








  Bitche

  Zoe Cordelier



Bitche
	The Citadel
	The Evening
	The Party



  
    	
      Title Page
    

    	
      Cover
    

    	
      Table of Contents
    

  




The Citadel

Storycodes: F/f, BDSM, Bondage, Humiliation, D/s, Exhibitionism, con

A guided tour of a medieval citadel turns into a sensual lesson in restraint, exposure, and surrender.

When Sonia joins her colleagues on a tour of the old citadel in Bitche, she expects a history lesson, not an awakening. Their guide, Amelie, reveals a private collection of medieval punishment devices and selects Sonia as her subject. Locked in branks, stocks, fiddles, and the merciless stork, Sonia finds herself displayed, humiliated, and helpless before the group. Yet beneath the discomfort, a dangerous spark stirs: the thrill of submission and the intoxicating pull of Amelie’s authority. What begins as a demonstration becomes an invitation to a darker, more intimate encounter—one Sonia never imagined desiring.

Sonia and her colleagues trailed Amelie through the winding corridors of the old citadel, surrounded by the cold, damp stone walls that seemed to breathe the shadows of history. The citadel in Bitche, burrowed deep into the rock, felt far from the castles they’d toured earlier that week. This place was no grand hall of royalty but a citadel designed to survive siege after siege, and as they descended further, Sonia could feel the air grow heavier.

As they entered a low-lit chamber, Amelie paused and gestured around. The room was packed with chains, stocks, and various iron restraints, all displayed with an eerie sort of pride. “This is one of the more… unique parts of our exhibit,” she explained with a smile. “Though it isn’t part of the original citadel, we’re hosting a collection of medieval restraint devices. Quite rare to see them all together like this.”

Sonia’s eyes widened as she took in the collection, her gaze landing on a particularly sinister-looking contraption that resembled an iron mask. It was heavy and primitive, with a jagged collar attached. Amelie noticed her staring and lifted the object, holding it up to the group.

“This, ladies, is a brank,” Amelie said. “Sometimes called a scold’s bridle. Used in certain cases to control unruly behavior. Care for a demonstration?” She glanced around the group, her gaze settling on Sonia.

Without waiting for an answer, Amelie positioned herself behind Sonia, holding the brank up to her face. The others watched with mixed reactions of intrigue and discomfort as Amelie carefully fit the front and back halves around Sonia’s head, snapping it shut with a click. The collar encircled her neck, its high metal rim holding her chin up, pressing slightly into her jawline. A cold metal tongue piece rested inside her mouth, keeping her tongue firmly in place.

Sonia’s eyes darted around the room, now limited in what she could see as the mask blocked most of her view. She could still hear Amelie’s voice, though the brank muffled it slightly.

“Not the most comfortable, is it?” Amelie’s voice held a light tone as she inspected Sonia. “It would’ve kept one quite obedient, I think. Speech was out of the question, and, well, movement was severely limited.”

Sonia tried to nod but found she couldn’t move her head more than an inch in any direction. She let out a muffled sound, earning a chuckle from one of her colleagues.

Amelie gave her a small pat on the shoulder, almost reassuringly. “Now, if you’ll follow me…” She took a step back, waiting for Sonia to shuffle along as best she could. With each awkward step, the collar dug slightly into her neck.

The tour group moved on, Sonia struggling to keep up, hindered by both the weight and restrictiveness of the brank. Amelie led them to a massive wooden contraption near the far wall, her eyes gleaming as she gestured towards it.

“This, ladies, are the stocks. Used to hold someone firmly in place, hands and head, so they couldn’t escape or resist,” Amelie explained.

Amelie took Sonia firmly by the arm and guided her toward the stocks, her fingers pressing gently but insistently into Sonia’s elbow. Sonia’s heart thumped as she looked down at the ancient wood, worn smooth from use. She hardly had a moment to take a breath before Amelie positioned her neck and arms into place, lowering the heavy top bar until it clicked shut with an unforgiving clank. Sonia’s arms were forced outward, shoulders straining, and the stocks held her body forward, her breasts exposed, hanging unprotected.

Then Amelie adjusted a T-shaped bar, positioning it firmly against Sonia’s pelvis, leaving her no choice but to tilt her hips back and press her legs apart. Amelie locked her ankles to each side of the bar’s base with iron manacles, the cold metal biting into her skin. The pose forced her into a stance that felt both unnatural and humiliatingly vulnerable. She tried to move, even shift her weight, but the stocks held her absolutely still.

Amelie stepped back, admiring her handiwork with a slight smile. “The stocks weren’t just for punishment. They were meant to humble someone, often an unruly woman,” she said with a glance back at the group of wide-eyed colleagues. “Like this, she couldn’t protect herself. She had to accept whatever happened next—anyone passing by could touch her, scold her, or worse.”

Sonia’s skin prickled as Amelie walked over to a large wooden bucket filled with slender, flexible hazel and willow canes, each soaked in water to keep them supple. She selected one, swishing it experimentally through the air, producing a fierce, hissing sound that made Sonia’s stomach twist. Amelie turned back toward the group, holding the cane in her hand with a casual expertise.

“These,” Amelie said, lifting the cane for everyone to see, “are nasty little things. They sting, they bruise, and, if used hard enough, they leave marks that last. People could step up and have their way with her, physically or otherwise. It was a kind of public justice, as well as a very clear message to others. This could be anyone, it could be you, if you stepped out of line.”

Sonia’s heart raced faster as the cane swished past her ear. She tried to look up, but the stocks and the stiff collar of the brak held her in place, offering only the limited view down. Her pulse pounded in her ears as she realized just how helpless she was. Mute, unable to move, exposed to everyone, she couldn’t prevent anything that might happen.

Despite her fear, another feeling crept up inside her, foreign and insistent. Her helplessness and vulnerability in this archaic device, her exposure, and the strict restraints made something in her pulse with strange excitement. She shivered, caught in a mix of fear and unexpected heat, acutely aware of her body, laid bare and powerless, and Amelie, cane in hand, standing beside her.

Amelie rested the cane gently across Sonia’s exposed backside, letting the cold, slender rod press just enough for her to feel it, a silent reminder of what it could do. “With a cane like this,” Amelie said lightly, “you don’t need much force. Even through a skirt, it’ll make its point.”

Then Amelie leaned in, her voice low and intimate. “Good girl,” she murmured, just loud enough for Sonia to hear. “Embrace it. You’re doing so well.” The soft words sank into Sonia’s mind, making her cheeks flush even as she stood immobilized, a strange warmth mixing with the helplessness that had settled over her like a heavy cloak.

Amelie straightened up, her voice louder now for the rest of the group. “Women used to be left like this overnight, sometimes for days. Fixed in place, helpless and on display. It did wonders, I hear, for teaching patience. By the time they were released, they were docile, eager to comply.”

Amelie’s hand pressed gently on the small of Sonia’s back, holding her firmly against the T-bar that pinned her hips in place. “You haven’t done anything wrong, have you?” she asked, a hint of mock sternness in her voice.

Sonia tried to respond, but the brank’s cold metal bit into her jaw, muting her voice into soft, unintelligible sounds. The group watched, some shifting uncomfortably, others seeming intrigued. Amelie tilted her head, pretending to listen closely, then shook her head with a slight frown. “I can’t hear you,” she said, letting Sonia’s muffled noises hang in the air.

“You’ve been in there, what, five minutes?” Amelie mused, making a show of checking an imaginary watch. “Think you’ll be a good girl when I let you out?” she asked.

Sonia desperately tried to nod, emotions churning inside her—a mix of embarrassment, vulnerability, and something else she couldn’t name. Her skin prickled with the intensity of her own reactions, each sensation heightened by the iron grip of the stocks.

Finally, Amelie stepped forward, unlocking the stocks and carefully lifting the heavy top bar. Sonia’s arms dropped down, tingling as blood rushed back. Amelie held her arm as she helped her stand, steadying her while Sonia’s hands flew up to the brank, searching for a way to remove it. Her fingers scrambled over the smooth iron, meeting only the cold resistance of a small lock.

Amelie held up a tiny key, dangling it just out of reach with a teasing smile. “You promise to behave?” she asked, her voice soft but firm, her eyes meeting Sonia’s with a spark of challenge.

