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Francis stepped into the spare bedroom, bare-armed and casual, expecting something softer than last time. A smirk was playing on his lips, the cocky sort, the kind he’d worn the first time he bent Aoife to his will, tied her down and stripped her bare, reducing her to whimpers and bruised moans beneath him.

This time, the rules had changed. She’d made that clear with the glint in her eye when they arranged tonight's scene.

The door clicked shut behind him. Aoife stepped into view like a weapon unsheathed. She moved with calculated sway, slow and predatory, clad in shining jet black: a tightly-laced corset that pressed her 36C breasts high, glossy suspenders disappearing into sheer thigh-highs, knee-high leather boots clicking deliberately against the floor. A lace thong rode high across her hips, and her raven-black hair framed her face like a blade, dark eyes smouldering with anticipation. Her lips curved into a sly smile.

Francis froze mid-step. Something in his throat hitched. The cocky smirk faltered.

She didn’t speak at first. She just let the silence stretch, eyes dragging slowly over him like a whip, letting the moment coil tight. Her voice, when it came, was low and sultry.

"Kneel."

He dropped almost without thought. Something in her tone bypassed high higher brain functions and went straight to the muscles in his legs. Kneeling before her, his dark brown hair tousled, shoulders rolling as he exhaled, he looked up.  She was already moving, a flash of steel in her hand.

The gag went in without conscious resistance, lips pried open around the steel ring, the leather strap drawn tight behind his head. A click of the buckle, then her fingers brushed down over his neck, trailing a second item: the bondage hood, sleek and seamless, one hole for the mouth but none for the eyes.

"You won't see anything tonight," she whispered, almost lovingly.

The hood swallowed his sight, darkness clamping down, and she took her time tugging the collar closed at the base of it, the padlock snapping home against his skin with a sharp metallic finality. He could breathe, but not speak, see, move. Not without permission.

“Strip,” she commanded coolly. “Then nose to the wall, arms behind you, legs spread. Wait.”

His body shivered once. Still gagged, hooded, and blind, he moved in twitchy confusion, fingers fumbling with shirt buttons, pants slipping down his thighs. Aoife watched him struggle for balance, his cock bobbing half-hard in the open air as he obeyed, her lips curled into something hungry.

She turned to the rest of the bedroom.  The bed was stripped to just pillows and sheet, the duvet lying on the floor. Bending, Aoife tugged it aside to reveal the toy pile, meticulously assembled. A spreader bar with thick ankle cuffs. Stainless steel handcuffs. Nipple clamps with a wicked chain. And the chastity cage, the Gates of Hell: a sinister spiral of black leather and steel rings designed to frustrate and tease. She picked them all up, one by one, letting the cool metal kiss her palms, before carrying them over with deliberate grace.

Francis was being a good boy. Still posed where she’d left him: naked, trembling slightly, legs wide, arms crossed in the small of his back. Nose, cock and toes all touching the wall. Drool already flowing freely from his ring-gagged mouth.  She came up behind him slowly, deliberately, heels clicking on the floor. Without warning she snapped the cold metal cuffs around his right wrist. He jolted at the touch, but too late. The steel locked around his left wrist as well, holding him in place. Her body slid up behind his, curves pressed to his solid back, corset edge biting into his skin as she whispered into his ear.

"Turn around."

He shuffled until he faced the room, bound arms resting against the wall behind him. She crouched at his feet, fixing the ankle cuffs one at a time, stretching his stance wide and bolting the spreader bar between his ankles. Trapped.

Now he stood helpless: naked, cock dangling. Muscles shifting nervously, blindfolded and gagged. Wrists and ankles immobilised. At her mercy.

Aoife pressed herself against him as she rose, sliding up his body, grinding gently. Her breasts grazed his ribs, her thighs rubbing his, and her fingers pinched each nipple as she stepped back, massaging, twisting, teasing until they both stood hard. Then the clamps, biting down on the sensitised flesh, one then the other and he grunted under the gag, hips twitching.

Her lips touched his neck. “Mm, sensitive...” She tested the clamps with a vicious tug on the chain. He jerked, full-body.

Then she knelt, running a single finger up the underside of his shaft, base to head.  He thickened instantly against her touch, cock rising, breath growing ragged. Her fingers paused, cupping his balls, and then pulled away sharply. One yank on the chain, and his erection faltered.

