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Before You Begin

Thank you for picking up one of my stories. You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender, and I am thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I have put together something special for you: a free bonus book. If you would like it, you can download it here: pollybane.com/free-book

It is my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Content Nature

Themes of Daddy Dom / Little Girl (DDLG) age play, little space, and caregiver power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All little-space and age-regression elements represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and do not depict, suggest, or endorse any sexual interest in actual minors.

Image Disclaimer

All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.

Copyright

Copyright 2026 Polly Bane. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.


Chapter 1: The Brass Dish

Ihad Maren on speaker and I talked over her.

“Move the walkthrough to Thursday. The painter can wait.”

The engine idled in Sawyer’s driveway. My sixth coffee steamed in the cup holder and my fingers jumped on the wheel.

“Owen gets the deposit when I send it. Tell him that.”

Maren started on the lockbox. I cut across her again.

“And tell Priya I am not on the floor. She can cover her own shifts.”

I looked up.

Sawyer stood in the open doorway in a dark shirt, one hand on the frame. He had the look of a man who had been there the whole time and did not mind.

I killed the call. The quiet hit my ears hard.

I shut the engine off. The shake in my hands stayed.

I told myself I was here for a spare room. Thirty days between an old apartment I had emptied but not yet handed the keys back on and a new one that would not open yet. The sublet had fallen through at noon. Hotels for thirty days would gut the money I had left for the move. Sawyer had said he had a room. I had said I would think about it. Then I drove here with my bag still on the back seat.

I got out. The air off the porch was cool on my hot face.

“You’re late,” Sawyer said.

“I had people.”

“You had a phone.”

He did not step aside until I stopped on the mat.

“Twenty-six years old and you still run other people’s days from a car,” he said. “Come in.”

I went in. Inside ran colder than the porch. My nipples pulled tight under my shirt and I hated that the fabric showed it.

A brass dish sat on the table by the door. Empty.

“Bag down,” he said.

I set it on the floor.

“Key.”

I dug my apartment key out of my jeans. I held it out.

He did not take it.

“In the dish. You put it there.”

My mouth dried out. “It’s my key.”

“For thirty days it lives here. On the thirtieth morning it goes back in your hand and you leave. Until then you do not touch that dish.”

I could have closed my fist. I could have walked.

I set the key in the metal. The clink was small and mean.

“Good,” Sawyer said. “Now we talk terms. You will not give me terms. I already have them.”

“I can pay.”

“I don’t take rent from you.”

“Then what do you take?”

He pointed at the chair by the wall.

“Sit.”

I moved toward it.

“Stop.”

I stopped with my hand on the back of the chair.

“You ask first. Every time. Sitting. Coming. You do not give yourself permission in this house.”

Heat crawled into my face. Lower, too. My cunt squeezed around nothing and I almost laughed at how fast it happened.

I should have told him to fuck off.

“May I sit?”

“No.”

The word landed in my stomach.

“You stand until I say. Hands at your sides.”

I dropped my hands. My jeans pulled tight at the seam.

“I’m thirty-eight, Nora. I don’t do roommates. I keep a house. You live in it my way, or you pick that key back up and you drive.”

I stayed.

“Say why you’re still here.”

“I need a place.”

“And.”

The truth lay ugly on my tongue. “And I am tired of being the one who decides.”

“Louder.”

“I am tired of deciding.”

“You will do exactly as I say.”

My mouth opened. Nothing useful came out.

“Say yes.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, what.”

I stared at his throat. The word sat there like a dare.

“Yes, Daddy.”

It came out rough. Cheap. My face burned and my pussy slicked in the same second, which was worse.

“Shirt off.”

I pulled it over my head. The cold air found my tits at once.

“Bra.”

I unhooked it. My nipples were already hard, ugly and obvious.

Sawyer opened a drawer in the hall table and took out a pair of rubber-tipped clamps on a short chain. He stepped in close. The first clamp bit down on my left nipple and a thin sound left me. The second one closed on the right. The chain hung between them, a small cold weight.

“Jeans. Panties. Off.”

I shoved them down. My cunt was slick enough that the cotton clung when I peeled it away.

He looked at the shine on my thighs.

“That started in the car,” he said. “Before I touched you.”

“Don’t.”

“Don’t what. Don’t name it? You’re dripping on my floor and you still want to run the story.”

I shut my mouth.

“Turn around. Hands on the table. Ass out.”

I did it. The chain swung and tugged. The wood was cold under my palms.

A cap clicked. Lube. Thick and chilly, smeared down the crack of my ass. His thumb pressed my hole and I clenched.

“Open.”

“I don’t…”

His other hand landed on the back of my neck and kept me there.

“You asked for a room. This is the house that comes with it. Push out.”

I pushed. His thumb sank in to the knuckle. The burn was sharp and dirty. My clit throbbed like it had been included on purpose.

He worked the thumb in a circle. Then it pulled free and one slick finger took its place, going deeper.

“Tight little asshole,” he said. “You keep it clenched like you still own it.”

A second finger stretched me. I made a noise I did not plan. The table edge dug into my hips.

“Listen to that. Wet already. Your cunt is leaking down onto my hand.”

He was right. A soft filthy slick every time he shifted.

He scissored those two fingers in my ass until my knees dipped. Then he reached past me, opened another drawer, and set a steel plug on the table by my wrist. It was heavier than it looked. The neck was narrow. The flare was not.

He pulled his fingers out. I stayed open for a second, stupid and empty, and the shame of it trying to close was worse than the burn.

He lined the plug up and pushed.

“Take it.”

The widest part forced me. I went up on my toes. Then it seated, a hard blunt weight inside me, and I stood there panting with metal in my ass in a stranger’s hall.

He was not a stranger. That was the problem.

Sawyer picked up a wand from the same drawer. The head was big and round. He clicked it on. The buzz filled the quiet house, cheap and loud.

He set it against my clit.

I jerked. The clamps tugged. The plug shifted. My whole cunt lit up, greedy, already climbing.

“I didn’t say you could come.”

“Then take it off.”

“No.”

He pressed harder. The wand droned against my clit and the plug made every pulse land in my ass. I tried to twist away. His forearm barred my hips to the table.

“You don’t authorize this one,” he said. “I do.”

It ripped through me anyway. My pussy clenched and spilled. My ass locked on the steel. I came with my mouth open on a sound that was almost a sob, thighs shaking, wet running down onto the wood.

He kept the wand there through it.

“That’s one. You don’t get to pick the first. Count it.”

“One,” I gasped.

“One what.”

“One orgasm. Thank you.”

The words tasted like spit. My clit jumped under the head, too raw, and he still did not move it.

“Again.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. Ask.”

I hated him. I wanted the buzz back while it was on me.

“Please. May I come again.”

“Who are you asking.”

My voice broke. “Daddy. Please may I come again.”

“Not yet.”

He took the wand off. The silence after the motor was worse. My hole fluttered around the plug. The clamps beat in time with my pulse.

He twisted the base of the plug and drew it out. My ass tried to follow it. I whined.

More lube. Cold. Then three fingers, shoved in together, thicker than the plug. The stretch burned up my spine.

“Fuck. That’s, that’s too much.”

“It’s what you take. Say what I have in you.”

“Your fingers. In my ass.”

“How many.”

“Three. God. Three fingers in my asshole.”

He pumped them. The wet sound was obscene, a slick drag and a squelch when he pushed back in. My cunt dripped onto his wrist.

A fourth finger wedged in. I cried out. The burn whited everything out.

“Breathe. Push out. Don’t you dare lock up.”

I pushed. His hand packed into me, knuckles and all, a slow brutal widen that took my breath. Then the widest part of his fist popped past the ring and I was full in a way that ended thought.

Fist. In my ass. In his hallway. On day one.

“Look at you. Fist-fucked at the door like a cheap hole. Say it.”

“I’m a hole.” My voice was thin. “I’m a fist-fucked hole. Please.”

He started to move. Short strokes. My ass clung and dragged around his wrist. The wand came back to my clit, lower this time, and the two things together wrecked me.

“Come.”

I did. Harder. Ugly. My pussy spasmed and squirted a thin splash onto the floor. My ass clamped his fist so tight he grunted. I counted because he had already taught me to.

“Two. That’s two. Fuck. Two.”

“One more.”

“I can’t, I can’t, it’s too…”

He fucked his fist deeper and ground the wand into my swollen clit. The third one tore out of me while I was still shaking from the second. I sobbed against the table. Drool hit the wood. The chain between my tits jerked.

“Three,” I said, wrecked. “Three. Thank you. Daddy, please, take it out, I can’t…”

He did not take it out.

He worked me on that fist until my legs quit. Then he eased his hand free. The gape stayed. Cool air moved over the ring of my asshole and I hated how empty I was.

A zipper. Behind me.

His cock slapped against my used hole, hot and heavy. He dragged the head through the mess of lube and my own slick.

“Beg for it.”

“Fuck my ass. Please fuck my ass. I need your cock in my hole.”

He pushed in on one long stroke. Thicker than the fist in a different way, living, ridged, claiming the space he had already forced open. His hips met my ass with a wet slap.

“Take it. Slut. This is what you drove here for.”

He pounded. The table jumped. The clamps bounced and bit. Each thrust shoved a broken sound out of me. The wet of me was loud, cunt and ass both, a filthy rhythm under his breathing.

“What are you.”

“A whore. Your whore. Your little toy. Don’t stop.”

“Louder.”

“I’m Daddy’s hole. Use my ass. Please, please, I need to come, I need…”

“Ask.”

“May I come on your cock. Please. Fourth. I’ll count. I’ll take it.”

“Come.”

I broke. My pussy seized and my ass milked him in hard pulls. I came with my cheek mashed to the table, counting through my teeth.

“Four. That’s four. Oh fuck, four.”

He did not slow down. He hooked an arm under my hips, pinned the wand back to my clit, and kept railing my ass through the aftershocks.

“One more. You come until I say you’re done.”

“It’s too much. I can’t, I can’t, my clit, it’s, ah…”

The fifth one was mean. It had no climb. It was all raw nerve. I screamed into my arm and my cunt gushed again, thinner, helpless. My ass fluttered around his cock in little ruined twitches.

“Five,” I whispered. “Five. Thank you.”

Sawyer drove in deep and held. Heat flooded me, pulse after pulse, his cum pumping into my open ass. He stayed there until it leaked around his shaft and ran down my thighs.

He pulled out. I stayed bent, dripping, hole slow to close.

He unclipped the clamps. My nipples flooded hot and I hissed. He wiped his cock on the inside of my thigh like I was a rag.

“Stand up.”

My knees argued. I stood. Cum slid out of me and hit the floor between my feet.

Sawyer picked the plug up, slicked it, and pushed it back into the mess. His cum stayed trapped behind the steel. I clenched around it because there was nothing else to do.

“That stays in. You do not take it out. You do not touch your cunt. You do not touch that dish.”

I nodded.

“Words.”

“Yes, Daddy. The plug stays. I don’t touch myself. I don’t touch the dish.”

He pointed down the hall.

“Second door on the left is your room. You sleep on your belly. If you wake up wet, you wait.”

I bent for my jeans. He stopped me with two fingers under my chin.

“You don’t get those back tonight. You walk to that room as you are.”

Naked. Plugged. His cum leaking around metal. The hall was cold on my wet skin.

“In the morning you will be in the kitchen at seven,” he said. “You will kneel. You will ask if you may eat. If you are late, I take the plug out and start this over with my hand.”

I swallowed. My mouth was sour.

“Seven,” I said. “I kneel. I ask.”

“Go.”

I walked. Each step seated the plug deeper and pushed a little more of him down my thigh. Behind me the brass dish held my key in the quiet, and the house had already taken the rest.


Chapter 2: A Floor Under Her

The card lay face-up on the rug. I knelt over it, phone bright in my lap, every alarm I owned lined up like soldiers I thought I commanded.

6:40 had put my name in pencil on the pillow. One line under it. Study at seven. Kneel. Wait. No second page. No threat. No soft note about what would happen if I decided the whole house ran on suggestion.

I had tried to fix that. I dragged my day into neat blocks on the screen. Breakfast. Shower. Work call at nine. A grocery run I invented because inventing tasks passed for control. My thumbs moved too fast. Coffee cooled untouched on the nightstand, bitter steam already going stale in the air.

The brass dish by the front door held my apartment key. Day three. Twenty-seven left before that metal was supposed to land back in my palm and let me walk out of this trial like a person who set her own hours.

I deleted nothing yet. I only rearranged. That was the lie I told myself while my pussy throbbed against the cotton of my underwear from nothing but a scrap of paper and the fact that he had written my name without asking.

A board creaked in the hall.

I shoved the phone under the bed like a kid hiding junk food. My cheeks burned. My body had already gone soft and stupid for a man who had not even walked into the room.

He stood in the doorway in a dark shirt, sleeves rolled, the quiet of someone who never rushed because the house already moved on his time.

“You’re late,” he said.

My mouth dried. “It’s six fifty.”

“The card said seven. You spent ten minutes trying to outplan it.” His gaze dropped to the rug, to the card, to my bare knees. “Stand up. Bring that. Leave the phone.”

I rose. The card stuck to my damp fingers. Pencil smelled sharp under the paper’s old dust. I hated how my nipples peaked against my thin sleep shirt for a schedule.

He turned without checking if I followed. I followed.

The study smelled like leather and cold lamp oil and dust. The green glass lamp on the desk sat dark. That lamp meant something. I did not know what yet, and the blankness of it turned my stomach.

“Kneel,” he said, and pointed to a square of polished wood in front of his chair.

I sank down. The card shook in my grip. He sat, knees parted, and looked at me the way a man looks at a thing he already owns for twenty-seven more days.

“Read it.”

I read. My voice cracked on wait.

“Again. Slower.”

I did. Each word scraped. Under the dread sat a worse heat: the sick relief of having only one job. No grocery run. No nine o’clock call I had invented to feel adult. One line. Kneel. Wait.

He held out his palm. I set the card in it. He put it in a small wooden tray with two others I had never seen, edges soft from handling.

“You tried to schedule around me,” he said. “That ends this morning.”

“I was only…”

“You were trying to keep a back door in your day.” He leaned forward. “There is no back door. Hold still. This is for your own good.”

His fingers hooked the hem of my sleep shirt and stripped it up over my head. Cool air hit my tits. I crossed my arms. He caught my wrists and pinned them behind me until my chest pushed out for inspection.

“Uncross. I look when I want.”

I let my arms drop. Shame rolled down my spine and landed straight between my legs. He thumbed one nipple, then the other, rolling until both stood hard and ugly-pink. A low sound slipped out of me.

“Quiet until I ask for noise.”

He pulled my underwear down my thighs. The cotton stuck where I had soaked it. The smell of my own cunt rose sharp between us, salt and heat. I shut my eyes. My hips tipped toward him anyway, like a whore who had been waiting for the review.

He parted my knees with his boot. “Look at that. Dripping before breakfast. From a card.”

“I didn’t mean…”

“You never mean it. Your body does.” Two fingers slid through my folds, slick on contact, and pushed into my pussy without warning. I gasped. He fucked those fingers in short strokes, knuckle-deep, wet sounds loud in the quiet room. “This is what happens when someone else decides your morning. You get wet enough to ruin furniture.”