Sonia’s gaze shifted from the key to Amelie, and though she was mute, her posture said it all—a mix of silent pleading and an unspoken promise.

Amelie slipped the key into the lock, twisting it slowly. The brank released with a soft click, and she carefully lifted the heavy metal device from Sonia’s head, sliding the wide metal tongue from her mouth with a gentleness that surprised Sonia. Her jaw ached from the strain, and she stretched her mouth slightly, tasting the metallic aftertaste left behind.

“Now,” Amelie said, her voice warm but insistent, “tell your colleagues how it felt to be subjected to such a punishment. Could you resist? How did it make you feel? Do you think you’d want to repeat the experience? Or,” she added with a glint in her eye, “did it inspire you to be a bit more… compliant?”

Sonia paused, acutely aware of every eye on her. She knew she had to be careful with her words, unwilling to reveal the unexpected spark that had flared up inside her. She swallowed, choosing her words carefully.

“It was… humiliating,” she said slowly, glancing around at her colleagues, who were watching her intently. “And inconvenient. A little painful, too, honestly. I felt helpless. Completely unable to move, to see anything. I guess it’s clear that resisting would’ve been pointless.”

She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks. She wasn’t about to admit that underneath the discomfort, a strange excitement had simmered, or that Amelie’s gentle, teasing tone had only fueled it. But as she spoke, she noticed Amelie watching her closely, that knowing glimmer in her eyes as if she saw right through Sonia’s carefully chosen words.

“Thank you, Sonia,” Amelie said, a hint of approval in her voice. “The experience is meant to remind you of your limits, to push you to find the humility and obedience that such punishment demanded.”

Amelie turned back to the group, her gaze sweeping over them with quiet authority. “Imagine,” she said, “being locked in the stocks and brank, exposed in the village square for all to see. Overnight, in the cold, unable to protect yourself or even speak. Sometimes, if the woman was lucky, she’d be fitted with a chastity belt. Those women would usually only be caned.” She left the unspoken consequences hanging in the air, letting their imaginations fill in the silence.

“After an experience like that, every single one of them was eager to obey, to submit to even the smallest request,” she finished, her gaze drifting back to Sonia with an intensity that made Sonia’s knees feel weak. The corner of Amelie’s mouth curved into a slight smile, one that seemed to reach deep into Sonia, stirring that spark that hadn’t quite faded.

Sonia felt a strange warmth bloom within her, her body betraying her carefully composed exterior. She shifted, self-conscious, but Amelie’s eyes lingered on her, aware, knowing. And Sonia couldn’t deny it: something about Amelie’s steady gaze, the hint of authority, and the lingering sensation of helplessness had left her breathless… and wanting.

The tour went on. Amelie held up the Shrew’s fiddle, her eyes meeting Sonia’s with a steady, unyielding gaze that left little room for hesitation. The heavy wooden frame looked deceptively simple, but Sonia could see how effectively it would hold someone in place, controlling their movements and forcing them into a position of complete submission. The short chain attached to the ring in the ground glinted, promising no more than a foot of freedom.

Sonia glanced down at the uneven cobblestones and swallowed, her heart racing. The idea of kneeling on those cold, hard stones, wrists and neck locked into the rigid frame, sent a chill down her spine. But the weight of her colleagues’ expectant stares, combined with Amelie’s silent invitation, left her with little choice. She took a deep breath and stepped forward, forcing herself to ignore the flutter in her chest.

Amelie moved with swift precision, guiding Sonia to her knees on the rough ground. Sonia winced as her knees met the unforgiving stone, but she stayed still as Amelie carefully lifted the fiddle and fit it around her neck and wrists, securing each in its designated place. The wood was snug, forcing her to keep her arms raised awkwardly in front of her, wrists held close together just below her chin. She tested the range of movement, quickly realizing that there was none.

“There we go,” Amelie murmured, fastening the clasp that locked the fiddle around Sonia’s neck and wrists. It wasn’t even locked, but with her hands held in the fiddle it might as well be welded on – Sonia could do nothing to free herself. “This was often used as a warning, a reminder of what disobedience could lead to if left unchecked. Women and girls would be held like this in public, forced to kneel for hours, left to feel the strain in their arms, the ache in their knees.”

Amelie, squatting next to Sonia, tugged lightly at the short chain, pulling it taut. The limited length meant Sonia could barely shift an inch forward or back, her posture restricted to a humble kneel. She could do nothing but stay as she was, unable to lower her arms or find any relief from the discomfort.

“Now, Sonia,” Amelie said, her tone soft yet carrying a hint of authority, “how does it feel to be bound like this? Imagine this was in a public square, with everyone watching, day and night.”

Sonia’s cheeks flushed as she held Amelie’s gaze, feeling exposed, both physically and emotionally. She bit her lip, the ache in her knees and shoulders beginning to make itself known. “How does it feel, Sonia?” the guide asked, a slight smile playing on his lips.

“It… feels confining,” she replied quietly, acutely aware of the restraint’s implications. “I can’t move or do anything on my own. I’d have to rely entirely on someone else.”

The guide nodded. “Exactly. A reminder, as it were, that obedience often leads to freedom, while defiance brings restriction. For many, the Shrew’s fiddle was effective enough to inspire a change in behavior before harsher measures were necessary.”

“Good girl,” Amelie said whispered her encouragement, a flicker of approval in her eyes. “Now hold still. This isn’t easy to endure, but it was never meant to be.”

The rest of the group watched in silence, some with fascination, others with a mixture of unease and curiosity. The weight of their gazes only heightened Sonia’s awareness of her own position. She was restrained, unable to defend herself, every inch of her body held in place by the fiddle’s unyielding frame.

Amelie looked at her one last time, that familiar spark in her eye. “Let this be a taste of the discipline once demanded—and sometimes, still appreciated.”

Amelie rose to her full height, letting her hand linger on Sonia’s shoulder, grounding her as she knelt beneath the weight of the Shrew’s fiddle. Sonia could feel the firm press of Amelie’s hand, steady and unyielding, keeping her in that lowered position. Her gaze fell naturally to the floor, the strain in her shoulders and arms a constant reminder of her vulnerability.

“All of these devices were used as corrections,” Amelie explained to the group, her voice calm and assured. “They weren’t punishments. They were tools to teach, to inspire proper behavior and obedience.”

Her hand remained on Sonia’s shoulder, a gentle yet possessive touch that both held Sonia in place and offered an odd sense of reassurance. The tension in Sonia’s chest grew, her pulse quickening, her breath coming shallow. She felt bound not just by the fiddle but by the silent connection between them. She couldn’t bring herself to look up, her emotions too tangled and raw.

Then, in one smooth motion, Amelie bent down and flicked open the lock on the fiddle, releasing the clasp. The weight lifted from Sonia’s wrists and neck, and she gasped, suddenly aware of her own strained muscles. Amelie’s hands found their way to Sonia’s shoulder and waist, steadying her, guiding her gently to her feet. Sonia’s skin tingled under the warmth of Amelie’s touch, her senses heightened, and for a moment, she allowed herself to lean into it, feeling Amelie’s presence envelop her.

The smell of Amelie’s perfume drifted over her, subtle but intoxicating, and Sonia’s cheeks flushed as she sensed an unspoken current between them—a shared awareness of the charged atmosphere that hung heavy in the air.

As Sonia stood there, speechless, her mind still processing the whirlwind of emotions, Amelie leaned in close, her breath warm against Sonia’s ear. “You up for a demonstration of a true punishment device?” she whispered, her voice low and teasing, with a hint of challenge that sent a thrill down Sonia’s spine.

Sonia hesitated, her heart racing, but she couldn’t ignore the way Amelie’s eyes gleamed, daring her to step forward. “It takes courage,” Amelie murmured, her lips curving into a small, knowing smile, “but I know you can do it.”

Sonia’s pulse quickened as she met Amelie’s gaze, feeling the pull of that silent promise between them. She took a steadying breath and nodded, letting herself fall into the spark that passed between them, unable to resist the challenge in Amelie’s eyes.

