
        
            
                
            
        

    


Tenderworld: The World That Obeys




A Dark Erotic Utopia of Obedience, Plugs, and Sacred Surrender




Prologue: And We Opened Ourselves














I remember when the world was cruel.










When desire was hidden.




When we whispered what we wanted, then punished ourselves for wanting it.




When I had to lock the plug in a drawer.




When I came in silence, wetting my thighs in the dark.




When love meant pretending not to need.










That was before the Change.




Before the Consent Reckoning.




Before the Age of Obedience bloomed and the streets smelled like milk and cum and truth.










Before we became Tenderworld.














They say the Shift began with us — the ones who stopped apologizing.










I believe it started with her.










She stood in the middle of a shopping mall and pissed herself on purpose.




Smiling.




Diapered.




Collared.










And when the guards came, she opened her arms and moaned:





"I am what you wish you could be."











And someone in the crowd moaned back.




And someone else pulled down their pants.




And someone dropped to their knees and begged.










That was the first Fall.




The first crack in the Shame Wall.










We call it the Leak That Broke the World.














After that, everything changed.




Not overnight. But fast.




The hunger was already there — buried, silent, tight behind teeth.










All we needed was permission.










So we gave it to ourselves.










We wrote new scripture, etched in wet sheets and stretch marks and bitten nipples.










We said:













Let there be no shame in the hunger for holes.






Let the diaper be sacred.






Let the leash be love.






Let the submissive rise by crawling.






Let public orgasms be louder than prayers.



















And they came.










By the thousands.










Stripping.




Begging.




Suckling.




Wetting themselves on courthouse lawns.










Littles.




Daddies.




Mommies.




Middles.




Sissies.




Pets.




Sluts.




Plugs in, gags on, skin shining with lube and hope.










We offered our holes.




And the world opened with us.














The new laws followed.











Consent became the highest law.











If it is given, it is holy.










Every citizen wears their status:




Dominant, Submissive, Switch, Service-Only, Exhibitionist, Untouched, Breeder, Feedee, Owned, Owned-and-Plugged.










Every act is sacred if it’s

 

chosen


 
.










You can be used on a street corner.




You can be a feeding doll in the library.




You can work in diapers, kneel in court, squirt during a job interview.










No one blinks.




No one mocks.










Because here —





desire is worship.















Now I live in a world where the plug never comes out.




Where my leash gets kissed by strangers.




Where I cry when I cum and no one tells me to be quiet.










I am written on.




Owned.




Revered.










And I will never go back.















And so it was written:






We opened ourselves.






And the world followed.






And it was good.






And wet.






And loud.






And beautiful.










Chapter One: Her First Morning














I wake with the taste of cum still on my tongue.










It’s dried at the corner of my mouth.




There’s a little dribble on my cheek.




I smile as I reach up and smear it into my skin — a lazy, morning offering to no one in particular.










This is just… normal.










There’s a leash clipped to the wall above my head.




The tag still says:













Last Use: 04:32 a.m. | Status: Cum-fed | Hole: Oral















I stretch, sore and used and warm, and roll onto my stomach.










The plug inside me shifts as I move.










Not uncomfortable.










Just…

 

correct


 
.














The apartment hums softly to life.










Speakers whisper:












“Good morning, citizen. Today is Use-Day.




Your assigned pleasure points reset in 3 hours.




Prepare for your shift.”














I moan.




Rub my thighs together.










Then crawl out of bed.














The shower is communal. The hallway full of naked bodies.










A man with a pierced cock walks past me, holding a strap-on belt.




A girl in a cat hood laps milk from a bowl while someone fingers her absently.




An older woman with soft breasts and a leather harness stands beneath the spray, being licked from behind by a collared sissy.










I slip into a stall.










Let the warm jets spray down.










I scrub dried cum from my nipples.










I rinse between my thighs and around the base of the plug.










I don’t remove it.










Not unless someone tells me to.














My outfit hangs on a hook:










●

 
       

 
A thin mesh shirt with my Pleasure Class visible across my chest:

 

SUBMISSIVE – HOLE ACCESS: ALL




 









●

 
       

 
A latex thong that splits just enough to show the plug’s jewel



 









●

 
       

 
A collar with my Consent Chip



 









●

 
       

 
Lip gloss, nipple clamps, and a slick pink leash in case I’m asked to crawl today



 









I dress fast.










The window screen flashes:













Transit car arriving. You may be used en route.















I grab my bag, leash in my mouth, and head down.














The train is standing-room only.










I grip the bar, back arched, plug showing.










A man behind me runs his hand down the curve of my spine.










Doesn’t ask.










He doesn’t need to.










I moan.




The collar blinks green:

 

Use accepted.











He fingers me while we ride between stops.










I don’t cum.










Not until he slaps my ass and whispers, “Good train toy,” before exiting at Mercy District.










I lean against the door, thighs soaked, panting.










The girl beside me has two vibrators suctioned to her nipples and a straw in her mouth, drinking warm milk from a Domme’s breast.










No one looks twice.














At work, I clock in by kneeling.










My manager holds out a ring gag.










I open.










She inserts it. Tight.










"Good mouth today?" she asks.










I nod.










She pats my head.










My job is simple:










Sit beneath the client table and serve whoever slides their chair back.










No talking.




No eye contact.




Just tongue, hole, obedience.














During my break, I sit on the rooftop garden with the other submissives.










Some are plugged.




Some are being spanked gently while eating.




One girl is naked except for a feeding tube and her Owner’s cum drying on her lips.










I share a bottle of protein nectar with a switchy boy who smells like leather and piss.










We talk about the weather.














When I get home, I kneel automatically by the door.










A notice pings on the wall:













Your neighbor requested casual oral service.






You have one available slot.






Accept?















I press my tongue to the scanner.










A bell chimes.










I crawl out into the hallway and wait.










He opens the door in sweatpants, cock already half-hard.










No talking.










He fucks my face slow, uses my mouth like a pocket, then cums on my tongue and closes the door without a word.










I crawl back, curl up in bed, and fall asleep with cum dripping from my lip and the plug still warm inside me.














This is my life.










And I love it.









Chapter Two: Assigned














The notification arrives before sunrise.













