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  Chapter one
The Oath of Submission


The late afternoon sun bled gold across Melanie's raven hair as she stood in her glass-walled corner office, forty-three floors above the city. Her manicured fingers worked at the second pearl button on her silk blouse, revealing just enough of the lace edging her bra to make a witness forget his own name. She savored the power in that small gesture, the ability to manipulate with a flash of skin, the way men's eyes glazed when they caught a glimpse of what they could never have. But beneath her calculated exterior, a complex mix of control and vulnerability drove her actions—a fear of losing the power she had painstakingly cultivated. She craved not just attention, but validation of her authority, a reminder that she could bend even the strongest wills with a mere hint of what lay beneath her carefully crafted facade. 
"Objection, Your Honor, counsel is leading the witness straight to my bed," she rehearsed, the words rolling off her tongue with practiced precision. A low laugh escaped her throat, the vibration traveling down her spine and settling between her legs, a warm pulse of anticipation. Tomorrow's cross-examination of Lorenzo Rossi would be child's play. Men like him unraveled at the slightest provocation.
Melanie slid a crimson-tipped nail along the inside of her thigh, testing the limits of the slit in her charcoal pencil skirt. It parted just enough when she crossed her legs, a deliberate flash of flesh that would distract opposing counsel, make the judge shift uncomfortably in his seat. She practiced the motion in the floor-to-ceiling windows, her reflection sharp against the city skyline.
She reached for her phone, angling it to capture the perfect shot: her crossed legs in the mirror, skirt hiked just high enough to reveal the lace tops of her stockings and a hint of garter. The flash caught the gleam of her moistened lips as she bit the lower one, eyes hooded with manufactured desire.
"For my favorite voyeur," she typed, and sent the image to Patrick.
Miles away, in their modernist penthouse, Patrick's phone buzzed with the incoming message. He'd been refreshing his screen every thirty seconds for the past hour, waiting for this exact moment. His cock jerked against his zipper the instant he saw her thighs in the mirror, that calculated flash of garter. He hated the Pavlovian response, the way his body betrayed him so readily, but even more, he hated how he was already half-hard imagining the ropes she'd bind him with tonight.
Back in her office, Melanie opened her desk drawer and removed the remote-controlled vibrator she would wear under her skirt tomorrow. She ran her fingers over its sleek surface, imagining the low buzz that would be her secret heartbeat during the proceedings. Only she and the hidden camera beneath the bench would know. She slipped the device into her briefcase beside her legal pads and pens, another weapon in her arsenal.
The city darkened gradually outside her windows as she rehearsed her arguments one final time. Lorenzo Rossi would crumble on the stand, and Patrick would watch every moment of it from his office, aching in the chastity device she'd locked him in last week. The thought made her wet, a slick heat building between her thighs.
When Melanie finally left her office, the clack of her heels against marble echoed like gunshots in the emptied hallways.
Patrick's pulse spiked when he heard the front door click open. He'd been waiting in the living room, pretending to review briefs while his mind fixated on her message, on what she might do to him tonight. His cock strained painfully in his slacks.
Melanie strode in, briefcase swinging like a gavel in her right hand. Her eyes swept over him, taking in his disheveled appearance, the visible bulge at his crotch.
"Court is in session, junior partner," she announced, voice dripping with authority.
She dropped her briefcase and crossed to him in three swift strides, grabbing his silk tie and yanking him upward. Patrick gasped as she dragged him by the leash of expensive fabric toward the study, where she'd already prepared for tonight's session. A distant siren wailed outside, its sound cutting through the charged atmosphere momentarily, a sharp reminder of the outside world. Underlying the tension between them, the faint aroma of fresh coffee drifted in from the kitchen, creating a contrasting cocoon of domesticity amidst the impending chaos.
"Wrists behind the chair," she ordered, her voice brooking no argument.
His hands trembled as he complied, offering his wrists to her. Melanie worked quickly, securing him to the chair with practiced efficiency, the rope biting deliciously into his skin. She pulled the knots tight enough to leave marks, evidence he'd have to hide beneath French cuffs tomorrow.
"Swear the oath," she commanded, retrieving a leather-bound volume of Blackstone's Commentaries from the bookshelf.
She placed the heavy tome on his lap, the weight pressing against his straining erection. Patrick winced at the pressure.
"Hand on the book. Repeat after me: I, Patrick Lucas, am a limp-dicked cuckold who lives for his wife's cunt."
His face flushed crimson, eyes darting away from hers. Melanie's fingers moved to his fly, working it open with deliberate slowness. She freed his rigid cock to the cool air, her manicured nails trailing lightly along the shaft.
"I'm waiting," she said, arching one perfect eyebrow.
"I, Patrick Lucas..." he began, voice barely above a whisper.
"Louder," she demanded, two fingers now edging him with expert skill.
