

She flicked on the overhead light, harsh and unforgiving. Her eyes went immediately to the full-length mirror fastened to the back of the closet door. For a long moment, she just stared at the young woman reflected there, the simple blouse and skirt, the slightly mussed hair, the wide, dark eyes.

This is the girl who went to the House, she thought. This is the girl who knelt.

Her fingers went to the buttons of the blouse and then the zipper of the skirt. She pulled it down slowly, the sound loud in the quiet room. She let the fabric slide from her hips, pool at her feet. She stepped out of it, kicking it aside. Then she slipped off her bra and then her skimpy panties quickly followed.

Now, she stood naked.

She had avoided this, before. Avoided the critical appraisal, the flinching away from her own reflection. She’d seen chubby thighs. A soft stomach. Too much here, not enough there.

But now…

Now, she turned slightly, letting the light fall across her body. Her breath caught.

The curves were… beautiful.

Her breasts, full and heavy, were a soft 34DD, the pale skin marred only by faint, dried traces of white on the upper slopes. She touched one, her nipple pebbling instantly under her own fingers, a sharp, sweet sensation shooting straight to her core. They weren’t too big. They were womanly. The Barrister’s gaze had lingered there, not with criticism, but with a dark, possessive appreciation.

Her hands slid down her torso, over the gentle swell of her stomach, to her hips. They flared, generous, anchoring a body made for softness and strength. And her legs… she turned, looking at their shape in the mirror. They were strong, shapely, leading up to…

She shifted her gaze, twisting to look over her shoulder at her reflection.

Her ass.

Round. Full. Plump. A perfect heart-shape.

And now, decorated.

Vivid, angry red welts striped the pale, generous curves. They were raised, some already darkening into purplish lines, a brutal latticework painted across the soft flesh. They looked vicious. They looked earned.

A soft gasp escaped her. Not of pain, but of awe. He did this. He marked me. He saw this… she ran a trembling hand over one welt, hissing at the flare of sharp, bright sensation, “…and he claimed it.”

The sight was profoundly erotic. The contrast of the violent marks on the lush, feminine curves was a visual poem of discipline and surrender. It was proof. Tangible, undeniable proof of her choice, of her capacity to take what was given and transform it into belonging.

Her body was not a problem to be solved. It was a landscape to be explored, to be known. And Sterling knew it. He had mapped it with his cane.

A shudder ran through her, a deep, visceral pulse of heat that gathered low in her belly, a sudden, aching emptiness. Her fingers, which had been tracing the welts, drifted lower, over the unmarked undercurve, and then inward, through the soft thatch of curls.

She was already wet. Slick and swollen. The memory of the cane’s bite, the memory of kneeling on that hard floor, the taste of him, the sound of his controlled groan as he lost himself in her mouth… it all coalesced into a single, urgent need.

Her eyes found her own in the mirror. She saw the flush on her cheeks, the dark dilation of her pupils, the parted lips. This is who you are now.

Slowly, never breaking her own gaze, she sank to her knees on the thin rug before the mirror. The position was instinctive, reflexive. Just as I was for him.

She let her hands fall to her thighs, then slide up, over her hips, to cup the heavy weight of her breasts. Her thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she arched into the touch, a low moan escaping her. She pinched them lightly, then harder, the sharp sting a delicious echo of the discipline. Her breath came faster.

One hand stayed, kneading her breast, her thumb circling a nipple. The other hand trailed back down, over her trembling stomach, through her curls, and found the hot, slick cleft of her sex.

Her fingers parted her folds. She was so wet it was almost obscene. The first touch of her fingertips to her clit made her jerk, a sharp cry echoing in the small room. The sensation was electric, amplified a thousand times by the memory and the sight of her own marked body in the glass.

She began to rub, small, tight circles. Her hips started to move of their own accord, rocking against her hand. Her other hand squeezed her breast roughly, mimicking the grip she imagined he might use. In the mirror, she watched herself, a naked, kneeling woman, pleasuring herself with a desperate, focused intensity. The welts on her ass were a stark, thrilling backdrop.