ASSIGNMENT: ELITE OBEDIENCE REQUEST





Recipient: [SUBMISSIVE – HOLE ACCESS: ALL]




Location: Executive Obedience Pavilion, Tower Twelve




Duration: 6 hours




Task: CUM RECEPTACLE / CLIENT DISPLAY / ORAL SUBMERSION




Reward: Pleasure Credits + Collar Merit














I blink twice, reread it, and immediately slide off my mattress.










The plug shifts in my ass as I crawl to the bathroom.




My thighs are still sticky from yesterday’s train ride.




I haven’t been milked since Thursday.










I’m overdue.














There’s no need to pack.




Special obedience means everything is provided: plug, position, leash, hole schedule.










I step into the auto-clean chamber and raise my arms.




Warm jets spray from below.




My ass is rinsed, my plug buzzed, my clit brushed just enough to make me tremble.










A robotic voice hums softly:












“You will not cum today unless asked to. Do you understand?”














"Yes," I whisper.










The door opens.




A courier is waiting, holding my collar tag and a thin gold chain leash.










She doesn’t speak.










She clips the leash to my throat and leads me down the hall, nude except for the plug and the scent of obedience.














Tower Twelve is quiet from the outside — white, tall, almost sacred.




But inside, it pulses with

 

ritual and function


 
.










Every floor is a kink.










One holds plug fitting stations.




Another is strictly for anal hooks.




The 20th is a public spanking rotation.




But I’m taken to the 47th:

 

Obedience Theater


 
.










The floor is silent.




Lit only in soft pinks and silvers.




There are ten other submissives already kneeling.










Each wears a numbered tag between their breasts.




Each has a unique marker: a painted tongue, a jeweled gag, an open-use sticker across their hips.










I’m guided to position six.














I’m gagged with a silicone ring and plugged deeper — this time with a model that locks to my collar via a sleek golden chain.




Every shift of my throat tugs at my ass.




Perfect.










The trainer arrives.










A tall woman in a suit. Strap-on visible. Gloves gleaming.










She walks the line slowly.










“Today’s task is high-profile.




These are legal officials, Dom Guild overseers, and foreign visitors.




You will not cum unless invited.




You will not disobey.




You will smile with your holes.”










She stops in front of me.




Fingers my cunt through the bar.










“She’ll be popular.”














Then the display curtain opens.










We are on a rotating dais.










Surrounded by sofas, low tables, tall stools.










Dominants and switches from all over the world enter — robes, leashes, gear of every color and style.










Some hold drinks.










Others already have toys in hand.










My station rotates slowly, bringing me before each guest.










One leans forward and unhooks my gag.










I open.




He pisses down my throat, slow and warm.










I swallow every drop and thank him.










Another steps up, lubes her fingers, and inserts a second plug beside the first.




Double-stuffed.










I sob quietly and smile.














Each hour brings new uses.










My mouth is filled.




My cunt is fisted.




My nipples clamped and zapped with tiny pulses of pleasure-denial current.










A woman takes photos of my expression mid-edge.










A man kneels to whisper praise in my ear, then cums on my chest without touching himself.










Every act is logged.










My Pleasure Credits climb.




My tags are praised.




I am becoming something useful.














In the sixth hour, I’m brought to the center platform.










All holes exposed.




My legs in stirrups.




A vibrating egg inside me, pulsing to the sound of my own heartbeat.










My plug is buzzing.




My jaw is held open by a clear gag.




Cum already coats my teeth.










“Do you want to cum, six?” the lead trainer asks from across the room.










I nod furiously.




Tears in my eyes.










“Then ask them.”










I moan, gagged, writhing.










They smile.










A Domme from the North steps forward.










She removes the gag.










“Ask nicely.”










“Please,” I gasp.




“I’ve been filled. Open. Obedient. Leaking. I need to cum.”










She steps back.










“Then show them.”














I cum in front of seventy watching eyes.










Hard.




Deep.




Soaked.




My plug buzzing.




My cunt squirting.




My breath lost.










I scream as they all clap.










Then collapse.










And smile.














Aftercare is silent.










They feed me warm milk, stroke my hair, and tell me I was excellent.










I leave with my tag upgraded:













SUBMISSIVE – HOLE ACCESS: ALL – VERIFIED USE ASSET















I walk home slowly.










Still filled.




Still glowing.










Still trembling.









Chapter Three: The Obedience Cinema














The ticket counter doesn’t ask what film I want.










They ask what holes I’m offering.












"Mouth, pussy, and external anal contact," I say, smiling.














The clerk nods, stamps my tongue with a pink mark, and hands me a seating assignment:













Platform 4 – Audience Interaction Zone






Use Time: Entire Feature






Pleasure Restriction: Orgasm Delay Active















I sign the release and feel my collar vibrate softly — syncing to the theater’s pleasure grid.










My plug buzzes in approval.














The Obedience Cinema is one of Tenderworld’s most beloved institutions.










Each screening combines

 

erotic storytelling


 
with

 

live use


 
— real submissives, naked or nearly, plugged and wired to the house system.










Some sit on laps.




Some kneel in aisles.




Some are mounted onto machines that pulse and stretch in rhythm with the film.










Some just lay back and take it.










I’ve never served here before.










My thighs are slick with nerves.














An usher greets me at the door.










"First-time Cinema performer?"










I nod.










"Good girl."










She clips my leash to a low ring at the side of her hip and leads me into the dark.










The lights glow gold and blue.




Soft music plays.




Seats are wide and leathered, each with a service cradle beneath it — space for a girl like me to curl up and be used mid-scene.










Some cradles are already occupied.










A boy moans softly as his Owner feeds him from her fingers.




A girl is stretched wide in another, a toy thrusting into her while a man strokes her hair.










I’m brought to Platform 4.














The platform is round, lit from beneath.




A raised bed with straps, suction pads, and a panel for oral use.










I kneel automatically.










"Strip," the usher says gently.










I obey.










Shirt.




Thong.




Jewelry.




Plug stays in.










She wipes between my thighs and coats my lips in cherry-flavored lube.










Then straps me in.














My back rests against a curved velvet seat.




My legs are raised into stirrups.




My arms go behind my head.




A collar strap clicks into the platform’s frame.










Then she places a control box between my thighs —




a remote stim pad set to vibrate with the film’s soundtrack.










I moan.










The first wave of pleasure rolls through my clit as the opening credits begin.














The movie is soft and surreal — an erotic journey of a milkmaid, her Mistress, and the town that trains her.