"I, Patrick Lucas, am a limp-dicked cuckold who lives for his wife's cunt," he repeated, the words forcing their way past his constricted throat.
Melanie rewarded him with a firmer grip, her thumb smearing pre-cum in slow circles around his swollen head. "Again. And this time, think about Lorenzo Rossi's nine inches while you say it."
Patrick's hips bucked involuntarily at the mention of the other man. The rope creaked as he strained against his bindings.
"You know what they say about Italian men," she continued, leaning close enough that he could feel her breath on his ear. "Lorenzo's cock is probably twice what you're packing. I bet he knows how to use it, too. Not like you, always coming too soon."
Her fingers continued their torturous rhythm, never quite giving him the pressure he craved. Patrick whimpered, torn between humiliation and desperate arousal.
"I... I, Patrick Lucas, am a limp-dicked cuckold who lives for his wife's cunt," he recited again, voice cracking on the final words.
By the third recitation, he broke completely.
"I'm nothing, please, Melanie— he begged, tears of frustration pricking at the corners of his eyes.
She smiled, satisfied with his degradation, and abruptly released him. Before he could protest, she had zipped him back into his pants, the painful confinement causing him to groan. From her pocket, she produced the steel chastity cage, its cold metal glinting in the spotlight.
"No, please," he whispered as she efficiently locked his still-hard cock into the device, the click of the tiny padlock echoing in the room.
Melanie slipped the key between her breasts, letting it dangle there for a moment before tucking it away. "Sentence deferred until I win tomorrow."
She left him bound in the chair, his thighs trembling with unfulfilled need, while she settled on the leather couch across the room. She kicked off her heels and stretched her legs, scrolling through case law on her tablet as if he weren't even there. Her nipples had hardened to diamond points against her silk blouse, arousal slicking the tops of her stockings.
With practiced nonchalance, she pulled out her phone and checked the feed from the camera she'd installed beneath the courtroom bench. The system was working perfectly. She turned the phone toward Patrick, showing him the crisp view of what would be her crossed legs tomorrow.
His horrified face registered as the first viewer on the stream, and a small notification pinged on the screen. Melanie's lips curved into a predatory smile.
"Sleep tight, voyeur," she texted, though he sat just feet away from her. "Tomorrow you watch me collect."

      ***Morning light spilled across the marble kitchen countertops as Melanie sipped her espresso, her silk robe strategically gaping to reveal the glint of the chastity cage key dangling on a thin silver chain between her breasts. The metal caught the sunlight, throwing tiny prisms against the wall, a reminder of the power she wielded. Patrick shuffled in, eyes downcast, the faint purple bruises circling his wrists peeking from beneath his shirt cuffs as he poured her coffee with visibly trembling hands.
"Good morning, counsel," she purred, watching him flinch at her voice. "Sleep well?"
He nodded mechanically, though the dark circles under his eyes betrayed his lie. Melanie set down her cup and approached him, her movements predatory. She pressed her palm against the front of his tailored slacks, feeling the hard outline of the steel cage beneath the fabric.
"Good boy. No relief until I say," she said, squeezing just hard enough to make him wince. "You remember your role today?"
Patrick swallowed hard. "Yes, Melanie."
She patted his cheek, then sauntered toward their bedroom, knowing he would follow. The marble floor was cool beneath her bare feet, a counterpoint to the heat building between her thighs at the thought of the day ahead.
In the walk-in closet, Melanie selected her armor for the day: a crisp white blouse with just enough transparency to hint at the lace beneath, a charcoal pencil skirt with a slit that rode high on her thigh, and a blood-red blazer that accentuated her power. She laid them out on the bed before turning to Patrick, who stood in the doorway watching her with a mixture of dread and desire.
"You'll watch the show, won't you?" she asked, though it wasn't really a question.
She untied her robe slowly, letting it fall open to reveal her naked body beneath. Patrick's gaze traveled hungrily over her curves, lingering on the key nestled between her breasts. Melanie turned away from him and began to dress, making a performance of it.
She rolled sheer black stockings slowly up her toned legs, stretching each one taut before securing it to the lacy garter belt encircling her waist. The snap of each clip echoed like a judge's gavel in the quiet room. Patrick's breathing grew labored as he watched, his cock straining painfully against its steel prison.
"Come here," she commanded, beckoning him closer.
From her nightstand drawer, she withdrew the sleek remote vibrator, its surface gleaming in the morning light. Patrick's eyes widened as she spread her legs slightly, sliding the device into place against her clit, adjusting it beneath the thin silk of her panties.
"Feel how wet I am already," she murmured, guiding his fingers to the dampness soaking through the fabric. He groaned at the contact, his pulse visibly racing at his throat.
Melanie retrieved her phone, opening an app before handing it to him. The interface displayed a simple slider control, currently set to zero.
"You'll control the buzz from your office. Every time I win a point, you pulse me. Every time I tease Lorenzo, you throb in your cage." Her voice was silky with anticipation. "Understood?"