I clenched around him. Traitor. My thighs shook. He hooked inside me and pressed until my breath went high and thin.

Then he pulled free and wiped his fingers across my bottom lip. “Taste.”

I licked. My own flavor, thick and wrong. The room blurred at the edges.

“Good little slut,” he said, mild as weather. “Now we fix the rest of you.”

He stood and crossed to a drawer. When he came back he held a slim black plug, a wand vibrator, and a pair of nipple clamps linked by a short chain. My pulse hammered in my throat.

“On the desk. Back flat. Legs up.”

I scrambled onto the wood. The surface was cool under my spine. He shoved my knees toward my chest and held them there with a strap he looped under the desk edge, ankles bound high so my pussy and asshole sat bare and spread for him. Bound. Offered. My arms free and useless at my sides because free arms meant nothing if the rest of me belonged to the room.

He oiled the plug. The scent of the lube cut clean through my musk, almost sweet. The tapered tip pressed my rim.

“Breathe.”

I tried. He pushed. The stretch burned. My hole fought, then gave, and the plug sank until the flared base seated flush against me. Full. Wrong. Perfect. A broken sound tore out of my chest.

“There. Something to remind you whose hours these are while I feed you.”

He freed one ankle long enough to haul me off the desk and down to the floor again, plug shifting with every move until I whimpered. He sat. Pointed at the space between his boots.

“Kneel. Mouth open.”

I knelt. He had a bowl waiting on the sideboard: warm oatmeal, brown sugar, cream. He spooned a bite and held it out. I reached. He pulled the spoon back.

“No. You eat from me. Like a good girl who doesn’t run her own mornings.”

I leaned in and closed my lips around the spoon. Sugar and cream hit my tongue. His free palm rested on my hair, heavy, claiming. Bite after bite. When a drip of cream slid down my chin he caught it with his thumb and pushed it into my mouth.

“Swallow. All of it.”

I swallowed. The plug sat deep while I did something as small as breakfast on my knees. Dread and want twisted so tight I could barely breathe. The woman who had packed her own boxes three days ago would have walked out. That woman had put her key in a dish by the door. This one knelt to be spoon-fed with a toy stretching her ass because she could not stand inventing every hour alone anymore.

When the bowl emptied he set it aside.

“Rules,” he said. “You say them back. Loud.”

“I don’t know all of them yet.”

“You will. First: the card on the pillow is law. You don’t rewrite it. Second: the green lamp. On means little space is allowed. Off means you stay big and useful. You do not decide which. Third: you ask before you sit, before you eat, before you touch yourself. Fourth: your phone loses its alarms. My cards set the day. Fifth: if you leave early, the key stays. You walk out empty. Last, and above all the rest: one word stops everything, any hour, no matter what I have you doing — say ‘red’ and my hands come off you, no rule left standing and no punishment for it, and that word is the one thing in this house you keep even while the key is mine.”

My throat closed. “The key…”

“Day thirty. Not day three. Recite.”

I recited. My voice shook on the lamp rule. He made me start over when I rushed. Again when I mumbled little space like it was a dirty secret. The plug pulsed with every breath. My empty pussy clenched on nothing, juice sliding down toward the base of the toy.

“Again. From the top. And look at me while you say them.”

I looked. His eyes stayed calm. I said every rule until the words stopped sounding like instructions and started sounding like ground under my feet. A floor. Something that would hold if I stopped thrashing.

“Better.” He stood. “Back on the desk. I want that plug working while I use your cunt.”

He unbound my ankles only long enough to flip me, chest to wood, hips yanked back, feet on the floor. The clamps went on next. Cold metal bit my nipples. He tightened until the ache went bright and mean, then flicked the chain so both tits jerked.

I cried out.

“That stays on until you earn it off.”

He freed his cock. Thick, hard, the head already glossy. The smell of him cut through the room, skin and soap and heat. He dragged the head through my soaked slit, not entering, just painting me with myself.

“Beg.”

I swallowed. “I need you inside me.”

“Filthier. Name what you are.”

Shame flooded hot. “I’m a slut. A hole. Please, I need your cock in my pussy. I need you to fuck me while the plug is in. Daddy, use me.”

The last word slipped out raw. Daddy. I had not planned it. It sat in the air between us like a confession.

His breath left him once, sharp. Then he drove in to the root in one long shove.

I broke on a yell. Stuffed front and back, the plug and his cock grinding against each other through the thin wall inside me. Too much. Full past sense. He pulled almost out and slammed home again, wet slap of hips on my ass, the desk creaking under us.

“That’s it. Take Daddy’s cock like the little whore who tried to schedule her own life this morning.”

He fucked me hard. Steady. No mercy in the rhythm. Each thrust shoved the plug deeper. The chain on the clamps swung and tugged my nipples raw. I drooled on the desk blotter. My brain frayed into scraps.

More. Can’t. Full. Need.

“Beg if you want to finish,” he said against my ear. “I control that too.”

“Let me, Daddy, let me finish, I’ll be good, I’ll delete the alarms, I’ll…”

He reached under me and pinned the wand to my clit. The buzz hit like a slap. My whole body jackknifed. He held the head there while he pounded, and the stretch and the buzz dragged me to the edge so fast I sobbed.

“Ask properly.”

“Please let your dirty little toy cum. Please. I’m just a hole for you. I’ll say the rules every morning. I’ll, fuck, I’ll do the cards, I’ll stop trying to fix the day, just let me…”

He pulled the wand away. The edge crashed into nothing. I wailed into the wood.

“Not yet.”

He kept fucking. Slower now, grinding deep so I felt every inch and the plug with it. The denial made me shake. Slick ran down my thighs. The room stank of sex and brown sugar and the oil on the toy.

“Who sets your hours?”

“You do.”

“Who owns this cunt for twenty-seven more days?”

“You. Daddy. You.”

“Again. Beg.”

I begged until my voice went hoarse. Filthy scraps. Please stuff me. Wreck me. Let your good little bitch break on your cock. I called myself every ugly name he fed me and invented worse ones when he told me to try harder. Each denial wound the dread tighter, because if he could gate my orgasm he could gate the shape of the rest of my life, and some ruined part of me wanted that more than the climax.

He flipped the wand back on and pressed it hard to my swollen clit.

“Now. Finish on me. Loud. Thank me when you’re done.”

I shattered. My pussy clamped down in hard pulses, milking him, the plug locked in my ass while I gushed around his cock in messy spurts. I shook so hard the clamps jerked and the pain spiked the pleasure higher. No clean crest. Ugly. Whole-body. The thank you came out of me in a broken rush while I spasmed, drool stringing from my lip to the blotter.

He fucked me through it until my legs gave, then pulled out, stripped the condom I had not even tracked him putting on, and stroked himself twice over my lower back. Hot ropes of cum striped my skin. He rubbed it in with his palm like a brand.

I lay there panting. Used. The plug seated deep. Clamps still biting.

He unlocked the metal from my nipples. Blood rushed back in a vicious throb. I hissed. He eased the plug free next; my hole clenched on the empty ache, gaping for a second before it fluttered shut. I wanted to hide. I also wanted him to fill me again.

He cleaned me with a warm cloth, thorough and impersonal, then dressed me in one of his shirts and nothing else. The hem hit mid-thigh. My bare pussy stuck to itself when I walked.

“Phone,” he said.

I brought it from the bedroom on shaky legs. He did not touch the screen. He set it in my hands.

“Delete every alarm. Every calendar block you made this morning. Show me.”

My thumbs moved. Alarm. Delete. Alarm. Delete. The nine o’clock call I had invented vanished. The grocery run vanished. The blank grid of the day stared back, clean and terrifying.

“Good girl.” He nodded at the wooden tray. “Tomorrow’s card will be on your pillow at six forty. You will not set a single timer of your own for the rest of the thirty days. If you need a time, you ask me. If I am not here, you wait.”

The relief hit so hard my eyes stung. No more inventing. No more empty hours to fill with pretend control.

“Say what changed,” he ordered.

“My time isn’t mine,” I whispered. “The cards set it. I don’t get unscheduled hours anymore.”

“And if you walk?”

“I have to make every hour alone again.” My voice cracked. “I don’t know how I used to do that.”

He brushed a thumb under my eye, catching wetness I had not meant to show. “Then you stay, and you kneel when the card says kneel.”

The green glass lamp clicked on.

I jumped. Soft light flooded the desk, the tray of cards, the blotter still damp from my mouth. He had turned it on without a speech. The rule landed in my bones: lamp on. Little space allowed.

My knees loosened. I almost sank to the rug on reflex.

He watched the near-drop, and something satisfied moved through his face.

“Later,” he said. “When the lamp is on and your chores are done. For now you stay useful. Kitchen. Dishes. Then you write today’s rules on paper in your own hand and leave the sheet under the lamp for me to check.”

I nodded. My body hummed, used and sore and weirdly steady, like the floor had finally stopped tilting.

I was halfway to the kitchen when the front gate buzzer cut through the house.

Both of us went still.

He crossed to the intercom panel by the door. The brass dish sat below it, my key dull in the metal. He pressed the speaker.

A woman’s voice came through, bright and sure, the kind of sure I used to fake.

“Hi. I’m looking for Sawyer. He told me I could stop by if I was in the neighborhood. Is he in?”

My stomach dropped. The lamp glowed green behind me. Cum had dried sticky on the small of my back under his shirt. My alarms were gone. My day belonged to cards now.

And someone who already knew his name was standing at the gate, waiting to be let in.


Chapter 3: The Bargained Day

The stopwatch sat face-up between us on the kitchen table, red numbers crawling, and Sawyer spoke before I could.

“Four minutes. Name your terms.”

My mouth opened on the first offer I had practiced in the shower. “I pay rent. Full market rate for the room. You keep the key in the brass dish for the rest of the thirty days. I want one adult day a week. No card. No lamp. No little. One day where I am Nora and I run my own hours.”

He sipped his coffee. The timer ticked. My pulse sat under my tongue like a stone.

“I can run your books,” I said. “I can cook. I can clean on a schedule you set. I will give you anything that is mine to give if you give me that day.”

Sawyer set the mug down. The ceramic thunked dull against the wood. “Anything.”

“Anything that is not the key back early.”

The second hand swept. Heat climbed my throat. I had come here because my life had turned into a list of things I could no longer hold alone, bills and sleep and the long empty nights where I made rules for myself and broke them by noon. I had put the key in his dish on day one because I wanted someone else to hold the line. Now I sat across from him trying to buy a slice of that line back, and my thighs pressed together under the table because the act of bargaining still lit me up like a dirty switch.

“One minute,” he said.

“Saturday,” I said. “All of Saturday. Clothes I pick. No kneeling. No inspection. You leave me alone.”

Sawyer hit the button. The stopwatch froze at three minutes and twelve seconds.

“Done,” he said. “You have Saturday. Starting now, since it is Saturday morning.”

I blinked. “Now?”

“You asked. I agreed. Go be adult, Nora.”

He stood, rinsed his mug, and walked out of the kitchen without looking at me again.

The house went quiet in a way that scraped.

No card on the pillow. No green lamp waiting in the study with its two settings. No name but my own hanging in the air. I put on jeans and a sweater from my bag. The denim sat wrong on my hips, too stiff, too much fabric with no order under it. I made coffee the way I used to, too strong, and drank it standing at the counter like a person who owned her own kitchen.

By ten I had checked my phone twice and put it face down. By eleven I had walked the hall past the study door three times. He was in there. The door stood half open. Paper turned. A pen scraped low across a page.

I stood in the doorway. “I am going for a walk.”

“All right,” Sawyer said. He did not look up.

Outside, the air had weight. My shoes hit the pavement with no purpose. I walked two blocks and came back because there was nowhere I wanted to go that was not this house, and the truth of that turned in my stomach like cold grease.

I made lunch. I ate it at the table alone. The stopwatch lay there with its frozen numbers, a little metal witness. My cunt throbbed once against the seam of my jeans for no reason I could defend, and I hated that it did. I had bargained for freedom. Freedom tasted like dust.

At two I went to the study again. He sat in the chair with a book on his knee. Ordinary. Kind in the blank way of a man who had decided I was a guest.

“You can sit if you want,” he said.

I sat on the far end of the couch. The cushion held my weight and gave nothing back. My hands needed work. I folded them in my lap and unfolded them. The silence stretched. In the other days, silence had rules inside it. Today it was only empty space, and empty space made my skin itch.

“I can help with whatever you are doing,” I said.

“No need.”

My throat closed. I stood. I sat. I hated the sound of my own name when I said it in my head. Nora. Adult. Free. The words did no work. They hung on me like wet clothes.

By four the day had turned into a long gray rope. I went to my room and lay on the bed fully dressed. The ceiling did nothing. My body stayed on, stupid and hungry, waiting for a command that was not coming because I had paid to cancel it.

I lasted until the light outside the window thinned to blue.

Then I got up, walked to the study, and stopped in the open door with my hands flat on the frame.

Sawyer looked at me over the top of his book.

“I want it back,” I said.

He closed the book. “Say what you mean.”

My face burned. The words stuck. I forced them out anyway, raw and wrong and mine.

“I want to be little again. I want the cards. I want you to put me back. I asked for the day and I cannot stand it. Put me back, Daddy.”

Sawyer set the book on the desk. He stood. The air in the room changed around his height, his calm, the way he owned the floor under my feet.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” he said.

The line hit like a hand on the back of my neck. My knees went loose.

“You bargained,” he said. “You named the trade. Now you come in here and beg for the thing you sold. That is fine. That is useful. But from this point the switch belongs to me.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

“Strip. Leave the clothes on the couch. Then follow.”

I pulled the sweater over my head. The jeans fought me at the ankles. My bra and underwear went next, a small pile of adult fabric that looked like a failed plan. Cool air found my nipples and pulled them tight. Slick heat had soaked the crotch of my underwear; I saw the dark patch when I dropped them and my stomach flipped with shame so sharp it made me wetter.

He led me down the hall to a narrow room I had only passed before. A padded bench stood in the center, leather the color of old tea, straps hanging from the sides and a raised wedge at one end. An edging bench. The leather held the smell of oil and skin.

“On your belly,” Sawyer said. “Hips on the wedge. Arms along the sides.”

I climbed on. The leather was cool and smooth under my stomach. The wedge lifted my ass high and forced my knees apart on the lower pad. My tits pressed flat. My cheek found the surface. He buckled a strap over my lower back, then one across my thighs, then cuffs at my wrists that clipped to rings set in the frame. The straps had real weight. They pressed me down into the pad so I could rock a little and go nowhere.

Sawyer walked to a low cabinet and came back with a tray. I tracked the items as far as the angle let me: a thick black silicone plug with a flared base, a smaller silver bullet vibe on a thin cord, a bottle of lube, a short leather paddle, a pair of nipple clamps joined by a chain, and a thick dildo the color of skin.

“You spent all day pretending you wanted out,” he said. “Now you stay here and learn what out costs.”

He slicked the plug. Cold gel touched my asshole and I clenched on pure reflex. His thumb pressed the rim, patient, circling, opening me a fraction at a time. The stretch burned. I breathed through my teeth. When the tip pushed in, my whole body tried to climb the bench and the straps held me still.

“Open,” he said.

I pushed back the way he had taught me on other days. The plug sank deeper, thick enough to force a sound out of me, a broken little grunt. Full. Heavy. My rim fluttered around the neck of it as the base seated flush against me.

