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Tom scrolls through Reddit at one in the morning, thumb moving on autopilot, the blue glow of his phone the only light in his studio apartment. He's been lurking the personals subs for weeks. Mostly garbage. Bots, catfish, couples looking for a third who ghost after two messages. But tonight a post stops his thumb cold.

Dominant UK Queen Needs Stud to Break My Sissy – Must Be Alpha. DM Me.

The photo is blurred from the neck up, but the body is unmistakable. Narrow waist, full hips, tits straining against a black top. Something about the posture, the way she stands with her chin tilted up even in a throwaway photo, reads like a dare.

He types fast: I'm your guy. Let's talk.

An hour later he's propped against his headboard on FaceTime, and the woman filling his screen looks even better in motion. Daisy. Dark hair falling past her shoulders, sharp cheekbones, a mouth that curves like she knows something he doesn't. The black tank top clings to her chest. She leans forward and the camera catches the tops of her breasts, the shadow between them.

"I need a real man to put my girl Katie in her place," Daisy says, her voice low, a British clip on every consonant. "She's soft, pretty, and needs to be taught a lesson. You up for it, Tom, or are you just another loudmouth?"

Tom grins. He shifts so the screen catches his shoulders, the thickness of his arms. "I'm up for it, sweetheart. I'll tear her apart, show her how a real man fucks. You won't even need to lift a finger."

Daisy's expression doesn't warm. If anything, her eyes get colder. "Don't call me sweetheart, meathead. You follow my rules or you're out on your arse. Come to mine tomorrow night. Be ready to prove you're not just talk. And remember what we agreed. You put her in her place or she'll put you in yours" The screen goes black before he can respond.

He stares at his reflection in the dead phone. His cock is already pressing against his sweatpants.

Yeah. This is happening.

The house sits in a quiet suburb twenty minutes outside the city. Brick front, clipped hedges, a blue door with a brass knocker. The kind of place where people wave at the postman and mow their lawns on Saturdays. Tom tugs at the collar of his black henley, rolls his shoulders, and knocks.

Daisy opens the door and his mouth goes dry. She's wearing a leather skirt that stops mid-thigh and a corset laced tight enough that her breasts sit high and pushed together, the pale skin of her cleavage catching the hallway light. Her eyes move over him like she's deciding whether to let him in or send him home.

"Get in, Tom. Katie's waiting. Don't waste my time."

The house smells faintly of vanilla. Clean lines, modern furniture, warm lighting. She leads him down a hallway lined with framed photos. Daisy and another woman on a beach somewhere, laughing. Daisy alone in a shot that's more boudoir than portrait, looking over her bare shoulder. Then a door, and stairs descending.

The basement has been transformed. Blackout curtains cover the windows. Hooks line the far wall, holding coils of rope, leather cuffs, crops, things Tom can only half-identify. A padded bench sits in one corner. The center of the room is dominated by a thick rug, and kneeling on it, head bowed, is Katie.

Tom's breath catches before he can stop it.

Katie is small. Maybe five-four, with a dancer's frame, lean and precise. She's wearing a sheer white babydoll that does nothing to hide the shape beneath it, the slight curve of her waist, the outline of her nipples through the fabric, the lace trim brushing the tops of her thighs. White stockings with a seam up the back. Her light blonde hair falls forward, curtaining her face. The skin of her neck and the tops of her shoulders is flushed pink.

"Eyes down, pet," Daisy snaps. Katie doesn't flinch. Doesn't move at all.

Daisy turns to Tom, arms crossed beneath her chest. "This is my girl. I've molded her, but she needs a reminder of where she stands. Strip her, pin her, make her feel small. But I'm the boss here. You fuck up, you're gone. Got it, tough guy?"

Tom rolls his neck, grinning. "Got it. I'll break her down, make her cry for mercy. You'll see I'm the real deal."

Daisy's lip curls. "Less yapping, more doing. I've seen plenty of big-talking losers like you crumble. Move."

He crosses the room in three strides, towering over Katie's kneeling form. She looks even smaller from above. He grabs the hem of the babydoll and yanks it up and off in one rough motion, tossing it behind him. Underneath, her body is smooth, pale, almost luminous under the low light. A black lace thong. No bra. Her breasts are small and perfect, her nipples already hard, whether from cold or nerves he doesn't care.

He grabs her chin, tilting her face up. Her features are delicate. Wide grey eyes, a scattering of freckles across her nose, a mouth that looks too soft for the look she's giving him. Because she's looking right at him, and there's no fear there.

