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Chapter 1: The Hollow Win

Seven.

The cane cracked across my ass and my jaw locked. I counted inside my skull where she could not hear. One through seven already burned in stripes and I had not made a sound.

My knuckles were bone white on the bench lip. Cold stone under my palms. Sweat ran down my ribs and pooled in the hollow of my lower back. Mistress Irene did not rush. Each fall had its own wait, wood tapping my thigh while my cock hung heavy and useless between my legs, already leaking from the shame of how my body answered pain before my mind caught up.

Eight.

A dry whip-crack bounced off the dungeon walls and came back thinner. Heat spread under the welt. I breathed through my nose. Slow. Controlled. The man I brought to this room took pain like currency. Spend it. Own it. Walk out clean.

Nine.

My thighs shook once and I hated them for it. Irene's heels clicked on stone behind me. She was thirty-two, I was thirty, and the contract on her desk said I came here twice a week because I chose to, because I signed, because nobody could make me stay. That last part was the lie I fed myself in the elevator every Thursday.

Ten.

"Count for me," she said.

Her voice was low. Flat. No praise in it.

I opened my mouth. My tongue stuck to the roof of it. "Ten."

"Louder."

"Ten."

She set the cane on the bench beside my hip. The wood was warm from her grip. She had not touched me anywhere gentle. Not once. That was the point. I could take the cane and keep my pride. Kindness would split me open, so I never asked for it.

She walked around the bench. Black boots stopped in front of my face. I kept my eyes on the floor strip where the cold dungeon met the lamplit half. The threshold board was worn smooth in the middle from feet crossing it. I had never stepped on the sanctuary side without her leading me.

"Stand."

I pushed up. My ass screamed. I did not wince. I locked my knees and faced her.

Irene looked me over the way she always did at the start, like inventory. Dark hair pinned back. Leather gloves. The crop hung at her belt but the cane was still in her hand. Her mouth did not smile.

"You were late," she said.

"Traffic."

"You will do exactly as I say."

"Yes, Mistress."

Not a question. Never a question. My cock twitched at the title and I wanted to punch myself for it.

She pointed at the stone floor between us. "Kneel. Hands behind your head. Spread your knees."

I went down. The welts pulled and fresh sweat broke cold on my neck. This was the ritual. Position. Inspection. Terms. I had told myself it was protocol, not need. I had told myself I came for the cane, not for her eyes on me while I shook.

She circled me. Glove under my chin. Tilted my face up.

"Open."

I opened my mouth. She slid two fingers in, past my teeth, to the back of my tongue. No gentleness. She pressed until I gagged and spit slicked her knuckles.

"Good. You drool like a hungry little thing when you're lying about why you're here."

I tried to pull back. She held my jaw until my eyes watered.

"You think winning means silence," she said. "You think if you take every stroke without a sound, you leave untouched."

She pulled her fingers out. A string of spit hung and broke on my chest.

"Take off your clothes. Everything. Fold them on the bench. Then bend over the punishment horse. Ass up. Cheeks spread. Show me what you earned."

I stood. Stripped. My shirt, my belt, my pants in a neat stack because she trained neatness into me the same way she trained my posture. Naked in the cold. Nipples tight. Cock stiff and wet at the tip. The dungeon air tasted like stone dust and old sweat.

The horse was padded leather over iron. I climbed it. Bent. Reached back and pulled my ass open like she taught me. Exposure was part of the toll. If I showed her everything, I could tell myself I was in control of the showing.

"Cane first," she said. "Then your hole gets my attention. You don't come until I say. You don't speak unless I ask. Break a rule and you sleep on stone tonight with no blanket."

My stomach dropped at blanket. The sanctuary side had the thick grey one with the worn edge. Oil warmed in a dish. I had only had it twice in four months, always after I broke, always after I begged loud enough to disgust myself.

"Yes, Mistress."

The first stroke of this round was worse because I was spread and open. I grunted before I could stop it.

"That cost you," she said.

The second fell. Third. I counted out loud now because she wanted it. My voice cracked on six. Seven. Eight. Nine. Twelve total on top of the ten from the bench and my ass was a swollen map. Tears ran without permission. I hated them. I hated that my cock dripped harder the more she hurt me.

"Enough," she said.

I stayed bent. Breathing hard. Waiting for my vision to stop swimming.

"Stay."

Footsteps. A drawer opened. Metal on metal. My hole clenched before anything touched it, my body already braced for this part of the night.

"You're going to take the plug first," she said. "Black silicone. Thick. No lube on your fingers. You don't get to warm yourself up."

"Yes, Mistress."

She set the plug on the small of my back. It was cold and heavy. Then her boot between my shoulder blades, pinning me.

"Reach back. Put it in. Inch by inch. Tell me what you are while you do it."

My face burned. "I'm… your…"

"Say it filthy or I swap it for the larger one."

"Your anal slut. Your hole."

"Again."

"Your anal slut. A hole for you to use."

I worked the plug past the burn. Stretch. An obscene slow push while my ass fought then gave. The widest part popped in and I moaned like a bitch.

"Thank me."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She kicked my feet wider. "Now I'm going to fuck that ass until you forget your own name. You come when I count. You beg in the crudest words you know. You thank me for each orgasm. Nod if you understand."

I nodded against the leather.

Lube cold on my hole. Then her strap, thick black rubber cock, not warm, pressing. She fed it in without mercy. One long shove that lit my spine.

I screamed into the horse.

"Take it," she said. "Take all of it. That's what you came for. Not traffic. Not exercise. This."

She pulled back and slammed forward. The slap of her hips on my welted ass was wet and loud. Pain and friction braided. My prostate jumped. Pleasure I did not want rolled up my belly.

"Please," I gasped.

"Please what."

"Please fuck my ass. Please use your hole."

"Whose hole."

"Yours. Mistress Irene's hole."

She set a brutal pace. The horse creaked. My balls drew tight. She reached under me and closed her fist around my cock without stroking, just holding, squeezing when I tried to hump.

"Not yet."

She fucked me through the denial until my thighs trembled and snot ran from my nose. Then she brought the wand from somewhere. Buzz against my taint while the strap split me open.

"One," she said. "Come now."

I came so hard my vision whited. Cum shot over the leather, thick ropes, my hole clenching on rubber while the wand screamed against skin. I sobbed once and cut it off.

"Count it out loud."

"One. One, Mistress. Thank you."

"Again."

She did not let me soften. The strap never stopped. The wand moved to the underside of my cock head while I was still spasming.

"Two."

The second orgasm ripped out meaner. Less cum. More pain. My voice broke. "Two. Thank you. Thank you, Mistress."

"You're a messy little whore dripping on my horse," she said. "Beg for three."

"Please. Please let your whore come again. I need it. I'm your filthy anal toy."

"Three."

My hole gaped around the strap when she pulled out halfway on the crest. I shouted. Spit flew from my lips. My whole body locked and shook.

She turned the wand off. Unbuckled the strap. Left the plug in.

"Stay on the horse. Don't move."

I could not have moved. My ass pulsed. Cum cooled on my stomach. The dungeon cold licked every wet place.

Her boots carried her to the threshold, then the softer creak of the sanctuary floor. A dish clinked. Oil heating. My chest lifted on its own. Hope. Ugly hope.

She came back. Empty handed.

"No."

The word landed harder than cane.

"You took your strokes like a champion," she said. "You think that earns you my hands."

"I didn't ask."

"You reached for it with your whole body. I saw you lift when you heard the dish."

"I'll take more cane," I said too fast. "I'll take whatever. After the whip. That's the deal."

"There is no deal you make with yourself in my room," she said. "You win pain. You lose everything else when you treat it like a trophy."

She picked up my clothes and set them on the bench out of my reach.

"Kneel on the stone. Face the threshold. Plug stays in. Ten minutes. If you touch your cock I add tomorrow."

I slid off the horse. My legs barely held. I knelt where she pointed. Stone bit my knees. The plug shifted inside me with each breath. The sanctuary lamp glowed warm across the strip. I could smell oil from the other side. Nothing touched me.

Minutes crawled. My ass throbbed. My chest ached worse than the welts. I had won. I had not made a sound through the first ten. I had taken the strap and come three times on command like a trained pet. Victory should have felt full.

It was hollow. A drum with nothing inside.

When she returned she stood behind me. Boot tip under my chin.

"Look at the threshold," she said. "Memorize it."

I stared at the worn wood.

"Monday. Seven sharp. You arrive showered and hard. You bring the black plug in your bag. Before we touch the cane you kneel on the sanctuary rug and say out loud what you want from my hands. Not from the whip. From me. One sentence. Crude. True. If you lie I cane you until you cannot sit, and I still will not touch you kindly."

My mouth went dry.

"Repeat the instruction."

"Monday. Seven. Showered. Plug in the bag. Kneel on the sanctuary rug. Say what I want from your hands. Out loud. Crude. True."

"And if you lie?"

"Cane. No kindness."

She walked to the door. Paused.

"You will do exactly as I say."

The lock turned. The dungeon went quiet except for my breathing and the buzz still ghosting on my skin where the wand had been.

I stayed on the stone. Plug in my ass. Cum drying on my belly. The lamp on the other side of the threshold burned steady and close and miles away.

I had come three times and none of it filled me.

Monday I would have to speak or she would leave me hollow again, and the worst part was I already knew what my mouth wanted to say before my pride could stop it.


Chapter 2: The Worn Threshold

The scuffed strip between the flagstones and the rug had been walked bare in the middle, wood showing through black paint where knees and boots had crossed it again and again. I stood on the dungeon side with my shirt sticking to the small of my back from the drive over, tasting last week's sweat and the mint gum I'd chewed too hard on the highway. My ass still carried the map of her rattan from four days ago, a grid I checked in the mirror each morning like proof I'd won something. Winning had left me empty. I'd jerked off twice in my own bed and stopped both times before I finished, angry at my dick for wanting what the session hadn't given.

Mistress Irene didn't greet me. She stood on the rug with a low lamp behind her, amber on her forearms, and pointed at the strip with two fingers.

"That line is law," she said. "Stone side is pain. Rug side is care. You don't cross to care until you've paid on stone, and you don't get a single thing on the rug unless you ask for it out loud. Use my name. Name what you want. No hints. No bracing. No performing silence like it makes you deep."

I laughed. It came out too loud in the vaulted room. "You think I can't stay quiet through a hug."

"You think this is a hug market." Her mouth barely moved. "You came back hollow. I saw it when you walked in. You want the rug and you want to keep your pride on the stone. That ends today."

She turned toward the sanctuary half. A folded blanket sat on a low stool, cream wool with a dark edge worn soft. Beside it a copper bowl steamed. The smell hit me before I crossed anywhere, warm oil with something sharp under it, clove or pepper, the kind of scent that belonged on skin after damage.

"I don't need a script to get through a beating," I said.

"Good. You'll get the beating either way." She dipped her fingers in the bowl and rubbed them together. Oil shone on her knuckles. "What you need is the script for afterward. You refuse it, you stay on stone and ache alone. That's the arrangement."

My cock stirred in my jeans, traitor, fast, before my brain caught up. Shame burned my ears. I was thirty years old and my body reacted to rules like a starving dog.

She crooked a finger. "Strip. Kneel on stone. Hands behind you."

I stripped. The air on my nipples made them hard. I knelt where she'd put the horse last time, thighs on grit that bit even through denim memory. She bound my wrists with leather cuffs linked by a short chain, then hooked the chain to a ring in the floor so my shoulders pulled back and my chest opened.

"Hold still," she said. "This is for your own good."

She picked up a black silicone plug from a tray, thick at the base, already slick with lube that smelled faintly sweet. No warm-up speech. She pressed it to my asshole and worked it in with two fingers first, stretching me open while I grunted through my teeth.

"Breathe through it, slut. You clench like you're hiding a secret."

"I'm not hiding anything."