“Good slut,” Sawyer said, flat and calm. “Clenching on the first thing I put in you after you spent hours acting like you ran this place.”

He rolled me enough at the hip to reach my chest and set the clamps on my nipples. The bite was mean and clean. The chain hung and dragged when I shifted, each pull a bright line of hurt that went straight to my clit. I dripped onto the leather under me. The wet spot spread against my mound.

Sawyer fitted the bullet vibe against my clit and taped it there with a strip of medical tape so it would stay when I thrashed. He turned it on low. The vibration was small and vicious. My hips jerked. The plug shifted inside me with the motion and the double input dragged my jaw open.

“You do not come,” he said. “You edge. You hold. You tell me what you are when I ask.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

He turned the vibe up one click. The buzz bit deeper. My thighs shook in the straps. Slick ran down and made the leather under my cunt sticky. The smell of my own arousal rose up, sharp and dirty.

Sawyer stood where I could see his shoes and the line of his trousers. He unzipped. His cock hung out thick and dark at the head, and he stroked it once with a dry palm while he watched me grind against nothing.

“Ask for my cock in your mouth,” he said.

“Put your cock in my mouth,” I said. “Use my throat. I need it.”

He stepped in, fisted my hair, and fed the head past my lips. Salt. Heat. The stretch of my jaw. He pushed to the back of my tongue and held there while the vibe worked my clit and the plug sat heavy in my ass. I gagged. Spit ran over my lower lip and dropped to the pad. He fucked my mouth in short strokes, not deep enough to choke me out, deep enough that each push made my eyes water and my throat flutter.

“Look at you,” he said. “Bargaining bitch with a plug in her ass and clamps on her tits, drooling on Daddy’s cock because one free day broke you.”

I moaned around him. The sound was wet and wrecked. My clit throbbed under the bullet in ugly little spikes. I climbed. The edge came fast, too fast, a tight coil low in my belly.

He pulled out of my mouth. “Hold it.”

I whined. He turned the vibe down to a whisper. The climb stalled and left me shaking, empty of the peak and full of need. Spit strung from my lip to his cock. He wiped it across my cheek with his thumb.

“What are you?”

“A whore,” I said. “Your whore. Your little toy. I am a hole you edge on a bench because I cannot handle being a person for one day.”

“Cruder.”

“I am a dumb dripping slut who sold her adult day and came crawling back to get stuffed and used.”

“Better.”

He turned the vibe up again. My hips snapped against the wedge. The straps creaked. The chain between my nipples swung and tugged. He worked more lube around the base of the plug and began to rock it, small pulls, small pushes, fucking my ass with the toy in a rhythm that did not match the vibe. The mismatch ruined me. My thoughts frayed. The proud part of me that had bargained at the kitchen table with terms and offers went quiet under the weight of the straps and the thick stretch in my ass and the mean little motor on my clit.

Sawyer left the plug seated and picked up the dildo. He slicked it and pressed the head to my cunt. I was soaked enough that the first inch slid in with a wet sound that made my ears burn. He gave me more. The dildo was thicker than I wanted and he did not care. He fed it in until the base met my body and the plug and the shaft shared the thin wall between them. Full front and back. Stuffed. My mouth opened on a sound that was not a word.

He started to fuck me with the dildo in long strokes while the vibe buzzed and the plug sat locked deep. The wet slap of it filled the small room. Squelch. Drag. The leather under me went slick with what ran out of me. Sweat stuck my stomach to the pad. My wrists pulled at the cuffs and found no give.

“Beg,” Sawyer said.

“Let me come,” I said. “Fuck, Daddy, I need to come, I need it, use me, I will be good, I will be little, I will never ask for Saturday again, just let me break.”

He pulled the dildo almost out and slammed it home. “You do not set terms on my bench.”

“I know. I know. I was wrong. Keep me. Edge me. Ruin me. I do not want the day. I want this.”

He turned the vibe higher. My vision narrowed. The coil wound tight again, meaner this time, my whole cunt clenching on the dildo in helpless pulls. He stopped the stroke and held the toy buried. The vibe kept going. I hung on the edge with drool running onto the leather and my ass gripping the plug so tight my belly cramped.

“Hold,” he said.

I held. Barely. My legs shook hard enough the bench frame hummed. Tears ran sideways into my hair. The shame of how fast I had collapsed after one empty day knocked in my chest like a second heartbeat. I had thought I was buying power. I had bought a mirror, and the mirror showed a woman who would trade rent and labor and pride for a card on a pillow and a man who told her when she was allowed to be small.

Sawyer pulled the dildo free. My cunt clenched on air and leaked a thick string onto the pad. He set the toy aside, freed his cock again, and stepped behind me between my spread knees. The head of him pressed where the dildo had been. He sank in with one steady push that forced the air from my lungs. Real heat. Real weight. With the plug in me he was huge. He gripped my hips and fucked me in deep, mean strokes that rocked the whole bench.

“This is what you asked for when you walked back into my study,” he said. “Say it.”

“I asked to be put back,” I gasped. “I asked to be little. I asked Daddy to take the day away.”

He reached under, found the vibe, and pressed it firmer to my clit while he pounded. The wet sounds turned filthy and loud. Skin on skin. The slap of his hips on my ass. My tits dragged on the leather and the clamps bit with each thrust. I was a body on a bench. A used thing. The thought should have killed the heat. It fed it.

“Come,” Sawyer said.

I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in ugly waves, cunt locking on his cock, ass seizing on the plug, thighs straining against the straps. I made a raw noise into the pad. Too much. Cannot stop. Full. My clit pulsed under the bullet in sharp, overdone shocks. Slick gushed around his shaft and ran down my thighs. My mind went to short scrap pieces: more, fuck, his, little, mine is gone.

He fucked me through it and past it while I jerked and tried to twist away from the vibe. He turned the bullet off. The sudden stop left my clit swollen and sore. He kept his cock buried and reached for the plug.

He worked it out of me inch by inch. The stretch on the way out made me sob. Empty for half a second. Then his thumb pressed my rim, testing the gape, and he added lube and pushed two fingers into my ass while his cock stayed in my cunt. The dual fill lit a deep ache. He scissored. He added a third. The burn went bright. I clenched and could not close around the stretch.

“You wanted control,” he said. “Here is what your body does when I open it. It opens. It drips. It begs.”

“Yes,” I said. “Yes, Daddy.”

He pulled his cock from my cunt, lined up at my ass, and pressed. The head breached me slow. I yelled into the leather. He gave me more, steady, no rush, until he sat deep in my ass and my whole body shook under him. Thick. Deep. The kind of full that rewrote the shape of the day I had tried to steal.

He fucked my ass with long strokes. Each one dragged and filled and left me gasping. One of his hands found the dildo again and pushed it back into my cunt so both of my holes worked at once, his cock and the toy, a rhythm he set and I only took. The mess under me spread. My arms pulled at the cuffs. The clamps on my nipples had gone from sharp to a dull hot throb that still made me jerk when the chain swung.

“Name yourself,” he said.

“Nora the slut on Daddy’s bench,” I said, voice wrecked. “Nora who cannot do a free day. Nora who needs rules. Nora who comes with her ass full and begs for more.”

He groaned once, low, and his pace turned rough. The bench legs scraped a fraction on the floor. He buried himself and came in my ass with deep, grinding pushes, heat flooding me, his weight braced on the pad beside my ribs. Each pulse hit deep. I clenched on him without meaning to and milked what he gave me while my own cunt fluttered around the dildo in small aftershocks.

He stayed in me until his breathing evened. Then he pulled out. The gape stayed. His cum started to slip from me in a slow thick trickle down over my empty cunt and onto the leather. He removed the dildo. He unclipped the clamps and the rush of blood back into my nipples made me cry out. He stripped the tape and the bullet from my clit with care that still hurt. The cuffs came free. The straps loosened.

I could not stand on the first try. He lifted me off the bench and sat me on his thigh on a plain chair against the wall, my bare ass sticky on his trousers, his cum still leaking out of me in warm lines. He wiped my face with a clean cloth. He held a bottle of water to my mouth and I drank because he tilted it.

“You asked,” he said against my hair. “Out loud. No card made you. No lamp made you. You walked in and asked to be put back. That stays. You do not get to call this my idea when it gets heavy. You named it.”

I nodded against his shoulder. My body hummed, used and heavy and finally quiet in the way the empty day had refused to give me. Twenty-four days left on the clock. The key in the dish by the door. The bargain I had made that morning sat dead on the kitchen table next to the frozen stopwatch, and I did not want it revived.

He carried me to the bathroom, cleaned me with a warm cloth between my legs and up the sore rim of my ass, and dressed me in the soft shorts and loose shirt he kept for me in the bottom drawer. No jeans. No sweater. Adult fabric stayed on the study couch like shed skin.

In the kitchen he wrote a new card in plain block letters while I stood barefoot on the tile and watched his hand move. He set it in my palm.

I read it once. Then again, because the words rearranged the ground under me.

Tomorrow the lamp goes on when I say. You do not bargain for off days. You ask to be kept, or you stay as you are and learn what that costs.

Sawyer tapped the stopwatch. The red numbers read three twelve.

“Keep that where you can see it,” he said. “So you remember how fast you folded.”

I carried the card and the stopwatch to my room and set them both on the nightstand. My ass ached with a deep, used throb. His cum had been wiped away and the claim stayed in the muscle. On my back in the dark I put a hand over my mouth so I would not make a sound, and the truth settled anyway, plain as the card’s ink.

I had not wanted the day. I had wanted to test the cage, and when the door swung open I had run straight back in and begged him to lock it, and now I could never again pretend the lock was only his idea.


Chapter 4: On His Count

He looked up from the ledger and caught me in the doorway.

Noon light sat hard across the study floor. My card for the day had said the green lamp would be on. It stayed dark. I had been standing there for eleven minutes with my hands behind my back, waiting for him to tell me I had been good.

He set the pencil down.

“Eleven minutes,” he said. “Trying to earn praise with your body still full of last night’s rules.”

Heat climbed my neck. My thighs pressed together before I could stop them. The remote-controlled egg he had put inside me after breakfast hummed once, a low warm pulse, then died again. My cunt clenched around it. I hated how fast the wet answered him.

“I finished every task on the board,” I said. “I did not touch myself. I waited.”

“You waited where I would have to look at you.” He stood. “Come here.”

I crossed the rug. My bare feet stuck a little on the wood where the sun had warmed it. He tipped my chin up with two fingers and studied my face like a list he already knew.

“Look at you. You want this more than you will admit.”

My pulse tripped. My nipples tightened under the thin shirt he had dressed me in. The words sat on my tongue and died there, because the egg buzzed warmer, deeper, and a sound leaked out of me that I did not choose.

He smiled with his eyes only.

“New rule starts now,” he said. “For seven days you do not put a hand between your own legs. No rubbing on the bed. No fingers in the shower. No pillow. Your cunt belongs to my count.”

“Seven days.” The number landed heavy. Day nine of the thirty. Twenty-one left on the clock, and now a full week where I could not get myself off even if I broke and ran. Leaving meant leaving in a body he had already retuned.

“Say it back.”

“For seven days I do not touch my own pussy. Only you.”

“Good.” He went to the side table and returned with a small glass jar and a wooden spoon. Honey. Thick. Gold. He dipped the spoon and brought it to my lips. “Reward for finishing the board. Open.”

I parted for him. Warm honey coated my tongue, sweet enough to sting. He scraped the spoon clean against my bottom lip and I swallowed, shame hot under the sugar, because I had stood in a doorway for praise like a dog, and now I was taking sweets for it.

“Kneel.”

I went down on the study rug. The nap scratched my knees. He set the jar aside, took a black remote from his pocket, and thumbed a button. The egg woke inside me, a thick slow throb that pushed heat up through my belly. My hips jerked.

“Stay still,” he said.

I locked my thighs. The throb rolled again. Slick already ran down toward my knee. He watched the wet shine form and did not help me.

From the drawer under the lamp he took a silicone plug, wider at the base than anything he had used on me yet, and a thick wand with a round head. He set both on the floor in front of me. Then cuffs. Soft ones. He buckled my wrists behind my back, checked the fit with a finger, and pressed my shoulders down so my cheek met the rug and my ass stayed up.

“Brat hour,” he said. “You try to run this, I stop. You try to take charge with your sounds, I stop. You come when I count. Before that, you get nothing.”

The egg kicked higher. I bit the rug edge to keep quiet. He parted my cheeks with cool fingers and worked lube against my asshole, circling, pressing. One finger slid in. The burn was clean and sharp. My pussy fluttered around the buzzing egg and more slick dripped onto the rug in a dark spot.

“Tight,” he said. “Always so proud of how tight you keep this hole. Going to ruin that today.”

A second finger joined the first. Stretch bit. I whined into the weave. He scissored inside me, slow, mean, opening me on his hand while the remote in his other palm kept the egg pulsing in my cunt on a pattern I could not predict. Warmth flooded low. My clit throbbed, untouched, swollen, stupid.

“Please,” I said.

He stopped both things at once. Fingers still. Egg dead.

“That was you trying to set the pace,” he said. “Start over.”

I shook. My empty asshole clenched on nothing. Without the buzz I wanted to shove back onto him. I did not. I stayed where he put me, cheek on wool, wrists cuffed, honey still sticky at the corner of my lip.

He started again. Two fingers. Deeper. The egg at a lazy warm roll. My breath frayed. When a moan climbed too loud he cut the remote and went still inside me, waiting, patient, until I learned that any noise shaped like an order bought me cold silence.

Minutes stacked. Sweat ran down my spine. The study air was cool on my wet thighs and hot between them where his hand worked me. He added a third finger. The burn widened. I gasped and bit it down to a thin noise. He let me keep that one.

“Tell me what you are,” he said.

“A hole,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“A hole. Your hole. A dirty slut who needs Daddy to count for her.”

“Better.” He twisted his fingers and the knuckles dragged against the rim. “Beg for the plug.”

“Please put the plug in my ass. Please stretch me. Please.”

He drew his hand free. The empty ache rocked me once before I caught myself. He lined the silicone up and pushed. The widest part forced me wide and seated with a thick final press. Full. So full the egg in my pussy felt twice as big, pressed tight against the thin wall between.

He turned the remote up.

I cried out. The dual pressure lit every nerve. He pinned the wand head against my clit through the mess of my own slick and switched it on. The buzz hit hard and flat and mean. My whole body jumped. He kept the head there and watched me thrash against the cuffs.

“No,” he said when my hips started grinding. “Still.”

I froze as much as a body can freeze with a wand on its clit and an egg and a plug fighting for space inside it. Heat piled. My cunt fluttered hard around the egg. I was going to come. I was right there.

He shut the wand off.

I sobbed into the rug. The almost-there crashed into nothing. My thighs shook. Slick stringed from my pussy to the wool.

“Again,” he said, and started the climb over.

He did it for a long time. Edge after edge. Wand on, egg high, plug seated deep, me shaking and dripping and biting the rug so I would not sound like I was giving orders. Every time I got close he killed the power. Every time I made a noise that pushed, he went dead still and left me hanging. My jaw ached. My clit burned huge and raw. The study smelled like sex and honey and the warm rubber of the toys.

“I can’t,” I said once, wrecked.