"Look at you," he sneers. "Dressed up like a cheap little whore. Never had a guy like me, have you? I'm gonna split you open, make you beg."

Katie holds his gaze for one long beat. Then her mouth twitches.

"Keep talking," she says, and her voice is steady, cool, not a tremor in it. "It's all you've got, isn't it? Hot air from a dumb jock."

Something flickers in his gut. He kills it fast. He shoves her face-down onto the rug, drops a knee into her back, pressing her flat. "Big mouth for a little bitch. Stay down, or I'll make this hurt worse."

She goes still beneath him. He grins. That's more like it.

Then she moves.

It's fast and technical, nothing like the struggling he expected. Her hips twist, her legs scissor around his planted knee, and suddenly his weight is off-center. She slides out from under him like water through fingers and rolls to her feet in one fluid motion.

Tom is on all fours, blinking. She's standing three feet away, chest rising and falling, that half-smile still on her face. Her body glistens with a thin film of sweat. She looks like something out of a fight scene and a wet dream at the same time.

"Not so simple, huh?" Katie says. She tilts her head. "You're slow. All muscle, no brains."

What the fuck.

He scrambles up, lunging at her with his arms wide. She sidesteps and he grabs nothing but air. He swings again. She ducks under it, light on her feet, the stockings whispering against the rug. He can hear Daisy behind him but he doesn't look. He can't. His face is burning.

"Stand still, you little shit!" He charges, finally catching her around the waist, lifting her clean off the ground and slamming her down onto the rug. The impact pushes a grunt out of her, and he's on top before she can recover, straddling her hips, grappling for her wrists. Her skin is slick with sweat and hard to hold.

"Got you now," he pants, pinning her arms above her head. Her wrists feel thin in his hands. Breakable. "I'm gonna wreck you, show you who's the fucking king here."

Katie stares up at him. Her hair is fanned out around her head like a halo. Her chest rises and falls. She doesn't look scared.

She bucks her hips up, hard, at the same time she pulls her wrists inward and rolls. It's a textbook bridge-and-roll escape, the kind they teach in jiu-jitsu on the first day, and Tom has no answer for it because he doesn't know what it is.

He hits the rug on his back with a thud that rattles his teeth. Katie is on top of him before the shock registers, her thighs locked around his ribs, her hands pinning his wrists to the floor. Her grip is nothing like what he expected. Tendons stand out on her forearms. Her face, inches from his, has lost every trace of softness.

"King?" she whispers. "You're a fucking clown. All that swagger, and you can't even handle me."

He bucks, hard, almost throwing her, but she leans into it, riding his momentum, pressing down with her full weight centered over his chest. Her thighs squeeze tighter around his ribs and the pressure is genuinely crushing.

"Get off me!" His voice cracks on the last word and he hates himself for it. "I'll break your goddamn neck, I swear to—"

Katie rolls her hips, grinding down onto him through his jeans. His cock, hard as steel despite everything, presses against her through the denim, and they both feel it. Her smile is the cruelest thing he's ever seen.

"Keep dreaming, meathead. You're already broken." She grinds again, slow and deliberate, and a noise comes out of his throat that he'll never admit to. "Panting like a dog. You're mine."

Boots click across the floor. Daisy's shadow falls over them.

"Oh, Tom." Her voice drips with something beyond contempt. Amusement. Satisfaction. Like this is exactly what she expected. "You absolute fucking failure. Thought you'd stroll in here, all big dick energy, and own my girl? Look at you. Flat on your sorry arse, pinned by my sweet little Katie." She crouches down, her face filling his upside-down vision. "I've seen stray dogs with more fight."

"Fuck you!" His voice is raw. "I'll get up and destroy both of you, just—"

"For what, champ? For you to flop harder?" Daisy straightens. "You couldn't overpower Katie. My delicate little pet. You're no alpha, Tom. You're a whimpering little bitch, and we're going to carve that into your thick skull." She looks at Katie. "Strip this loser. Let's see what he's hiding under all that bravado."

Katie keeps his wrists locked with one hand. Her free hand grabs his henley and tugs, and when the fabric resists she doesn't bother with finesse, she rakes it up over his chest, bunching it around his neck. Tom's torso is exposed, muscular, sheened with sweat, rising and falling with rapid breaths.

"Lift," Katie orders, and when he doesn't, she shifts her weight to grind against his cock again
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