Amelie led the group further into the dimly lit chamber, stopping beside a menacing-looking device constructed as an A-shape of iron bars and heavy clasps. She rested her hand on it, her gaze drifting to Sonia with a subtle yet undeniable challenge.

“This,” she announced, “is Skevington’s Daughter—also known as ‘the stork.’ It was designed to immobilize completely, to be inescapable. Those who found themselves locked within would experience total exhaustion and discomfort, with no way to ease the strain. A true punishment.”

Amelie’s eyes locked with Sonia’s, her expression unreadable yet firm. Without a word, she guided Sonia into position, her hands gentle but unyielding. Sonia found herself kneeling once more on the hard cobblestones, her body instinctively tensing as Amelie maneuvered her into place. She had her legs spread and locked into the legs of the “A”, hands locked high up the side bars of the “A”. The form was purposefully built too high for her length: To meet the neck ring, situated at the top of the “A” structure, she was forced to stretch upright, putting tension on her upper legs, instead of kneeling down or fully up. The structure was holding her spine straight, while her arms were pulled too high for comfort, the elbows forced outwards to prevent the wrist manacles from bruising her hands. It was a forced pose, putting weight on her knees, spreading her legs, and putting tension on all her muscles with no way to either sink down or stretch, or adjust the pose for comfort in any other way. The entire position forced her weight downward, leaning slightly forward with her knees grinding into the cobblestones. A short chain anchored it to the floor, leaving barely an inch of slack.

Amelie had tightened each clasp, her hands lingering just long enough for Sonia to feel the purposeful control in each movement. “Once secured in this device, there’s no possibility to shift or ease the strain,” Amelie explained, her voice calm as she checked the final clasp. “Every muscle will be forced to hold, even as it begins to ache and tire. The device is entirely unforgiving.”

Sonia’s breaths came faster as the reality of her position sank in. Her body began to feel the pull of gravity, the ache creeping up her arms and down her legs, yet there was nowhere to go, nothing she could do but endure. She was completely exposed and immobilized, locked into a position that quickly became uncomfortable, then painful.

Amelie stepped back, observing her handiwork with a critical eye. “This was used to push the offender beyond their limits, to teach a very different sort of lesson than the fiddle,” she said. “The discomfort grows, and eventually, there is nothing left but the pain. This is no longer about obdience, this is designed to break a person.”

The words washed over Sonia, each one amplifying the strain she felt. Her mind spun with the intensity of it, both dreading and fascinated by the idea of being left like this, helpless and at the mercy of the device and its rigid confines. She barely noticed the subtle, satisfied smile that played at Amelie’s lips as she watched Sonia’s reaction, fully aware of the effect it had on her.

Sonia’s entire body throbbed under the unyielding grip of the stork. The device forced her to hold herself in an exhausting, unnatural position, and every time she tried to shift her weight or relax a muscle, the iron bars dug painfully into her wrists and neck. The high collar scraped against her throat, threatening to choke her if she dared to relax and sink down forward. Her elbows were bent in an awkward angle, arms straining from the pull, the uneven stone floor poking into her knee caps with each second that ticked by.

Amelie turned to the group. “Imagine this position. Unable to rest, to adjust, forced to stay just like this for hours. Or even days, unable to sleep. No relief. No possibility to ease the strain. It was meant to punish, to break the spirit, to leave a mark on the mind as much as on the body.”

Amelie’s words held a dark thrill, and as she spoke, she rested a steady hand on the frame, nudging it ever so slightly, deliberately pushing Sonia forward. The small adjustment made the position even more unbearable, sending a fresh wave of pain through her knees and wrists. Her back arched, shoulders aching as she struggled to keep her balance, every nerve screaming from the relentless grip of the iron.

Amelie’s gaze settled on Sonia. She leaned in. “Sonia, dear, would you please tell us how this feels? Explain how it’s working, the sensations?”

Sonia’s breath came in shallow gasps, her heart pounding as she fought to answer. The words barely formed in her mind, tangled with a strange, heady rush that she couldn’t quite name but felt deep inside. She sensed Amelie’s amusement, her enjoyment, and that knowledge twisted something inside her, making the discomfort blend with something unexpectedly electric.

“It… it’s hard to stay still,” Sonia managed, her voice shaky. “Every time I try to relax, it… it hurts more. My neck… and my wrists… they’re digging in.” She swallowed, her cheeks flushing as she sensed Amelie’s pleasure in her struggle, the faint hint of warmth between them unspoken yet unmistakable.

Amelie smiled, a glint of satisfaction in her eyes. She gave the frame one last, deliberate push, forcing Sonia to fight against it, to hold herself up even as her muscles trembled with fatigue. “Very good,” Amelie murmured, her voice barely above a whisper, but Sonia caught it, her heart racing as the quiet approval and the subtle thrill in Amelie’s tone made the strain almost bearable.

The group watched, oblivious to the current running between the two, listening to Amelie’s clinical explanation, unaware of the silent, charged exchange that passed between Sonia and her guide. Sonia felt trapped in every way, caught between the painful embrace of the device and the undeniable pull of Amelie’s gaze, her own thoughts a storm of pain and… unexpected excitement.

As the final screws loosened and Sonia felt the iron bindings release their merciless hold, her body slumped slightly, every muscle protesting the sudden freedom. Amelie’s hands were steady on her, guiding her up, her touch lingering just long enough to steady Sonia both physically and emotionally. Sonia’s pulse thundered in her ears, her mind clouded from the intensity of the experience. She barely noticed as Amelie pressed a slip of paper into her palm, her fingers lingering just a second longer than necessary.

Sonia glanced down, her fingers closing around the note. She caught sight of the handwritten words: Come by at seven pm, and an address. The ink was dark, the writing strong yet elegant, an invitation that sent a thrill straight to her core. She hardly had a moment to absorb it before Amelie leaned close, her lips barely brushing the edge of Sonia’s ear.

“Imagine,” Amelie murmured, her voice rich and low, “being bound in the brank and stocks… in the middle of the village. Unable to see, barely able to hear. Fingers touching you, exploring you, and you… completely helpless.” Amelie’s voice dropped to a husky whisper. “The fingers… they’re female. They know just where and how to touch. Then lips, grazing your skin, or perhaps the sting of a crop. And you can’t do a thing to stop it. Admit it… it excites you.”

Sonia’s breath hitched, her mind spinning, vividly caught up in the images Amelie’s words painted. The helplessness, the exposure, the heat of fingers on her skin—her imagination conjured the scene with startling clarity. She felt an ache awaken within her, unfamiliar and undeniable, her skin tingling as she glanced down, clutching the note in her palm as if it were a lifeline.

The group moved forward, but Sonia’s legs felt shaky, every step toward the sunlight outside feeling surreal. She had never once imagined herself in a moment like this. The strange excitement stirred by her own helplessness, the sensation of surrendering control, feeling the charge of Amelie’s authoritative presence—it was like nothing she had ever experienced. She had no history with women, no prior inclination that hinted at this sudden, powerful yearning. Yet Amelie’s mere presence, her voice, her touch, had awakened a desire so potent and raw, Sonia barely recognized herself.

As they stepped out of the citadel and into the warm, bright plaza, the sunlight felt jarring, a harsh contrast to the dark, seductive atmosphere inside. Sonia blinked, her mind disoriented, trying to process everything as her colleagues chatted, oblivious to the storm of new feelings swirling inside her.

Amelie’s invitation weighed heavy in her hand, and Sonia could feel her heartbeat quickening at the thought of what seven o’clock might bring.




The Evening

Storycodes: F/f, BDSM, D/s, Bondage, Gags, Blindfold, Sensory-deprivation, Caning, Spanking, Humiliation, Chastity-belt, Petplay, Ownership, Praise/Degradation, Aftercare, Consensual

Sonia returns to Amelie and yields to silence, darkness, strict restraint, stinging cane, and tender aftercare.

Night falls, and Sonia answers the invitation that has been burning in her pocket. In Amelie’s private rooms she accepts the brank, the blind hush of plugs, the unforgiving stocks, and the kiss of a cane that teaches her to crave what she once feared. Fed, praised, and gently tended after the storm, she wakes bound again to find how deep obedience can go and how sweet it feels to be kept. By morning she knows what she wants, and when she kneels to ask for it, Amelie is ready to claim her.