“You can. You will. Craving is the first honest thing you have brought me all week. Keep giving me that.”

He was right and I hated him for it. Discipline used to be my whole spine. Now appetite ran the show, and my body had already sold me out on the rug under his hands.

He unbuckled the cuffs long enough to flip me onto my back, then locked my wrists again above my head through the leg of the heavy desk. Knees spread. Plug in. Egg in. Wand ready. He stripped his belt free and opened his pants. His cock sprang out thick and hard, the head already wet. He stroked once and laid the shaft along my split so I could feel the heat of him without getting him inside.

“Ask.”

“Please fuck my pussy. Please use me. Please let me come on your count.”

“Filthier.”

“Please shove your cock in this dripping whore cunt and make me take it. Please. I am a toy. I am a used hole. Count for me. I need it.”

He pushed in.

The stretch over the egg was brutal. Full past full. The plug in my ass and his cock in my pussy and the egg trapped between them turned me into one long raw nerve. He drove deep on the first stroke and the wet sound of it filled the room, thick and filthy. He fucked me in hard even thrusts that slapped skin to skin. The wand came back on my clit. I screamed.

“Hold it,” he said. “You do not get there yet.”

I tried. God, I tried. My belly cramped with the effort of staying on the edge. Tears ran into my hair. He pounded through it, the egg buzzing wild against the underside of his cock, and every thrust shoved the plug deeper by force.

“Daddy, please, I am going to break.”

“Not yet.”

He edged me on his dick the same way he had with the toys. Close. Closer. Stop. Buried to the root while I clenched and sobbed and the wand stayed cold. Start again. My throat scraped hoarse. Spit ran from the corner of my lips. The rug under my ass was soaked.

“On my count,” he said at last, voice calm over the slap of him fucking me. “Three.”

The wand roared to life.

“Two.”

He drove harder. My vision tunneled.

“One. Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in hard dirty spasms. My cunt milked his cock in wet clenches I could not stop. I gushed around him, slick loud and shameful, thighs jerking against his hips. He kept thrusting through it and I kept coming, past the peak into a raw second hit that left me choking on air.

“Thank you,” I gasped. “Thank you, thank you.”

He did not pull out. He turned the remote higher.

“Again.”

“I can’t, I just…”

“Again. This is how your body works now.”

The egg went vicious. The wand stayed on my oversensitive clit. He fucked me through the too-much, mean and steady, and the second orgasm ripped out of me before I was ready, ugly and loud, my asshole clamping the plug so hard the burn flared fresh. I tried to count. Two. Then he was still going and a third slammed into me and numbers slid.

Past four. Past whatever came next.

I lost track. My brain went short and crude. Too much. Cannot. More. Hole. Full. His. Each climax stacked on the last with no clean break, body jerking, pussy spasming, spit on my chin, tears, the wet squelch of his cock railing a cunt that would not stop dripping. He talked the whole time, low and cruel.

“Listen to that filthy noise. Look at this mess. Good toy. Broken little whore. Take it. Beg.”

“Please more, please use me, I am your hole, I am your dirty girl, please don’t stop, please…”

He dragged free of my pussy, flipped me back to my knees with my wrists still linked to the desk leg, and yanked the plug out. My asshole gaped for a second in the cool air. He pushed three fingers straight back in, then a fourth, working, twisting, forcing me wider while I keened. The egg buzzed on in front. My used cunt fluttered empty and jealous.

“Fist,” he said. “You swore you would never. Today you do.”

Panic and heat tangled. I had said that. On day two, jaw set, proud. Now my ass was already taking his knuckles.

“Please,” I said, and I did not know if I meant stop or go.

He tucked his thumb and pressed. The widest part burned. I shoved my face into the rug and pushed out the way he had taught me and his hand sank in past the knuckles. Full in a way that shut my lungs down. Fist. In my ass. Seated. I sobbed once, raw.

“Say what is in you.”

“Your fist. Your whole hand in my asshole. I am taking it. I am a ruined slut taking Daddy’s fist.”

He fucked me on it in short deep pumps. The stretch stayed huge. Claimed from the inside, belly to spine. He thumbed the remote and the egg hammered my g-spot from inside my pussy while his fist owned my ass and the wand found my clit again.

I came so hard I blacked at the edges. Lost the count completely. Orgasm after orgasm with no names left for them, just body and mess and the thick wet sounds of a fist working a stretched hole. Cum and slick ran down my thighs. The air went thick and rank between us. I drooled on the rug and could not care.

When he finally eased his hand free, my asshole stayed open a beat, used and aching. He wiped his hand on my thigh and drove his cock into my gaping ass in one hard shove.

I screamed into the wool.

He pounded me there, deep and relentless, balls slapping, the egg still going in my pussy, and he reached under to grind the wand into my clit. Another climax wrecked me. Then another. My voice broke into scraps. Yes. Fuck. Hole. More. Cannot. Please.

He came with a low grunt and flooded my ass, hot pulses that landed deep in my gut. He kept shallow thrusts through it so his cum pushed deeper, then stayed buried while the last aftershocks shook me.

For a while there was only breathing. The egg finally went still. He shut the wand off and set it aside. His cock softened and slid free. Cum leaked from my stretched asshole down over my empty cunt and onto the dark patch on the rug.

He uncuffed me. My arms tingled. He turned me enough to spoon a fresh bit of honey onto my tongue. Sweet after salt. My jaw worked slow.

“Seven days,” he said. “No hands on that pussy. If you need, you come to me and you ask in full sentences. If I say no, you wait. If you break the ban, you lose access for the rest of the thirty. All of it. No count. No toys. Cold.”

Leaving rose in my head like a dare. The key sat in the brass dish by the front door. I could take it. I could walk. The thought of walking out in this body, already trained to his remote and his numbers, turned my stomach over with a hunger that scared me more than the fist had.

“I understand,” I said.

“Show me.”

I put both hands flat on the floor where he could see them. Away from my thighs. Away from the mess between them.

“Good girl.”

He cleaned me with a warm cloth, thorough and unhurried, the heat of the water a mercy on raw skin. He reseated a smaller plug to keep his cum in me. The egg he left out. He helped me stand. My knees wobbled. He walked me to the desk and set the black remote on the blotter beside the jar of honey, then wrote on a fresh card in his clean hand: NO SELF. ASK. COUNT.

He slid the card into my palm.

“Put that on your board. Lamp stays dark this afternoon. You earned the honey. You did not earn light.”

I nodded. My throat was too used for more words. Craving still hummed under my skin, stupid and honest, already hunting the next time he would pick up that remote.

I left the study on shaky legs. Behind me the ledger lay closed. Ahead, the hallway ran toward the board by the kitchen where the day’s cards lived.

I pinned the new card dead center.

When I looked back once, the remote sat alone on the blotter in a thin stripe of noon sun, small and black and already warmer than any key.


Chapter 5: Three Names in Pencil

The brass bell by the kitchen door rang once.

I set the plate down hard enough to click and moved. The card on the fridge said when the bell rang I came at once, no shoes, no questions. My bare feet stuck to the hall tile. Halfway down I stopped.

A second pair of women’s shoes sat next to mine.

Same line. Toes to the wall. Heels even. Black leather with a thin strap, scuffed at one edge like they had walked real streets. My own flats looked cheap beside them. My stomach pulled tight and mean. Someone else had stood here and set her feet where the card told her to. Someone else had learned this same square of floor.

I should have walked out. Day fourteen. Sixteen left. My key waited in the brass dish by the front door, cold and small. I had put it there. I had stayed. The choice sat in my throat like a swallowed stone.

The bell rang again.

I rounded the corner into the dining room and found her standing with him as if she had always been there.

She wore a cream blouse and dark trousers. Hair up. No jewelry. Warm smile. She looked at me the way a woman looks at a coat rack she expects to hold something useful.

“Nora,” Daddy said. Calm. Flat. “This is Delia. She is staying for dinner. You will serve us. You will do the evening ritual where she can see it. You do not speak unless I tell you to.”

Delia’s eyes moved over my face, my thin shirt, the bare strip of thigh under the hem. “She’s pretty when she’s flustered.”

Heat hit my cheeks. Lower, worse, my pussy clenched on nothing. I hated that first. I hated her voice more. Soft. Easy. At home in his hallway.

I wanted to tell her to leave. I wanted to put my shoes on and take the key. Instead I went to the sideboard and poured wine the way the card had taught me. Red for him. White for her. None for me. My hand shook once on the bottle neck. Wine climbed the rim and almost spilled. I caught it.

“Good,” Daddy said. “Stand by my chair.”

I stood. Delia sat across from him and crossed one leg. Her stockinged foot moved once under the table. Metal gathered at the back of my tongue. Jealousy sat on it like blood.

They talked about ordinary things. Work. A mutual friend. The weather on the coast. I brought the roast. I cut it. I set meat on their plates and stepped back with my hands at my sides. Every time she laughed it landed under my ribs. Every time he answered her without looking at me I got wetter. Shame rode the wet. The wet rode the shame. I stood there like furniture that leaked.

When the plates were clear he set his napkin down.

“Ritual,” he said. “Now.”

My throat closed. In front of her. In this room. With the leftover gravy smell and the scrape of her chair.

I knelt beside his seat.

The carpet bit my knees. I put my hands palm up on my thighs the way he had drilled into me. Head down. Mouth shut. My pulse hammered in my ears so loud I almost missed his next order.

“Strip.”

I pulled the shirt off. Then the shorts. No bra. No panties. He had not given me any that morning. Cool air hit my nipples and they drew tight at once, traitors, hard under Delia’s calm stare. I folded the clothes into a square and set them behind me. My bare ass rested on my heels. Slick coated the tops of my thighs. I smelled myself. Sweet and dirty.

Delia sipped her wine. “She drips on the carpet already.”

“She drips when she is being good,” Daddy said. “Show her, Nora. Spread.”

I opened my knees. My pussy peeled open, wet and shiny. The sound of it was small and filthy. I wanted to clamp shut. I stayed open. Delia leaned forward a fraction. Her gaze landed right on me like a hand.

“Pink,” she said. “Used.”

“Knees wider,” he said. “Chin up. Look at her.”

I lifted my face. Delia’s smile stayed warm. Kind, even. That made it worse. Kind women did not watch other women kneel naked and leak. Kind women did not sit in a man’s house and drink his wine while his pet held her cunt open.

“Say what you are,” Daddy said.

My mouth was dry. “Yours.”

“Louder. And complete.”

“I am Daddy’s toy.” The words tasted like pennies. “I am a wet hole for him to use.”

Delia’s laugh was soft. “She says it well.”

He stood. The chair scraped. He walked behind me and set a hand on the back of my neck. His thumb pressed the tendon there. I arched into it before my head caught up.

From the drawer under the sideboard he took the black silicone plug, thick at the base, and a tube of lube. Then the silver wand with the heavy head. Then the leather cuffs. He dropped the cuffs on the carpet in front of me.

“Wrists.”

I held them out. He buckled both behind my back. The leather creaked. My shoulders pulled. Bound, kneeling, bare, with another woman watching me breathe. My clit throbbed in time with my heart. I could have screamed. I stayed quiet.

He slicked two fingers and pushed them straight into my pussy without warning. I gasped. The wet sound filled the room, thick and lewd. He fucked those fingers in and out hard enough that my tits bounced. Juice ran down onto the carpet.

“Listen to that,” he said to Delia. “She is a mess and we have not started.”

“I hear it,” Delia said. “She sounds ruined.”

He pulled his fingers free and wiped them on my tongue. Salt and musk. I sucked because he held my jaw open. I hated how fast I did it. I hated how my hips rocked for more.

He greased the plug and set the tip against my asshole.

“Push out.”

I did. The first stretch burned. He worked it in with short thrusts, each one deeper, until the wide base seated flush and my rim clenched around it. Full. Occupied. The pressure lit every nerve between my legs. A soft moan slipped out of me.

“Quiet,” he said. “Toys do not get to choose their volume.”

He clicked the wand on low and pressed the round head to my clit.

The buzz hit like a slap. My whole body jerked. Bound wrists. Plug thick in my ass. Knees spread for a stranger. The vibration was blunt and mean and perfect. I bit my lip raw trying not to make noise. Drool wet my chin anyway.

Delia set her glass down and stood. She walked around me in a slow circle. Her heels clicked. Each click walked up my spine.

“Pretty slut,” she murmured. “Does she come on command?”

“She comes when I let her,” Daddy said. “Not before. Nora. Hold still.”

I tried. The wand stayed hard on my clit. Pleasure stacked fast, too fast, shameful and sharp. My thighs shook. The plug shifted when I clenched. I was going to break open right there on his dining room floor while she counted my breaths.

He took the wand away.

I sobbed once. Air. Nothing else.

“Beg,” he said.

I swallowed. “I need it. I need to come. Use me. Fuck me in front of her. I will be good. I will be so good.”

“What are you?”

“A whore.” My voice cracked. “Your hole. A dirty girl who gets wet for company.”

Delia crouched in front of me. Close enough that I smelled her perfume under the wine. Citrus. Clean. She tipped my chin with two fingers.

“Open your mouth.”

I opened. She spit on my tongue. Warm. Soft. I held it there, shocked, until Daddy said, “Swallow.”

I did. The taste mixed with the earlier salt of myself. My stomach turned. My pussy clenched so hard the plug felt huge.

“On the table,” he said. “Face down. Ass up.”

He hauled me up by the cuffs and bent me over the edge of the dining table. Wood under my cheek. Cool. My tits flattened against the polish. He kicked my feet apart. The plug shifted and I groaned into the grain.

He unzipped. The sound cut through the room. Then the blunt head of his cock dragged through the slick of my pussy, once, twice, coating himself. He shoved in to the root in one stroke.

I cried out. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made the fit vicious, no room left, every inch of him grinding against the thin wall inside me. He did not give me time. He fucked me hard and steady, hips slamming, the wet slap of skin on skin loud enough to shame me into the tabletop. The table legs scraped an inch across the floor.

“Tell her what is in you,” he said, voice even while he railed me.

“Your cock,” I gasped. “Daddy’s cock in my pussy. A plug in my ass. I am full. I am…”

He yanked the plug free mid-thrust. The sudden empty stretch made me yelp. Then his thumb pushed into the open ring and held me spread while he kept pounding my cunt. The dual stretch was filthy. Wrong. I pushed back onto both like a bitch in heat.

Delia watched from the side, arms folded, head tilted. “She takes it like she was built for this.”

“She was trained for it,” he said. “Sixteen days left on the clock and she still thinks she is negotiating.”

The number landed. Sixteen. I had been counting my own way out. Hearing him name it while he used me turned the number into a collar.

He pulled out of my pussy. Slick poured down my thighs. He set the head of his cock against my stretched asshole and pressed.

“No,” I whispered, then hated the word, then lost it when he sank in.

Burn. Stretch. The thick slide of him forcing my ass open while Delia watched my face crumple. He bottomed out and held there, buried, letting me feel every pulse. My clit ached, untouched. My wrists strained in the cuffs. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the wood.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you.” My voice was wrecked. “Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for letting her see.”

He started to move. Slow at first, then harder, dragging almost out and slamming back in. The sound was wet and obscene, a slick squelch with every stroke. My empty pussy clenched and dripped on nothing. He reached under me and found my clit with two rough fingers, rubbing in mean circles while he fucked my ass open.

