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Chapter 1. The Pain in the Ass
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Anaya’s fingers, tipped in matte black polish, paused over her keyboard. On her main screen, a half-edited video of herself in a gleaming black latex catsuit, riding crop in hand, was paused mid-crack of a flogger. On the secondary monitor, the direct message window glowed.  The notification chimed with a sound she had come to despise, a little digital bell that signalled not a paying customer, but a pest.

Real_Man: Another strapon pic? Cute. A real man would break that thing in half before he let a woman pretend she had a bigger dick than him. Then fuck her ass.

She let out a long, slow breath, the air hissing between her teeth. It was him. Again. For the third time today. Real_Man. His username was a monument to his own fragile ego, a flag planted in the digital soil proclaiming a sovereignty she was endlessly invited to acknowledge. Jamie, his real name was, at least according to a careless comment he’d once made. Jamie, a self-proclaimed ‘consultant’ who apparently had the spare time to monitor her every post and offer his unsolicited, universally idiotic commentary.

He was a free subscriber, of course. He had never, not once, unlocked a paywalled photo or video. He had never sent a tip. He existed in her digital orbit as a phantom limb of annoyance, a constant low-grade irritation, a human eczema. His replies were a study in predictable insecurity. Real men don’t submit. Why would I lick pussy? Blowjobs are a woman’s job. All this femdom stuff is a joke. He was a broken record of toxic masculinity, scratching away at the edges of her professional sanctuary.

For months, she had tolerated it. Blocking him felt like letting him win, an admission that his little barbs had found their mark. Ignoring him was impossible; his comments were like weeds, sprouting instantly under every post. Deleting them was a futile, endless game of whack-a-mole. He was a gnat, buzzing in her ear, and her patience had worn down to a naked, frayed wire.

Her gaze drifted from his message to the contract template open on the other half of the screen. It was for a custom video, a complex BDSM femdom scene with negotiated limits and safe words. An idea, cold and sharp and perfect, began to crystallize in her mind. He wanted to play with the Goddess? He wanted to lecture her on what a real man was? Fine. She would give him a lesson he would never forget. Not a block, not a deletion. A re-education.

She began to type a new post, her fingers flying across the keys with a new, vengeful purpose.

Goddess_Anaya: ATTENTION FOLLOWERS. A unique opportunity. I am offering one lucky follower the chance to potentially DOMINATE the Goddess... if you can pass the test. Reply to this message within the next two hours for a chance to win a full-day professional shoot. The challenge: a vanilla sexfight. First to orgasm loses. The forfeit: the winner gets to make the loser their complete bitch for two hours, on camera, no limits. If you make me cum first, I will submit to you. If you lose... you belong to me. Prove you’re a real man.

She read it over, a slow, predatory smile touching her lips. It was a beautiful trap. The language was tailored directly to his pathology. “Dominate the Goddess.” “Prove you’re a real man.” It was bait he would be physically incapable of refusing. The contract would be the snare. She spent the next hour drafting it, her lawyer’s mind, a relic of a life she’d gladly abandoned, crafting a document of beautiful, brutal neutrality. It laid out the forfeit in clear, unemotional bullet points, a masterpiece of plausible deniability. It listed activities in a dry, detached manner, a menu of potential degradations. Manual stimulation. Digital penetration. Use of external and internal toys. Oral-genital contact. Fellatio. Cunnilingus. Anilingus. Vaginal intercourse. Anal intercourse. It was all there, a level playing field of potential violation, carefully worded to be gender-neutral. The only thing it specified was that the winner would be the one wielding the implements, and the loser would be the one receiving them.

She posted the message. The two-hour countdown began.

She didn’t have to wait long. Forty-seven seconds later, the chime sounded.

Real_Man: I'm in. This is the day the Goddess falls. My cock is legendary, sweetheart. You won't know what hit you.