"You are. You're hiding that you want to be held more than you want to win." She twisted the plug until the base seated flush. The stretch burned good and bad at once. My dick hung heavy, leaking a clear bead that hit the flagstone.

She left the plug in me and walked to the bowl. Oil on her palms again. She stood in front of my face so close her skin filled my nose under the spice, clean sweat and the faint metal of the cuffs she'd touched.

"Open."

I opened my mouth. She slid two oily fingers past my lips. Taste flooded me, heat and clove on my tongue, her skin salt at the edges. She fucked my mouth slow, three fingers, until drool ran down my chin and dripped on my chest.

"That's the flavor of the rug side," she said. "Remember it. You'll beg for it later and mean it."

She pulled out. I gasped. Spit connected my lip to her finger before it broke.

"Turn your head. Cheek to the floor."

I did. She strapped a leather blindfold on me. Darkness dropped, and every other sense sharpened. The plug in my ass. The chain tugging when I breathed. The oil taste coating my tongue.

Metal clicked. A spreader bar between my ankles forced my knees apart. I was open, exposed, a hole on display in her chamber.

"Count nothing today," she said. "You'll count when you earn pleasure. Today you listen."

A vibrator buzzed to life, low. She pressed it to my balls, then dragged it up the underside of my shaft. I jerked against the cuffs. The chain rattled.

"Stay."

The buzz climbed when she dialed it. She held it under the head of my cock where the skin was thinnest. Pleasure stacked too fast. My hips tried to fuck air. She pulled it away.

"Please."

The word escaped before I could bite it. Silence after it was worse than the denial.

"Please what," she said. "Say my name. Say the thing."

I clamped my mouth shut. Pride slammed down like a lid.

"Fine." Fabric whispered. Her footsteps crossed the threshold. The lamp warmth brushed my blindfolded face for half a second, then vanished. "You want stone? Have stone."

The vibrator returned, higher, on my asshole around the plug. She pushed the plug deeper with her thumb while the toy buzzed my rim. I howled into the floor. The sound bounced off walls and came back ugly.

"Quiet. Whores don't get to roar. They beg."

She worked the plug in and out, shallow strokes, the vibrator never leaving my stretched ring. My cock slapped my belly, slick with precum. The smell of it reached me, musk and oil and my own spit drying on my throat.

"Take it," she said. "Take it like the hole you are."

"I'm not…"

She cranked the wand and jammed the plug home. My vision exploded white behind the blindfold. My balls drew up tight. I was one second from shooting all over the flagstone.

She stopped everything.

The plug stayed. The wand went silent. Footsteps on stone circled me.

"You were about to cum like a broken toy," she said. "You don't cum until you ask on the rug. You don't cross until you ask. Those are the same gate."

Sweat pooled at the base of my spine. My ass throbbed around silicone. My cock pulsed with nothing to land on.

"Get you upright."

She hauled me up by the chain. My knees screamed. She walked me forward until my shins bumped the threshold strip. Wood scraped my skin.

"Step when I say. Not before."

She removed the blindfold. Lamplight hit my eyes, wet and stinging. The rug side looked obscene in its softness, cream blanket, low cushions, the bowl still steaming.

"Unhook him. Bar stays."

My wrists came free. Ankle bar still forced me wide. She pushed my shoulders down until I was bent at the waist, hands braced on my knees, ass presented toward the dungeon half, face toward the rug.

"Stay."

She crossed to the sanctuary. Her feet left the grit, toes sinking into wool. She poured oil into her palms and warmed it, rubbing until it shone.

She didn't touch me yet.

"You see where I am," she said. "You feel where you are. The toll is one sentence. Mistress Irene, hold me. Or Mistress Irene, I want your hands on my back. Pick words. Mean them."

My jaw locked. Men like me didn't say that out loud. We took the hit and walked out intact.

"Still performing," she murmured.

She laid down on the rug on her back, knees up, and spread herself with two fingers. Her cunt glistened, pink and open, no apology in it.

"Crawl to me if you want to taste the rug without paying. Crawl with that bar splitting your legs and put your mouth on me. That's your loophole. Your pride loophole."

Crawl. With the bar. Humiliation spiked my dick harder than the wand had. I shuffled forward on my knees. The threshold strip scraped under me. I crossed into lamp warmth.

The temperature change hit my skin like a hand. My nipples peaked. The smell of wool and oil and her cunt rolled over me, thick enough to chew.

"Don't lick until you tell me what you are doing."

I hovered with my mouth an inch from her clit. Heat breathed up at me.

"I'm, eating you."

"Why."

"Because you told me to."

"Wrong." Her hand fisted my hair. "Tell me what you want from me while you do it."

I stuck my tongue out. She yanked my head back.

"Words first, pet."

"Mistress Irene." The name scraped my throat. "I want…"

I couldn't finish. The sentence died.

She released my hair. "Back. To stone."

"No."

"Back."

She didn't yell. She rolled to her feet and hooked the floor chain again to my cuffs, dragged me backward over the strip. Grit welcomed my knees. The warmth cut off like a door slammed.

"You had her cunt in reach and you wouldn't pay a sentence." She stood over me, boot between my shoulder blades. "You'll pay another way."

From the tray she lifted a harness and a silicone cock, matte black, thicker than the plug. She stepped into the harness and buckled it while I watched from the floor.

"You're going to get fucked until your mouth works."

She squirted lube on the strap and stroked it slick. She crouched behind me, aligned the head with my asshole, and pushed the plug out in one motion. It popped free and hit the floor. Before my rim could close she drove the strap-on in.

I screamed. The stretch tore wide. She bottomed out and held, her hips flush to my ass, the bar still forcing my legs apart so I couldn't twist away.

"Breathe, hole. You take every inch."

She pulled back and slammed forward. The wet slap of harness leather on my cheeks echoed. My prostate lit up. My cock swung under me, dripping on stone.

"Say thank you."

"Thank you."

"Thank you for what."

"Thank you for, fucking my ass."

"Louder. Like you mean it."

"Thank you for fucking my ass, Mistress Irene."

She set a pace that punished. Long strokes, almost out, then ramming home. The obscene squelch of lube and my open hole filled the room. Each thrust punched a grunt out of me. I bit my lip until I tasted blood mixing with leftover oil.

She reached under me and wrapped her fist around my shaft, tight, pumping in time with the strap-on.

"Cum when I say. Not before. Not without asking on the rug."

I shook my head. Sweat flew off my nose.

"Cum and I'll stop touching you for a week."

The threat landed in my gut colder than the floor. She meant it. It was there in her breath.

She fucked me harder. The head of the strap dragged my insides. My balls tightened again. I was climbing, stupid, helpless.

"Stop, please…"

"Ask on the rug."

"I'm on stone."

"Then crawl while I fuck you."

She didn't stop thrusting. She walked me forward on my knees with her cock buried in me, driving me inch by inch toward the strip. My shoulders burned. The bar clacked. Lamp warmth touched my fists when they crossed.

"Now," she said. "One sentence. Hold me while you cum. Or no cum."

My mouth opened. Nothing came out but a whine.

She pulled out to the tip and slammed back in. I saw stars, white bursts blooming behind my eyes. Orgasm hovered, cruel.

"Mistress Irene…"

She stilled. Hand tight at the base of my dick, choking it off.

"Finish."

", hold me."

The words were barely sound. Shame detonated in my chest the same instant she said, "Good boy."

She stroked me hard and drove the strap-on deep. I came in ropes across the wool edge of the rug, cum hitting cream fibers, my ass clamping on silicone while I shook and swore. She milked every pulse out of me until I sobbed once, ugly, then cut off the noise.

She stayed inside me through the aftershocks. Then she withdrew slow. Cool air kissed my gaping asshole. I hung in the chains, wrecked, tasting blood and salt and her oil still on my tongue.

She unbuckled the harness and dropped it on the tray. She poured oil again. For a moment I thought she'd stop there. Her palms landed on my shoulders. Warm. Heavy. She spread oil up my neck, thumbs pressing the knots I'd made during the beating days ago and today.

"Hold still," she said again, quieter. "This is for your own good."

She pulled me backward across the strip into the sanctuary, my cum cooling on the rug fibers under my knees. She wrapped the cream blanket around my shoulders and sat behind me, legs bracketing my hips, chest to my back. Her heartbeat through the wool. Oil scent everywhere.

I leaned into her before I could stop. Her arms crossed my chest. One hand cupped my jaw and turned my face toward her shoulder.

"Thirty seconds," she whispered. "Count them in your head."

I counted. At twenty-two she lifted her hands. At twenty-five the blanket loosened. At thirty she stood and stepped away.

The loss hit harder than the strap-on. My skin begged for contact. I almost turned and grabbed her wrist.

I didn't.

"You said the words," she said. "Barely. You get a taste, not a meal. Next time you ask before the pain, or the pain gets longer and the rug stays locked."

She walked to a cabinet I hadn't noticed before, black wood, iron latch. When she opened it, cold metal gleamed inside. She lifted a chastity cage, matte steel, custom curved, and a small padlock with a single key on a red ribbon.

She set both on the stool beside the bowl, right on the worn wool where my cum had landed.

"New rule," she said. "You leave locked until you arrive next week and ask, out loud, to be unlocked. Same gate. My name. The want. No mumbling."

A knock sounded at the outer door, three precise beats.

Irene looked at me, still kneeling on the rug, blanket slipping, ass sore and open under me.

"That'll be the courier," she said. "Stand up. You're going to sign for a package while you're dripping and used, and you're going to smile like you earned it."

She crossed back toward the dungeon half to answer the door, cage and key glinting on the stool between us.

I stayed on my knees, cum drying on my thighs, the threshold strip under my toes, and understood the game had just gotten a second lock I couldn't brute-force my way through.


Chapter 3: Deserving Worse

The paper crackled when she turned it. I had left it on the bench before dawn, ink still wet in places, my handwriting cramped like I was confessing to a priest instead of a woman who owned my skin.

Mistress Irene read aloud. "Failure to hold position during last inspection. Disrespect by silence when addressed. Unapproved arousal without permission."

She looked up. Her mouth twitched. "Unapproved arousal. You wrote that yourself."

"I was hard when you told me to stand at the threshold," I said. "You hadn't touched me."

"And you think that buys you the crop?"

"I think it earns something." My dick stirred again, traitor, from her voice on those stupid lines I'd invented at three in the morning. "I listed more."

She kept reading. "Requested insufficiency of prior discipline. Voluntary admission of pride. Offer to accept cane where leather would suffice."

"You offered me the cane last week and I took the strap."

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

The words landed flat and final. No heat in them. That was worse. She folded the note once and slid it into the pocket of her black trousers, and my whole clever ledger of fake sins sat in her pocket like a receipt she'd already stamped paid.

She pointed at the dungeon half. "Bench. Face down. Arms in the stocks."

The edging bench waited where she'd bolted it last month, leather worn pale where men's chests had ground into it, the padded ramp under the hips angled so your ass sat up and open and your cock hung useless below the cutout. I'd helped her carry the frame in. I'd told myself it was logistics.

I stripped on the cold flagstones. The cage hung between my legs where she had locked it a week ago, steel gone body-warm, skin chafed at the ring from seven days of stirring against metal. She drew the key out on its red ribbon and waited.

"Irene." Her name. The want. No mumbling. "Unlock me. I want it off."

"You remembered the gate." The key turned. The steel came away wet, and my cock thickened in the cold air like it was making up the week. Naked at thirty, shivering, already hard, because punishment was a language I could speak and kindness was a foreign country.

"Spread your legs wider than that," she said. "You wrote unapproved arousal. Show me what you brought without permission."

I shuffled my thighs apart. The first clamp bit my left nipple, then the right, chain between them pulling when I breathed. She worked a lubed plug into my ass, medium, not the big one, and the stretch burned sweet and wrong while she twisted it home.

"On the bench."

I climbed up. Chest on leather, smell of old sweat and oil. My wrists went into the stocks. Ankle cuffs chained wide to the bench legs. My balls hung through the slot, heavy and exposed. My shaft stuck out the front edge, nothing touching it yet, already leaking.