Too much. Building. The edge came up like a wall.

He stopped. Fingers off. Cock still buried. I shook under him, ruined and denied, a broken noise tearing out of my throat.

“Not yet,” he said. “You hold it until I say.”

He pulled out. My hole stayed gaping a second, cool air on the raw ring. I wanted to hide. I could not. Delia’s eyes were right there.

He unbuckled the cuffs. Feeling stabbed back into my arms. He flipped me onto my back on the table, dragged my ass to the edge, and pushed my knees to my chest.

“Hold them.”

I locked my hands behind my knees. Spread. Exposed. Everything on display: swollen clit, dripping cunt, used asshole shiny with lube and stretch.

He took the wand again. High setting this time. Pressed it to my clit and left it there while he worked three fingers into my ass, then a fourth, twisting, opening me past sense. The burn whited out. I screamed through my teeth. The buzz on my clit never stopped. My vision blurred.

“Fist,” he said, almost mild. “You will take it. Breathe.”

His hand shaped. Pressure. More. My body fought and then gave, the widest stretch I had ever known, his knuckles seating past the ring until I was full of him to the wrist. Stuffed. Split. Owned. The wand ground on my clit without mercy. I was sobbing and dripping and shaking, a wreck of sound and spit.

“Look at Delia while you take it.”

I forced my eyes open. Her face was calm. Interested. Like she had seen this before. Like this table, this position, this exact shame was a script she knew by heart.

That thought cut deeper than the fist.

He worked his hand in short pumps. The wand stayed. My orgasm climbed so high I could not breathe around it. Every muscle locked. I was going to come and break and there would be nothing left of the woman who used to pay her own bills and lock her own door.

“Now,” he said. “Come. All of it. On my hand. Be loud.”

I shattered.

The climax tore through me in long ugly spasms, cunt gushing, ass clamping hard around his fist, a raw shout ripping out of me that did not sound like language. Cum and slick ran down onto the table. My back arched so hard my shoulders left the wood. I could not stop. Wave after wave, no, not waves, just the body thrashing, clit screaming under the wand, brain gone, nothing left but too much and more and please and no and yes. I flooded. I shook. I drooled on my own chest. When it finally broke I hung limp in my own grip, twitching, empty of everything except the thick presence of his hand inside me.

He eased out careful. The gape stayed. Cool air. I could not close.

He wiped his hand on my stomach and opened his fly the rest of the way. His cock was dark and hard. He fed it into my mouth.

“Clean.”

I sucked. Tasted lube and myself and the raw edge of use. He fucked my throat in short strokes until my eyes watered and spit ran down my chin onto my tits. When he came it was deep, hot jets flooding my tongue, and he held me there until I swallowed every drop.

“Good girl,” he said. First soft thing all night. It landed like a brand.

He stepped back. Zipped. Looked at Delia.

“Phone,” she said, and held up her own, right on cue. “You have a call. I heard it buzz twice.”

He glanced at the sideboard where his phone lit. A work line. He nodded once, wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, and left the room without looking at me.

Silence.

I lay on the table, knees still held, used and open and shaking. Delia walked to the study door at the far end of the hall and glanced back.

“Come,” she said. “On your feet. Now.”

My legs barely held. I followed her naked into the study, the green lamp off, the window dark. She crossed to the drawer under the sill like she had opened it a hundred times. The wood slid. She took out a leather ledger, thin, brown, the corners worn soft.

She set it on the desk and opened it.

Three pages.

I stepped close enough to read.

First page: a woman’s name in his pencil. A start date. An end date exactly thirty days later. A clean line drawn through both.

Second page: another name. Same span. Same line through the dates.

Third page.

NORA.

A start date I knew by heart. Day one. The morning I put my key in the brass dish.

And an end date. Already written. Thirty days from the start. My last morning, pencilled in before I had ever knelt for him.

My hands went numb.

“He stops at thirty,” Delia said. Soft. Almost kind. “Past that he cannot make himself open the door. He has done this twice. I was the first page.” She tapped the lined-out name. “I stood where you stand. I learned the cards. I put my shoes toes to the wall. On the last morning he put the key in my hand and I left. The second girl did the same. The rules in your mouth are the rules that were in mine.”

The room tilted.

Fourteen days of surrender. Every yes. Every ritual. Every time I called myself his hole and meant it. All of it a procedure with a scheduled end. Not my trial. His. A sentence he served by training women and releasing them on a date he wrote before they arrived.

I had thought the key was mine to earn back. It was his to hand over.

“Why show me?” My voice came out thin.

“Because you look at him like you might last past the line,” Delia said. “And because he will not tell you. He never does. He opens the door on day thirty and he is careful and kind about it and then he is alone with a clean ledger page.” She closed the book. “I liked you better than the last one. You shake when you come. She only cried.”

Footsteps in the hall.

Daddy filled the doorway. Phone dark in his hand. His eyes went to the ledger, then to Delia, then to my face. Whatever he read there did not change his posture.

“She knows,” Delia said.

He set the phone on the desk. Walked to me. Lifted my chin with two fingers. I wanted to bite him. I wanted to drop to my knees. Both at once. The jealousy churned in my gut, now aimed at the dead pages, at the two women who had worn my rules first, at the end date written in the same hand that held my face.

“Sixteen days,” he said. “You will finish them. You will keep the cards. You will kneel when I say. The ledger does not change what you are in this house.”

“It changes everything,” I said.

His thumb brushed my lower lip, smearing the last of the spit and cum there. “It changes the story you tell yourself. The body stays mine until the morning I put the key in your hand.”

Delia picked up her shoes from the hall without being asked. The soft set of leather, toes to the wall, the same exact line. Then she was at the door.

“She will be fine,” she told him. “They always are, until they are not.”

The latch clicked. We were alone.

I stood naked in his study with the ledger still open on the third page and my name under two ghosts. My ass ached. My throat burned. My cunt still twitched with aftershocks. The brass dish by the front door held my key the same as it had that morning. Nothing in the room had moved. Everything had.

He closed the ledger with one hand and slid it back into the drawer.

“Upstairs,” he said. “Bath. Then bed. You do not touch yourself. You do not open that drawer again.”

I should have asked about the other names. I should have demanded the truth about day thirty. I should have walked to the dish and taken what was mine.

I walked to the stairs.

Behind me his voice followed, calm as the first night, certain as a lock turning.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: The Rule of Thirty

Warm water sat on my collarbones. My hair hung down my back in a wet rope, and Sawyer’s fingers worked shampoo through it in long passes from my hairline to the ends.

“You may ask me anything tonight,” he said, close to my ear. “I will answer it.”

The soap smelled like the stuff on his own skin. My nipples pulled tight under the water before I had a question ready.

I should have asked about rent. About my job. About the key in the brass dish.

“The book,” I said. “The one Delia opened.”

His thumbs pressed circles at the base of my skull.

“Yes.”

“The first two pages. The dates.”

“Thirty days,” he said. “Start to finish. Both times.”

My cunt squeezed around nothing. I kept my knees together and they drifted open anyway.

“You already wrote mine.”

“I did. On day one.”

A bead of water hung from the tap and fell.

“Why thirty?”

He tipped a cup over my scalp. Suds ran into my lashes and I left my eyes shut.

“Past thirty I stop being able to stop,” he said. “I have opened the door on the thirtieth morning twice. I intend to open it for you the same way. The key goes back in your hand. You leave.”

Get up. Walk to the dish. Take it.

I leaned back into his palms instead.

“Say thank you,” he said.

“For what.”

“For the truth.”

My throat worked. “Thank you.”

A low sound came out of him and sat in my spine. “Again.”

“Thank you, Daddy.”

The word came out small. My face burned. Under the water my clit throbbed, fat and stupid, while he told me the date he would put me out.

He rinsed the last of the soap. Then he drew me back between his knees so my shoulders rested on his chest, and the solid heat of him closed around me from behind. His cock lay against the small of my back, already thick.

“Ask the rest,” he said.

“Did they sit here.”

“Yes.”

“Did you wash their hair.”

“Yes.”

“Did you write the end date before they had been in the house a full day.”

“Yes.”

I wanted to bite his wrist. I turned my mouth into it and kissed the wet skin instead, and the thanks sat on my tongue like a coin I could not spit out.

“Good,” he said. “You are learning what the clock is.”

His hand slid down my front, over my belly, and cupped my pussy under the water. Two fingers parted me. I was slick in a way the bath could not account for.

“You get wet when I tell you how you leave,” he said. “That is useful. I will remember it.”

“I don’t…”

He pinched my clit. The word broke.

“You do. Open your mouth.”

I opened. He put two wet fingers on my tongue, the ones that had been on my cunt, and I tasted myself, thin and salty.

“Suck.”

I sucked. My hips tipped up into the heel of his other hand without my say-so.

He held me like that until my jaw ached. Then he stood, water sheeting off him, and pulled me up with him.

“Out.”

The air hit my wet skin. He sat on the closed lid and set me on my feet between his knees and took a towel to my hair first, rubbing from the roots down, firm, like a man finishing a job. My knees dipped under the weight of his hands.

He dried my breasts. My belly. He crouched and ran the towel up the inside of one thigh and then the other, and when the cloth dragged over my cunt I made a noise I tried to swallow.

“Kneel on the mat.”

I dropped to it. The pile bit my knees. His cock stood in front of my face, dark at the head, a bead already at the slit.

“You asked for answers,” he said. “Now you pay for them with your mouth. Hands behind your back.”

I laced my fingers at the base of my spine. He took my jaw in one hand and laid his cock on my tongue.

“Hold it there. Do not suck yet.”

The weight of it filled my mouth. The scent of him hit the back of my nose, soap and skin and the thicker smell under that. Saliva ran over my lip and down my chin.

He reached sideways to the cabinet and came back with the cordless wand and the small glass plug and the clamps on their chain. He set the wand on the ledge. He warmed lube between his fingers.

“Stay.”

The first clamp bit my left nipple. I jerked and his cock slid deeper, into my throat, and I gagged around it. The second clamp closed on the right. The chain hung between them, cold, pulling.

He took the plug, already shiny with lube, and pressed the tip to my asshole.

“Bear down.”

I did. The glass stretched me and seated with a thick pop that rang all the way up into my belly. My mouth was full of him. I drooled on his balls.

“Now you may suck.”

I sealed my lips and drew him in. He let me set the pace for three strokes, then put his hand in my wet hair and took it over.

“Deeper. I want your nose on me.”

I pushed until the head punched the back of my throat and stayed there. My eyes watered. Spit ran in strings from my chin to his skin.

“Look at you,” he said. “On your knees in my bath, stuffed in both ends, grateful I told you the truth. Say what you are.”

He pulled back enough to let me speak. A thread of spit connected my lip to his cock.

“Your hole.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your hole. Please. Let me suck it.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please put your cock back in my mouth. I’ll take it. I’ll choke on it. Please, Daddy.”

He fed it to me again. I worked him with my tongue along the underside, filthy and eager, and the shame of that eagerness set my cunt dripping onto the mat between my knees.

He clicked the wand on and pressed the head of it to my clit.

The buzz went through the plug. My hips snapped forward. I moaned around his dick and the sound came out wet and ugly.

“Hold still. You come when I say. You do not come on your own clock. You already have one of those.”

I tried to hold still. The wand made it a joke. My thighs shook. The clamps tugged when I breathed.

He fucked my mouth in short strokes and kept the wand pinned there, and every time I started to climb he eased the head off my clit and left me clenched around the plug, empty at the front, drooling.

“Ask me for it.”

He pulled free. I gasped.

“Please let me come.”

“What are you asking as.”

“Your dirty little toy. Your whore. Please, I need it, I’ll be good, I’ll swallow, I’ll…”

He put the wand back and pushed his cock to the root in the same breath.

I broke.

My cunt seized. The plug made the clench worse, nowhere for it to go. I gagged and came anyway, sloppy, shaking, spit bubbling at my lips, the chain between my tits swinging. Too much. Cannot. Fuck. My thoughts shrank to those and stayed there while my pussy pulsed and pulsed against the wand.

He took the wand away while I was still twitching.

“Up. Bed.”

My legs did not want to hold me. He hooked an arm under my breasts, clamps and all, and walked me out of the bath and into his room and put me on the mattress on my hands and knees.

“Mouth on me. Ass up.”

He stood at the side of the bed and I crawled to him and took his cock back onto my tongue, tasting my own spit on it. Behind me he twisted the plug and drew it out. The gape stayed. Cool air touched skin that should have been closed.

Lube ran down my crack. One finger went in, easy. A second. He scissored them and I groaned around his dick.

“You will keep sucking while I open this. If you stop, I stop, and we start the stretch again.”

A third finger. The burn spread. I sucked harder, messy, using it to stay with him.

Four. The stretch turned sharp. My hole fluttered and tried to push him out and he waited, then pressed in to the knuckles.

“Breathe through your nose. Take it.”

His thumb tucked. The widest part of his hand sat against me, a fist asking.

I made a sound that was not a word. He pushed.

The burn whited out. My mouth went slack on his cock and he clicked his tongue, so I sealed again and sucked like it was the only job I had ever had. His knuckles slipped past the ring of muscle and then his hand was inside me, seated, a hard thick presence that owned the whole lower half of my body.

“There,” he said. “That is a fist in your ass, Nora. Thank me.”

I pulled off him long enough to get it out. “Thank you. Thank you for fisting my ass. Thank you, Daddy.”

“Back on.”

I swallowed him down. He began to move the fist, small turns, a grind that rubbed me from the inside in a place I had no name for. The weight of his arm rested on my tailbone. Lube and my own cunt mixed with the smell of his cock in my face.

The wand came back, pressed up between my legs from underneath, and my elbows almost went.

“You may come on my hand,” he said. “You will keep my cock in your throat while you do it. If you bite, we have a different night.”

I did not bite. I came with my nose crushed to his belly and his fist turning inside my ass and the wand grinding my clit, and I made a choked wet noise around him that would not end. Hole. Full. Please. The words would not line up. My asshole clamped on his hand in helpless pulls and could not close, and that was the thing that dumped me over, the failure of my own body to shut him out.

He eased his hand free. The empty ache it left behind stung my eyes. I kept sucking.

“Good girl,” he said, and then, lower, “My used little bitch. Stay open.”

He wiped his hand on my hip, took my head in both palms, and fucked my mouth.

No ritual to it. Deep, steady, the head battering my throat, spit flying, my tits swinging so the clamps yanked with every thrust. I let my jaw hang and took it. Gratitude sat in me like a bruise. He had answered. He had washed my hair. He had put his whole hand in me and still let me have his cock to hold on to.

“I am going to fill your throat,” he said. “You will keep it. Then you will show me. Then you swallow.”

I hummed yes around him.

He went still, buried, and came. Thick pulses hit the back of my tongue and kept coming. I held it, cheeks full, eyes watering, a trickle getting out at the corner anyway.

He pulled out.

“Tongue.”

I opened. His cum sat there, white, sliding.

“Swallow.”

I did. I licked the corner of my mouth and swallowed that too.

He took the clamps off. The blood slammed back in and I hissed. He rubbed each one with his thumb until the sting dulled, then climbed onto the bed and pulled me into his chest and drew the sheet over both of us.

His arm came down across my back, heavy. His thigh pushed between mine. The empty throb in my ass kept time against his leg.