Perfect. She slotted the first of the Gates of Hell rings over the head, working it down slowly, his cock hard enough to support the rings but soft enough that they fitted easily, granting her access. Each successive ring slid into place, spacing out along his shaft, until he was properly caged. Balls through the last ring one after the other, holding it all in place. He was panting now, legs trembling, cock vibrating at the attention, constrained now.

She rose, breasts dragging over his chest on the way up, fingers trailing lightly up his sides, nails scratching. Then came the whisper.  "Follow me."

She didn’t take his hand. She took the nipple clamp chain, hooked one finger through it, and pulled.

He lurched forward.

The march across the bedroom was agonisingly slow. Every step a jolt of sensuous pain and confusion, unable to see, unable to plead. She led him by his tits, letting the chain dance with every shift, the clink of the chain echoing with promise.

At the bed, she stopped. He stood facing it, silent, blindfolded. She leaned in.

"In front of you is another submissive, already on the bed. From the moment I take off your hood, you have thirty minutes to seduce her. You’ll remain gagged, cuffed, and locked."

She let that settle. Then continued, almost sweetly: "If either of you cums, I’ll be yours. Three hours. Both of you can use me." He stiffened against the steel rings, cock standing erect at the idea.

"But if neither of you manages... then I’ll break you for the next three. No mercy. And to make sure you're trying..." her hand swatted his bare arse with a stinging thwack, “...for every lazy minute, you get ten swats and a fresh dab of ginger from the buttplug up your arse. I carved it myself. Fresh ginger root. The juice will burn more and more... and each smack will milk it out.”

She heard his moan through the gag.  Low, pitiful, aroused and desperate. She smiled to herself. Then yanked the chain hanging from his nipples.  The clamps came off. He doubled over, groaned in confusion at the release. Then she grabbed him by the neck, unbuckled the hood, and with a single fluid motion, she whipped it off.  His eyes blinked, adjusting. His gaze fell to the bed. And he froze.  

What stared back was not a person.

It was a blow-up doll.  She was done up to the nines in a barely-there 'school disco' outfit. Thigh-highs. Suspenders. Short plaid skirt. A bra snugged over inflated plastic tits. Vacant plastic eyes stared straight back. Pink lips O-shaped. A caricature of seduction.

The expression on his face was perfect. Confusion, betrayal, disbelief. He turned to her, sputtering through the gag.

Aoife just raised her wrist, mimed looking at a watch. "One minute down and you aren't even trying yet."

He turned back to the doll with a strangled grunt and stumbled forward, knees buckling as he tried to climb on the bed. It took two lunges, awkward with the spreader bar and his bound arms, before he half-flopped onto the mattress with a thud.

He shuffled up to the doll’s plastic thighs, teeth latching awkwardly on the hem of her skirt, and began dragging it up inch by inch. The movement was clumsy, desperate, but he worked at it, flipping the skirt up over her waist with a desperate lung of his head, exposing the glossy black latex panties underneath.

Aoife leaned against the wall, watching, fingers idly stroking the riding crop she’d left within reach.

He bent down again, face against the doll’s crotch, mouthing at the panties, trying to seem “invested.” Aoife grinned.  “Don’t make me think you’re faking it,” she warned.

He redoubled his efforts, tongue darting over the rubber panties, face nuzzling into her plastic crotch. Humiliation practically steamed off his skin.

She strutted over to him, leaned in close, hand on his broad bare back, hot breath on his ear.

"You're going to undress her. Slowly. Then you’re going to pretend she’s the hottest, neediest thing you've ever fucked. And you’re going to seduce her properly."

He grunted once. She smiled, voice curling with poison-sweetness.

“And then we’ll see if you’re man enough to fuck a doll... while I take you apart.”

She plucked two tubes from the dresser - a bottle of lube and something he didn’t recognise, beige in a squeezy tube. Then came a sleek silicone buttplug, black and ominous.  She held it out in front of him, as if for inspection. "You know what this is and where it goes.  You've stuck it in me often enough. But this time there's a bonus.” She held up the mysterious tube in front of him.  “This is ginger paste. I’m going to add a lovely smear of it on the tip of the plug.  Don’t worry, you’ll still get the lube. But this warms things up a treat, especially when you squeeze."  She twirled it like a lollipop in her fingers, then knelt behind him.

“Lift your ass.”  He obeyed, breathing fast and shallow. The touch of her fingers, spreading him wide. Then the cold of the lube, smeared by her fingers, easing inside him, opening him up. A pause, suspense building. Then she slid it in without warning. 

The burn came a moment later. “Mmmmphhh!”

His whole body jolted. The burning spread instantly, a slow fire that flared
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