She knelt between my spread legs with a wand in her hand, the kind that buzzes like a hornet. "You wanted harsher implements. Here is your economy. You confess, I punish. You take the punishment, you think you have paid for the sanctuary half. Yes?"

"Yes, Mistress."

"Lie. You want the sanctuary without the words. Say it."

My face burned against the leather. "I want the holding without having to ask."

"Louder."

"I want to be held without saying Irene, hold me."

She pressed the wand to the underside of my cock, just below the head. The vibration shot up my spine. I jerked in the stocks and the nipple chain tugged sharp.

"That is not a sin," she said. "That is hunger. You manufactured sins so you could trade pain for touch like coins. After the whip, you told yourself, you would deserve her hands. After the whip, the oil, the blanket. You never had to name what you actually need."

The wand moved to my balls. I grunted. Shame and need twisted together until I could not tell which was making me drip onto the floor.

"You will stay on this bench until I am finished with you," she said. "You will not come unless I allow it. You will count every time I ruin you and thank me. If you forget the count, we start over."

"Yes, Mistress."

She wrapped her fist around my shaft and stroked once, slow, while the wand buzzed against my taint. Pleasure stacked too fast. I bucked.

"Number?"

"One… thank you, Mistress."

She let go. The orgasm died in my balls, aching, my cock jumping and spraying nothing but a clear dribble that hung from the tip and splashed the stone.

"Good little toy," she said, not kind. "Again."

She worked me with her hand and the wand on my frenulum, slick sound of palm on wet skin, squelch of lube dripping from the plug when I clenched. I bit leather. Built again. Higher.

"Please."

"You do not beg for release yet. You beg to be used."

"Please use me, Mistress. Please ruin this hole."

"Your hole is your ass tonight. Your cock is a nuisance I am draining." She pushed the plug deeper with two fingers around the base, fucked it in short strokes while she pumped my dick. The burn in my guts mixed with the climb in my groin and I was nothing but meat on a frame.

I came apart at the edge. She stopped. Slapped my balls light. Pain flared and the orgasm snapped back like a dog on a chain.

"Two. Thank you, Mistress." My voice broke.

She laughed once, quiet. "There is your toll. You pay in frustration. Maybe when you are leaking and stupid you will stop pricing tenderness in strokes."

She left the wand buzzing on my inner thigh while she retrieved the strap-on harness. Black silicone, thick, curved up at the end. She did not ask if I was ready. She lined the head at my plugged entrance, pulled the plug out in one slick drag, and pushed the cock in.

I screamed into the bench. Stretch ripped open, burn, fullness. She bottomed out and held, weight of her hips against my ass cheeks, the harness straps digging her pelvis into me.

"Take it," she said. "Every inch you wrote on your list. You wanted cane. You get this first."

She fucked me slow, then hard, skin on skin, wet slap of lube and sweat. The bench rocked. My untouched dick swung and leaked. Each thrust punched air out of me. I was a hole she paid with, exactly like I'd tried to pay her, except she set the price.

"You like this part," she said. "The part where you do not have to admit anything. Where pain means you can want her arms later without saying it."

"Yes."

"Yes what."

"Yes, I like being fucked so I do not have to ask."

She reached under the bench and grabbed my cock, stroked in time with her thrusts, brutal rhythm. Build again, impossible, third climb. My thighs shook in the cuffs.

"Come for me," she said.

I did. Spasm ripped through me, cum shooting in thick ropes onto the flagstones, and she pulled her hand away at the last second, squeezed the base hard, choked the last pulses into pain while my orgasm stuttered half-finished, mess dripping from my tip while my ass still clenched on her silicone.

"Three. Thank you, Mistress." I sobbed it.

"Thank me for what."

"For ruining me. For making me leak like a broken toy."

She pulled out, slapped my ass, rammed the plug back in one stroke. "Stay hard if you can. You won't."

The wand again, on my oversensitive head. I howled. Four edges she took me to, four ruined crests, my cum puddling beneath the bench, thighs slick, ass gaping around the plug when she twisted it. She made me say each filthy thing.

"I am your whore."

"Your what."

"Your anal whore who cums when you choke his cock."

"And what do you want after."

The trap. The whole thing in one question. My manufactured sins sat in her pocket. My body hung open and spent.

"Say it or I stop touching you entirely."

Silence would cost more than strokes. The oil demonstration had taught me that. The loss when she stopped.

"After," I said, throat raw, "I want you to hold me."

"Name."

"Irene. Hold me."

She went still. Then her hand left my cock. Footsteps on stone. I twisted in the stocks and could not see her face.

"You said it on the wrong side of the room," she said. "You still have not crossed the threshold. You bought pain with lies and spent your voice on the dungeon floor."

Cold spread where her heat had been. The wand clicked off. My balls throbbed. Cum cooled on my legs.

She walked to the lamp side. Light changed on the walls. The oil bottle cap twisted.

"Keep counting," she called back. "Four ruined. Fifth when you learn you do not price what is already yours to ask for."

The fifth edge she built with only her voice, telling me what she would do on the sanctuary side if I ever stepped over and asked first. My cock jerked empty and spilled another thin ruin onto the puddle while she described warmed oil on my shoulders, her chest against my back, the blanket she kept folded on the low couch. I came listening to a holding I had not earned her way.

When she finally unlocked the stocks, my arms shook. She did not touch me. She pointed at the worn strip between the halves.

"Stand there."

I stood on the threshold, naked, clamped, plugged, dripping. Lamplit warmth on my face. Cold at my back.

"You will come back tomorrow," she said from the sanctuary couch, oil on her fingers she did not offer me. "You will bring another list or you will cross and ask. Those are the only economies left."

I looked down at my softening cock, at the mess I'd painted on her floor, at the note in her pocket that had failed to buy what I could have had for one sentence on the right side of a strip of worn wood.

Tomorrow I would invent worse sins. I would request the cane. I would tell myself after the whip I could deserve her arms without the words that broke me tonight.

I had the words anyway. Irene, hold me. They sat behind my teeth like a second tongue, and the shame of wanting to say them before pain was worse than any strap, and my body was still hungry for both, and I would walk in again because the bench had taught me what ruin felt like and the silence after taught me what I was actually paying for.


Chapter 4: Under The Blanket

The blanket lay heavy on my chest and my breath was finally slowing. A week since she had sent me home cold from the bench, worse sins already drafted in my head. The contract said twice a week. My invented sins had bought me more. I had come back the next night like she ordered, and the nights after that, new lists, new strokes, and tonight, after the crop, she had not pointed me at the door. Lamplit air. Not the cold slab under my knees from an hour ago. Her arm under my neck. I had not earned this yet in any way I could name out loud, and still she had pulled me across the worn strip and tucked the wool around us both.

My fingers were still in the weave. White knuckles. I could not let go.

Boots on the threshold. She had come back.

Irene stood there a long moment without speaking. The dungeon half behind her was dark except for the hook where the cane hung. She looked at my hands knotted in the wool, at my face half buried in the fold against her collarbone.

"You are still here," she said.

I tried to sit up. Pride jerked me upright before my body agreed. The wool slipped to my waist. Chill hit my nipples and the stripe the crop had left.

"Endorphins," I said. "The scene was long. I am just coming down."

Her mouth did not move like she believed me. She reached into her pocket and the plug in my ass woke up, a low buzz that made my thighs clamp.

"You left this on," she said. She held up the remote. "I turned it up from the doorway. You did not flinch. You did not reach back to stop it. You pressed your face into my blanket like a man who had found water."

Shame crawled up my throat. My dick stirred against nothing, useless and honest.

"I forgot it was in," I lied.

"You begged for the thick one after your fake confession last week. You chose it. You swore you would never ask me to hold you first. You would take the whip and buy the rest. Remember?"

I remembered. The words had tasted like steel when I said them the night I signed her terms.

"I remember."

"Say what you swore."

"I will not ask for care before pain."

She stepped into the sanctuary. Her knee pressed the wool down on my hip.

"Look at you. You want this more than you will admit."

The remote clicked. The plug jumped to a higher pulse. I arched off the low couch and a sound came out of me I would deny later.

"Get up," she said. "Dungeon side. Bring the remote. Place it on the hook by the cane. Face the wall."

I crossed the strip barefoot. The stone bit my soles. I set the remote on the iron hook next to the cane and put my palms flat on the gritted wall. She locked the cuff on my left wrist, then the right, spread wide. The chain sang once.

"You invented sins to pay for tenderness," she said behind me. "So today I take the thing you said I could never have. You will ask for nothing with your mouth. You will take what I give. And when you break, you will tell me what you are in the filthiest words you own."

She kicked my ankles apart. Cold air on my balls. The plug buzzed steady now, maddening, not enough to cum, enough to drip.

"Count your leaks," she said. "Not your orgasms. Those you will lose track of. Count how many times your cock drools on my floor."

"One," I gasped when the first bead hit stone.

She laughed once. "We will see."

The wand touched the underside of my shaft. I jerked against the cuffs. The plug and the wand together were a trap I had walked into with my fake confessions and my smart little ledger of invented guilt.

"Please," I said before I could stop.

"Please what, slut?"

The wand lifted. Denial burned worse than the buzz in my hole.

"Please keep going."

"Keep going what. Name it."

"Keep the vibrator on my cock. And the plug. I need…"

"You need what. Say it crude."

"I need to cum like a desperate hole."

"Whose hole?"

"Yours. Irene's hole. Your toy."

She pressed the wand back and turned it higher. My knees shook. The second drop of precum fell.

"Two," she said for me. "Open your mouth."

She slid the gag bar between my teeth and buckled it behind my head. The rubber cock on the front filled my mouth, shallow, then she pushed my face to the wall and the rubber hit the back of my throat. Drool spilled. I gagged and the plug punished me.

"Good little toy," she murmured. "Choke on it. That is your cock for the hour."

She left me dripping and gagging while she moved in the room. Buckles. Rubber creak. My hole clenched around the plug like it could pull her in without her.

When she came back she did not warm me up. She pulled the plug out slow. The stretch burned. Air on my open ass. Then her strap, thick and lubed, pressed against my rim.

"No," I tried through the gag. The word came out as spit.

"You will take all of it," she said. "You invented a whole week of extra strokes to avoid saying you needed my arms. So I will fuck the lie out of you."

She pushed in. One long cruel slide. My forehead smacked the wall. The burn split me open. She bottomed out and held there while I sobbed around the rubber cock.

"Move," she ordered, and started pounding.

The slap of her hips on my ass was loud in the dungeon. Wet sounds from the lube and my stretched rim. She fucked me like she hated the contract I had written. Each thrust knocked the breath out of me. The wand returned to my dick, pinned between my belly and the wall, buzzing.

I tried to count. One orgasm ripped through and my cum splattered the stone in strings. Before I caught breath another built. The wand did not stop. Her cock in my ass did not stop.

Past two. My count for leaks meant nothing. Past three. My mind slid off the numbers. She pulled the gag off and the rubber cock out of my mouth.

"Beg with your real voice," she said. "Tell me what you are while I breed this ass."

"I'm your whore," I gasped. "Your filthy anal slut. I cum from getting used."

"Again."

"I'm a broken pet. I need your cock in my ass. I need you to ruin me."

She yanked out and flipped me to face her. My wrists chained high. She shoved two fingers in my mouth for me to clean, then back in my ass, three, four, stretching me obscene. The wand on my balls now. I howled.

"More," she said. Not a question.

She worked her hand deeper. Burn. Ache. Gape I could not close. The fist seated and my vision whited. I came without touch on my dick, cum pumping over her wrist while she twisted inside me.

"That's one you did not count," she said. "Stay open."

She fucked me on her fist and the wand together. Orgasm stacked on orgasm until I was past four, past whatever came next, babbling thank you and please and I cannot and more. Snot on my chin. Spit on my chest. My ass sloppy and loud every time she moved.