After the tour ended, Sonia and her travel group gathered at a rustic village inn for a hearty dinner. Plates of roasted pork, potatoes, and pitchers of beer filled the table, laughter and conversation flowing easily. Sonia drank more than she’d planned, the warmth of the beer easing her lingering tension from the day’s strange and exhilarating experiences. But beneath her laughter and easy conversation, her mind was a whirl of vivid memories and that tantalizing invitation, tucked safely into her pocket.

As the evening wore on, Sonia slipped out of the inn, letting the soft summer air cool her flushed cheeks. She wandered aimlessly through the narrow, cobblestone streets, her thoughts drifting back to Amelie’s whispered words and her own shocking reactions. She found herself wandering through the village square, the dim streetlights casting long shadows across the quiet space. She stopped in the center, looking around the empty plaza, and immediately imagined herself bound there—arms stretched, neck held fast in the brank or the stocks, the cold iron pressing into her skin.

The image was so vivid, she could almost feel it: herself on display, the occasional villager passing, some perhaps pausing to watch, to touch, to feel her helpless form. She felt a jolt of heat run through her, and instinctively pressed her legs together, trying to control the surge of unfamiliar feelings. It was terrifying, yes, but at the same time, it filled her with a thrill that she could barely understand.

Sonia glanced at her watch, the hour hand hovering near seven. She reached into her pocket and felt the note, crumpled but intact, Amelie’s strong handwriting clear: Come by at seven pm. The address below it wasn’t far, just a few winding streets away. If she hurried, she’d be only a few minutes late. She hesitated, torn between caution and the wild temptation Amelie had awakened within her.

Her feet carried her forward, almost of their own accord. The cobblestones felt steady beneath her, each step bringing her closer to a choice she hadn’t dared imagine making just that morning. Before she knew it, she was standing in front of a modest door, her fingers brushing the cool brass of the doorbell. She checked her watch again—ten past seven. She was late. Her heart pounded as she stared at the door, wondering if she should even press the button. But her hand moved as if possessed, pressing it firmly, the chime echoing inside.

As the seconds stretched, she questioned herself. Why am I here? she thought. But she knew exactly why. The thrill, the strange attraction, the allure of Amelie’s quiet command. She couldn’t admit it, not fully, not yet. But there she stood, breath caught in her throat, waiting for the door to open, a shiver running through her at what she’d just dared to do.

Amelie opened the door, her face lighting up with a satisfied smile as she took in the sight of Sonia standing there, slightly flushed and uncertain. “You did come after all,” she murmured, a hint of approval in her voice. She stepped aside, gesturing for Sonia to enter. “Come in, I’ll show you around.”

Sonia stepped inside, and her eyes widened as she took in Amelie’s space. It was filled with antiquities. Amelie’s satisfied smile welcomed Sonia in, and she led her through the dimly lit rooms of her home. Everywhere Sonia looked, there were devices—antiquities, but not of the usual kind. Each one seemed crafted with an unsettling precision, all designed to contain, to bind, to control. Her imagination raced, each piece inspiring new, strange ideas and unfamiliar feelings.

At some point, Amelie moved behind her, soundless. Sonia felt a warm breath close to her ear and heard the soft, inviting whisper, “You want to try them all, don’t you? So, what will it be?” Sonia’s pulse raced, her gaze darting from one device to the next, her stomach fluttering with a blend of nervousness and anticipation. “I…” she began, her voice barely a whisper. “I’ll let you decide.” Then, almost as if some inner voice had guided her, she added, “Madam.” It slipped out naturally, feeling both foreign and utterly right.

Amelie’s smile deepened, her eyes gleaming as she chose one of the devices—a brank similar to the one Sonia had worn earlier, but this one was a more modern rendition. Sturdy, crafted from plastic, lined in smooth neoprene for a snug, inescapable fit.

“This one,” Amelie said softly, lifting it. The brank opened in two halves, revealing a pear-shaped gag inside, much larger than the tongue press Sonia had worn before. Sonia swallowed hard, feeling a rush of nerves as Amelie gently lowered the contraption over her head. The neoprene pressed warmly against her skin, a sensation that was oddly soothing despite its purpose.

“Open,” Amelie murmured. Sonia’s lips parted, her heart pounding as the pear gag slipped into her mouth, filling it entirely, pressing her tongue down and stretching her jaw uncomfortably wide. With careful, steady hands, Amelie closed the back half of the mask over Sonia’s head, the clasps locking into place with a decisive click. Sonia felt the neoprene pressing from every angle, snug, unrelenting, holding her head completely still.

Sonia’s view narrowed as she tried to peer through the tiny eyeholes, but then Amelie reached up, a light touch closing them off. Sonia’s world darkened, her sense of orientation slipping. Another gentle touch brushed against her ear, and she felt a soft pressure blocking all sound, plunging her into complete silence.

For a moment, Sonia floated in darkness, disoriented, her breaths echoing inside the mask. Then she felt a faint pull at the front of the brank, and the gag began to expand. Amelie was turning a crank, slow and deliberate, forcing the gag to stretch Sonia’s mouth further with each turn. The pressure intensified, her mouth pried open wider than she thought possible. Her breathing grew shallow as her hands flew up, instinctively searching for release, fingers scrabbling against the smooth, locked surface. She found nothing but the unyielding plastic and the heavy collar fixed around her neck, preventing her from turning her head even an inch.

Amelie removed the crank and stepped back, watching Sonia’s futile struggles. Sonia’s senses, cut off and overwhelmed, flooded with the tightness, the isolation, the strain in her jaw, and the weighty collar pressing around her neck. Her heart hammered, her body tensed as she fought to calm herself, battling the reflexive urge to gag against the massive shape filling her mouth.

She could feel Amelie’s presence even though she couldn’t see or hear her, a steady anchor in the midst of her disoriented world. Sonia’s mind reeled, trying to process the relentless, engulfing sensations of containment and control. She was utterly at Amelie’s mercy, locked in darkness, unable to speak, move, or even signal her need for release. All she could do was surrender, helplessly embracing the strange, overwhelming feelings of submission and dependence.

Amelie wrapped her arms around Sonia, who stood locked in darkness and silence, bound by the brank with the unyielding pear gag stretching her mouth. Sonia’s breaths were shallow, every sensation heightened, her body tense yet oddly comforted by Amelie’s steady embrace. She leaned into it, finding a surprising solace in the warmth of Amelie’s presence, a tether in her sightless, soundless world.

Then Amelie’s hands began to roam, sliding over Sonia’s body with an expert touch, each movement sending a shiver through her. Sonia’s hands reached out instinctively, trying to grasp, to find some form of connection, but Amelie evaded her with practiced ease. Slowly, piece by piece, Amelie removed Sonia’s clothing, each raiding touch stripping her further, until she stood bare, her skin exposed to the cool air. The only thing she still wore was the brank, an inescapable symbol of her submission.

Sonia’s mind reeled, disoriented by the lack of sight or sound, her senses reduced to nothing but the tactile. Amelie’s hands knew just where to touch, gentle yet firm, igniting her skin but carefully skirting the places that would bring true relief. Sonia found herself yielding completely, surrendering to the exploration, her awareness shrinking to nothing but the sensations that Amelie was creating.

Without warning, Amelie guided her forward, her hands firmly directing Sonia’s unsteady, naked form into another room. Sonia felt herself bent over, her body pressed against a structure that felt all too familiar—the stocks. Her heartbeat quickened as Amelie positioned her, locking her neck and hands in place once again. But this time, Sonia felt her bare skin exposed to the air, her breasts hanging free, her back arched, her bottom raised and legs spread by the crossbar beneath her. The vulnerability of the position was total, leaving her utterly open and exposed.

Amelie’s hands resumed their exploration, grazing over Sonia’s body with maddening restraint, never quite reaching where Sonia yearned to be touched. The brank muffled any attempt to vocalize her need, her soft, frustrated sounds swallowed by the gag. Then, without warning, a searing stripe of pain shot across her exposed buttocks—a cane, stinging and sharp. She cried out, the brank distorting her voice into a helpless, muffled moan. The pain radiated through her, bright and piercing, and yet, somehow, it only intensified her desperate longing.