Each time the girl is fucked on screen, the stim pad between my thighs pulses stronger.










Every orgasm she has sends a zap of denial to my plug.




I shake, twitch, whimper.










And the audience watches.










Some glance at the screen.




Others look down at me.










A Domme from the back row walks up during a silent scene.










"Open your mouth," she whispers.










I do.










She slides her fingers in, wet with her own scent.










"You’re part of the show."










I suck her fingers, gagging slightly, moaning.










She smiles and returns to her seat.














Halfway through the film, I’ve been:










●

 
       

 
Sucked on by three strangers



 









●

 
       

 
Fingered by someone I never saw



 









●

 
       

 
Spanked once, gently, during a moan scene



 









●

 
       

 
And soaked through the stim pad



 









I haven’t cum once.










But I’ve never felt more beautiful.










More seen.










More

 

useful


 
.














When the final scene plays — the milkmaid on her knees, swallowing a town’s worth of cum as her Mistress praises her — I sob openly, plugged and aching, thighs soaked, tongue out.










Someone from the front row whispers:










"Let her cum."










And a bell dings.










The pad goes still.




The plug pulses.










And I cum, hard and loud, shaking against the platform straps, my moan echoing under the credits.










The lights go up.










The audience claps.










The screen reads:













Thank you for honoring our Obedient.






Please feed her before you leave.



















Three people stay to stroke my hair.




One pours milk into my mouth.




Another drips warm cum over my chest.










I am wiped.




Unlocked.




Kissed on the cheek.










And as I leave the theater, leash swinging, thighs trembling, I smile.










There’s another showing in two hours.










I might volunteer again.









Chapter Four: The Milk Bar














There’s a stretch of Market District where the buildings breathe vanilla.










Every window glows gold.




Soft moans drift from balconies.




The air smells like sugar, sweat, and full breasts.










I pass a girl being fucked over a massage table while her mouth is latched to a bottle nipple.










A boy kneels beneath a lactating Domme, arms bound, drinking from her like she’s scripture.










Another girl — plugged, leaking, weeping — crawls behind a cart labeled

 

Milk Tastes Better from Knees


 
.










I don’t speak.










I just enter the bar.














The Milk Bar is quiet inside — not silent.




You hear moans behind curtains, the hum of suction devices, the click of feeding tubes being replaced.










But it’s reverent.










People don’t come here to play rough.










They come to

 

feed


 
.










To be

 

claimed


 
by sweetness.




To let their bellies be filled by breasts they don’t deserve.










I sign in at the counter.










The server scans my collar.













Client Designation: PUBLIC SUB – HOLE ACCESS: ALL






Assigned Role: Milk Recipient (Oral / Kneeling)















A bell rings.










I’m led to a padded mat beside a velvet couch.










She’s already waiting.














She’s older than me.




Beautiful in the way gravity loves.




Big thighs. Heavy tits. Slow, strong hands.










She wears a lace bralette that’s already wet at the nipples.










"Hi, sweetheart," she says gently, patting her lap.




"You look empty."










I nod.










She pulls me in like I’m hers.














My cheek rests against her breast.










She strokes my hair.




Then my lower back.




Then unclips her bralette and guides her nipple into my mouth.










Warm.




Soft.




Tasting of salt and sugar and something older than I can name.










Milk flows gently at first —




then faster as I suck harder, needier.










She moans softly.










"There’s my good feeder."














As I drink, she talks.










Not about rules or work or who I’ve served.










Just:










"That’s it, baby."




"Drink for me."




"Let it fill you."




"Such a hungry little thing."










I’m not aroused.










I’m not humiliated.










I’m

 

everything


 
.














She lifts me gently.




Switches breasts.




Rubs small circles on my plug while I feed.










My body shudders.










But I don’t cum.










It’s not about that.










This is deeper.










It’s the kind of fullness you

 

remember later


 
— when you’re crying, or alone, or on your knees for someone who doesn’t speak as gently.














When she’s dry, she licks my lips clean.




Buttons herself up.




Kisses my forehead.










"Next time," she says, "bring an empty plug. I’ll fill both holes."










I moan.










She walks away, hips swaying, milk still clinging to my tongue.














At the exit, a server hands me a warm bottle to-go.










It’s hers.










Labeled.










Mine to finish on the train.









Chapter Five: Correction














The notice arrives in the night:













PUNISHMENT ISSUED – LEVEL 2





Location: Obedience Correction Dome – South Hall




Infraction: Unauthorized orgasm / Improper body position




Duration: 3 hours




Focus: Anal Obedience, Exposure, Shame Training




Consent Status: Previously Accepted














I knew it was coming.










I came on the train yesterday — grinding against the pole, plug in, vibrating — and let go without permission.










A man saw.










He smiled.




Then reported me.




Because he cares.










This is how love works here.














The Correction Dome is enormous — a cathedral of filth.










Soft music plays beneath high glass ceilings.




You can hear the muffled sobs of someone being spanked in the Shame Chapel.




Or the slow moans of a boy being plugged while a crowd watches from pews.










It smells like discipline and lube and surrender.










A guide greets me at the gate.










"First punishment?" she asks.










"No, ma’am."










"Repeat girl?"










"Yes."










She smiles, then collars me with a tag that reads:

 

SLUT IN TRAINING – ORGASM THIEF















I’m led to a padded bench in the main hall.










Tied face down, ass raised.










They don’t remove the plug — just press it deeper.




A suction pad attaches to my clit.




Another to each nipple.










An audio loop begins in my ears:












“You are being trained.




Your body is not yours.




Your pleasure is a gift.




You will learn to beg better.”














The stimulation starts at once.














It’s slow.










Teasing.










The plug pulses.




The suction shifts.




A paddle smacks my ass every time I whimper.










People walk by.




They stop.




Some comment.










“She must be a train squirter.”




“Look at that plug jump.”




“I’d report her too.”










One kneels and spits on my back.




Another strokes my ass and murmurs:










"You’re doing so well, shame toy."














The edging continues for an hour.










Each time I get close, the clit suction slams down — holding me there, trembling, soaking.










I cry.




I drool.




I leak.










But I don’t cum.










Not again.














In the second hour, they add a mirror.










It hovers beneath me, tilted so I’m forced to watch my own soaked, punished cunt — lips swollen, plug twitching, thighs glistening.