When she let me down I was a heap on the cold floor. She uncuffed one wrist and dragged me by the hair across the threshold into the sanctuary.

"No words," she said.

She stripped the wool from the couch and wrapped me in it. Warm. Too warm after the stone. She sat behind me and pulled my back to her chest, legs around mine, the blanket cocoon tight.

I should have stiffened. I should have named a price in strokes for this. My body melted into the heat of her anyway. Full sink. No armor. Her heartbeat through my shoulder blades. Oil smell from her skin. The blanket scratch on my cheek and underneath all of it safety I had no language for.

Time lost edges. I slept or floated. Her hand stroked my hair once, twice, then stilled.

When I woke the lamplit half was quiet. The blanket was still on me. Irene sat at the foot of the couch watching, remote in her lap, thumb resting on the button.

My chest tightened. Not from pain. From how long I had stayed in her arms without paying for it in blood first.

"Endorphins," I said again, voice wrecked. "Crash after the fist. You know how hard you worked me."

She lifted the remote. The plug was back in me. I had not felt her put it in. The buzz was a purr.

"Still pretending you don't want this," she said quietly.

She did not turn it off. She stood, crossed to the threshold, and set the remote on the worn strip between dungeon and sanctuary, LED blinking slow red in the lamplight, waiting for the next time I would try to buy with pain what I could have had for a sentence.


Chapter 5: The Cruelest Session

The bell gave three hard pulls before I reached the worn strip at the threshold. My mouth still held the taste of last night's dare, copper and dry wine from biting my cheek while I wrote it. Make it bad enough that I won't crawl for the blanket. Make it so I forget your hands. I had signed it Elliot, the name she gave me inside these walls, like that proved anything.

Mistress Irene stood on the cold side with the cane across her palm. No greeting. She held out my note and let it fall between us.

"You want cruelty until wanting dies," she said. "You'll get what you asked for. Every stroke. Every hole. Every sound you make will be for someone else to hear tonight."

Someone else. My stomach dropped and my dick stirred at once, traitor blood rushing ahead of thought. I could still quit. Walk back to the lamplit half and never cross again. Pride said stay. Fear said stay louder.

"Who," I said.

"Ruth. My right hand. She runs this house, keeps my contracts, and documents what my pets become." Irene hooked a finger toward the arch. "Kneel where the light hits. Mouth open. Repeat the dare out loud so she learns your voice."

Ruth stepped from the shadow with a clipboard and flat eyes, thirty-something, blazer over gym clothes like this was a clinic. Not a friend. Not a guest. Staff, with hands licensed to go wherever Irene pointed them. Irene had never brought another person into a session. The stake was new and it curdled in my throat like bile.

I crossed the strip. Knees on the marked slab. The lamps threw my shadow long toward sanctuary. Irene buckled cuffs to the floor rings and spread my arms until my shoulders burned.

"Say it," she said.

"I want it hard enough that I won't want after," I ground out. The words tasted false even as I spoke them. "I want pain until the other thing shuts up."

"The other thing," Ruth murmured, pencil moving. "He named it."

Heat climbed my neck. Irene shoved a rubber bit between my teeth and buckled the strap behind my head. My spit pooled immediate and salty around the bit.

"Good," she said. "Now we show her what you do when you're lying."

The cane cracked across my thighs. Sound split the room, a whip-crack echo that bounced off granite. I jerked against the cuffs. Pain bloomed red and clean. Another line. Another. Ruth counted under her breath, not the hits, my breaths, the way my hips twitched.

"Display his cock," Irene said.

Ruth set the clipboard on a ledge and knelt like a nurse. She freed me from my trousers without warmth, rolled the fabric down, and left me bare from the waist down in the full light. My shaft hung heavy, already thickening from shame.

"Recording: arousal onset before fifth stroke," Ruth said.

I moaned around the gag. Irene laughed once, low.

"You brought an audience to prove you're steel," she said. "And your body's already begging."

She set a metal plug on the floor in front of my face, black silicone at the base, steel where it would sit inside me. Lube gleamed on her fingers.

"Ass up. Present for her."

I bent as far as the cuffs allowed. Irene worked the plug in slow, one cruel inch, then more. Stretch burned. My ring clenched and yielded. When the base seated against my skin she twisted it and the weight locked in place.

"Say thank you," she said, removing the gag.

"Thank you, Mistress," I gasped. Spit stringed to my chin.

"Thank her," Irene said, nodding at Ruth.

"Thank you for watching," I choked out. The humiliation hit harder than the cane. Ruth's pencil scratched.

Irene clipped clamps to my nipples, tight steel biting flat brown disks. She tugged the chain once. Pain lanced to my balls. My cock jumped and leaked a clear bead.

"Wet already," Ruth said. Clinical. "Salt on his lip from the gag. He tastes frightened."

She was right. Fear sat on my tongue with spit and metal.

Irene dragged the cane tip up my spine.

"You demanded the harshest night we've had," she said. "So we use all of it. Cane. Wand. My strap. Her eyes. You don't get to hide your face in my blanket afterward unless you earn it with truth. Tonight you earn nothing with silence."

She brought the cane down across my ass cheeks. Fire. Another. Welts rose. Each impact slapped flesh loud enough for Ruth to flinch. I bit back screams and they slipped out as grunts. My plugged hole throbbed with every hit.

Ten. Twelve. Fifteen. Sweat dripped off my nose and hit the floor in ticks Ruth could hear.

"Pause," Irene said. "Turn him."

They rolled me to my back with my arms still chained. The ceiling lamps blinded me. Ruth stood at my feet, clipboard high, eyes on my hard cock like data.

"Vibrator," Irene said.

She pressed the wand to the underside of my shaft, not my tip, cruelty in placement. Buzz filled my skull. Noise ate the room, a high angry insect against bone. I arched off the floor. Pleasure swarmed pain and I hated how fast it won.

"Don't come," Irene said. "You come when I say you're broken enough to deserve it."

She lifted the wand and the denial hurt worse. My balls ached blue. Ruth wrote faster.

"He vocalizes when stimulation stops," she said.

"Because he's addicted to relief," Irene said. "Not pain. Watch his face when I hurt him again."

The cane landed on my inner thigh, inches from my balls. I howled. Irene set the wand back and held it there while she struck again. Pain and buzz merged until I couldn't sort them. Drool ran into my ears. Taste of salt and rubber and my own shame.

"Please," I begged.

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"Wrong answer." She cut the wand off and caned my chest, light but stinging over nipple clamps. "You beg for pain or you beg to be used. Not mercy."

Ruth's voice cut in. "Ask him what he wants after the whip."

Irene ripped the gag free. "Answer her. Out loud."

I shook my head. The old armor clung. "I want… I want it to stop mattering. What you do after."

"Aftercare," Ruth said flat. "He said the word without saying it."

Irene's eyes went cold. "There it is. Strip the lie."

She unbuckled my cuffs only to flip me onto a bench, belly down, ass elevated, legs spread on stirrups bolted to the sides. Public. Obscene. Ruth had a full view of my plugged hole and my swinging cock.

"Strap-on," Irene said.

She stepped into the black harness, latex cock thick and curved. No prep speech. She yanked the plug out. My ass gaped and air kissed the open rim. Then she pushed in, one hard shove, latex stretching a burn through me.

I screamed. The sound ricocheted. She fucked me in long strokes that squelched wet from lube and strain. Each plunge slapped her hips to my welted cheeks. Ruth narrated.

"Depth consistent. Vocalization peaking. Leakage from penis increasing."

"Tell her what you are," Irene said, driving deeper.

"A hole," I sobbed. "Your hole. A fucking hole for the whip and the cock."

"Louder."

"I'm a hole that wants the blanket more than the cane." The admission tore out and my whole body went hot. Irene slapped my ass and kept pounding.

"Again."

"I want to be held after. I want it more than I want to be proud."

Ruth stopped writing. Irene didn't slow.

"You weren't supposed to hear that," I gasped, then her hand was in my hair yanking my head up so Ruth saw my face contorted.

"That's the session," Irene said. "He pays with truth for every inch."

She reached beneath me and gripped my cock in a tight fist, rough pump matching the strap thrusts. Dual rhythm. My prostate lit from inside. The wand buzzed against my balls without warning, Irene pinning it there while she fucked me.

"One orgasm," she said. "One. You don't get another. You ride it until you choke on it."

The build wasn't gentle. It was stacked torture, ass stuffed full, balls buzzing, fist pulling hard enough to hurt. Ruth counted seconds aloud.

"Ninety. Ninety-one. He's shaking."

I couldn't breathe right. Thoughts shredded. Only friction and stretch and the wet slap slap slap of her hips and the buzz drilling my sack.

"Come for them," Irene snarled. "Come while she writes it down."

"I…"

"Now."

Orgasm hit like a door kicked in. My ass clamped on the latex cock. Cum shot across the bench in thick ropes, splattering wood and my own belly, keep going, keep pulsing, Ruth saying oh my god under her breath while Irene held the wand on me through the overshoot until I sobbed from too much. Spasm after spasm drained me. Sound of my voice broken. Taste of blood where I'd bitten my lip. Smell of sex and sweat and rubber heavy in the lamps.

Irene pulled out slow. My hole stayed open, twitching, leaking lube down my thighs.

"Display the mess," she told Ruth.

Ruth photographed the cum on the bench with her phone, clinical click. I wanted to die and my spent cock twitched anyway.

Irene uncuffed me and let me fold onto the floor, chest sawing for air. No blanket. No oil. No arms around me.

I waited for the warmth. For the sanctuary half. For her to cross the strip and hold me like last week when I'd gone wordless and drowned in it.

She stood over me with the cane.

"Roll onto your back on the cold," she said. "Hands at your sides. Eyes on me."

I did. Granite sucked heat from my welts. Ruth closed her clipboard.

"He's marked post-orgasmic compliance," Ruth said. "I'll file it."

"Leave," Irene said.

Ruth's heels faded toward the door. The latch clicked. Silence except my breath and the buzz fading in my bones.

Irene didn't kneel. Didn't touch my cum-smeared skin. Didn't speak soft.

"You wanted cruelty until wanting died," she said. "You still want. Look at your cock trying to stir again."

It was. Empty and sore and still listening to her voice.

"You brought a witness to kill the need for tenderness," she said. "You named it in front of her. You came like a desperate thing anyway."

Tears leaked sideways into my hair. Not from pain. From the floor eating my heat and her not moving.

"I'll give you what comes next," she said, cane tip under my chin. "No blanket. No hands. You'll sit in what you earned until you understand what you actually asked for."

My throat closed. Last week's hold ghosted my skin and made the absence worse.

She stepped back toward the arch, lamp shadow cutting her face.

"We are only just beginning," she said, and walked out without looking back.


Chapter 6: The Cold Sit

The door shut. Weight left the room with the click of the latch, and the dungeon went dead quiet except my own breathing, too loud against the stone.

I stayed where she'd put me. Knees on the cold flags, palms flat, forehead an inch above the grit. My back burned in stripes from the cane. My throat still held the taste of the gag she'd ripped out at the end. I'd asked for the worst she had. She'd given it. I'd held. I'd counted every stroke out loud like she ordered. I'd thanked her for the last one while my vision grayed at the edges.

Now I waited for her hands.

The sanctuary half sat past the worn strip of threshold wood I could see if I lifted my head. Lamplight leaked under the door frame from that side sometimes. Not tonight. Only dark at the base of the door.

Warm oil first. Always. She'd pour it into her palms and work it into the welts until my body stopped bracing against kindness like kindness was an attack. Then the blanket. Heavy wool, sand-colored, smelling of her laundry soap and skin. She'd wrap me and hold the weight of me until I stopped shaking.

I didn't lift my head. If I did, it looked like begging.