Amelie’s hands returned, soothing and demanding at once, each touch grounding her, distracting her from the lingering burn of the cane’s strike. Through the plugs muffling her ears, Sonia could faintly make out Amelie’s voice, her words slipping through in a mix of praise and playful degradation.

“Such a good little slut,” Amelie murmured, her tone a mix of affection and control. “Taking it so well, just like you were made for this.” Her hands roamed over Sonia’s body, tracing patterns on her skin that left her trembling, her senses a whirl of pleasure and pain. “You crave it, don’t you? The sting, the ache… all for me.”

Sonia’s cheeks burned at the words, her body unable to resist the thrill they sent through her. She could feel herself yielding entirely, helpless under Amelie’s touch, the web of sensations binding her more effectively than any restraint. Amelie’s hands never left her, exploring, teasing, building the tension within Sonia until she was desperate, raw with need. She was at Amelie’s mercy, her body and will utterly surrendered, each whispered phrase pulling her deeper into a heady world of submission and desire.

“So strong, so helpless,” Amelie continued, her voice low and smooth, “and so beautifully eager. Good little girl…” Sonia’s muffled moan barely escaped her gagged mouth, and before she could catch her breath, another searing strike of the cane landed on her bare skin. The stinging pain spread across her body, electrifying every nerve. She flinched, a shudder rippling through her, but Amelie’s hands were there again, soothing, tracing over the burning skin, coaxing her back to the edge of pleasure.

Amelie knew precisely what she was doing. Each calculated strike, each tantalizing touch, worked in concert, blurring the boundaries between agony and ecstasy. Sonia’s mind had surrendered completely, all coherent thought stripped away, leaving her lost in the rhythm of the cane and Amelie’s touch. The strikes grew harder, more frequent, the intensity building slowly, until the line between pain and pleasure had completely vanished. Sonia’s body responded with a yearning she’d never felt before, the sting of each strike mixing seamlessly with the deep ache of desire.

Inside her head, cocooned by the brank, Sonia cried tears that blurred into the mask. She no longer knew if they were from the sharpness of the cane or the ache of her own rising need. Her body craved each stinging lash, every stripe of pain sparking a heat that surged through her, driving her to the brink.

Amelie’s voice murmured in her ear, just barely audible through the muffling plugs, a steady stream of soft encouragement and praise, pushing her further into the haze. “Good girl,” she whispered, the words a balm against the fiery sting. “You’re learning, so beautifully. You’re craving it now, aren’t you?”

Sonia’s body answered with a helpless shudder, her mind slipping deeper into the sensation, each stroke of the cane bringing her closer to an unfamiliar, consuming pleasure. She no longer resisted, no longer feared the pain. In Amelie’s hands, the pain had become her guide, her teacher, leading her down a path she’d never known was there. She craved each new strike, her body surrendering completely, bending to Amelie’s will.

Sensing Sonia’s readiness, Amelie leaned into the rhythm of the cane, abandoning the soothing caresses and letting the strikes become her only touch. The cane fell with a measured bite—not enough to break the skin, but sharp, sinking deep into Sonia’s awareness. Each hit stung, resonating through her body, and Amelie gave Sonia a moment to feel each one, to absorb it. She could see Sonia’s body responding, each tremor, each slight arch forward, showing her surrender to the sensation.

As Amelie’s strokes slowly accelerated, Sonia’s muffled moans grew louder, her body shifting, inching toward an edge she hadn’t known was possible. Amelie’s voice echoed in her mind, every quiet affirmation winding together with the sting, pushing her deeper, breaking down the last of her resistance. Her pulse quickened, her muscles taut with tension, and then, with one final, precise stroke, Sonia’s body shuddered, a soft cry escaping her gag. She came, overwhelmed by the pure, consuming rush that mixed pain and pleasure into something raw, powerful, and new.

Amelie watched, her gaze softening as Sonia’s body slowly relaxed, the tension melting away as the intensity faded. She lowered the cane, her hands moving to gently release Sonia from the stocks. One by one, she unlocked the restraints, her touch tender, grounding. Sonia collapsed forward, and Amelie caught her, wrapping her arms around her, holding her close. She reconnected Sonia’s hearing, and the muffling plugs withdrew, letting Sonia hear her again.

“Good girl,” Amelie murmured into her ear, her voice a gentle balm. “You did beautifully. I’m so proud of you. You took it wonderfully—so impressive.” Amelie’s words flowed over her, a steady stream of reassurance, while her arms cradled Sonia’s exhausted, trembling form. Sonia leaned into her, the warmth of Amelie’s embrace grounding her, softening the lingering ache, letting her sink into the comfort of the moment.

Still blind and gagged, Sonia felt her world narrow to the warmth of Amelie’s body and the soft murmur of praise in her ear. Amelie’s hand stroked her back, her touch gentle, soothing. Sonia nestled deeply into Amelie’s arms, feeling a warm, quiet joy at having pleased her. The praise Amelie whispered filled her with a soothing satisfaction, each soft word a balm against the sting that lingered in her caned skin. Amelie’s hands moved over her, gentle and attentive, applying soothing lotion, massaging each tender spot with care, her touch gentle yet intimate. Sonia relaxed fully, allowing herself to surrender to the sweetness of Amelie’s attentions, the tender caresses a welcome relief after the intense pain. She sank further into the warmth, her head still held snug in the brank, the pear gag filling her mouth.

Drifting into a peaceful sleep, Sonia barely noticed as Amelie continued her gentle ministrations. She slept soundly, cocooned in the remnants of pain and pleasure, feeling utterly safe.

When she awoke, Sonia found herself alone, her body held in a different kind of restraint. Her eyes were still covered, her mouth filled with the unyielding gag. She tested her arms, finding them bound behind her back and secured to a cold, solid ring that circled her waist—a chastity belt, locked tightly around her hips. The realization sent a flutter through her, a strange mixture of vulnerability and anticipation. She was still at Amelie’s mercy, held in place, each detail of her restraints carefully planned.

Without sight or sound, she stayed where she was, steadying herself before slowly shifting into a more composed position. Sonia knelt in silence, awaiting Amelie’s return, heart racing in anticipation. The gentle warmth of her own body, the sting of her punished skin, and the ever-present restraints made her acutely aware of every inch of herself.

After what felt like an eternity, Sonia sensed a presence nearby—the faintest whisper of movement, the soft shift of air, and then, finally, a warm, grounding touch on her shoulder. Amelie’s hands settled on her with a firm, reassuring pressure, gently adjusting her posture as if to acknowledge her quiet obedience and readiness.

“Beautiful,” Amelie murmured, her voice full of approval that sent a warmth through Sonia’s chest. “You’re perfect, just like this.” Her fingers traced a slow line over Sonia’s shoulder, lingering with a tenderness that reminded Sonia of the connection between them. “You’ve waited so patiently,” Amelie continued, her tone both soothing and commanding. “This shows such trust… such dedication. I’m so proud of you, Sonia.”

Amelie guided her forward, steady and certain, each step bringing her across a cool wooden floor into a new room. When Sonia felt a soft cushion under her knees, she knew she’d been positioned to kneel again. She felt Amelie’s fingers touch the front of the brank, inserting and turning the small crank. Slowly, the tension of the pear gag released, the pressure easing as it retracted, and then, with a final click, Amelie removed the lower half of the brank, freeing Sonia’s mouth.

“Silent,” Amelie instructed, her voice leaving no room for question. Sonia felt the threatening touch of a nipple clamp, a tangible reminder of what would happen if she disobeyed.

Then Sonia heard the faint clink of cutlery, and a gentle touch brushed her lips. “Eat,” Amelie said softly. Sonia obediently opened her mouth, receiving a small bite of scrambled egg, tasting the warm, comforting food as Amelie fed her morsel by morsel. She detected flavors and textures with each bite—a hint of ham, the soft sweetness of tomato, a piece of bread with jam. She had no say in the matter, unable to see, unable to choose, able only to open her mouth, accept each offering, and lose herself in the experience of being fed so intimately, so carefully.