We stayed like that.

I counted his breaths to keep from counting days. His mouth sat in my wet hair. Every so often his hand stroked the length of my spine, root to tail, and my body went loose for him the way a kept animal goes loose, and I hated it and pressed closer to keep it.

Do not thank him for this.

“Thank you,” I whispered into his chest.

“I know.”

Time went strange. The window darkened. His cock softened against my hip and then thickened again and he did nothing with it, only held me, and the holding was the part that got in under my ribs. He had told me, in the bath, that this was how he treated women on the way out. I lay in the middle of it and took more.

My jaw ached. My throat was raw. My asshole would not quite shut, a dull pulse marking where his hand had been.

I slept in pieces and woke to the same arm, the same scent of his skin under the soap, the same thick quiet.

A knock at the bedroom door cut it.

“Come,” Sawyer said.

Delia stepped in with two glasses of water. She had a robe on and her hair was up and she looked at the bed the way she had looked at the ledger, calm, at home.

I stiffened. His arm did not move. He left me naked against him, sheet at my waist, mouth still shiny, and let her see all of it.

“Halfway,” Delia said. She set one glass on his nightstand and held the other out to me. “Drink, Nora.”

I had to sit up to take it. The sheet slipped. My nipples were still dark from the clamps. I drank because he had not told me I could refuse.

“Show her your tongue,” Sawyer said.

I put my tongue out. Delia’s gaze flicked over it, over the wet mess at the corner, and then to him.

“She holds it well.”

“She does. Sit.”

Delia sat in the chair by the wardrobe, glass in hand, and crossed her legs.

“I am staying through the second half,” she said, to him, as if I were a piece of furniture that happened to breathe. “You asked. I said yes.”

Fifteen days. Her in the hall. Her at breakfast. Her eyes on my mouth.

Sawyer’s hand settled on the back of my neck.

“On your belly. Head toward me.”

I went down. He stood beside the bed, already hard again from nothing but the talk, and laid his cock on my lower lip.

“You will suck me while Delia sits there. You will not hide your face. If you get shy I will put you on the floor at her feet and start over.”

I took him in. The angle was awkward on my belly. I worked for it anyway, wet sounds filling the room, spit dropping onto the sheet. Delia drank her water and watched my lips stretch.

“Tell Delia what I put in you tonight,” Sawyer said.

I pulled off. My voice came out scraped.

“His fist. In my ass. And his cock in my mouth. I came on his hand. I swallowed.”

“Ask her if she wants to see the gape.”

My stomach dropped. “Do you want to see it.”

“Yes,” Delia said.

Sawyer rolled me onto my side and hooked my top knee up with his hand. Cool air. There was no mistaking what she was looking at. I clenched and the muscle fluttered and stayed loose.

“Pretty,” Delia said. “She will feel that in the morning.”

“She will feel it now.” He put two fingers back into my ass, easy as anything, and used the grip to pull me onto his cock again. “Finish me. Then you may lie down.”

I sucked. He let me be sloppy and loud. Delia did not look away. When he came the second time it was less, a last thick spill on my tongue, and I showed her before I swallowed because his hand in my hair tipped my face that way.

“Good,” he said.

Delia stood, took my empty glass, and paused at the door.

“Breakfast at eight,” she said. “I will be there.”

The door shut.

Sawyer got back in the bed and pulled me onto his chest again, as if no one had come in, as if my mouth were not bitter with him and my ass not still open on his fingers’ memory.

His arm found the same place across my back. The weight of it settled. I waited for the kindness to feel like a bed I could sleep in.

It sat on me like a lid.

I could map the rest of the night by it. The stroke along my spine. The mouth in my hair. The way his breath evened, as if he had all the time in the world and the date in the book did not exist. Every gentle thing lined up with the two pages above mine. I took it anyway. I turned my face into his throat and breathed him in, soap and sweat and the faint smear of my own spit, and my chest tightened around a thanks I refused to say out loud again.

“You belong in this room now,” he said.

The words went through me and caught on the end date he had already written.

I lay still and let his arm hold me and let the house hold both of us, and deep in my ass the ache kept beating, thick and open, a pulse I could not close and could not sleep through, still going when the dark thinned, still going when his hand finally shifted toward the clock.


Chapter 7: The Kitchen Chair

Isat at his kitchen island at seven with my old work laptop open and a recruiter’s email half typed. The screen laid a cold square on my face. A folded index card sat under the left corner of the machine.

I did not unfold it.

Day nineteen. Eleven days until he put the key back in my hand and opened the door. He had said so in the bath. Two names with lines through them. A door he had already opened twice.

I was going to make him change that date.

The dress on the stool was pale cotton. I walked past it. My old jeans were still in the bag in the hall closet, stiff at the knee. I dragged them up my hips. The blouse from my last desk job had a brown stain on the cuff. I buttoned it to my throat.

Rule one. Done.

My cunt was wet before the zipper was up. Too fast. Before I wanted it. The heat in my cheeks made the wet worse, and I fastened the snap anyway.

I wanted him to find the woman who paid her own rent. I wanted his face to change.

The email sat finished except the last line. I did not send it. I was going to say the yes where he could listen.

I carried the laptop down the hall in bare feet. The study door stood open a hand’s width. I pushed it and walked in without asking.

Rule two.

The green glass lamp was off. Off meant I had to run my own mouth. I set the laptop on his desk and tapped the number and put it on speaker.

A woman picked up on the second ring.

“This is Nora,” I said. I used the voice from before this house. Flat. Fast. “I read the offer. I can start the Monday after next.”

“That works. I’ll send the packet this morning. You are sure you want the load? It is full time.”

“I want it. Send it.”

The floorboard behind me took a weight. I kept my eyes on the screen. Sawyer stood in the doorway in his dark shirt with the sleeves rolled. He did not speak. He did not shut the door. He stood there while I took a job in his study on his time.

Rule three. I made sure he got all of it.

“I’ll need a signature by Friday,” the recruiter said.

“You will have it.”

“Glad to have you, Nora.”

“Glad to go,” I said, and I let the words hang so he would have to swallow them.

I ended the call. The click sat in the room. My pulse beat in my tongue. Now. Now he would come at me like a man losing a thing.

He walked to the desk and shut the laptop. His hand stayed on the lid.

“Stand up.”

I stood. The denim pulled at the wet seam between my legs.

“Turn.”

I turned. He took in the blouse and the jeans. His face stayed even.

“Kitchen. Bring the straight chair.”

That was all. No raised voice. I went. The chair was wood, no cushion, the one he used for the paper. I carried it back with both hands. He pointed at the rug in the middle of the study.

“There.”

I set it down. My arms shook.

His phone buzzed on the desk. He picked it up and put it on speaker the same way I had.

“Delia,” he said.

A woman’s voice, low, used to him. “Nineteen days. Tell me you are still ending it.”

“The date stands.”

“You missed it once. I will not watch that again.”

“You will not have to.”

He hung up. He set the phone face down.

Delia. A name from the book in the drawer, or the next name, or both. She knew the count. She was timing him.

I had come in here to be the thing he could not drop. He had just told another woman the door still opened.

“Sit.”

I sat. The wood was cool through the jeans.

“Hands on your knees. Palms up.”

I put them there. He walked a circle and stopped behind me and gathered my hair and tied it with the band from his wrist.

“You broke three rules before breakfast,” he said. “Name them.”

“I wore my own clothes.”

“That is one.”

“I came in here without leave.”

“That is two.”

“I took a work call.”

“That is three.” He came around and crouched so his face lined up with mine. “You skipped the card as well. That one waits. You did the rest to get a rise out of me.”

I opened my mouth. He set two fingers on my lips.

“Do not lie. You wanted me to grab you. You wanted me to say you could not leave.” He took the fingers away. “I am going to punish you. Then I am going to use you. Day thirty stays put.”

The words landed in my stomach like a dropped plate.

He stood.

“Strip. Fold each piece on the desk. Then sit again with your knees wide and your hands back on your knees.”

I stood. I undid the blouse. The buttons stuck. I got it off and folded it. The bra next. My nipples were hard in the cool air. The jeans fought me at the wet crotch. I peeled the underwear down and they clung, a thin string of slick between the cloth and my cunt. I folded those too.

I sat. Knees wide. Palms up. The air touched the wet on my thighs.

He rolled his sleeves one more turn. Then he used his hands.

He started at my jaw. Thumbs along the bone. He tipped my face up and looked in my mouth. He ran a finger along my teeth and over my tongue until spit wet his knuckle.

“Swallow.”

I did.

He moved down. Both palms on my throat, light, counting the next swallow. Then my shoulders. Then he lifted my tits and pinched each nipple until they stood dark and sore.

“These get clamps. Still.”

He took a pair of rubber-tipped clamps from the desk drawer and set them on. The bite went sharp, then settled into a hot throb. A thin chain hung between them. He flicked it once. I jerked. The chair creaked.

His hands kept going. Ribs. Belly. The insides of my arms. He treated me like a thing he was checking for marks. My skin tightened under his palms. Heat gathered low, stupid and fast, and my face burned for how quick I gave it to him.

He turned my hands over. He rubbed his thumbs across the pads of my fingers.

“These typed a yes in my house. Put two of them in your cunt. Now.”

I slid my own fingers into the wet. I was swollen. Hot. The texture of my own skin made me twitch.

“Deeper. Curl them.”

I curled them. Slick sounds filled the room. He watched my hand work.

“What do you feel.”

“I am soaked. Soft. Open.” My voice cracked. “I got wet on the call. I got wet putting the jeans on. I cannot make it stop.”

“Take them out. Clean them.”

I pulled my fingers free and put them in my mouth. I tasted salt and myself. He took my wrist when I finished and turned my hand and checked my nails as if I had missed a spot.

He crouched and put his thumbs on my inner thighs and pushed them wider until the muscle pulled.

“Hold that.”

I held it. He spread my pussy with two fingers and the air hit my clit. I dripped onto the wood. He dragged a thumb up through the wet and stopped on that sore point and pressed.

“Leaking before I put a hand on you. You sat on that call with a wet cunt and a job on your tongue.” He moved the thumb in a small circle. “Say what you are.”

“A slut who took a job to make you mad.”

“Closer. Cruder.”

“A whore. A hole. I sat in your study and dripped while I said yes to a desk I do not even want.”

“Better.”

He slid two fingers into my cunt in one go. The sound was filthy, a wet suck. He hooked them and rubbed the front wall until my hips tried to follow. He stopped.

“No. Still.”

I locked my hips. He worked a third finger in. The stretch burned. He turned his hand and fucked me on it, the heel of his palm bumping my clit on every pass. My thighs shook. I was going to come from an inspection. From his hand in me like I was a drawer he was emptying.

“Ask.”

“Please. Please let me come.”

“No.”

He pulled his fingers out. I clenched on nothing. Slick ran down and pooled on the seat. He wiped his hand on my tit, over the clamp, and the wet cooled there.

He went to the cabinet. He came back with the black plug and the wand. He set a short thick dildo and the oil on the floor by my foot.

“Stand. Bend. Hands on the seat. Ass up.”

I did. He put a palm on my lower back and pushed until I folded over the chair, tits hanging, the chain swinging. He oiled his fingers and rubbed the pad of one against my asshole.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. He pushed in to the first knuckle. The ring burned and then gave. He added a second finger and opened them inside me. I made a noise I did not mean to make.

“This is where you go when you play at your old life in my house,” he said. “Open.”

He worked me until three fingers fit and my hole sucked at them. Then he pressed the plug there. It was wider than his fingers. He pushed it in, slow and steady, and my ass took it with a raw pop. The flared base sat flush. I clenched and it held me open from the inside.

“Sit.”

Sitting on it drove it deeper. I bit my lip. He picked up the wand and put the head against my clit and turned it on.

The buzz hit like a slap. My whole cunt seized. I grabbed the sides of the chair.

“Count out loud when you come. If you miss a number we start over.”

“I am going to…”

“Then come.”

He pressed harder. The plug filled my ass. The clamps tugged when I shook. The first one tore through me in hard jerks, my pussy squirting a thin splash onto his wrist, my voice going to pieces.

“One. That’s one. Fuck. One.”

He kept the wand on. He turned it up.

“Too much. Sawyer. Daddy. Too much.”

“Stay on the chair.”

The second one stacked on the first before I could drop. My clit was a hot raw bead. I tried to close my knees and he put his boot between them and kept me spread. I came again, longer, a broken grind, slick dripping off the seat to the rug.

“Two. That’s two.”

He switched the wand off. The quiet was worse. My cunt kept twitching. He crouched and licked the mess off his own wrist, then stood and undid his belt.

The belt left the loops with a dry rasp. He doubled it.

“Six. You will thank me after each one. Move your hands and I add two.”

I locked my fingers under the seat. He hit me across the ass, over the plug, a flat hot stripe. I gasped.

“Thank you.”

The second landed lower. The third caught the plug and drove it in. I thanked him. My voice went thin. Four. Five. Six. My ass burned and I dripped on the chair like a tap left open.

He dropped the belt.

“Keep me,” I said. It came out raw. “Keep me or I sign that packet.”

He looked at me the way he looked at a clock.

“On your knees. Mouth open.”

I slid off the chair. My legs barely held. He undid his trousers. His cock was hard, thick, the head already wet. He held my jaw and fed it to me.

“Eyes up. Take it.”

I took it. He pushed until I gagged and my nose mashed his stomach. Spit ran down my chin and onto my tits and over the chain. He fucked my mouth in even strokes, no rush. I drooled. I made those wet choke sounds and he kept the pace.

“This is the voice I want,” he said. “Not the one you used on that call.”

He pulled out. A string of spit hung from my lip to his cock. He wiped it across my cheek.

“Back on the chair. Knees wide. Hold yourself open.”

I sat. The plug shoved up when my weight hit the wood. I used both hands to spread my pussy. He oiled the dildo and pushed it into my cunt in one long slide. I was so wet it slid all the way in with a squelch. He turned the wand back on and pinned it to my clit with his palm, both holes stuffed, the chain ticking against my ribs.

“You do not come until I say. You get close, you tell me.”

“Close. Already. Please.”

He eased the wand off. I dragged air. He waited. He put it back. I shook.

“Close. I am close.”

Off again. My clit jumped in the empty air. He did that until I was a shaking mess on the wood, until I would have said anything.

“You still think a tantrum buys you a place in this house,” he said. He tapped the wand against my clit, a mean little buzz, then took it away. “It buys you this chair. Ask properly.”

“Please. I will be good. I will be little. Light the lamp. Please, Daddy, I cannot sit here like this and also be the woman on that call, I will break, please let me come, I will say what I am.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

“Please let me come. Please. Use my cunt. Use my ass. I am a dirty hole on your chair. I am your whore. I took that job to make you keep me and it did not work. Please I need to come. I need it. I cannot hold it.”

“Come.”

He jammed the wand on and fucked the dildo in and out in short hard thrusts. The third one ripped me. I shouted it.

“Three. That’s three. One more. Please. I cannot. Three.”

He pulled the dildo out. My pussy gaped and leaked a thick line down onto the plug. He stood me up, turned me, and bent me over the chair again.

He worked the plug out. My ass stayed open, a dark ache. He put two fingers back in, then three, then four, oil dripping down my crack. The stretch made my knees buckle. He tucked his thumb and pressed.