A woman with a cane stops to speak gently into my ear.










“You look beautiful when you suffer.”










Then she strikes me.




Once.




Twice.




Three times.










And kisses my temple.














The final hour is the Ceremony of Exposure.










They unlock the bench.




But I’m not allowed to stand.










I must crawl — through the dome’s central aisle — with a sign hanging from my collar:












“I Came Without Permission.




Correct Me.”














People line the walkway.










Some stroke me.




Some spit.




One unclips the plug, fucks me with it once, then shoves it back in.










I don’t cum.










Not even when one woman presses her foot to my cunt and says, "Almost."










That’s the new obedience.










Almost.














At the exit, I kneel for review.










The trainer scans my tag.












“Correction Complete – Behavior Logged – Level Downgraded to Tier B (Pending 2 Days of Plugged Silence)”














She strokes my cheek.










“Good girl.”










Then adds one more line with her pen:












“May now be used publicly without asking.”


















I crawl home slow, thighs aching, plug still warm, shame now shining like gold.










And I don’t cum that night.










Because now I understand:











Pleasure isn’t mine.






It’s earned.






And I’m grateful.










Chapter Six: Stretched














It starts with a scan.










I kneel naked on the steel platform, chin raised, legs apart.










The nurse runs the sensor wand between my cheeks.










The screen above me blinks:













CURRENT STRETCH: Level 3






MAX FIT: 3.5"






TARGET: 5.0" (Undertrained)















I swallow.










The nurse pats my head gently.










“You’re overdue, sweetheart.”










I nod.










She turns to the wall of polished chrome plugs.




Each labeled.




Each wider.




Each heavier.










She selects one shaped like a blooming rose.










“This will open you.”














The Plug Stretching Clinic is quiet and bright — sterile, but not cold.




Like a spa that decided orgasms and ass discipline belonged in the same breath.










Other girls are already positioned:




Some in sling chairs, holes presented.




Some bent over padded frames, sobbing through open gags.




One is on her back, belly swollen with plugs and milk, whispering praises to herself.










Everyone is stretched here.




Everyone wants to be.














The nurse applies lube — thick, warm, sweet-smelling.










She whispers as she works the head of the plug against my hole:










"Don’t fight it.




Let the world in."










I moan as she begins pressing.










Slow.




Constant.




Unstoppable.










My hole burns, stretches, accepts.










I scream softly, drool hitting the floor.










She rubs my clit with gloved fingers — not to help me cum, but to

 

keep me open


 
.










I shake.










And the plug slides in with a slick, wet sound.










My ass swallows it.










The base kisses my skin.














The nurse scans me again.













STRETCH LEVEL: 4.3" — PROGRESSIVE






EMOTIONAL STATUS: COMPLIANT / TEARFUL / PROUD















She smiles.










“There’s my good girl.”










Then marks my chart:












“Graduated from Small Plug Protocol. Eligible for Display.”














I cry.










She kisses my forehead and leads me to the Display Row.














Here, submissives kneel on mirrored platforms — plugs exposed, measured, admired.










Strangers walk by with datapads, scoring stretch, symmetry, moisture, control.










One man stops behind me.










"She’s tight for a 4.3."










He presses on the base, making it twist deep inside me.










I moan and arch.










The woman beside him writes:












“Responsive. Needs training with vibration denial.”














Another slides a bead chain into the slot beneath the plug.




Lets it dangle like jewelry.










"You should be proud," she says softly.










"You’re part of something bigger now."














I am kept in Display for one hour.










My thighs ache.




My hole throbs.




My plug pulses gently.










When I’m released, I’m tagged with a sticker:












“STRETCHED – APPROVED – SHOW READY”














My chart updates.










And I walk out slow.










Plug tight.










Ass raw.










Heart full.














Back home, I kneel at the foot of my bed and whisper the affirmation they taught me in the Clinic:












“I do not tighten.




I do not resist.




I open.




I stretch.




I offer.




I obey.”














And then I fall asleep, plug still deep, dreaming of the next size up.









Chapter Seven: The Stage of Holes














The hall smells like lube and light.










Velvet drapes hang between tall gold pillars.




Soft classical music plays beneath the hum of warm lighting.




Rows of plush seating curve around a polished black stage.










Above it, one sign gleams in bold letters:













STRETCHED & OBEDIENT: THE HOLE SHOWCASE















This is it.










My first performance.














A handler leads me onstage by a rose-gold leash clipped to my anal plug.




No collar today. No gag.




Just the plug, my open mouth, a chain of silver beads dangling from between my cheeks, and a single ribbon wrapped tightly around the base of my thighs.










My tag reads:












“Level 4.3 — Trained Hole — First Public”














The audience claps softly.










Not like a show.




Like a blessing.














I’m guided to a transparent platform at center stage.










Bent over.




Knees wide.




Plug glistening under the lights.










A small camera adjusts beside me, angled perfectly at my hole.




A mirrored screen above reflects the feed for the audience — every twitch, every drip, every reaction.










I can see my own stretched ass on the monitor.










I moan softly.














The host appears in a dark suit with a golden toy in hand.










She circles me slowly.










“This one graduated yesterday.




She stretched beautifully.




She begged for more.”










The audience murmurs.










I feel their eyes like lube on my skin.










“Today,” she says, “we find out how far she’ll really go.”














A new plug is wheeled in on a velvet tray.




Thicker. Ribbed. Shaped like a blooming fist.










The crowd gasps.




A few clap.




Someone whispers: "She’ll cry before it’s halfway in."










They're right.










I already feel the tears behind my eyes.










But I nod.










I want this.














The host lubes the toy slowly — thick, slippery gel drips down the ridges.










She presses the head to my hole and waits.










I breathe.










Then push back.














The first inch stretches me wide.










The second pushes me to the edge of screaming.










By the third, I’m sobbing — drooling down my chin, cunt soaked, thighs shaking.










She whispers gently: “Don’t clench. Open for us.”










I try.










The plug pops deeper.










The crowd gasps.










The camera zooms.










My hole swallows it greedily.














They don’t let me rest.










Once fully seated, the host flicks the base and watches me moan.










Then she presses a button on her wrist.










The plug pulses.










Hard.










Buzzing inside me.










The ribbon around my thighs tightens automatically — vibrating against my soaked clit with every shift.










I scream.