Amelie’s voice lowered to a whisper. “Such an obedient little toy. I should keep you.”

Sonia’s heart raced at the words, a deep longing rising within her. The thought of being owned, of surrendering fully to Amelie’s care and control, filled her with a sense of fulfillment she hadn’t known she craved. She wanted to answer, to let Amelie know her silent, eager “yes,” but she remembered her command to remain silent and held back, her obedience another form of submission.

“Drink,” Amelie said, pressing a glass gently to Sonia’s lips. Sonia sipped the cool water, letting it refresh her, each act of care binding her more deeply to Amelie’s will.

“I could keep you as my pet,” Amelie murmured, her voice thick with amusement and a hint of possession. “Show you off to my friends, teach you little tricks, let you perform for them just like this—blind, obedient.” Her fingers found Sonia’s nipples, then drifted lower, teasingly brushing the most sensitive parts of her. “I’d put bells on you,” she continued softly, tracing the places where they’d hang. “And teach your lips how to please…”

Amelie’s fingers slid along Sonia’s jaw, resting on her lips, which parted instinctively under her touch. But just as Sonia began to yield, her mouth was filled again by the pear gag, and the lower half of the brank snapped back into place. Amelie turned the crank gently, only once, securing the gag but leaving Sonia able to close her mouth around it.

“Sadly,” Amelie whispered, leaning close, “we can’t do this right now.”

Sonia felt the soft click as Amelie inserted a key into a different lock, loosening the brank. She took her time, allowing Sonia a slow, gentle return to herself. Her hands moved softly, grounding Sonia as she eased each restraint off, pulling away the brank, unlocking her hands, unfastening the chastity belt. Each release brought Sonia closer to reality, yet she still felt entirely held by Amelie’s presence, her warmth, her lingering touch. When the last restraint came free, Sonia curled up against Amelie, utterly naked, basking in her embrace. Amelie held her close, murmuring her twisted affirmations—half-humiliation, half-praise, each word winding tighter around Sonia’s heart.

Eventually, Amelie led Sonia to the shower, their bodies warm under the water as Amelie’s hands moved over her, both caring and possessive. The water washed away the remnants of the night, but the marks from the cane, faint but present, stayed, reminders of her submission and the new depth she’d found within herself.

Amelie helped her dress, her touch lingering, adjusting each piece with care. And at the door, she leaned in, giving Sonia a deep, lingering kiss that left her breathless. As Sonia finally left, stepping back into the world outside, she felt transformed.

Walking home, the cool morning air against her still-sensitive skin, Sonia could hardly believe how profoundly changed she felt. Her mind spun, processing the night’s revelations. She was not the person she had thought she was. Beneath the surface lay someone more complex, someone who craved submission and longed to please, who found herself drawn to a power she could not control but deeply trusted.

At home, Sonia felt strangely unmoored, as if a part of her had drifted loose and was floating somewhere she couldn’t quite reach. She caught sight of herself in the mirror, her gaze lingering on the crisscrossed lines across her backside, the faint but unmistakable marks left by Amelie’s cane. She closed her eyes, letting herself sink into the memory—the vulnerability, the exquisite helplessness, the way surrendering to the pain had somehow led her to a place of clarity, even ecstasy. It was terrifying, but it had awakened something within her that she couldn’t ignore, a need for that intensity, that honesty with herself.

Her mind felt restless, and without even realizing it, she found herself wandering through the village of Bitche. She walked without purpose, lost in her thoughts, until her feet brought her once more to Amelie’s door. Before she knew what she was doing, her hand moved on its own, pressing the doorbell.

The door opened, and there stood Amelie, her face lighting up with that familiar, knowing smile. She looked at Sonia, standing with her hands folded behind her back, her gaze lowered, and her lips curved with unmistakable satisfaction. “I knew you would come back,” she murmured, stepping forward and drawing Sonia in for a deep, possessive kiss.

When they parted, Amelie’s eyes held Sonia’s, a quiet question within them, one that Sonia understood without needing words. “You know you are mine now, don’t you?” Amelie whispered, her voice soft but commanding.

Sonia couldn’t speak, couldn’t quite put into words what she felt, but she nodded, her heart pounding, her lips parting as she leaned into Amelie’s embrace again. Then, in a movement that felt as natural as breathing, Sonia sank to her knees before her, head bowed.

“Will you please take me, madam?” she whispered, her voice steady, filled with a new and powerful resolve.

Amelie’s smile deepened, and without another word, she guided Sonia inside, closing the door behind them. And in the hours that followed, Amelie showed Sonia, again and again, the depth of her own surrender, binding her with both tenderness and unrelenting control, leaving her utterly claimed, utterly transformed.




The Party

Storycodes: F/f, BDSM, D/s, Bondage, Electro, Exhibitionism, Voyeurism, Humiliation, Endurance, Nipple-play, Objectification, Petplay, Ownership, Collaring, TPE, Orgasm-from-pain, Heels, Obedience-training, Consensual

On display at Amelie’s party, Sonia holds perfect stillness through bells, spikes, and current, then learns what it means to belong.

At a private gathering, Sonia becomes the centerpiece of Amelie’s art of control. A one-pole prison holds her open and upright, bells turn every tremor into a spark, and guests test her training while Amelie watches with quiet pride. Sonia endures, poised in heels and collar, discovering how deep her hunger for obedience runs when pain and pleasure fuse.

When the doors finally close, electricity becomes a language between them, pulling Sonia past the edge and into a clarity she cannot deny. The morning brings a new truth sealed in titanium at her throat, a collar that names her and a life that fits like purpose: service, stillness, and the warm certainty of being owned.

Sonia stood quietly, naked but for the bells on her nipples and wrists. Her skin prickled under the attention of the room, her cheeks flushed, but she remained composed, her heels keeping her posture tall and her collar a reminder of her submission. She felt the pressure of the pole beneath her, its presence deep and inescapable, holding her firmly in place.

Amelie spoke to Leslie, a striking woman in a fitted pencil skirt and structured bodice, whose eyes glimmered with curiosity. “This,” Amelie said, gesturing to Sonia’s position, “is what is called a one-pole prison. The pole rises between her legs, ending deep… inside her, and ends in a cup that holds her securely, covering her mons and her backside. The lining is soft neoprene, but inside are spikes—small ones, just enough to remind her not to shift.”

Amelie looked at Sonia, her expression a mix of affection and command. “Sonia,” she said, her tone gentle but insistent, “would you explain to Leslie here what happens if you move?”

Sonia’s eyes met Leslie’s briefly before lowering. She felt her cheeks heat as she prepared to answer, knowing that every word would reveal her obedience and the quiet endurance required to hold still. “If I… if I shift or lower my knees,” she began softly, “the spikes press harder into me. They’re sharp and will hurt, but when I stay in position they’re uncomfortable enough. They remind me to stay exactly as I am.”

Leslie raised an eyebrow, a hint of a smile playing on her lips. “And you don’t find it tempting to test it, just a little?” she asked, clearly intrigued.

Sonia shook her head slightly, feeling the slight prick of the spikes as a reminder. “No,” she said, with a small, almost shy smile. “It’s… They touch me in places where it is more comfortable to stay perfectly still.”

Amelie’s hand brushed Sonia’s shoulder, reassuring her. “Sonia has learned to stay right where I want her,” Amelie said softly, her words a gentle praise. She turned to Leslie with a glint of satisfaction. “She’s a very obedient pet.”

“Stillness and obedience are important,” Amelie continued, her gaze steady as she addressed the room, casting a quick, knowing glance at Sonia. “Don’t you agree, Sonia?”

“Yes, madam,” Sonia replied, her voice soft and steady. She knew well to only speak when addressed, another lesson impressed upon her. She stood perfectly still, aware of the room’s quiet attentiveness and her own role within it.

Amelie smiled approvingly, then gestured to Sonia’s collar. “There’s a microphone here, specifically tuned to the sound of the bells on her nipples and wrists. And, of course, there are electrodes within the pole… strategically placed.” Amelie flicked her finger lightly against one of the bells hanging from Sonia’s nipple, sending a soft chime through the room. Sonia gasped at the unexpected sensation, every nerve suddenly awake and aware of her precarious position.