Minutes passed. The stone pulled heat out of my knees. Sweat cooled on my chest and turned clammy. The room smelled like leather, iron, and my own fear-sweat, sharp under the ghost of the oil she'd used on the implements before the beating, never on me.

Footsteps would come. The hinge would sigh. I'd hear the bottle set down on the side table.

Nothing.

I flexed my fingers. Nails scraped stone. The proud part of me, the one that had walked into this arrangement with a contract and a smirk, said to stand up. Walk to the threshold. Cross without permission. That part had been lying to itself for months.

My cock hung soft and sore between my thighs. She hadn't let me come during the punishment. She'd pinned the wand to my balls at the end and laughed when I jerked and spilled nothing. Good. Pain was what I came for. Pain proved I wasn't weak.

The lie sat dry in my mouth.

More silence. My shoulders trembled. Not from cold. The welts pulsed with my heartbeat. Each throb asked for touch. One palm on my spine. One word.

Irene.

I didn't say it. Extra strokes cost silence. I'd paid enough tonight.

The latch clicked.

My whole body lurched toward the sound before I could stop it. Humiliation burned my face. She'd see how fast I broke for a door noise.

The door opened. Light hit my arms. I squinted.

She didn't come alone.

Ruth stood a pace behind her, arms folded, mouth neutral, eyes already on me like I was furniture she'd been told to inventory. She belonged to the paperwork half of this house, even standing here. Ruth managed the house, the schedules, the outsiders who never got past the foyer.

"Stay down," Irene said.

I dropped my forehead back toward the stone. My pulse hammered in my ears.

"Ruth's seen worse in other houses," Irene said. "She won't faint. She'll listen. You asked for proof you only need the whip. She'll watch you prove it."

Ruth's shoes stopped at my left. Her perfume cut through the leather smell, clean citrus over something floral. Wrong scent for this floor.

"Open your mouth," Irene said.

I opened it. My jaw ached from the gag earlier.

She stepped in front of me. Boots between my hands. Skirt hem at my eye level. She lifted the leather and showed me her bare cunt, shaved slick, already gleaming at the lips.

"Lick," she said. "Show her what a pain slut does when he's still hard for something softer."

I wasn't hard. Shame flipped hot in my gut anyway, because Ruth was breathing above me and I still turned my head the fraction Irene allowed and put my tongue to her clit.

Salty skin. Heat. The small bud swelled under my tongue while Ruth's silence pressed on my skull.

"Don't be pretty," Irene said. "Get your face in it. Slut mouth. Use it."

I pushed my lips to her folds and sucked. She tasted like musk and soap. My tongue worked circles the way she'd trained me. She gripped my hair and ground down until my nose mashed into her pelvis and I couldn't breathe.

"That's his service face," Ruth said. Her voice was flat, clinical. "He goes blank when he sucks. I've seen it on the monitors."

Monitors. My stomach dropped. There were cameras. Of course there were. I'd signed the clause. I'd told myself it was protocol.

Irene rolled her hips and fucked my mouth slow. Wet sounds smacked in the quiet. Saliva ran down my chin. I gagged when she hit the back of my throat and she held me there until my lungs seized.

"Good little hole," she murmured. Not to me. To Ruth. "He'll lick until his jaw locks. Won't stop unless I pull him off."

Ruth crouched. Her fingers pinched my chin and turned my face so she could see the drool stringing to Irene's cunt.

"Say it," Ruth said. "Tell me what you are while you eat her."

My tongue kept moving because stopping meant punishment I couldn't survive tonight.

I pulled back a breath. "Her… tongue toy."

"Louder."

"Her tongue toy." My voice cracked. "A mouth for her clit."

Irene shoved my face back in. "Again."

I licked. Words muffled against wet flesh. "Tongue toy. Sorry. Sorry."

"Not sorry." Irene's thighs clamped my head. "Useful."

The wand buzzed alive somewhere behind me. Ruth must have picked it up from the table. The tip pressed my balls and stayed there, vibration crawling up my shaft.

I moaned into Irene's cunt. The sound vibrated her. Her grip tightened.

"Edge him," Irene said. "No cum. I want him full and denied when I'm done."

"Understood."

Ruth worked the wand in cruel little pulses. My hips jerked back without permission. Pre-cum beaded at my tip and dripped to the stone. Irene followed the drop from the angle of her hips.

"Look at him leak while he serves," Irene said. "That's not pain. That's need."

Ruth's free hand spread my ass cheeks. Cold metal pressed my hole. A plug, thick, already lubed. She shoved it in one relentless push.

I screamed into Irene's pussy. The stretch burned. The wand on my balls and the plug filling my ass and my mouth on her clit stacked until my brain stuttered.

"Take it," Ruth said behind me. "Breathe through it, bitch."

I breathed. Snot and spit smeared Irene's thighs. I licked faster because fast meant she might finish and this would end with something like reward.

Irene's clit pulsed under my tongue. Her breath hitched. She pulled my hair so hard my eyes watered.

"Don't you dare stop."

I sucked hard. She ground down. Her orgasm rolled through her in a long shudder. Wetness slicked my chin. She made a low sound in her throat and rode my face through it while Ruth held the wand steady on my balls and twisted the plug deeper.

Irene came down slow. She stepped back. Cool air hit my wet face.

"Clean her," Ruth said.

I licked the mess off Irene's thighs. Salt and cum-smell and her. My own balls ached purple-tight. The wand buzzed. One more second and I'd spill.

"Off," Irene said.

The wand stopped. Ruth left the plug seated. My hole clenched around it useless.

Irene crouched. Fingers under my chin. For one heartbeat I thought aftercare was coming. Oil. Her thumb on my lip.

She wiped my drool on my chest like wiping a counter.

"You belong in this room now," she said. Quiet. Final.

She stood. Ruth stood.

They walked to the door.

"Irene," I said. My voice tore out of me before pride could clamp it shut. "Blanket. Please. The oil. I can't…"

She paused in the doorway. Didn't turn.

"You asked for pain," she said. "You got it. After the whip you earn the rest. You didn't pay tonight. You performed."

The door closed.

The latch fell.

Footsteps faded on the other side. Not toward the sanctuary lamps. Away. Up the stairs maybe. Gone.

I collapsed sideways on the flags. My shoulder hit hard. The plug shifted inside me and sent a spike up my spine. I didn't touch my cock. Touching meant finishing alone and I'd been trained not to without permission.

The cold sat in my bones. The welts on my back pulled when I curled. The stone smell rose up, damp mineral, old blood in the grout from years of other men I didn't want to think about. Irene's taste dried on my chin. Ruth's citrus perfume lingered in the air like proof someone else had seen me call myself a tongue toy.

No wool weight. No arms. No whisper in my hair.

I shook. Full body. Teeth clacking. The shaking had nothing to do with the cane. The cane I could brace against. This had no shape to fight.

I'd built the whole thing wrong. Every extra stroke I'd requested. Every time I'd said make it worse so the holding afterward meant something. I'd told myself the contract was about endurance. About being the man who could take a whipping and still stand.

I hadn't wanted the whipping. I'd wanted the minute after, when she wrapped the blanket and her hand found the back of my neck like I was allowed to be fragile.

The punishment was the story I told myself so I didn't have to say I craved her hands more than her cruelty.

My cock throbbed empty. Denied. My ass clenched on the plug. My mouth still shaped like her cunt.

I pressed my cheek to the floor and breathed the stone dust. Weight on my face. Scent of nothing warm.

Hours might have passed. Could have been twenty minutes. Time had slipped when I was alone before, but never like this. Never with the threshold ten feet away and no one telling me to cross.

I crawled toward the worn strip of wood between dungeon and sanctuary. My knees scraped. The plug fucked me with every drag. I stopped at the line. Sanctuary side had the lamp glow now, low, inviting. The blanket would be on the bench there. I could see the folded corner.

I didn't cross. Crossing without her was another kind of theft. I'd take care I hadn't earned.

My forehead touched the threshold wood. Worn smooth by other knees. Other men. The grain smelled of oil from a hundred aftercare nights that weren't mine tonight.

"I need…" I whispered to the wood. No name. No price. The words died.

Behind me the dungeon stayed cold. Ahead the lamp waited.

My balls ached like a fist. Saliva dried tight on my jaw. The welts on my back opened and wept thin and sticky against the air, and the smell of my own skin, sweat and iron-sweet, rose up until it was the whole room, the whole night, the whole lie I'd been living sitting on my tongue next to her taste.

The latch clicked again.

I didn't lift my head. Couldn't.

Bootsteps on stone. One set. Hers.

She stopped at my hip. The cane tapped once beside my hand. Not a strike. A placement.

"Still on the wrong side," she said.

My whole body begged to curl into her boot. I stayed flat.

"Ruth sent the footage to the archive," she said. "Your mouth on me. Your voice. Tagged for review next week."

Humiliation spiked fresh. Strangers might watch. Men I'd met at her table. My face gone slack while I licked.

"Look at me."

I turned my head. My cheek dragged on stone.

Her eyes were calm. No pity. No warmth yet.

"You'll cross when you ask," she said. "Not before. You'll name what you need before the pain next time, or you'll sit here again."

My throat closed. Naming it out loud would crack the armor I'd worn since I was twenty and told myself needing anyone was weakness.

The cane tapped my fingers.

"Or you leave the contract," she said. "Door's unlocked upstairs."

I couldn't leave. I'd known that since month two. The arrangement wasn't the dungeon. It was her.

The ache in my chest grew teeth. Heavier than the plug. Heavier than the welts.

She waited.

My lips moved. No sound.

She turned toward the sanctuary. "Then you stay until you can speak."

Oil scent hit me when she crossed the threshold. She'd warmed her hands out of sight. The smell gutted me worse than the cane.

Fabric rustled. The blanket unfolding.

She didn't come back.

I lay with my fingertips on the worn wood and my balls screaming and the stone leaching the last heat from my skin, and the need sat on me with a physical weight, crushing, sour-sweet, her taste and my tears and Ruth's perfume mixing until I couldn't tell which hunger was which anymore, only that the room had me now, and my body would not stop shaking until someone held me, and the shaking itself had become the truest thing I'd ever done in her house.


Chapter 7: The Toll Changed

Itightened my grip on the steering wheel and there was the floor under my knees again, bare skin on cold slab where she had left me. The office parking garage smelled like exhaust and wet concrete. My badge worked. My inbox cleared. I ate lunch at my desk and tasted nothing.

Four days. Five. I stopped counting when the hollow stopped being new and became how I moved through mornings.

On the sixth night I stood outside her door with a list in my head. Thirty with the cane. Forty. Whatever she wanted if she would just put the blanket over my shoulders again and pour the warmed oil into her palms like she used to. I had rehearsed the offer in the shower, in the elevator, on the walk up. More pain for one hour of her hands. Fair trade. The only trade I understood.

The door opened before I knocked.

Mistress Irene stood in the lamplit half, black dress, hair pinned, no warmth in her face yet. "You came back with a number in your mouth."

"I'll take anything you give me." My voice came out steady. Executive steady. Wrong for this hallway. "Harder than last time. I'll count every stroke. Just… after. The way you used to."

She stepped aside. "Show me your hands."

That was the preparation. No cuff first. No kneel command. She led me across the worn threshold strip into the dungeon half where the air stayed cool on my arms. Stone underfoot. The same slab where I'd sat alone until my thighs cramped and my chest cracked open.

I held my palms up. She turned them over, traced the lines with one finger, slow, like she was reading a contract written in skin. "Clean nails. No tremor. You look functional."

"I am functional."

"That's the problem." She pulled a length of soft rope from the wall hook. "Strip. Fold your clothes on the bench. Then wrists together in front of you. I'm tying you for inspection, not for pain."

Shame hit before my belt was undone. Being looked at on purpose. No whip to hide behind.

I folded my shirt square because my hands needed a task. Naked, cock already stirring from her finger on my lifeline, from the rope smell, from knowing I was back in her room begging with math instead of truth.