He saw this, she thought, her rhythm becoming faster, more insistent. He saw all of this, and he wanted it. He took it.

The thought of his eyes on her, evaluating, commanding, approving, pushed her higher. She slid two fingers inside herself, gasping at the fullness. She fucked herself with them, her thumb still working her clit in frantic circles. The sounds were lewd, wet, desperate. The smell of her own arousal filled the air.

She threw her head back, her eyes closing, but she forced them open. She wanted to see. She fixed her gaze on her reflection, on the woman with the blissful, agonized expression, on the body bearing the marks of surrender.

The image of him standing over her, cane in hand, fused with the sensation of his release in her mouth, the feeling of his hand tightening in her hair. The heavy thick black cock filling her mouth. The pain and the pleasure weren’t separate. They were the same. They were the fire he had lit inside her.

Her movements became jerky, uncontrolled. A high, keening sound tore from her throat. "Oh, God… Sterling…" she whispered, the name a prayer and a curse.

The orgasm hit her like a breaking wave. It wasn’t a gentle crest; it was a violent, total surrender. Her back arched sharply, a silent scream on her lips as her inner muscles clenched violently around her fingers. Pleasure, white-hot and searing, radiated from her core out to her fingertips, her toes, the very roots of her hair. It was sharper, deeper, more complete than any she had ever given herself. It was tied to the sting on her skin, the ache in her jaw, the profound, settled knowledge in her soul.

She collapsed forward, catching herself on her hands, her body shuddering through the aftershocks. She stayed there, kneeling, head bowed, breathing in ragged gulps. In the mirror, she saw the aftermath: the sweat-sheened skin, the flushed, well-fucked look on her face, the beautiful, marked curves of her body utterly spent.

Slowly, she sat back on her heels, wincing as her tender flesh made contact with them. She looked at her reflection again, at the woman who had just come harder than ever before while staring at the stripes on her own ass.

A slow, shaky smile touched her lips. It wasn’t a smile of happiness, exactly. It was a smile of recognition. Of terrifying, thrilling self-knowledge.

The girl who thought she was fat was gone. In her place was a woman who saw her own power, her own desire, her own need. A woman who understood, with bone-deep certainty, that her submission was not a weakness, but a source of profound, illicit strength. And she had only just begun to explore what that meant.

She stayed there on the floor for a long time, watching the light change in the room, feeling the echo of the cane and the ghost of his touch.


Book Two Teaser

Book One leads into Book two that will take Mia further in her journey of becoming his submissive slut.

Mia thought she understood discipline.

She was wrong.

What began as correction becomes expectation. What was once guidance hardens into ownership. Under Edward Sterling’s calm authority, Mia is taken further than she ever imagined possible, her obedience no longer tested in isolation, but shaped, refined, and demanded with increasing precision. The House reveals new layers of its hierarchy, its rituals, and its quiet reach, and Mia learns that discipline does not end with acceptance, it deepens with trust.

Yet outside those walls, another life still waits.

Lucas remains. Warm. Romantic. Normal. With him, Mia laughs, kisses, and pretends she is still just a student building a future like everyone else. But as Sterling’s influence grows, those moments must become hidden. Stolen. Protected. Every meeting with Lucas risks exposure, not just of her body, but of the woman she is becoming.

Pulled between secrecy and surrender, affection and authority, Mia discovers that the most dangerous discipline is not what is enforced, but what is chosen. And as Sterling takes her further into the House’s private world, she must decide how long she can live between two truths before one demands to be sacrificed.

In Book Two, desire becomes controlled. Obedience becomes identity. Her ‘Corrections’ become more public. Sterling uses her more for his own sexual satisfaction. She is trained to be his slut.

And secrecy becomes the most dangerous act of all.
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