I’m left on stage like that for twenty minutes.










Trembling.




Shaking.




Exposed.










Audience members take turns walking up:










●

 
       

 
One strokes my inner thighs and calls me a “hole priestess.”



 









●

 
       

 
One licks my plug and kisses my ass.



 









●

 
       

 
One whispers: “You’ll go to five inches soon, won’t you?”



 









I nod.










Tears streak my face.










The host returns.










“Do you want to cum?”










"Yes."










“Show them how a plug toy cums.”














I’m allowed to ride the plug.










Grinding slowly, like it belongs to me — but never losing the posture of offering.










My orgasm hits me like praise.










Loud.










Wet.










Uncontrollable.










I cum in front of everyone.










Cheeks spread.










Hole full.










Heart open.










The plug never moves.














They clap.










Someone throws petals at my knees.










The camera zooms in on my gaping ass as I collapse onto the platform and sob into my palms.














Later, I’m fed milk and kissed.










My tag is upgraded:












“Hole Performer – Verified Stage Obedient – Eligible for Collar Ceremony”














I whisper thank you to the handler.










And crawl offstage with the plug still inside me.









Chapter Eight: Claimed














The invitation arrives in gold ink on soft black cloth.













To the One Who Opened and Endured —






You are hereby summoned to the Ceremony of Claiming.






Prepare your holes.






Prepare your heart.






You will be collared at dawn.















My hands shake.










The plug is still inside me from the stage performance.




My thighs still tremble when I move.




My ass still leaks from the stretch.










But I crawl to the bath and begin to clean.










I want to be perfect.














At the Temple of Obedience, the candles are already lit.










Rows of Dominants and soft-eyed switches line the velvet steps.










I kneel at the base of the altar, naked except for my plug, a leash tied to my ankle, and a brand on my lower back that reads:












“OPENED.”














The Priestess stands above me.










She wears nothing but gloves and a strap-on soaked in milk.










"Who kneels here?" she asks the audience.










A woman steps forward.










Dark eyes.




Firm voice.




Gloved fingers.










“I claim her.”














Gasps ripple through the crowd.










The Priestess turns to me.










"Do you accept Her as Owner?"










I nod.










“Do you give Her your holes, your will, your cum, your voice?”










"Yes," I whisper.










She lifts the collar — silver, thick, glowing faintly with pulse-tracking nodes and plug sync.










It clicks around my neck.










A soft vibration shoots through my plug.










My whole body arches.














My Owner steps down.










Kneels behind me.










Fucks me with her fingers while whispering:










"You are mine now.




No plug comes out without permission.




You cum when I say.




You exist to serve, and to shine."










I moan.




I cum.




I cry.










And she pulls me into her lap and feeds me warm milk from her breast as the Priestess rings the bell.














I am collared.










Owned.










Named in the Registry of Tenderworld as

 

Hole Claimed


 
.










And when she carries me out — plug still inside, leash in her hand, collar glowing —




I don’t look back.










I belong.









Chapter Nine: Her Morning, Her Rules














The collar hums against my throat as the bed rises beneath me.










Soft leather sheets stretch as my arms are lifted gently into place. Restraints click around my wrists. A silk rope cinches my thighs apart. The plug vibrates once—slow and deep—just enough to remind me I’m still full.










I open my eyes.










Light spills through the wide window, golden and slow. The room is warm. Plush. Decorated not with wealth, but

 

command


 
—everything here is soft, sharp, and structured. A mirror at the foot of the bed. A velvet kneeling cushion on each side. A rack of toys against the far wall.










My Owner is already standing over me.










She wears only gloves and a cock.










Strap-on. Thick. Glimmering with fresh lube. Her hands rest on her hips. Her eyes burn.










"You slept well," she says—not as a question.










I nod. "Yes, Mistress."










She steps closer. One gloved finger presses the base of my plug. I jolt.










"You leaked in your sleep."










"Yes, Mistress."










"Good."










She pulls the blankets off me in one motion. My whole body is exposed. Chest marked with finger bruises. Inner thighs still red from the last stretch. Plug shining.










My Owner smiles and moves to the head of the bed.










"Today, you begin your new life properly."














The first rule is silence.










She replaces my morning tongue with a plug-gag: wide, filling, soft pink. My lips stretch around it, drool already sliding down my chin before she even buckles it tight.










She straps a harness around my hips. It loops between my thighs, around my plug, and under my ass—locking the toy in place. No removal. No relief.










Then comes the posture collar. Thick. Padded. It lifts my chin and fixes my gaze forward.










I am not allowed to look down unless directed.










"You will not speak unless I ring your bell," she says calmly, clicking a small silver bell onto my collar. "You will not cum unless I make you. You will not sit without permission. And you will not hide anything from me."










I nod once.










The plug inside me buzzes in approval.














My first task is called

 

The Offering Stretch


 
.










I am guided to the mirror at the foot of the bed and made to kneel on all fours. Legs apart. Back arched.










The room has changed. Now, more light. And sound.










Soft music plays—low, feminine moans mixed with deep bass and praise words whispered between tracks.










A toy slides between my legs. It clicks into the harness and begins a slow rhythm, pumping into my pussy without mercy. The plug in my ass starts vibrating too—intermittent, randomized.










I scream into the gag.










Mistress doesn’t stop it.










She walks slowly around me, watching my body shake, my clit throb. My hole pulses around the thick shaft as it fucks me over and over. The harness keeps it deep. The plug keeps me stretched.










Mistress speaks.










"You will hold this position for thirty minutes."










I whimper.










She doesn’t respond.










Instead, she walks behind me and begins reading a book.










Out loud.










In a calm, commanding voice.










While I drool, twitch, and edge again and again.














The first orgasm is stolen.










I feel it coming—tight, fast, wild.










The toy pulses just right. My clit slams against the harness strap. My hole squeezes. My eyes roll back.










But Mistress sees it.










She steps in.










Clicks the toy off. Pulls my hair back hard.










"You don’t cum until I say."










I sob through the gag.










She leans close. Her voice is velvet.










"You are here to offer, not take."














The next stretch is deeper.










Same toy, longer rhythm. She adds nipple clamps with delicate golden chains that sway as I shake.










My breasts bounce with every thrust. I can feel my own milk leaking—just a trickle, still building from the gland stim training I started last week.










Mistress notices.