“Take it.”

“I cannot take your whole hand.”

“You can. Push out.”

I pushed. His hand sank. The widest part of his knuckles stretched me until I thought I would split, and then my ass swallowed him to the wrist. I made a raw sound. Full. Too full. I could not close. He was in me to the base of his palm, and he waited there while I shook on the chair back.

“Say it.”

“Your fist is in my ass.”

“And.”

“I am a used hole. I am taking it. Please move. Please do not move. I do not know.”

He moved. Short pulses. My clit rubbed the chair edge. The clamps swung and bit. He fucked my ass on his fist until I was sobbing and grinding back anyway, chasing the burn.

“Fourth. Ask.”

“Let me come on your fist. Please. I need four. Give me four.”

“Come.”

I did. Ugly. My ass clamped on his hand so hard he grunted. Slick ran out of my empty cunt and down over his wrist. I lost words. Too much. Cannot. Full. Coming. The edges of the room dropped away and I hung on the wood and let it wreck me.

“Four,” I whispered when I could. “That’s four.”

He eased his hand out. The gape stayed. Air touched the inside of me. He pushed his cock into that open ass in one stroke, easy with how wide I was, and started to fuck.

Even strokes. The slap of his hips on my sore skin. The wet sound. He reached around and found my clit with two fingers and rubbed it mean, past what I could stand.

“Fifth. You will take a fifth and you will thank me for it, and then I will fill this hole.”

“I cannot.”

“You will.”

He rubbed. He pounded. The chair legs hopped on the rug. I came a last time in small vicious jerks, almost dry, my clit screaming, and I thanked him in pieces.

“Five. Thank you. Thank you. That’s five.”

He drove in deep and came. Hot pulses in my ass. He held me there until he finished, then pulled out. Cum slid out of me and down my thigh, thick, and dripped on the chair seat with the rest of the mess.

He took the clamps off. Feeling slammed back into my nipples and I cried out. He sat in his desk chair and pulled me down onto his thigh, my used ass wet on his trousers, and held a glass of water to my mouth.

I drank.

He reached past me and pulled the unread card from under the laptop and set it in my palm.

“Read it.”

The paper shook. His writing. Day nineteen. After breakfast you may ask one thing about remaining. I will answer.

Breakfast was over. The ask was spent on a job and a blouse and a dark lamp.

I held the card until the letters blurred.

“You burned the one hour I was going to give you,” he said. “You wanted a fight so you could pretend a fight means I keep you. Punishment is not keeping. I can strap you every morning for eleven more days and still put the key in your hand.”

I waited. My throat would not do more than that.

He tipped my chin.

“Listen to what happens next. Tomorrow you sit on this chair at seven. No laptop. No old clothes. You will read the new card out loud before you speak for any other reason. Then you will write the recruiter and tell her no. The packet does not get signed in this house. After that you will bring the honey spoon to the study and you will wait on your knees until I light the lamp. If you break a rule to make me lose my temper, you will fail. I do not lose. Day thirty does not move. Go put the laptop in the hall closet and stand there with your hands on the door until I come for you.”

I got off his lap. Cum ran down my leg when I stood. I picked up the laptop. I walked to the hall on raw feet.

I set the machine on the closet shelf. I put both palms on the wood.

Eleven days.

I had come in here to force him to keep me. He had used every hole and never once slipped. The fight was a spent match.

So I stood in the hall and tried, hard, not to want the lamp to come on. I tried not to want the next card in his pocket. I tried not to want him to walk down this hall and take the choice out of my hands again, because wanting that was the last grip I had, and I could already feel it sliding.


Chapter 8: Through Green Glass

The invitation sat face-up on the dash, black ink on thick cream stock, and last night burned down my thighs where the belt had landed.

Sawyer reached across my lap before he touched the ignition. His fingers slid into the pocket of the dress and tugged the day’s card out far enough to read the three lines.

“Out loud.”

“Ask before I eat. Ask before I drink. Ask before I talk to anyone longer than a minute.”

He pushed the card home again. Then those same fingers slid under the hem, found bare skin, and pressed the flared silicone seated inside me until my hips jerked against the seatbelt.

“You followed it. Knees together when you sit. You come back when I tap a glass. If your mouth runs, I will put it to work where they can still see the roof of this car.”

He started the engine.

The plug rode fat in me the whole drive. Every bump shoved it deeper, and my cunt squeezed around nothing and leaked onto the seat in a thin warm line I could not hide. I kept my knees locked. My nipples stood up under the thin cotton like I had already said yes to the whole afternoon.

Seven days left. The key in his brass dish. And he was taking me out of the house in a dress with no underwear and a card in the pocket that turned me into a thing that had to ask to swallow water.

I almost told him to turn around. The words piled up and died. Last night I had broken three rules on purpose to make him snap, and he had not raised his voice once. He had put me over a kitchen chair and taken me apart with a belt and a calm mouth, and then he had sent me to bed on time. I had no war left that worked.

The neighbour’s lawn was already loud. Glasses. Laughs. A hose ticking against slate. Heat came off the gravel and stuck my dress to the small of my back the second I stepped out.

Sawyer put his palm at my waist. One touch, public, light, and my pussy clenched on the plug like he had reached between my legs.

“Minute starts when someone else starts it,” he said. “You look at me if you get lost.”

I nodded. The nod came too fast. Too small.

Camille met us at the gate with wine in her grip. She kissed Sawyer’s cheek and looked me up and down the way women do when they are counting years.

“You must be Nora. He said he was bringing someone. Come through, both of you. There are oysters by the fountain if you are brave.”

“Thank you,” Sawyer said. He did not look at me. I kept my mouth shut.

We walked the long garden. A table under a striped cloth. Men in linen. Women with wet glasses and loud stories. The glasshouse stood at the far end, fogged, green, fat tomatoes hanging behind the panes like they were listening.

I wanted water. I did not ask yet. My tongue lay dry against my teeth.

Delia found me by the rosemary.

I had not seen her since the winter pitch, the one where I had talked for twenty minutes without notes and closed the room. She had on a white shirt and that same sharp smile. She said my name like she still owned a version of me.

“Nora. I have been calling. Did you take the offer, or are you going to make them crawl?”

My mouth opened on the old sentence. I still have to review the terms. I still have to…

“I,” I said, and the rest fell down the hole in my chest.

Delia waited. A man behind her laughed at a joke I did not catch. The sun pressed on my scalp.

“I have to ask,” I said.

It came out thin. High. The voice I used in his kitchen when I wanted juice and had already been told no once.

Delia’s smile slipped. “Ask whom.”

I looked for Sawyer. He stood ten paces off with a glass he was not drinking, eyes on me, unmoving.

“I cannot talk longer than a minute,” I said, and my face burned so fast my eyes stung. “I have to go back.”

“Are you all right?”

“I have to ask.”

I said it again. Smaller. The competent woman who had closed that room in winter did not come when I reached for her. My throat would not make her. My cunt squeezed the plug in a filthy pulse while Delia stared at me the way you stare at someone coming apart, and the shame of that pulse made me want to drop to my knees in the grass.

Sawyer was already moving.

“She is with me,” he said, calm, to Delia, and his fingers closed around my wrist. “Excuse us.”

He walked me down the lawn toward the glasshouse. I went. My legs did that short quick step I hated, the one that made the dress bounce on bare thighs and the plug knock my hole with every stride.

“I tried,” I whispered.

“You leaked,” he said. “In daylight. In front of a woman who used to take orders from you. Inside.”

The glasshouse door stuck, then gave. Heat hit my face, wet and thick, tomato and soil and old water. He shut us in. The party kept talking on the other side of the green panes, fifteen feet of lawn and one sheet of glass. Shapes moved. A woman threw her head back. No one looked over yet.

Sawyer turned the little brass latch.

“On your knees. You do not get to stand in here like you still run a room.”

Brick bit my knees. The dress rode up. He stood over me and opened his belt with no hurry, and my mouth watered before I told it to. That betrayal turned over in my belly. I was in a neighbour’s glasshouse with a plug in my ass and a coworker on the lawn, and I wanted his cock on my tongue more than I wanted my name back.

“Ask to be useful.”

“Please let me serve you.” My voice stayed in that small register. I shoved at it. It would not climb. “Please let me use my mouth. I will be good. I will take it however you want.”

“What are you right now.”

I shut my eyes. “Your slut. Your hole. The girl who cannot talk to people unless you say.”

“Look at me when you degrade yourself.”

I looked. “I am the whore who leaked in front of Delia. Please put your cock in my mouth. I need to be a mouth. I cannot be the other thing. It will not come.”

He freed himself. Thick, already hard, the head dark and shiny. He tapped my lower lip.

“Worship it. You do not suck until you have earned the suck. Kiss. Lick. Tell me what you are for.”

I put my mouth to the shaft and kissed up the vein. Salt. Heat. Skin. I licked the underside and the taste of him hit the back of my tongue and my cunt dripped onto the brick in a string I could hear.

“I am for this,” I said against him. “I am for your cock. I am a toy you took to a party. Please. Let me take you in. I will hold still. I will drool. I will say thank you.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a used little cunt on my knees in Camille’s tomatoes, begging to choke. Please fuck my throat. Please make me gag so I stop trying to find that other voice. It is gone. I cannot get it. I need this.”

He pushed past my lips.

I opened. He filled my mouth in one long slide until my nose mashed his stomach and my throat jumped and spit ran over my chin. I gagged. The sound was wet and ugly. Outside, someone toasted and glass chimed.

He held me there. My eyes streamed. My pussy clenched and slathered the insides of my thighs.

“Stay,” he said.

I stayed. My throat fluttered around him. I could not breathe well. I did not pull off. When he drew back I gasped and went after him with my tongue like I was starving, licking the spit I had put on him, kissing the head, sucking the slit for the salt that leaked there.

“Thank you,” I mumbled. “Thank you, Daddy. More. Use my face.”

He took my hair and fed me his cock again, shorter now, dirty, the slap of it on my tongue loud in the heat. The plug shifted when I rocked. A helpless noise came out of me around him.

He pulled out. A string of spit hung from my lip to his dick and broke on my tits where the dress had slipped.

From his jacket he took a slim black wand and a folded packet of lube. He had planned the glasshouse. Of course he had.

“Elbows on the bench. Dress up. Present the plug.”

I scrambled up. The potting bench dug into my elbows. I reached back and spread myself. Humid air touched my hole around the silicone. My cunt was a soaked mess, inner lips shiny, clit standing out like it wanted to be slapped.

He turned the wand on. The buzz cut through the glasshouse, too loud. I flinched.

“They will think it is a fan,” he said. “Or they will not. Hold still.”

He set the head of the wand against my clit and I jerked so hard my teeth clicked. Too much, too fast, the kind of hard buzz that does not ask. My hips tried to run. He followed me with it and kept the plug seated with two fingers on the flared base.

“You do not finish. You ask, and I say no until I am done with you. If you finish anyway I will walk you back out there with it still on.”

“I will not. I will not. Please, I need…”

“Need what.”

“I need you in me. I need to come and I know I do not get it. Please keep using me anyway. Please do not stop. I will beg the whole time. I will say the words.”

He worked the plug in short pulls. Out an inch. In. Out. My asshole clung and made a lewd wet kiss every time the neck dragged. The wand stayed cruel on my clit. My thighs shook. Sweat ran between my breasts and into the dress.

“Name it.”

“You are fucking my ass with the plug while the wand ruins my clit and the whole party is right there. I am going to, I mean I am close. I am too close. Take it off. Please take it off or I will break.”

The spent words almost got out. I bit them. “Please do not let me finish yet. Make me wait. Make me earn it.”

He pulled the plug free.

My hole stayed open. The gape, the stupid empty ache, the cool air inside a place that should have been shut. A slick trickle ran down from that stretched ring onto my cunt.

He tore the lube packet with his teeth and poured it into my crack. Cold. I hissed. His first finger slid in easy. The second made me rise on my toes. He scissored me open while the wand pinned my clit and I made a broken sound into my own arm.

“Quieter,” he said. “Or louder. Choose. They are fifteen feet away.”

I stuffed my wrist in my mouth. He added a third finger. The burn lit up my spine. My asshole stretched around his knuckles and I pushed back because my body had already picked a side.

“Please,” I said around my own skin. “Please fist me. Please open me until I cannot close. I want your whole fist in my ass in this glass box while they drink. I am a hole. I am your hole. Say I can take it.”

“You take what I give you.”

Four. The stretch turned mean. I breathed in little animal pants. Outside, Camille called someone over to the fountain. Her voice came through the green glass thin and bright. Sawyer’s fingers curled inside my ass and pressed forward until my belly jumped.

Then he tucked his thumb and the shape changed.

“Bear down.”

I did. The widest part of him presented at my rim and my body tried to shut. He waited, patient, cruel, the wand murdering my clit, and when I shook and opened he pushed.

The burn whited everything out. My mouth fell off my wrist.

“Daddy…”

“Take it.”

His fist sank. Knuckle by knuckle. My asshole crawled around him and then it gave, and he was in, thick, impossible, seated, and I hung off the bench with my mouth open and drool on the wood.

Full. Split. I could not think a clean sentence. The wand buzzed. My cunt spasmed and poured. I was a sleeve. I was a used thing in a neighbour’s glasshouse with a man’s fist in my ass and a party on the lawn.

“Say what you are.”

“Fist-slut. Party whore. Little dumb hole that cannot talk to Delia. Please move. Please fuck me with it. I will stay quiet. I will not come. I will not come. Please.”

He worked me. Short pumps. The slick drag of lube and my own mess. The squelch was filthy, close, wetter than the hose on the slate. My rim clung to his wrist on every pull and swallowed him on every shove. The wand never left my clit.

I started begging in pieces.

“Please. Please I cannot. Too big. More. Do not stop. I will do anything. Let me serve. Let me suck you while you fist me. Please put your cock back in my mouth. I want both. I want to be both holes. I want spit on me. I want you to call me a bitch. I want…”

“You want to finish.”

“Yes. God. Yes. I am asking. I am asking ugly. Please let your toy finish on your fist. Please. I will say thank you. I will lick you clean after. I will walk back out there wrecked and I will still ask before I drink. Please, Daddy, I am right there, I am right there, I will break if you leave me.”

“No.”

He pulled the wand off.

I sobbed once, stupid and open. My clit throbbed in the hot air, abandoned, soaked. He kept his fist in me and did not move.

“You do not get it for asking once. You get it when I am done watching you fall apart. Mouth.”

He eased his fist out.

I moaned at the gape. I could not shut. I reached back and felt my own rim, puffy, slick, open like a mouth. Shame punched through me so hard I almost came from that alone.

I dropped to my knees again because he pointed. I took his cock, darker now, angry, shiny with my spit from before. I sucked him sloppy. I made it loud on purpose and then flinched because a shape passed the glass, a man’s shoulder, a wine glass flashing.

Sawyer did not stop me. He held my head and used my throat in slow deep strokes while the shape moved on.

“They can have the silhouette,” he said. “They do not get the sound unless you give it to them. Get on the bench. On your back. Legs up.”

I obeyed. My dress was a belt around my waist now. He hooked my knees and looked at my used asshole, at my cunt, at the mess shining down to the brick.

He lined up and shoved into my pussy in one stroke.