She bound my wrists loose enough to flex, tight enough that the fibers bit when I tested. "On the bench. Back flat. Knees up. Feet wide on the stone."

The position spread me open under the single harsh bulb. She dragged a stool close and sat at my hip like a clinician who enjoyed the job too much.

"You're going to describe what you want," she said. "Not what you'll suffer for it. What you want. If you offer me a higher toll in strokes, I'll add strokes for lying."

My mouth went dry. "I want you to hold me."

"Where."

"…My chest. Your arms. Your weight on me so I stop floating."

"And what were you going to buy that with?"

"Forty. Maybe fifty."

She slapped my inner thigh, sharp, close to my balls. "Currency's void. You don't get to launder need through cruelty anymore. I left you on the floor and you finally stopped performing. Now you want to build the stage again."

"I don't…"

"You do." Her hand closed around my cock, not stroking, just holding, measuring heat and pulse. "This is already leaking for the inspection. You'd pay in blood to avoid saying it plain."

She released me and opened a drawer. Black nitrile gloves. The snap made my dick twitch.

"Hands are the toll now," she said. "You speak. You beg. You name the care before the hurt. Refuse, and I edge you until you sob and still don't get held."

She snapped the second glove on. Lube on her fingers, clear, thick. She didn't touch my cock. She spread my ass cheeks with one hand and pressed a lubed finger against my hole.

I clenched.

"Relax or I add a plug and leave it while I make coffee."

I forced breath out. The finger slid in to the first knuckle, burn and stretch that had nothing to do with earning anything. Just opening me because she decided.

"Good boy. Two knuckles." Another push. The stone leached heat from my shoulder blades. Her finger curled, found the spot that made my hips jerk.

"Offer me pain again," she murmured. "Go on. Give me a number."

"Fifty strokes," I gasped, old script automatic.

She stilled inside me. "Wrong answer."

She withdrew. Cold air on my wet hole. Then a metal plug, heavier than the last one, pressed to my rim.

"Take it."

I bore down. The widest part burned through, then seated deep, a constant stretch that made my cock drip on my stomach.

"That's for bargaining." She wiped her glove on a towel, stripped them off, tossed them in the bin. Bare hands now. Warm. She laid her palm flat on my chest, over my heart, no squeeze, no pull into her. Contact without gift.

My eyes stung. Don't you dare cry for a hand on your chest.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please hold me. Really hold me. Not as payment."

Her fingers spread, claiming more skin. "Better. Still not a beg."

The wand came out of the same drawer. Purple head, corded, loud when she clicked it on. She held it an inch from my balls while the plug shifted inside me when I breathed.

"You come when I say. You thank me out loud. You count. Beg, and I might let you stop at three instead of five."

She touched the wand to the underside of my shaft.

I bucked against the ropes. Pleasure slammed up my spine too fast, cruel, no build I could control.

"One," she said. "Don't you come."

I choked on a moan, teeth gritted, whole body vibrating. Cum gathered at the tip and didn't spill because she pulled the wand away just short.

"Whore reflex," she said. "You'd sell your tongue for a finish. Say what you are right now."

"A… a man who wants to be held."

"Try filthier or I press this to your asshole around the plug."

"Your slut." The words scraped my throat. "Your broken little toy that wants your arms more than the cane."

"Louder."

"Your slut who needs you to hold him before he breaks."

She set the wand on my cockhead and held it there. The vibration ate my thoughts. My ass clenched on the plug. Drool slid toward my ear.

"Two. Hold it."

I screamed into my teeth. Hips pumping air. Balls tight. Everything about to burst. Click. Off.

I sobbed once, ugly, hating her and needing her in the same breath.

"That's withdrawn mercy," she said. "You don't get eased down. You get used until the truth drips out."

She untied my wrists, flipped me onto my stomach on the bench, ass up, face turned on the wood. Rope to the bench legs, spreading my knees.

Ruth walked in without a knock.

My whole body locked. Ruth from the other nights, dark hair, calm eyes, a clipboard in one hand like this was a shift.

"Mistress Irene said I'd count," Ruth said. She pulled a stool to the foot of the bench where my plugged ass was on display. "I don't care about your name. I care about numbers."

Humiliation crawled up my face. A witness. Object talk. I was furniture with a hole and a cock.

Mistress Irene harnessed up. Black silicone, thick, gleaming. She worked lube down the length, eyes on the silicone, not on me.

"Ruth keeps tally. You keep begging. If you go silent, she adds one more orgasm to the stack."

"No…"

The plug came out with a wet pop. Three fingers replaced it, scissoring me open while Ruth wrote something down.

"Please," I said to the wood. "Please, Mistress, fuck me, I need…"

"You need what."

"Your hands after. Your chest against my back. Say my name when you hold me."

She slapped my ass, hard. "Then take this first."

The strap went in one long thrust, splitting me open around girth that seared white-hot. I yelled. Ruth said "penetration logged" like a lab tech.

Mistress Irene fucked me slow first, each drag of the silicone pulling my rim outward, each push punching air from my lungs. The bench creaked. Sweat pooled under my chest. Her hips smacked my ass, wet sounds, obscene, echoing off stone.

"Count your comes with Ruth. Beg between each."

Ruth leaned forward. "Start when she tells you."

Mistress Irene reached under me, wrapped her fist around my cock, rough, twisting on the upstroke while she pounded my ass faster.

"Come," she said.

I shattered. Cum shot across the bench leg, thick stripes, my ass clamping on her strap as she drove through it.

"One," Ruth said. "Thank her."

"Thank you, Mistress, thank you…"

"Again."

The wand again, under my balls this time, while she never stopped fucking my ass. Overstim, brutal, my spent cock trying to harden through pain.

"Two," Ruth counted when I spasmed, dry and wet together, more cum dribbling, legs shaking.

"Beg for the third."

"Please let me come, please, I'm your whore, your hole, I need your arms, Elliot needs…"

"Use the name I gave you in here."

"Your pet needs holding, please, Mistress, please stop the wand, please fuck me harder, please hold your pet after…"

She yanked out, flipped the strap to my mouth, shoved the wet silicone past my lips. Taste of lube and my own ass. Gag reflex, tears, drool on the bench.

"Suck it clean. Ruth, three when his throat works."

I choked and sucked, humiliation so sharp it pitched me over again, cock jumping, spurting nothing, whole body convulsing.

"Three," Ruth said.

Mistress Irene pulled free of my mouth. "One more. You offered me fifty strokes to buy a blanket. Say what that makes you."

"A liar." I could barely speak. "A coward who tried to buy love with blood."

"Say the toll."

"Words. Begging. Asking before pain."

She shoved two fingers back in my ass, hooked hard, fucked me on her hand while the wand pinned my cockhead. No mercy in the speed. My prostate lit up like a fuse.

"Four," Ruth said, bored voice, clipboard steady.

I howled. Ass gaped around her fingers when she pulled out, ache, emptiness, cum dripping down my thighs.

Mistress Irene wiped her hand, unbuckled the harness, came around the bench, and finally, finally, gathered my head against her stomach, fingers in my hair, warm through my sweat.

My chest broke. I clutched at her dress with bound hands.

"Not enough," she said. "You still haven't begged for release from the stack."

"I'm begging. Please. Please hold me longer. Please say my name."

"Elliot." Quiet. One syllable in the dungeon half.

I came again, fifth time, ruined, cock twitching in air, sobbed into her fabric while Ruth closed the clipboard.

"Five," Ruth said. "Session note: toll revised."

Mistress Irene let me breathe against her for ten heartbeats. Then she stepped back, cool again.

"Next time, you come to me on your own. No summons. You cross the threshold without me fetching you. You kneel in the sanctuary half first, not the stone. You ask for the blanket out loud before I touch a cane. If you bring me a number instead of a sentence, Ruth stays for the whole night and you sleep plugged on the bench."

She untied my ankles, threw a rough towel at my chest.

"Go home functional. Come back honest."

I wiped cum and sweat off my thighs, legs wobbling. Ruth held the door to the hall without looking at my face.

In the garage the next morning I would stare at my steering wheel and the rope fibers would still bite my wrists. Tonight I walked to my car with her taste still in my throat and the plug's ghost stretch in my ass, counting five in my head, the price changed now, and I would have to speak it the next time I crossed her threshold either way.


Chapter 8: Freely Given

My cum was still drying on my inner thigh when I came back. Three days since she’d named the toll and shut the door on my mouth. The stairwell smelled like my own sweat and the cheap soap I’d used twice in one shower, as if scrubbing could erase how I’d offered her a worse beating to buy her arms around me. It couldn’t. My balls ached from jerking off to the memory of her saying no.

The chamber door stood open a finger-width. Cold air leaked out and licked my shins. I pushed it wider and stopped on the stone half, one boot on the pale strip where a thousand crossings had scuffed the grout thin. Lamplight pooled on the other side. The folded blanket sat on the low bench where it always waited, cream wool gone dark at the corners from oil and skin. The copper bowl for warming stood empty, cold metal ringing when my knuckle tapped it by mistake.

No whip hung on the hook by the rack. No cane. The silence hit harder than any strike.

I should turn around. Go home. Pretend I was still the man who paid for tenderness with blood.

My cock stirred anyway, traitor, half hard before I’d taken the second step.

“You came back without a list of sins.” Her voice came from the sanctuary side, not loud, each word clear on the stone. She didn’t show herself yet. “Interesting.”

“I didn’t come for punishment.” My own words sounded thin, rehearsed in the mirror on the drive over. “I came to test something.”

“Say it plain.”

Heat crawled up my neck. “The oil. The blanket. No session first. I want to know if you’ll still give them when I haven’t earned them.”

A beat. Fabric shifted. Her bare feet appeared at the edge of the light, toes curling on the warm rug. “You think I’ve been selling you comfort like a merchant. You think the hurt was the price tag you wrote.”

“I wrote it.” My jaw locked. “Every time I asked for worse. You let me.”

“I let you perform.” She stepped into view, black dress clipped high on her thighs, hair pinned severe. No gloves tonight. Her hands hung loose at her sides, dangerous without leather. “You performed so you wouldn’t have to admit you wanted my hands for free. That admission is what you’re here to choke on.”

Defiance flared, stupid and hot. “Maybe I don’t want your charity. Maybe I’ll walk out and…”

She moved before I finished. Palm flat on my chest, shoved me back against the doorframe hard enough to knock wind out. Her knee drove between my legs and crushed my sack against my zipper. Pain bloomed white and my half erection went fully hard in the same breath, shame punching through my ribs.

“You don’t get to insult a gift you’ve been starving for.” Her face stayed calm inches from mine. “Kneel. On the stone. Where you chose to stand and bargain instead of receive.”

I tried to shove her off. She twisted my wrist behind me and bent it until my fingers went numb. My knees hit cold grit. The temperature shock made my teeth click. She held me there, breath steady, until my struggle turned into shaking.

“Good.” She released my wrist. “Crawl to the bowl. Bring it to the brazier yourself. If you want warmth without blood, you light it.”

Humiliation burned hotter than the cold floor against my skin. I crawled, palms scraping, ass high, cock dragging trapped in denim. The bowl chimed against the brazier lip when I set it down. She tossed me a match. My hands trembled so bad the first two broke. The third caught. Flame jumped. Oil would take time to heat. She made me wait on all fours facing the fire, stone biting my knees, while the room filled with the soft roar and the smell of paraffin.

“Strip,” she said behind me. “Fold your clothes on the strip. You cross naked or you don’t cross.”

I peeled shirt, jeans, boots, socks. My prick stood thick and leaking, untouched, obscene in the cold draft from the dungeon half. I folded fabric neat as a clerk because that was the last pride I had. Naked, I picked up the bowl when she nodded. The metal warmed through the handles, spreading into my palms.

“Cross.”

I stepped over the strip. Lamp heat kissed my chest and nipples tightened. The sanctuary smelled like heated oil and her skin underneath the faint iron note of the dungeon bleeding through the door.