She kneels in front of me. Gathers the drops on two fingers.










Tastes them.










"Your milk is coming in nicely."










Then she wipes the rest across my lips.










"That’s the flavor of obedience."














Thirty minutes pass.










I do not cum.










I do not beg.










I simply break.














She unhooks me from the harness and carries me to the feeding chair.










It’s shaped like a cradle. I’m laid across her lap, plug still inside, face against her chest.










The ring gag is removed.










A warm bottle is pressed to my lips.










She holds my chin as I drink.










Slow. Deep. Thick vanilla formula and heat.










Her free hand strokes my clit gently—but never long enough to let me cum.










"You have one more test today," she says softly.










I moan against the bottle.














The test is called

 

The Welcome Walk


 
.










It’s a house-wide tradition. New collared girls must crawl through the Owner’s estate, stopping at each room to present their holes.










The other girls—six total—will inspect me. Test me. Mark me.










I am gagged again.










Plug vibrating.










Another suction toy applied to my nipples.










Mistress lifts a heavy bell and rings it once.










The house lights dim.










Doors open.










And I begin to crawl.














Each room is different.










In the dining hall, a girl in a black corset and slick strap-on fucks my ass slowly while another presses kisses down my spine.










In the obedience den, two girls force me to suckle from a padded feeding tube while my plug is turned to its highest setting.










In the shower room, I’m sprayed with milk, then licked clean by a girl who’s already soaked from earlier use.










Each of them whispers the same thing when I moan:











"Welcome home."















By the time I return to Mistress, I’m shaking.










My thighs are soaked.




My mouth is drooling.




My plug pulses to my heartbeat.










She kneels beside me.










Removes my gag.










I whisper:










"Please… I’ve offered everything."










She tilts her head.










"Have you?"










I nod, trembling.










She smiles.










Then takes the plug out—slow, wet, aching—and slides her strap-on into me in one motion.










I scream.










I cum instantly.










My body arches, convulses, collapses.










She fucks me until I cry.










Then kisses my tears.














That night, I sleep in a cage beside her bed, plugged again, mouth full of her taste, collar glowing faintly with synced vibration.










Before the lights dim, she strokes my cheek.










"You did well, my little offering."










And I whisper back:










"I’m yours."









Chapter Ten: Duet Discipline














I’m woken by the sound of her moaning.










Soft, rhythmic, needy.










I blink through the cage bars.










Across the room, on her own padded bench, another girl is already plugged and kneeling—arms bound behind her back, thighs parted, chest rising and falling in shallow, perfect breaths.










Her collar flashes in sync with her pulse: a slow lavender glow.










I watch her for a moment.










Her back is straight.




Her knees are spread.




Her plug pulses once every ten seconds—just enough to keep her aware of it.




Just enough to keep her on edge.










She’s beautiful.










And she’s my partner for today.














Mistress appears between us.










Still naked from sleep. Her cock swings thick and heavy between her thighs.










She looks at both of us, then claps once.










The room’s lights rise.










She unlocks my cage and lifts my chin with two fingers.










"You remember your duet protocols?"










I nod. "Yes, Mistress."










She turns to the other girl. "And you, pet?"










"Yes, Mistress," she breathes.










Mistress smiles.










"Today, you’ll serve together. You’ll learn to match breath, match posture, match orgasm—or denial. Any disobedience will result in correction… for both of you."










I swallow.










The other girl glances at me once.










Just once.










And then lowers her eyes again.














We are bathed together first.










Hands do not touch.




Eyes are not allowed to linger.










But we kneel side by side as warm water runs down our backs, and the house attendants scrub us gently.










My plug is removed and replaced with a shorter one—designed for motion. Hers is the same. The base presses perfectly against the rim of my hole, hugging me like the promise of something deeper.










As we’re dried and powdered, Mistress steps in with two matching straps—soft leather belts to go around our waists.










From mine, a leash dangles.










From hers, a clip.










When she fastens them together, we are tethered belly to belly, standing an inch apart.










She nods at the staff.










"Synchronize them."














A humming sound begins—deep and steady.










Both our plugs buzz once.










Then pause.










Buzz again.










Then stop.










We both gasp.










The house system syncs our stimulation, edging both of us together.










This is how obedience duets begin:





Two girls.






Two plugs.






One rhythm.






No release.















Our task is simple:










Serve together for four hours.










Matched posture.




Matched breath.




Matched submission.










Any failure in sync results in one punishment… shared between us.










The first test is a tongue cleaning station.










We kneel side by side and are given a pair of cock-shaped cleaning rods—silicone dildos coated in mild cleansing gel.










The platform lifts us until we’re mouth-level with the toys.










Mistress speaks.










"You will clean. Together. Same pace. Same moans. Same tongue pressure. If I see one of you rush ahead, the other will bleed."










My stomach flips.










I glance at her.










She glances back.










We begin.














Tongue out.










Press.










Lick.










Circle.










Moan.










Again.










Over and over, we work in unison. Our tongues glide across the ridges, our eyes locked forward, plugs pulsing softly beneath us.










The taste is bitter. Slightly floral. Cleansing.










But the heat comes from the closeness.










Her arm brushes mine.




Her thigh trembles at the same pace as mine.




I feel her struggle—just a twitch of the hip, a tighter breath—










And I slow down for her.










We stay together.










Mistress hums in approval.














Next, the obedience circuit.










We crawl together down the main hall, plugged and leashed together, our asses high and swaying.










We must collect three use tokens:









	




A Domme’s finger in our mouths.





 






	




A stranger’s cum on our backs.





 






	




A public orgasm denial bell rung by an observer.





 














The Domme stops us first—thick leather boots, gloved hands, a scent like spice and sex.










She slides two fingers into our mouths at once.










We suck together.










Eyes low. Lips matched.










She strokes our hair.










“Good matched toys.”














The cum takes longer.










A pair of men lean against a wall, watching us sway by. One steps forward, strokes his cock casually as we kneel side by side.










“Backs,” he says.










We obey.










Kneel low. Asses out. Faces down.










He strokes himself until the last second—then sprays both our backs at once.










His aim is beautiful.










We’re marked together.










One sticky string across her shoulder. Another across mine.










He smirks. “Pretty twins.”










We moan together and crawl on.














The final token—denial.










A Mistress stands at the corner of the corridor, watching us pant.