“Explain to Leslie what happens if the bells make noise, please, Sonia,” Amelie instructed casually.

Sonia took a breath, steadying herself. She met Leslie’s curious gaze before lowering her eyes modestly. “When the bells ring,” she explained, her voice barely above a whisper, “the electrodes inside the pole… activate. It’s a gentle shock, not yet painful, but… it’s enough to remind me to be still.” She paused, feeling the warmth rising in her cheeks. “And if I move too much, or the bells make too much sound, the shocks become… more intense.”

Leslie’s eyes sparkled with intrigue, a subtle smile forming as she took in every word. “I see,” she murmured, studying Sonia with newfound fascination. “And you’ve learned to keep very, very quiet, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” Sonia replied, the bells on her nipples and wrists remaining silent as she answered.

Amelie traced her fingers gently along Sonia’s shoulder, then down the line of her bust. “Sonia has mastered stillness,” she remarked, her tone filled with satisfaction. “She knows that even a single chime is enough to catch my attention.”

Leslie smiled, leaning closer. “And she does it all for you?”

Amelie’s eyes gleamed as she nodded, a hint of pride in her gaze. “She does. Sonia understands that her obedience, her control, is a gift she gives to me.”

“The shock is mild,” Amelie continued smoothly, her tone almost casual, “but it intensifies with each trigger. Sonia here has developed quite the impressive relationship with pain.” She gestured to the faint, lingering cane marks across Sonia’s body. “She’s become a bit of a pain slut, truth be told. But unfortunately for her, that resilience doesn’t help much with electrical stimulation. It’s a different sort of challenge.” Her gaze slid to Sonia with an approving smile. “Which is why she’s learned to hold so very still.”

Leslie’s eyes gleamed with intrigue as they flickered over the delicate bells hanging from Sonia’s nipples. She looked at Amelie, a silent question in her eyes. “May I?” she asked, her voice light with anticipation.

Amelie’s smile broadened, a gracious host welcoming her guest’s interest. “Please, Leslie, play with her as you wish. She exists to please, after all. Don’t you, Sonia?”

“Yes, madam,” Sonia replied quietly, her voice laced with an edge of nervous anticipation, bracing herself for whatever was to come.

Leslie didn’t hesitate. She reached out, gripping one of the nipple bells between her thumb and index finger and flicked it hard, sending a sharp, high-pitched “pling” echoing through the room. The sound felt like a sudden spark in the silent air, and Sonia gasped, the shock jolting through her as she instinctively shifted, trying to steady herself. The movement set off the electrodes deep within her, sending a mild but unmistakable current that pulsed sharply. The prickling spikes within her neoprene-lined holder dug into her, amplifying the sensation and pushing her further into discomfort.

The electric pulses intensified with each slight movement, setting off a chain reaction she struggled desperately to control. Her body tensed, every muscle striving to hold still, yet the slightest tremor seemed to trigger another jolt. The sensation spread, a torment of prickling pain and shocks that built into an agonizing loop, each gasp or shift bringing a fresh wave of punishment.

Through it all, Sonia’s eyes filled with tears, her breath coming in shallow, trembling gasps as she fought to steady herself. She looked up at Leslie, her cheeks flushed, tears shimmering in her eyes, and managed a choked, “Thank you, madam.”

Leslie’s lips curved in a satisfied smile, her gaze warm but unrelenting. She reached out, stroking Sonia’s cheek in a tender gesture. “Good girl,” she murmured. “You’re doing so well. Just keep still, just like that.” Leslie turned to Amelie, admiration clear in her eyes. “She suffers so beautifully,” she remarked, her voice soft with a hint of awe.

Amelie’s smile deepened, her gaze settling on Sonia with a possessive warmth. “She does, doesn’t she? Such a good little girl, suffering just as I like.” She leaned closer to Sonia, her fingers grazing the collar. “Shall we give her another?” She nodded toward the bell on Sonia’s other nipple.

Sonia lowered her gaze, her voice steady yet edged with anticipation. “I am yours to play with as you wish, Madam. Please, use me as you see fit.”

Leslie’s eyes sparkled with appreciation. “You train your pets well, Amelie. I must say, I’m impressed.”

Amelie’s smile broadened. “Thank you, Leslie. Training takes time, dedication, and a certain… understanding of one’s needs.” She gave Sonia a gentle, affectionate stroke on the cheek. “And Sonia here is so eager to please.”

With a nod, Leslie reached out, her fingers expertly flicking the bell on Sonia’s other nipple, sending it ringing sharply. The sudden sound triggered a gasp from Sonia, and the familiar current surged through her, every nerve alert, every instinct fighting to keep still. She gritted her teeth, bracing through the electrifying pulses that followed.

Amelie watched with satisfaction, her hand resting lightly on Sonia’s shoulder, grounding her. “Perfect, Sonia,” she murmured approvingly. “You’re taking this so well. Just let it all wash over you.”

Leslie leaned in, her voice low and soothing. “Such a beautiful little pain slut.”

Sonia balanced carefully on her heels, feeling the steady, unyielding presence of the pole buried deep within her. She’d been instructed to stay silent unless addressed, and Amelie’s guests honored that, each casting curious glances at her but always seeking Amelie’s permission before interacting. This added another layer to her experience, her own voice a silent offering held in reserve, her gaze lowered in quiet obedience.

The strain was beginning to tell as the evening wore on. Standing for so long in the forced pose took a toll; her elevated heels left her calves and thighs burning, and every now and then, she shifted her weight instinctively to ease the discomfort. Each subtle movement, however, brought its own consequences. She’d feel the pins in the neoprene pressing deeper against her most sensitive areas, or a slight chime from the bells would trigger the electrodes within, sending a fresh jolt through her body.

The cycle was merciless, transforming her simple attempt to balance into an escalating challenge. What had started as an intriguing exercise in endurance had now shifted to something far more intense, the line between control and suffering blurring as her body protested the prolonged strain. But Sonia held her pose, steadying herself with every gasp, her mind surrendering to the steady rhythm of discomfort that had begun to take on a rhythm of its own.

Amelie appeared beside her now and then, her presence grounding and intimate. She leaned close, her voice a gentle whisper that sent a shiver down Sonia’s spine. “You’re doing beautifully,” she murmured, her tone laced with satisfaction. “Holding yourself for me, for everyone. So vulnerable, so helpless. Exactly as I want you.”

The words mingled with the ache in Sonia’s muscles, fueling her resolve even as her body begged for relief. She stood, bum pushed out, nipples exposed, holding herself in a posture that transformed her into a living statue, each curve highlighted, the faint crisscross of cane marks visible on her bare skin.

Each guest who looked upon her saw the careful discipline, the sculpted pose, the quiet submission etched into every part of her. Sonia herself felt almost detached, her mind swimming in the quiet haze of endurance, as if the pain and vulnerability were parts of an artful display rather than an ordeal. The small rewards of Amelie’s praise kept her grounded, her whispered affirmations reminding her why she stayed like this: for Amelie, for her approval, her touch, her control.

The last guests had left, and Sonia stood alone in the quiet aftermath, still balanced on her heels, naked and vulnerable atop the pole. The faint hum of residual pain and the echo of distant voices filled her mind as she awaited Amelie’s return. Eventually, she heard the door click shut, followed by the familiar sound of Amelie’s heels approaching.

Amelie appeared in front of her, her gaze lingering on Sonia with a sense of ownership that sent a thrill through her body. Without a word, Amelie flicked one of the bells again, a soft but commanding gesture that set off another jolt from the collar and pole, sending a sharp surge of pain through Sonia’s tired muscles. She gasped, her body jolting in response, but she held her pose, eyes downcast in obedience.

“Now you’re mine alone,” Amelie said. Her voice sent a warm shiver down Sonia’s spine.

With a deliberate touch, Amelie switched off the power to the pole, silencing the relentless current. She unlocked Sonia’s hands and lowered the pole, finally releasing her from its inescapable hold. Sonia’s body sagged slightly in relief, her muscles aching as she stepped off the pole, but Amelie’s hands were there, guiding her. She led Sonia, still naked in her heels, across the dimly lit room to the bedroom, her grip firm, a quiet promise in every step.