She pointed at the bench. “Lie on your back. Spread.”

I lay on wool that had held other wrecked men. The blanket under my shoulder blades was soft, damp from humidity. She didn’t whip me. She didn’t cuff me. She poured oil into her palms and rubbed them together until the slick sound made my hole clench with no touch yet.

“Arms up,” she murmured. “Let me.”

Oil slid over my sternum, slow rivers down my ribs. Her thumbs circled my nipples and pressed hard enough to hurt. I arched off the bench and a groan tore out. My dick twitched and smeared precum on my belly.

“This was always here.” Her voice dropped, almost idle, while her hands worked my thighs apart. “You paid in bruises because admitting you wanted this for nothing made you a beggar in your own head.”

My throat closed. Grief lay heavy on my tongue next to relief, tangled so tight I couldn’t separate them.

“Don’t cry yet.” She coated my balls, rolling them careful in her oiled fist. “You haven’t served. You haven’t begged. You’ve only taken.”

“I’ll serve.” The words spilled fast, desperate. “Tell me how.”

She wiped her hands on a cloth, stood back. “On your knees at my feet. Mouth only. You worship until I believe you mean it.”

I slid off the bench to the rug. Her toes flexed when I kissed the arch of her left foot, salt and clean sweat taste. She lifted the other and set it on my shoulder, weighing me down. “Lick between. Slow. Count to ten in your head before you move up.”

I dragged my tongue along her skin, ten harsh beats, cock dripping on the rug. When I reached her ankle she stepped back. “Dress up. On your knees still.”

She unzipped and let the dress fall. No panties. Her cunt gleamed, lips swollen, a thread of wet catching the lamplight. The smell hit me, musk and heat, and my mouth watered like a dog.

“Hands behind your back. Lock your fingers.”

I laced them tight. She gripped my hair and pulled my face to her slit. “Open. Taste what you could have had any night you stopped performing.”

I lapped her clit, flat tongue, the wet sound loud in the quiet room. She rocked into my mouth, using my face, not guiding gentle. “More pressure. Lower. Don’t you dare use your hands.”

I sucked her lips, tongue fucking into her hole, drool running down my chin. She tasted sharp and sweet. My prick leaked steady onto the rug. She held me there when I tried to pull back for air. I gagged, spit bubbling, and she only ground harder.

“Good little worshipper.” Her other hand pinched my ear. “You’re going to stay down there while I decide if you’ve unlearned the bargain.”

She reached to the side table. Plastic clicked. A slim vibe buzzed to life, low pitch drilling into my skull. She pressed it to my perineum, dragging it back to my ring. I jerked and moaned into her cunt.

“Stay still.” She nudged my entrance with the tip, not entering, just teasing the clench. “You want it inside? Ask like the hole you are.”

I pulled off her slit gasping. “Please. Put it in my ass. I’ll lick you. I’ll…”

“Back down.” She shoved my face into her again. “Ask with your tongue, not your pride.”

Muffled, I licked and whined. The vibe breached me on one slow push, my ring burning open. She worked it deep and left it pulsing while she rode my mouth. Her thighs trembled once. She came with a sharp exhale, cunt clenching, wet flooding my tongue. I swallowed what I could. The rest slicked my beard.

She stepped away, leaving the vibe buried and buzzing in me. “Turn around. Ass to me. Forehead on the rug.”

I obeyed, face burning, ass high. Cold air from the dungeon side washed over my oiled back. She eased the vibe out. The empty clench made me whine.

“Plug next.” Thicker silicone, weighted base. She spat on it, pressed, and worked me open with two fingers first, stretch sharp, burn good. The plug seated with an obscene pop. She twisted it and my vision dotted.

“Reach back. Spread yourself. Show me.”

I grabbed my cheeks and pulled them apart, plug base visible, my hole stretched around it. “Like this?”

“Say what you are.”

“A service slut.” My voice cracked. “Your mouth toy. A hole that worships.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your filthy worship slut.” Tears wet the rug. “I came for oil without earning it. I’m begging you to keep using me.”

She laughed once, quiet. “You’re learning. Roll over. Cock up.”

I lay on my back again, plug shifting inside me when my thighs moved. She strapped on harness over her hips, black rubber cock thick and curved, already glistening. My stomach flipped. I’d taken it before, paid for it with strokes. This time there was no ledger.

“Not yet.” She set the base of the strap against my leaking tip and rubbed slow, smearing precum on rubber. “You don’t get fucked until you convince me.”

“I need it.” I hated how true it was. “Please, Mistress Irene, fuck my ass. I’ll thank you. I’ll…”

“Beg filthier.”

“Split me open.” I sobbed once, swallowed it. “Pound my ass like the whore I pretended I wasn’t. I want your cock in me without buying it first. Please. Please let me cum when you’re done ruining me.”

She leaned down, strap dragging down my belly. “One orgasm. Mine to grant. You’ll count your thanks out loud when I allow it.”

Lube cold on my ring. She pressed the head and my body resisted, then gave. Inch by inch she filled me, stretch blazing, plug removed with a wet sound and replaced by something bigger. When she bottomed out I screamed into the wool.

“Quiet.” She drew back and slammed forward. The slap of her hips on my oiled thighs echoed off stone. Each thrust drove the air out, rubbed my prostate raw. My dick slapped my stomach untouched, dripping.

“Thank you,” I gasped on her outstroke. “Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for…”

“Again.”

“Thank you for using my ass without the whip first.”

She angled deeper, brutal, one hand pinning my throat light. “You don’t cum until you ask permission like you mean it. Full sentence. Name what you need.”

I was close, balls tight, vision narrowing. “Please let me cum. I need to shoot on my stomach while you rail me. I need it so bad I’ll say anything. I’m your broken toy. Please, Mistress Irene, let your worship slut cum.”

“Hold.” She stopped buried, grinding, letting the burn build. Seconds stretched. My whole body shook. “Now.”

She fucked hard through it. I came in ropes, hot splatter on my chest and chin, ass clamping on her rubber cock, noise ugly and loud, squelch and slap and my own animal grunts. She didn’t stop until my spasms faded and I went limp, oversensitive, whimpering.

She pulled out slow. Gape ached open, air cold on slick skin. She draped the warmed blanket over me, tucked edges at my hips, oil and cum and sweat sealed under wool. Her palm rested on my hair, weight only, no stroke.

“You didn’t earn this with pain tonight.” Her voice came from above. “You asked. I gave. Remember how your body feels right now when your pride tries to rewrite the story.”

I couldn’t speak. My chest heaved under the blanket. Warmth seeped in from the wool and her hand stayed, not petting, just there.

“There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

Footsteps on stone, not hers. A second set, heels deliberate, crossing from the dungeon side. I turned my head. Ruth stood in the doorway, coat still on, eyes on my spent cock and the blanket and Irene’s harness still clipped at her hips. She held a leather folder against her chest.

“Irene.” Ruth’s tone flat, professional. “The revised terms are ready for his signature. Both copies.”

Irene didn’t cover herself. “He’ll sign when he can stand. He’s not bargaining anymore.”

Ruth’s gaze locked on mine. No pity. Assessment. “Then he should read clause twelve before he touches a pen. It’s the one about asking out loud.”

My stomach dropped under the blanket, fresh dread threading through the afterglow. Ruth stepped into the lamplight and set the folder on the bench beside my hip, cold leather against my overheated skin.


Chapter 9: Setting Down The Cane

The cane settled into my palms the way a verdict does, heavy, finished, not asking. Mistress Irene stepped back one pace. Her boots stayed on the cold stone. Mine were already bare from the last round of kneeling, and the floor bit the balls of my feet while my fingers closed around the lacquered shaft until my knuckles went white.

"You may have the session first," she said. "The alibi. The whip. Me on the other end of this if you need the story. Or you put it down and cross. Your decision."

The dungeon half smelled of leather oil and the salt crust on my skin from earlier. The sanctuary half carried warmed linen and the faint sweet of the oil she rubbed into my shoulders last time without making me bleed for it. That scent filled my nose and made my dick twitch against the cage she had locked back on me at the start of the night, useless and full.

I gripped harder. Pride lived in the wood. Every stroke I had ever taken had a name, carved into this handle in my head. Elliot the stoic. Elliot who only breaks for pain. Elliot who deserves a hand only after he pays.

She clicked her tongue. "Still shopping for excuses."

She moved behind me. Rope bit my wrists and pulled them up so the cane stayed in my fists but my arms shook. A spreader bar locked my ankles wide. Cold metal nudged my asshole, already slick from the plug she had left in me twenty minutes ago while I waited on the stone.

"Hold it," she said. "Every inch I take, you keep holding."

The plug came out with a wet pop. My rim clenched on nothing and leaked around the steel ring of the cage. She replaced it with a thicker one, black silicone, and twisted it slow while I counted breath I did not have.

"Say what you are."

"A hole," I said. The word tasted like copper.

"Louder."

"Your hole. A greedy little ass slut who needs stuffing."

She laughed once, low. "Good. Now keep the cane. Drop it and I stop."

She harnessed up. The strap cock was matte black, thick enough that my jaw ached just looking at it. She spat on my hole and pressed the head in. Burn spread sharp. I hissed and my fingers cramped on the cane.

"Take it. Don't you dare let go of your precious alibi."

She drove in halfway. The stretch burned up my spine. My prostate jumped and precum dribbled from the cage, a thin hot string down my thigh. She pulled back and slammed home. The slap of her hips on my ass echoed off the walls. Squelch. Wet. Obscene.

"Count."

"One."

Another thrust. Deeper. My guts rearranged around rubber cock.

"Two."

She set a brutal pace. No mercy rhythm. Each plunge punched air out of me. The cane shook in my grip. Pride and pain fought in my forearms. If I dropped it, I admitted the whole lie. If I kept it, I got to go on pretending this was what I came for.

"Three. Four. Five."

She reached around and buzzed a wand against the cage. The vibration hit my balls through metal. My knees buckled. She caught my hips and fucked harder.

"Beg for the crest. Beg like the whore you are."

"Please. Please let me cum. Mistress, I need it, I'm your filthy bitch, please."

"Not yet."

She yanked the wand away the second my thighs started to shake. I sobbed. Cum leaked in wasted pulses against the cage, nowhere to go, dripping down in milky strings while she watched in the mirror she had angled in front of me.

"Ruined. Say thank you."

"Thank you, Mistress."

She pegged me through the aftershocks. My ass gaped and clutched around the strap. Sweat ran into my mouth. Salt. Her fingers in my hair, yanking my head back.

"You want tenderness? Earn it the old way. Hold the cane and take your toll."

Ruth came in without knocking. Clinical. Calm. She carried a small case. My face burned. Another witness while I got railed ass-up, the shaft prisoner in my fists.

"Mistress Irene said you might need marking," Ruth said.

"Stay," Irene ordered me before I could twist away. "Eyes on the mirror. Watch your hole get used while she preps."

Ruth opened the case. Ink and a fine needle gleamed under the dungeon lights. Permanent. My stomach dropped.

"Not while I…"

Irene stuffed three fingers into my mouth. Gag. Spit ran down my chin.

"While you exactly. Hold still or she slips."

She fucked me slow and deep, each roll of her hips grinding the strap against my insides. Ruth swabbed the back of my shoulder, the spot she tapped twice to mark it. The needle bit. Fire on skin while fire in my ass. I screamed around Irene's fingers.

"Breathe," Ruth murmured. "Almost."

The wand returned, pressed to my taint. Buzz. My whole pelvis lit up. I climbed fast, stupid fast, ass clenching, the shaft slippery in my sweat.

"Mine," Irene said at my ear. "Say it."

"Yours. I'm yours."

"Again."

"Yours, Mistress. Your property. Your hole."

She pulled the wand off at the peak. I bucked and cried out. Cum spurted ruined again, thin and humiliating, splattering the stone while my ass spasmed on her cock. She held me impaled and let me shake.