Our plugs have been buzzing for twenty minutes nonstop.










We are both right at the edge—quivering.










We’re told to sit. Still. Silent. Thighs parted.










If we move, we’re stripped of our scores.










If we beg, we’re punished.










She leans in.










"Are you close?"










We nod in sync.










"Too bad."










She rings the bell.










We scream.










Together.










And hold each other upright with just the brush of our hips.














Mistress is waiting at the end of the circuit.










She unlocks the strap connecting us.










Inspects the cum on our backs.




Touches the sides of our thighs.




Tugs both our plugs once.










"You stayed together."










We nod, panting.










She gestures to the soft mats.










"Lie down. Face each other."










We do.










She kneels between us.










"You have one minute to worship each other’s bodies. No penetration. No cumming. Just praise."










My eyes go wide.










So do hers.










But we move fast.










My lips find her shoulder, then her jaw.










Her hands trace my ribs, my thighs, the edge of my stretched ass.










I whisper: "You’re beautiful when you beg."










She moans: "You make pain look holy."










We kiss.










Desperate.










Open-mouthed.










Sobbing.










One of her thighs slides between mine. Our plugs grind with every breath.










We are close.










So, so close—










Mistress claps.










"Stop."














We freeze.










She leans forward.










Brushes hair from both our foreheads.










"You were perfect."










She slips a drop of lube on each plug.










"Now crawl to your cages. Still synced."










We do.










Shaking.










Slick.










Proud.










Before she closes the bars, she kisses each of us.










Softly.










And whispers:










"Tomorrow… only one of you will cum."










The cages shut.










And we wait in the dark.









Chapter Eleven: Only One














The lights rise with a soft chime.










My body aches—not from pain, but from

 

absence


 
.




The plug still hums quietly inside me, low enough to torment, gentle enough to keep me soaked.










I turn my head on the cage pillow and find her staring back at me.










The other girl. My duet partner. My mirror.










Her eyes are sleepy, lips parted. Her cheeks are still flushed from last night’s final tease.










We didn’t speak after. Just curled into the corners of our cages, hands behind our backs, dripping into silence.










Today… Mistress will choose.










One of us will be allowed to cum.










The other will beg—and hold the denial until she’s told otherwise.














The room is warm, humming with quiet music as the cages unlock.










We crawl out together.










Our leashes are waiting on the wall.










Mine is silver, short, a single red jewel at the end.










Hers is gold. Slightly longer.










They clip both to the same anchor point at the center of the floor.










We kneel.










Mistress enters in a sheer black robe, her cock strapped beneath it. Long. Wide. Painted with something glittering.










She circles us once.










“Good morning, pets.”










We speak together: “Good morning, Mistress.”










She smiles.










"Today, only one of you will cum."














We don’t look at each other.










Not yet.










Mistress stops in front of me.










Runs a finger down my chest.










"You’ve learned to offer. To hold. To worship."










Then she turns to the other girl.










"And you. You’ve synced well. You serve with rhythm and restraint."










She steps back.










"The test is simple. You will perform. You will be used. And the one who serves me best… will be milked."










A shudder runs down my spine.










I’m not just wet—I’m

 

aching


 
. My plug twitches. My pussy clenches against nothing.










My mind is already begging.














The first challenge is posture.










We are positioned side by side on our knees—backs arched, arms behind our backs, tongues out.










Mistress walks between us, trailing a thin crop.










She taps my thighs.










“Wider.”










Flicks the other girl’s collar.










“Straighter.”










She circles slowly, then stops behind me.










Presses her cock to the back of my neck.










“Tell me why you deserve release.”










My voice is soft, shaking.










“Because I’ve held it for you. I’ve soaked for you. I’ve obeyed without question. My pleasure is yours.”










She moans.










Then turns to my partner.










“Your turn.”










“Because I want to be ruined for you, Mistress. To explode from your voice. To fall apart when you command it. To be made yours, soaked and wrecked.”










Mistress breathes in slow.










“I could edge both of you until your plugs fall out.”










We shiver.














The next test is service.










We’re ordered to crawl to opposite sides of the room.




On each side, a toy waits—long, thick, ridged, mounted on a low bench.










We’re told to ride.










Not to cum.










Just to ride.










Mistress watches from the center, her fingers stroking her own cock lazily, her eyes switching between us.










I mount mine and gasp.




The angle is brutal—perfect.




My plug shifts deep inside me with every bounce.










I look across the room.










The other girl is already moaning, moving with slow, grinding hips. Her eyes are half-closed. Her hands behind her back, resting on the bench edge like a good display doll.










I ride harder.










Mistress watches me, lips parted.










I try to match the other girl’s rhythm—then outpace her.










But Mistress shakes her head.










"Too fast. You’re not showing devotion—you’re showing

 

desperation


 
."










My cheeks burn.










I slow.










Try to feel it. Offer it.










Her gaze shifts.










"Better."














We’re pulled off the toys at the same time.










Panting.










Dripping.










Neither of us came.










Mistress smiles.










"You’re both leaking. That’s good."










She lifts a bowl from the corner and places it at her feet.










“Now lick the floor clean. Together. Stay in sync.”














We crawl side by side, tongues pressed to the tiles, licking up our own mess.










Every droplet of arousal.










Every streak of precum.










We move in rhythm.










Her shoulder brushes mine.










I taste her.










She tastes me.










Mistress stands above us and coos.










"Good girls. Dirty. Devoted."










When we’re done, she lifts our chins.










"You want it, don’t you?"










We nod.










She smiles.










"But only one of you gets it."














The final test is worship.










We kneel before her.










She removes her robe.




Her strap-on glistens.




Beneath it, her cunt is wet—real, pulsing, dripping.










She lies back on a padded chair and spreads her legs.










“One mouth. One plug. One tongue. Choose between you. The other will sit, plug pulsing, and

 

watch.


 
”










We both hesitate.










I look at her.










She looks at me.










Then, to my shock—she lowers her head and says:










"You go."










My breath catches.










Mistress raises an eyebrow.










"Interesting."










I crawl forward slowly.










She grabs my leash, yanks it.










"Prove you deserve it."














I start with her thighs.










Lick slowly, reverently.










Kiss every inch of her.




Worship the scent, the slickness, the weight of her authority.










She spreads wider.










I bury my face.