“Let’s have some fun,” Amelie whispered, her voice filled with a playful, almost dangerous excitement.

Sonia’s heart raced. She knew well that with Amelie, “fun” could mean anything—a severe caning that left her trembling, a night of intense, bound overstimulation, or something entirely new, each experience leaving her deeper in Amelie’s thrall. She stood by the bed, waiting, feeling her anticipation grow with each second, her skin tingling in the quiet suspense.

Amelie’s hand traced along her jaw, then down her neck, resting at the collar that marked her as owned. With a soft smile, Amelie began preparing her for whatever awaited, each touch, each quiet instruction sending Sonia further into the heady haze of submission. She was ready for anything, her body and mind open, her trust in Amelie complete.

Amelie’s smile held a glint of mischievous intent as she traced the tip of an electric prod along Sonia’s trembling body. “You seemed to enjoy electricity,” she murmured. In her hand, the prod looked both ominous and enticing, a tool capable of delivering sensations that could take Sonia anywhere—from the heights of pleasure to the depths of searing pain.

With slow, deliberate movements, Amelie traced the tip of the prod down Sonia’s trembling body, trailing it over her skin in a way that left her nerves tingling with anticipation. Sonia’s breath hitched as it descended again, her mind racing, every inch of her hyper-aware as the prod finally came to rest at the sensitive nub between her legs. Amelie looked up, her smile soft but filled with intent, and Sonia’s heart pounded in her chest, caught between anticipation and dread.

“What will it be, my precious?” Amelie purred, her fingers hovering over the controls. “Pleasure or pain? Let’s find out.”

Sonia could barely breathe, her whole world shrinking to the small, charged point where the prod touched her. Her body was taut with anticipation, her mind a whirl of conflicting emotions, as Amelie’s fingers brushed the controls, and with a quiet, almost absent smile, she pulled the trigger.

The surge hit her like a wave, a fierce, intense jolt that coursed through her body, leaving her breathless. It was a strange, complex sensation, sharp with pain yet edged with a hint of pleasure, an overwhelming pulse that made her nerves scream and sing at once. Sonia gasped, her muscles tense as the sensation spread, her mind consumed by the searing intensity. It blurred the line between pleasure and pain, leaving her caught somewhere between, unsure if she wanted to cry out in agony or sigh in relief.

“You’re so responsive,” Amelie murmured, her voice rich with satisfaction as she observed Sonia’s reaction. “Whether it’s pain or pleasure, you take it beautifully.”

The prod’s charge faded, leaving Sonia weak-kneed, her skin still tingling in its wake. But Amelie didn’t let her rest; she adjusted the controls, setting the prod to a level that was barely less intense, a biting spark that struck Sonia with sudden clarity. Her mind reeled, lost in the wave of sensation, her body unable to anticipate where the next jolt would land. Amelie alternated between teasing, fleeting brushes of pleasure and harsher pulses that bordered on cruel, each one cutting deeper, challenging Sonia to stay afloat in the whirlpool of sensation.

Sonia’s mind struggled to keep up, each jolt leaving her less certain of where she stood in the flood of feeling. The brief moments of pleasure only served to heighten her awareness of the pain, a fleeting contrast that blurred her ability to distinguish one from the other. Amelie had woven the two together so expertly that Sonia found herself caught in a strange, ecstatic place, where the pain and pleasure twisted into a single, overpowering experience.

With each agonizing surge, Sonia felt herself inch closer to an unexpected peak, her entire body humming with an intensity she couldn’t control. Amelie’s voice was a steady hum in her ear, her tone soothing yet firm, an anchor holding Sonia in place as she spiraled deeper. And then, with a final jolt, Amelie pushed her over the edge.

The climax tore through Sonia like a storm, raw and unfiltered, driven by the unrelenting edge of pain. She cried out, tears streaming down her face as her body shook, overwhelmed by the depth of sensation. Her mind was a blur of white-hot intensity, and the words escaped her lips almost unbidden, “Please, madam, please…” Her voice was soft, broken, each word a plea though she couldn’t say what she was begging for—relief, release, another touch, anything to bring her back down.

But Amelie held her, a steady presence in the eye of the storm, her hands soothing yet commanding as she watched Sonia’s shuddering form. Sonia lay cradled in Amelie’s arms, her body spent, her mind floating in a soft haze of submission. The intensity of everything she had just endured left her feeling raw, stripped bare not just physically but in the deepest parts of her being. There, in Amelie’s steady embrace, Sonia felt a quiet clarity settle over her—a single, undeniable desire.

She wanted to be claimed, completely. She wanted to belong to Amelie, to be owned in every way that mattered. This woman, the one who had taken her to the farthest edges of pleasure and pain, had become the center of her world. The idea of serving her, of being devoted solely to her mistress’s whims and wishes, filled her with a sense of purpose that she’d never known before.

Amelie held her close, her fingers tracing gentle circles along Sonia’s back, grounding her in the warmth of her touch. Sonia’s breath was shallow, her body still trembling, but all she could think about was this—this feeling of utter surrender, of willingly offering herself. She nuzzled into Amelie’s shoulder, her voice a soft murmur, barely above a whisper.

“Please, madam,” she whispered, the words spilling out as naturally as breathing. “I… I want to be yours. Completely. To serve you, however you wish.”

Amelie’s arms tightened around her, a quiet, possessive gesture that left Sonia’s heart racing. She felt Amelie’s lips brush her temple, a gentle affirmation, and her voice was a low, soothing murmur in Sonia’s ear. “My precious girl,” Amelie whispered, a note of satisfaction in her tone. “You’re already mine, more than you know.”

Sonia felt a surge of warmth at the words, her whole body melting into Amelie’s embrace, her mind at peace in a way she’d never felt before. She had found her place, her purpose, and all she wanted now was to live it—to be hers, fully, completely, in every way that mattered. In that quiet moment, Sonia knew she had surrendered not just her body but her very heart to Amelie, her mistress, her world.

The day Sonia received her collar marked a profound transformation. It was wide and sleek, a band of titanium that felt both solid and light around her neck, an unbreakable symbol of her submission. Once it snapped shut, there was no release; the super-hardened metal would not open, a silent testament to her commitment. Etched into the gleaming surface was Amelie’s name, a mark of ownership for all to see, a clear declaration that Sonia belonged to someone.

When she looked at herself in the mirror, her fingers tracing the cool metal, Sonia felt a rush of pride and fulfillment. This collar wasn’t just a symbol; it was a part of her, a daily reminder of her devotion and purpose. Amelie had deemed her worthy of this bond, had accepted her submission, and Sonia wore the collar with a quiet, confident pride.

She learned to answer questions from strangers—“muggles,” as Amelie called them—with calm and assurance. Some were curious, their eyes lingering on the collar, and Sonia would answer, “Yes, I am property. This is the name of my mistress, my owner.” She would look them in the eye as she spoke, allowing no room for doubt. “I chose this path, and she accepted me. I obey her in all things, follow her rules, because that is my purpose.”

Most didn’t understand, of course. They might grasp the words, the idea of submission and obedience, but the meaning behind it, the why, eluded them. For Sonia, however, the answer was as natural as breathing. She didn’t need others to understand. The collar marked her as belonging to Amelie, and that was enough.

Each day, she wore it proudly, a constant reminder that she was cherished, that she had found her place and purpose.

Once the collar had been locked around her neck, Sonia’s submission to Amelie took on a deeper, quieter strength. The need for bindings and restraints faded away; all it took was a single word from Amelie, a quiet command, and Sonia would assume the required pose, still and focused, fully attuned to her mistress’s wishes. She had trained herself to read Amelie’s gestures as though they were part of her own inner dialogue. A quick snap of Amelie’s fingers, a tilt of her head, and Sonia would find herself at Amelie’s side, ready to serve, or kneeling gracefully, presenting herself without question. It gave her a sense of fulfillment that had no equal.

With every command, every public display, Sonia’s sense of self became intertwined with Amelie’s will, her loyalty expressed not just in grand gestures but in the quiet, effortless way she responded to even the smallest of Amelie’s cues.


EPUB/media/file0.jpg
e