Anaya’s smile was a cold, sharp thing. Oh, I know exactly what’s going to hit you, she thought. Over the next couple of hours other applications poured in. All got the same bland acknowledgement, and every time one came in she wrote 'Real_Man' on another slip of paper, folded it in half, and dropped it in a big plastic bowl retrieved from the kitchen. 

As soon as the two hours were up, she took the bowl of paper slips through to her bedroom, changed into a sexy white lace lingerie set, and filmed herself drawing a name from the bowl as sensuously as possible. She read out 'Real_Man' and showed the paper to the camera, and posted the clip to her page, as well as messaging Jamie directly. Almost immediately she got a delighted, conceited reply accepting, and giving an email address. Stage one complete, she thought to herself.

She sent him the contract via a secure e-signature service with a breezy, professional note. “Thrilled to have you on board, Jamie! Just the standard legalities to ensure everyone’s protected and knows what they’re signing up for. The camera loves confidence!”

She imagined him on the other side of the city, probably in some bland, overpriced apartment, skimming the document. He would see the words “winner” and “full use” and his own fantasy would do the rest. He would picture her, bound and helpless, while he plundered her with his “legendary” cock. The specific, recipient-focused details—the analingus, the anal intercourse—would barely register as things that could be done to him. His arrogance was a blindfold she had just helped him tie securely into place.

The signed document landed in her inbox less than ten minutes later. The trap was sprung. The snare tightened.
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Chapter 2. The Trap is Sprung
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A week later, the heavy metal door of the rented dungeon clanged shut, sealing them in a world of concrete and shadow. The air smelled of industrial cleaner, leather, and ozone from the powerful lights. It was a vast, raw space in an old factory, nowadays a temple to controlled perversion.

Leo, the cameraman, was already there, a mountain of a man with a greying beard and calm eyes. He gave Anaya a slight nod, a silent communication honed over dozens of shoots. He knew the deal. He knew the score. His presence was a bedrock of professional calm.

Jamie, by contrast, was a live wire of nervous energy masquerading as confidence. He tried to take in the space with a consultant’s cool, assessing gaze, scrolling across the St. Andrew’s cross, the suspension rigs, bondage bench, queening chair, the medical bench, but his eyes kept flickering with a barely concealed anxiety and he was almost vibrating with excitement. He was dressed in cheap knock-off designer jeans and a tight-fitting polo shirt, an outfit that screamed ‘nightclub’ rather than ‘dungeon’.

“Quite the setup,” Jamie said, his voice a little too loud for the cavernous room. “Reminds me of a due diligence I did on a manufacturing firm in Düsseldorf. Had to go through the books. Two weeks to be more of an expert than the guys doing the job - easy work! Bish bash bosh.” He made a chopping motion with his hand.

Anaya simply watched him, her arms crossed over the sleek black latex of her catsuit. She was already in character, her posture radiating an unnerving stillness. “I’m glad you’re comfortable,” she said, her voice a low purr. “Let’s get the promos done. Leo?”

They filmed his piece to camera first. Under the hot lights, Jamie’s bravado amplified. He puffed out his chest, a sparrow trying to imitate an eagle.

“I’m Jamie, aka Real_Man, and I’m here to win!” he declared, a cocky grin plastered on his face. “I have girls almost cumming just when they see my cock, let alone when I stick it in them! She’s gonna cum first, she's gonna cum fast, and then I’m gonna tie her down and give her such a dicking that she’ll forget all about this femdom rubbish. Not to mention that she won’t be able to sit down for a week once I've finished with that tight asshole!  No real man is gonna lick pussy, let alone take it up the ass from a woman. My ass is exit only! Real men fuck assholes”

Leo kept filming, his expression impassive. Anaya, standing just outside the frame, let a ghost of a smile touch her lips. Keep digging, she thought.

During a break, as Leo adjusted a light, Jamie leaned against a rack of floggers, jangling the chains. “Seriously, though, all this,” he gestured vaguely at the room, “it’s a bit of a joke, isn’t
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