Lick her pussy with slow, deep strokes, tongue curling around her clit, pressing inside.










She moans.










Her hands tangle in my hair.










My plug buzzes—hard. The rhythm syncs to her breathing.










I look up through wet lashes.










She grabs my jaw.










“You want to cum?”










I nod frantically.










She leans in.










"Then thank the one who gave you the chance."














I turn my head.










The other girl is sitting, plug buzzing, hands gripping her thighs.










Eyes locked on me.










I crawl over, kiss her cheek, then her collar.










"Thank you."










She kisses my forehead.










"Make her cum hard enough for both of us."














I return to Mistress and lick like my life depends on it.










She gasps.










Grinds against my mouth.










My plug tightens.










My cunt pulses.










She groans.










Cums hard.










Soaking my face.










Then pulls me up by the collar and whispers:










"Cum for me, baby."










I explode in her lap.










Plug pulsing.




Body shaking.




Tongue still tasting her.














She holds me for a long time.










Then calls the other girl over.










Presses her into her chest.










"You did well too."










The girl nods. “Thank you, Mistress.”










Mistress kisses us both.










"You’ll switch next time."














That night, we fall asleep in the same cage.










Backs touching.










Plugs buzzing faintly.










No shame.










No jealousy.










Just the promise of more.










And the knowledge that

 

both


 
of us are hers.









Chapter Twelve: The Cradle of Use














The chamber is quiet, circular, lit only by low amber lights.










We kneel together in the center of the padded floor, back to back, leashed to the same silver ring. My body is clean, prepared, plugged, and trembling. The other girl’s breath brushes against my shoulder. We’re synced again—two collared girls kneeling in a shared rhythm of silence.










Our Mistress stands before us.










She’s dressed in a deep plum robe, her cock exposed, glistening already. Around the room, soft murmurs rise. There are guests tonight. Watching. Waiting.










This is the

 

Cradle of Use


 
—a ceremony only given to bonded submissives who’ve earned trust, discipline, and

 

stretch


 
.










We are to be used. Side by side. Holes aligned. Heartbeats matched. And we will not cum unless we do it together.










Mistress raises a bell.










Dings it once.










The room stills.














She speaks softly.










“These two have knelt together. Licked together. Held their plugs and their breath and their release for the sake of rhythm and service. Now they will be shared. Touched. Tested. Used.”










We moan as one.










“Let no hand touch only one. Let no toy enter only one. If one begs, the other echoes. If one fails, both are punished.”










She steps forward and brushes her fingers down our spines.










“You exist as one offering now. A duet of obedience.”










Another bell.










Then the use begins.














Four hands glide over us. I don’t know whose.










Fingers slide down the crease of my thighs. A warm hand cups my breasts. Another presses between my cheeks, to the base of my plug, and flicks the edge like a tuning fork.










The same hands touch her. Perfect symmetry.










A toy is pressed against both plugs—a wide, slow-vibrating wand that syncs them in pulses. I shiver. She gasps. My back presses into hers.










Someone spreads oil across my inner thighs. Another coats her chest.










We are glowing. Slick. Ready.










Two lips kiss the back of my neck.










Then hers.














A voice commands:










"Position One."










We both roll forward, kneeling with our asses high and faces down.










My plug is twisted gently, and something thicker—warmer—presses into my cunt.










I look beneath and see it’s a guest. A masked man with a thick cock, already leaking.










She’s being taken too. I can feel it in the way her hips rock. Our gasps echo each other, timed, responsive. My fingers claw the mat. Her knees shake.










We are fucked. Hard. Deep. Our plugs buzz in waves, triggered by the thrusts.










A chorus of praise rises around us.










“Beautiful holes.”




“They stretch so well.”




“Look how their plugs dance.”










We scream as one.










But Mistress doesn’t allow release yet.














"Position Two."










We’re flipped onto our backs, legs bound together at the ankles, knees pulled wide. Our thighs touch. The wands press to our clits now—buzzing in sync, then off, then back.










I moan. She moans louder.










Mistress steps between us, strap-on soaked. She fucks me first—hard, fast, pushing the plug deeper with each thrust.










Then she pulls out and shifts to her.










She gasps. Cries out. Leaks down her thighs.










Back to me.










Fucking both of us with the same cock, coated in both our slicks.










I sob into the air.










We grind toward orgasm.










Mistress whispers:










“Not yet.”














Our faces are held side by side, gagged with matching ring gags. A guest fucks our mouths—deep, gentle strokes. He moans as he cums, letting it pour into us both.










We don’t swallow right away.










Mistress bends down.










“Together.”










We gulp at the same time. Swallow his gift. Moan into our gags.










She pats our cheeks.










“You are my cradle sluts.”














The final act is performed in full display.










We’re bound side by side on a low padded table, asses in the air, plug sensors wired to the central pleasure unit.










The entire room watches as Mistress steps forward with the

 

Final Plug


 
.










It’s long. Curved. Wide at the base.










Designed to stretch us both—mentally and physically.










She inserts it into me slowly. I cry. It presses deep, presses everywhere. My body opens. She locks it in with a leather strap across my hips.










Then she does the same to her.










We are panting. Stretched. Owned.














Mistress steps back and addresses the room.










“They will now cum together… or not at all.”










The unit syncs.










The plugs begin to vibrate in escalating pulses.










The guests cheer softly, then fall silent.










Everyone waits.










Our breath becomes one.










Inhale. Moan. Hold.










Our hips twitch. Clits pulse. Arms tremble.










I cry out. She echoes me.










We arch.










We scream.










We break.










And

 

we cum.











Together.










Violently.










Endlessly.










Plugged. Leaking. Plugged again.














Mistress kisses both our foreheads.










The room claps.










The guests disperse.










We are untied and laid beside each other on the aftercare mat.










No words.










Just breath.










Just her hand in mine.










Just Mistress’s voice saying:










"You are both mine."










And we drift off, holes full, hearts wide open.









Want More Filthy, Addictive Stories?










If you enjoyed

 

The Club: Dirty Nights Behind Velvet Doors


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











Her Perfect Toy











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




➡

 

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


 
]











The Sorority’s Baby Dolls











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




➡

 

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












Domme For Hire











She’s not his type—she

 

owns


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




➡

 

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









His Baby Forever





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




➡

 
 

 

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












Little Lies











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




➡

 
 

 

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












Craving more?





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