Patrick's face flushed crimson, but he nodded, clutching the phone like it might bite him. His locked cock twitched uselessly, trapped in its confines.
"Let's see if it works," she whispered, guiding his thumb to the slider.
He hesitantly moved it upward. Melanie's breath caught as the first gentle vibration pulsed against her sensitive flesh. Her eyelids fluttered momentarily before she regained her composure.
"Perfect."
The courtroom gallery was packed by the time Melanie strode in, heels clicking rhythmically against the polished floor. She placed her briefcase on the table, nodding curtly to opposing counsel before taking her seat. As she settled into the chair, she deliberately crossed her legs, allowing her skirt to ride up just enough to flash the lace tops of her stockings to anyone paying attention. Beneath her poised exterior, a new tension coiled around her thoughts; the risky presence of the bench-cam was a ticking time bomb. If discovered, it could lead to a contempt charge, jeopardizing her career with possible disbarment. The stakes had never been higher, intertwining the thrill of erotic maneuvering with real-world consequences that loomed over her like a storm cloud. Her heart raced with a cocktail of fear and excitement, the adrenaline both intoxicating and terrifying. She could feel the weight of potential exposure pressing down on her, the anxiety of uncertainty mingling with the rush of power as she played this dangerous game. In that moment, Melanie knew that every glance, every move she made, teetered on the brink of discovery, and the tension only added to her resolve to not just survive, but to triumph.
Across town, Patrick sat in his office, the control app open on his phone, thumb hovering anxiously over the screen. The live feed from the hidden bench camera displayed on his computer monitor, giving him the perfect view of Melanie's calculated positioning.
Lorenzo Rossi was sworn in, his dark eyes immediately locking onto Melanie as she leaned forward slightly, the top button of her blouse strategically undone. He settled into the witness stand, shifting uncomfortably as his gaze repeatedly darted to the glimpse of lace visible beneath her blouse.
"Mr. Rossi," Melanie began, her voice dripping with honeyed authority—would you please state for the record your relationship with the defendant?"
Lorenzo cleared his throat. "We were business partners for three years."
Melanie approached the stand, each step measured and deliberate. "And during those three years, did you ever witness Mr. Hargrove falsifying financial documents?"
"Objection, leading the witness," opposing counsel barked.
"Sustained," the judge ruled.
Melanie nodded almost imperceptibly, a signal to Patrick watching the feed. His thumb pressed the slider, sending a low vibration buzzing against her clit. Her breath caught, masked as a small cough as she reformulated her question.
"Mr. Rossi, can you describe the document preparation process at Hargrove Industries?"
As Lorenzo began his answer, Melanie rested her hand on the edge of the witness stand, her pinky finger just brushing against his sleeve. The slight contact made him stumble over his words, a flush creeping up his neck.
Patrick, watching the interaction, felt a surge of jealousy and arousal. His thumb slid the control higher, intensifying the vibration. On screen, he saw Melanie's subtle reaction, the momentary closing of her eyes, the almost imperceptible parting of her lips.
"And these quarterly reports," Melanie continued, leaning forward to examine a document, giving Lorenzo a clear view down her blouse—who typically signed off on them?"
Lorenzo's growing bulge became noticeable beneath the stand. "Hargrove. Always Hargrove," he mumbled, eyes fixated on her cleavage.
Melanie scored point after point, each victory rewarded with a pulse from Patrick's control. By mid-morning, she was slick with arousal, her panties soaked through. She leaned across the table to confer with her co-counsel, deliberately angling her body so the bench camera captured every inch of exposed thigh.
Under the table, she slipped one foot from her heel, her stockinged toes finding Lorenzo's calf. She traced a lazy pattern up his leg while maintaining perfect eye contact, her questions never faltering.
"And would you characterize Mr. Hargrove's business practices as ethical, Mr. Rossi?"
Lorenzo stammered, his composure crumbling under her dual assault. "N-no, they were not ethical at all."
Patrick, engrossed in the erotic display on his screen, didn't notice his thumb slipping on the control app until it was too late. The slider jumped to maximum intensity.
In the courtroom, Melanie's eyes widened momentarily as the vibrator surged against her clit, sending waves of pleasure crashing through her body. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, a flush spreading across her cheeks as she fought to maintain her professional demeanor. She bit her lip, barely stifling a moan, disguising it as thoughtful consideration of Lorenzo's testimony.
"The witness's credibility is beyond reproach, Your Honor," she managed to say, her voice huskier than before. "No further questions at this time."
The judge called for a fifteen-minute recess. As the courtroom began to empty, Melanie gathered her papers with trembling hands, her body still humming from the intense stimulation. She slipped into the ladies' room, leaning against the cool marble counter to catch her breath.
In the relative privacy of a stall, she snapped a close-up photo of her damp panties, the
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