Ruth lifted the needle. A fresh mark sat on my skin, Irene's initials curled small into flesh that had never carried a mark. Welts faded. This would not. Ruth wiped blood and ink and kissed my temple like a nurse finishing a chore.

"Done," Ruth said. "He shakes nice."

She left. The door shut. Irene stayed inside me.

"Still holding the cane?"

I looked down. My hands had not opened. Wood pressed into my lifeline. The whole stupid story of me lived in that grip.

She slid out. My asshole stayed open a second, wet and aching, then tried to close and failed. She unhooked the bar, untied my wrists. Blood rushed back into my fingers.

"Choice again," she said. "Session first. Alibi. Pain before care. Or set it down and ask me for what you actually want. Out loud. By name."

I stood on unsteady legs. The threshold strip between stone and sanctuary was worn pale from other feet. Mine had crossed it only after welts, after counting, after inventing worse punishments so I could pretend I had bought the blanket fair.

The cane weighed what I had used it to hide. Thirty years of not asking. Mouth glued shut every time kindness showed up without a receipt.

I could lift it and call the session. She would oblige. She always had. The alibi would sit familiar in my chest, cold and clean.

I set the cane on the hook by the rack. Deliberate. Wood on iron. Click.

One step. Toes on the worn strip. Another step. Lamplit side. Warm air on my face.

My throat closed. The words had never lived out here. Only in my head, only after pain, only when I could pretend I had no choice.

"Irene."

She went still.

"Hold me. Before any pain. Hold me by name. Please."

Silence long enough that my pulse thudded in the cage.

She crossed to me. No crop. No command voice. Her arms opened and I walked into them like a man dying of thirst who had been drinking salt water on purpose for years.

Oil on her hands. The blanket from the sanctuary bench around both of us. Her heartbeat against my marked shoulder. She did not ask me to thank her for the strokes I had not taken.

My dick throbbed useless in the cage and I did not care. The ache in my ass was a leftover echo. The taste in my mouth was still her fingers and my spit.

She held me until my breathing matched hers.

Then she stepped back half an inch. Not far. Her eyes on mine.

"Next time you come on your own," she said. "You cross first. You ask first. Then you tell me what hurt you still want for fun. Not for currency."

My lips moved. No sound yet.

She tapped the cage once. "And we unlock this when you stop using pain to avoid saying what you need."

The cane hung on the hook behind me in the dungeon half. I did not turn to look.

I had set it down. I had named her. I had asked without a toll attached.

The arrangement was not remade yet. That was the next visit, the next threshold crossing on my own feet. What lived in my chest now was the gap where the alibi used to sit, empty and terrifying and the first honest room I had stood in since I walked into her chamber.

I would come back. I would cross first. I would say hold me before I chose a single stripe.

The words were still clumsy on my tongue, but they were mine to bring.


Chapter 10: Pain As Appetite

Her boots were already on the sanctuary boards when my knee hit the warm side of the threshold.

Mistress Irene stood in the lamplight with her arms folded, Ruth half a step behind her with a folded blanket on her hip like she had been waiting for a confession. I had come up the stairs alone. No message. No excuse about work or rain. My key turned in her lock and my mouth opened before either of them spoke.

"Hold me, Irene. Please. Before anything else."

The words hung there naked. No whip to hide behind. No debt I could claim she was collecting. Ruth's eyes flicked to Mistress Irene and back to me, and I hated that she was seeing this and could not stop needing it anyway.

Mistress Irene did not move for a long breath. Then she said, "You crossed without being told."

"I know."

"That will cost you later."

My dick twitched against the cage inside my trousers, straining steel from nothing more than saying please out loud in front of both of them. The man I used to be would have walked out rather than be caught begging. I stayed on one knee on the good wood, palms up, empty.

She crossed to me. Her hand cupped the back of my neck, firm, familiar weight. Oil-scented fingers. The first touch landed and my chest cracked open; I made a sound I did not recognize, too raw for the sanctuary.

"Get up," she said. "Strip. Ruth, the blanket."

Ruth spread the dark wool on the low bench by the lamp. She pulled my shirt over my head and shoved my trousers down. The cage sat locked between my legs, the steel she had sent me home in. Mistress Irene drew the key out on its red ribbon.

"You asked before anything else," she said, and turned the lock. "That was the term."

The steel came away and my cock bobbed free, filling fast, slick at the tip already. Ruth did not laugh. She pressed me backward until the blanket caught my bare skin and the weave scratched my shoulder blades in the best way.

Ruth poured warmed oil into Mistress Irene's palms. The heat hit my ribs first, then my stomach, slow stripes that made my hips jerk. She straddled my thighs and worked the oil into my chest with both hands, thumbs dragging over my nipples until they peaked and ached.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said.

I nodded against her wrist. Words were slippery. She held my face and made me look at her.

"Say it."

"Thank you."

"For what."

"For holding me first."

Ruth's breath hitched. Mistress Irene's mouth curved, small and sharp. She kissed my forehead, my mouth, my throat, and each kiss was heavier than the last, ownership without a single strike. My balls drew up tight. I gripped the blanket until my knuckles blanched.

When my hips started chasing her weight, she slid off me and pointed at the floor between her boots.

"Choose," she said. "You already asked for care. Now say what hurt you still want. Not to earn this. Because you crave it."

My tongue was thick. The dungeon half sat cold behind the strip of wood I'd worn smooth with my knees over months. The cane hung on its hook in the shadow. My pride had lived in that wood. I left it on the sanctuary side.

"Six with the cane," I said. "On my ass. Hard. Then I want your strap in me until I can't think."

Mistress Irene's gaze held mine. "Why."

"Because I want to feel it tomorrow when I sit. Because pain tastes good now. Not because I have to pay you to touch me."

Ruth exhaled like she had been holding air since I walked in.

Mistress Irene nodded once. "Ruth, cuffs. Elliot, hands behind you."

Cold metal kissed my wrists. She marched me across the boards to the stone, barefoot, cock leaking down my thigh. The temperature drop slapped my skin. She bent me over the punishment bench, cheek to leather, ass presented, and buckled the cuff chain to the ring so I could not straighten.

The cane whispered through air. Six lines of fire painted my cheeks, each crack louder, followed by a bloom that made me howl into the leather. No count from her. No bargain. She gave me exactly what I asked for and my body sang with it, pain and want braided so tight I could not tell which was which and did not care.

By the sixth I was sobbing and hard, spit on the bench under my mouth.

"Good," Mistress Irene said behind me. "Now you get fucked like the greedy little hole you are."

She worked a lubed plug into my ass first, thick silicone, twisting until my rim burned and yielded. The stretch stung sweet. Ruth set the wand on the shelf buzzing low and Mistress Irene pressed it to my balls while she fucked the plug in and out, obscene wet sounds echoing off stone.

"Tell me what you are," she said.

"A slut who likes the cane and your toys."

"Louder."

"I'm your anal slut. I want your cock in me."

"I don't have a cock."

"Your strap. Please. Mistress. Fuck my ass."

She ripped the plug free. My hole gaped and clenched on nothing, aching. She harnessed up, black rubber thick as my wrist, and lined up without mercy. One shove buried it to the hilt. I screamed. The leather bench creaked. She gripped my hips and plowed me, long strokes that punched the air out of me, balls slapping mine, the wand still buzzing against my sack.

Ruth knelt where I could see her and watched my face with clinical hunger. "He's dripping on the stone."

"Clean it with your tongue when I tell you," Mistress Irene said, and drove harder.

Every thrust punched a grunt out of me. My prostate lit up white behind my eyes. She angled down and nailed it until my legs shook and my cock spat strings of precum that pooled under my belly.

"Don't you come," she ordered. "Not until I say."

I bit leather and choked on pleas. The denial sat cruel on top of the pounding. She reached under and closed her fist around my shaft, stroking in time with the strap-on, vicious, too much.

"Please."

"You will thank me when it is done."

She yanked the wand up to press it against my piss slit and kept fucking my ass. The vibration and the stretch and the fist broke me in layers. Orgasm one ripped through me without permission, cum jetting onto the bench in thick ropes while she laughed low in her throat and did not stop thrusting.

"That's one," Ruth murmured, more to herself than to me.

Mistress Irene slapped my sore ass and speared me deeper. "Again."

My brain fuzzed. The second crest hit while I was still spasming, oversensitive, cock jerking in empty air, ass clenching on rubber until my thighs trembled. I lost the number. Past two. Past whatever my body tried to name next.

She pulled out, spun me by the chain, and shoved me to my knees. The strap glistened with lube and my own mess. She fed it into my mouth and fucked my throat while Ruth held the wand on my taint from behind.

"Choke on it. Taste your ass like a good whore."

I gagged, drool running down my chin, eyes watering. The rubber stretched my jaw. She pulled back and slapped my cheek with the wet shaft.

"Back on the bench. Face up."

They flipped me, re-cuffed, legs spread and hooked over the bench edges. Mistress Irene knelt between my thighs and sank the strap into my ass again, slower now, grinding deep rolls that made my hole squelch obscenely. Ruth straddled my chest, bare under her skirt, and ground her pussy on my mouth.

"Lick. Don't stop licking while she ruins you."

I lapped her clit, salt and slick on my tongue, while she pistoned upward into my ass and cranked the wand full against my dick. The room smelled like sex, oil, and the sharp ghost of cane stripes on my skin.

Orgasms stacked. My hips bucked off the bench. Cum splashed my own stomach, then again, weaker spurts while Ruth rode my face and smeared her wet down my chin. Mistress Irene's thrusts never gentled. My ass was open, used, a raw tunnel that still wanted more.

"Thank me," she snapped.

"Thank you. Thank you, Mistress."

"For what."

"For fucking me stupid. For letting me ask first."

She leaned down, strap still buried, and bit my nipple hard enough to yelp. Another crest rolled through me, dry and brutal, muscles locking, vision pinching.

Ruth slid off my face gasping. Mistress Irene withdrew, unbuckled the harness, and replaced the strap with three fingers, then four, stretching me wide while the wand buzzed on my clenched, empty balls.

"Take it," she said. "You wanted appetite. Eat it."

I sobbed yes into the air. Her hand worked in past the knuckles, a fist-shaped weight filling my ass, twisting, pressing my prostate until I came again in a thin dribble that streaked her wrist. The squelch was loud enough to shame me and I came harder for the shame.

She eased out. My hole fluttered, gaping, cooling air on slick rim. Ruth wiped my face with the blanket edge, tender after the filth, and the contrast made my throat close.

Mistress Irene uncuffed me and pulled me upright into her arms on the sanctuary side again. Oil and sweat and cum stuck us together. She wrapped the blanket around both our shoulders and sat with my head on her chest, heart steady under my ear.

"No alibi," she said quietly.

"No alibi."

"Next time you walk in, you ask the same way. Care first. Pain if you want it."

"I will."

Ruth brought the folder before anything else. Both copies, open to clause twelve, the one about asking out loud. I had just lived it on the threshold. I signed both without bargaining, and Mistress Irene's hand stayed warm on my neck while the ink dried.

Ruth cleared the bench, collected the wand, hung the cane back on its hook in the dungeon shadow without comment. Mistress Irene's fingers traced the welts on my ass through the wool, pressure that made me hiss and lean into her palm.

"You chose six," she said. "Next week you might choose none. Or ten. I don't care, as long as you name it honest."

I kissed the hollow of her throat, tasting salt. Grateful and wrecked and kept.

When Ruth left us with the lamp turned low, Mistress Irene guided me to the threshold strip between stone and wood. She placed my hand on the cane where it hung within reach, then moved my fingers away and laced them through hers instead.

The worn wood under my bare feet held both our weight. The blanket smell clung to my skin. My ass throbbed with tomorrow's reminder, and her arm around my waist was the thing I had starved for through every stroke I had ever invented to deserve it.

On the hook, the cane caught lamplight along its length, idle, no longer currency, only something I might crave again when I was ready to say so out loud.


THE END
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