I cried out. He clapped his other palm over my mouth. His cock split me, thick after the emptiness, and my cunt grabbed him like it had been waiting since the car. He fucked me hard. The bench knocked the wall. A pot rattled.

Through the green glass the party went on. A woman laughed. Ice moved in a pitcher.

He pulled out and pushed into my ass.

The head popped my sore rim and I screamed into his palm. He gave me all of it. He railed that open hole with long mean strokes, his stomach slapping my thighs, his cock dragging every raw inch. I drooled under his palm. My eyes rolled. The words in my head broke down.

Too much. Full. Cannot. More. Please. Hole. His. Cannot talk. Cannot go back. Please.

He took his palm away.

“Beg properly or I pull out and zip up and you walk to the fountain like this.”

“Please let me finish on your cock in my ass,” I said, wrecked, loud enough that I clapped my own fingers over my lips after. “Please, I am your little public slut, I lost my work voice on the lawn, I cannot put it back, I do not want it back if it costs this, please breed my ass, please use me until I squirt on nothing, please I will count, I will thank you, I will tell you I am a whore who comes with people fifteen feet away, please Daddy give it to me, I have been good, I asked, I asked, I asked…”

He put the wand back on my clit.

“Now.”

I broke.

My ass locked on his cock in hard ugly spasms. My cunt gushed, a real splash, slick hitting his stomach and the bench and my own belly. I jerked so hard the pot tipped and spilled dirt. I came with my mouth open and no sound at first, then a ripped groan I could not catch. My hole milked him. My clit fired under the wand until it hurt. I kept coming in smaller stupid clenches, and the shame of doing it here, like this, with Delia still on the grass, made the last pulse the dirtiest.

He cursed once, low, and buried himself and came in my ass. Hot. Thick. Pulse after pulse. It landed deep, then leaked around him when he kept thrusting through it, sloppy now, his cum and the lube making a filthy cream that dripped down onto my cunt.

He shut the wand off.

I lay there shaking. Sweat stung my eyes. The glasshouse smelled like sex and tomatoes and soil. My voice, when I found it, was still the small one.

“Thank you.”

He pulled out. More of him ran out of me. He watched it. Then he took my chin.

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

I nodded. I could have argued. The argument was a dead animal in my chest. Delia had asked me a work question in the sun and I had turned into this. I could not put the other mouth back on. Not today. Maybe not on the morning he dropped the key in my palm either.

He wiped me with his handkerchief, rough, enough to get the dress down. He pushed the plug back in and sealed his cum inside me. I hissed. He fixed his belt. He thumbed a smear of dirt off my knee.

“You will ask me before you take a drink. You will stand at my side. If she comes back, you look at me first.”

“Yes, Daddy.”

The small voice. Still. I pushed. Nothing else came.

He unlatched the door.

Heat spilled out into the cooler garden air. The party noise rushed in, bright, close. I stepped down onto the grass with his cum held in me by silicone and my thighs slick under the dress, and I kept my eyes on his sleeve because I did not trust my face.


Chapter 9: Four in the Morning

Istood at the front door with the latch in my hand. The brass dish sat empty on the hall table.

The hall clock made its thin sound. Sawyer said my name behind me in a register that did not belong to him.

My coat hung open over the nightshirt. The apartment key cut a groove in my palm.

“Nora.”

I stopped with the metal already turned a quarter.

“Don’t.”

The word came out bare. No rule around it. Twenty-eight days of that even voice gone in one cracked sound.

Two days left on his clock. I took the key so the last morning could not look like the other two. A door held open. A polite end. I refused that shape.

His palm slammed the wood by my ear. The door jumped. He caged me there with his chest, sleep-warm, and the smell of him got in my throat, soap first, then the darker note that lived in his sheets.

“Open your hand.”

I kept the key. That was the whole theft. Take it. Walk out. Own the leaving.

He caught my wrist and pinned it high. The teeth of the key bit deeper. His other hand shook on my hip.

He had never shaken.

“You do not get to run the clock,” he said. The sentence broke in the middle. “You do not get to make this clean.”

I turned my face to the wood. “I will not stand here on the last morning and let you walk me out like the others.”

His breath dragged against my neck. Close. Rough.

“Say that again.”

“I found the pattern. Thirty days. Then the dish. Then the door. I will not be the third one you put on the street.”

He made a sound in his throat I had no name for. His mouth opened on the side of my neck, teeth and wet heat, and my cunt clenched so fast my knees dipped. Coat on. Latch under my fingers. Ready to go. Soaked anyway.

He yanked the nightshirt up. Cool air on my thighs. The plug sat where he had seated it after lights-out, a thick stem, a wide flare, and he found it with two fingers and shoved.

A grunt punched out of me. I went up on my toes.

“You put your coat on and left this in,” he said against my skin. “You meant to walk into the street with my plug stretching you.”

“I wanted it out of your house.” My voice thinned. “I wanted one thing on the way that still had me in it.”

“Nothing on you is yours.” He twisted the base. The fat bulb dragged over the sore ring and my hips kicked. “Tell me what you carried to this door.”

I shut my teeth.

He pulled the plug halfway and drove it back. The wet noise was ugly. I had slicked it in my sleep. I had slicked it standing here with the latch in my hand.

“Nora. Now.”

“Your plug.” Heat crawled up my throat. “I went to bed with your plug in my asshole and I kept it so I could leave with it.”

“Slut.” The word landed raw, no lesson in it. “Turn around. Keep the key. If you drop it I stop.”

I turned. The latch left my fingers. His face in the dark had no calm left. Jaw slack. Eyes too wide.

My back hit the door. He dragged the nightshirt to my waist and dropped to his knees and put his mouth on my cunt with no warning. He sucked my clit like he had skipped every rule he wrote. The smell of me hit us both, sleep and slick, sharp enough to sting. He came up and kissed me with my own wet on his tongue. Sour. Filthy. I swallowed it because his hand was in my hair.

My fist stayed shut around the key.

He bit my lower lip. “Hold still.”

Two fingers jammed into my pussy and hooked. His thumb mashed my clit. The plug filled the other hole so every push rubbed the thin wall. I soaked his hand in three strokes. My face burned. I had come to leave. My body opened like it had been waiting for this exact theft to fail.

“Don’t you dare finish,” he said, and worked me harder.

The climb built too fast. My hips chased his hand. The key’s teeth cut my palm. I was there, right there, cunt clamping, a bright tight pull…

He ripped his hand away.

The orgasm broke open with nothing on it. A useless pulse. Wet ran down my thigh and dripped on the hall rug. I made a broken noise and tried to follow his fingers.

He wiped his hand on my nightshirt. “Wasted. Look at that mess. You drip on my floor and you still think you get to walk.”

“Please.”

“Please what. Use the words.”

“Please put your fingers back. Please finish it. Please, Daddy. I need to come.”

“No.”

He stood. The button on his sleep pants gave. His cock sprang out heavy, already wet at the tip. He smeared the head through the slick on my thigh, then lower, over the plug.

“Take this out. With the hand that isn’t stealing.”

I reached behind me. My fingers found the flare. I pulled. The bulb stretched me and popped free with a slick sound that made my eyes sting. The ring stayed open. The ache of the empty hole sat there and would not shut.

He took the plug and pushed the wet stem between my lips. “Clean it.”

Rubber and my own taste, musk and soap. I sucked. Drool ran down my chin onto the coat.

“Good little toy.” Even the praise came out unsteady. “Hold it in your mouth. Don’t drop the key.”

He spit in his palm and rubbed it over his cock. Then he lined up with the empty hole and shoved.

The head punched through the sore ring. I yelled around the plug. He kept going, one long drive, until his hips pressed flush to my skin and his cock sat buried in me to the root.

Full. Split. The door at my back. Coat still on.

He fucked me like a man who had dropped the book. No count. No pace he had taught me. Hard, messy strokes that shoved me up the wood. His mouth was on my jaw, my throat, open and wet. He smelled like sleep and the iron bite of the key between us.

“Mine,” he said into my skin. “Mine. Say it.”

I could not get a word around the plug.

He pulled it from my teeth and threw it. It hit the table and rolled.

“Say it.”

“Yours.”

“The whole thing.”

“I’m yours. This hole is yours. I was leaving and I’m still yours.”

He groaned like I had hit him. His rhythm broke. He reached down and found my clit again and rubbed in hard circles while he pounded into me against the door.

The second climb started lower, dirtier, a cramp that made my eyes go wet.

“Don’t,” I said, and I did not mean the leaving.

He pulled his cock out at the crest.

I clenched on air. The orgasm tore and went nowhere. A spurt of slick ran out of the empty hole and down over my cunt. I sobbed once, ugly.

“Again,” he said. “You come when I waste it. That’s the new rule for a thief.”

He hauled me off the door by the coat and put me on my knees on the rug. The hall clock ticked over us. My nightshirt stuck to my tits with sweat. He yanked the hall table drawer and came out with the black wand, the bottle of lube, and the nipple clamps on their thin chain.

Unrehearsed. His hands found the tools anyway.

“Chest down. Hips up. Fist on the floor with the key in it. If your fingers open I put you outside.”

I dropped. The rug burned my cheek. I put the key under my weight so I could not drop it.

He pinched my left nipple until it stood and closed a clamp on it. The bite landed sharp. He did the other. The chain hung cold between my tits and tugged when I breathed.

“Stay.”

He poured lube down the crack of me. It ran into the open hole and dripped off my clit. One finger slid in easy. He added a second and twisted.

“Tell me what I have in you.”

“Two fingers in my asshole.”

“And what are you.”

“A hole.” My voice cracked. “A whore who stole a key and got on her knees anyway.”

He added a third. The stretch woke a bright burn. I pushed back because this house had taught my body that trick.

“Louder.”

“I’m a dirty hole. I’m your slut. I packed a coat to run and I still have my ass in the air for you.”

Four fingers. The burn spread wide. He tucked his thumb and pressed.

I tried to crawl. He put the wand between my legs and turned it on against my clit, pinned there with his wrist, and the buzz wiped my thoughts out. The clamps bounced on the chain. Each bounce pulled.

His hand kept pressing. Knuckles. The widest part. I bore down, and his fist slid in.

The sound out of me was not one I knew. Stuffed. Opened past sense. The wand chewed at my clit while his fist sat inside me, a hard occupying thing, and I drooled on the rug.

“That’s it. Take my whole fucking hand, you greedy bitch. This is what you were walking out on.”

He started to move. Short pumps. My rim clung and dragged. The wet squelch filled the hall. I smelled lube and cunt and the hot animal smell of a body used open.

“Say thank you for the fist.”

“Thank you. Thank you for fisting my ass. Thank you for… ah… Daddy, please, it’s too…”

“It is what I say it is.”

The third climb came like a fit. My belly went tight. I shoved back onto his fist. The clamps bit. The wand pinned me to the peak…

He pulled the wand off.

He pulled the fist out.

The gape stayed. Cold air reached inside me. The orgasm spilled as a weak flutter and a rush of lube and slick that pattered on the rug between my knees. I shook and got nothing from it. A string of mess hung from my open rim and broke.

“Please. Daddy. I can’t. I need…”

“You need what you took. You need the door. So go.” He sat back on his heels, cock wet and dark, fist shining to the wrist. “Stand up. Walk out. You have the key.”

I stayed down. My hole winked and could not close. The coat hung off one shoulder. The night air under the front door licked my wet thigh. Street-damp. Leaves. A world that still had my name on a mailbox.

I did not stand.

He waited. Ten ticks of the clock.

“Look at you,” he said. The shake was back in it. “Coat on. Key in your fist. Hole gaping on my rug. And you will not crawl to that latch.”

“I can’t.” It came out small. “I came down here to beat your last morning and I can’t make my legs do it.”

He let out a breath that sounded cut. Then he grabbed the silicone beads from the same drawer, a string of six, each one fatter than the last, and pushed the first into my open hole.

It went in like nothing. The second followed. The third made me grunt. He fed them in until the last fat bead stretched the sore rim and seated, and the retrieval ring sat against my skin.

He turned the wand back on and pressed it to my clit.

“Hold those in. You lose a bead, you lose the chance to beg.”

I clenched. The beads shifted inside me, a rolling weight, and the wand built the fourth climb on top of the wreck of the third. My nipples screamed in the clamps. I tasted rug fibers and my own spit.

“What are you, Nora.”

“Your toy. Your hole. Your… fuck… your little thief who couldn’t leave.”

“Ask me to pull them out.”

“Pull them out. Please pull them out and fuck me. Please put your cock in the mess you made.”

He dragged the first bead free. My rim clutched it. The second popped and I moaned into the rug. He pulled the rest in a slow chain, each pop a wet obscene kiss, and on the last fat bead he held the wand hard to my clit so I hit the edge right as it left me.

Then the wand died in his hand.

I wailed. The orgasm started and had nowhere to go. My cunt spasmed on nothing. Slick squirted out of me in a thin humiliating splash that hit his knee. My hole clenched on air, over and over, a ruined rhythm, and I shook until my arms almost gave.

“Wasted again,” he said. “You soak my floor and you still have two days on the clock.”

“Don’t say the clock.”

He pulled me up by the coat. The chain between the clamps swung and tore a sound out of me. He turned me into the door a second time, shoved my chest to the wood, and drove his cock into the wrecked hole in one stroke. I was so open he bottomed out with a slap. Then he fucked me like he wanted to crawl inside and stay.

His hand found my throat. Not a lesson. A hold. His forehead dropped against my temple. Sweat from him ran into my mouth. Salt.

“Two days,” he said. “You do not steal them. You do not make this easy for me.”

“Then don’t open the door.” The words tore out of me. “If you still put that key in my hand on the last morning I will know none of this counted.”

His hips stuttered. He kissed me sideways, messy, teeth, and the taste of him was sleep and my cunt and the shake in his mouth.

He reached around and pinched my clamped nipple. The extra bite made my hole clamp on his cock. He groaned into my cheek and railed me harder. The wet slap of his hips ran through the dark. My tits mashed the door. The key cut my palm open enough to sting.

The fifth climb had no grace. I was an animal on a cock. Too much. Can’t. The words fell apart in my head. Full. Please. More. His smell all over me, sweat and sex and the faint clean soap losing.

He pulled out.

I cried this time, open-mouthed, as the orgasm died in the open air and a thick string of lube and my own mess hung from my used hole and broke on the floor.

He flipped me to face him. My shoulders hit the wood. He shoved back in from the front, hooked my knee over his hip, and went deeper at a new angle that punched a noise out of me. The clamps bounced. He stared at me like he had forgotten how to give an order.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours. Daddy. I’m yours. Use my ass. Ruin me. Don’t send me out.”

He reached down and rubbed my clit with two fingers, mean and fast, while he plowed into the open hole. I started to go again, helpless, the sixth climb stacked on all the wasted ones, my belly cramping, my mouth open on his name…

He yanked his fingers off my clit and held my hip still and came.

Hot pulses inside me. He buried himself and spilled with a groan that had no control left in it, shaking against me, his mouth open on my shoulder. His teeth sank in hard, high on the muscle where a coat collar would sit if I walked out, and he held the bite while he pumped the last of it into me.

The mark flared. I clenched on his cock and almost tipped over that last edge.

He pulled out before I could.

Cum followed him, thick, leaking out of the stretched rim and running down my thigh in a warm line. My clit throbbed in the open air. The almost-orgasm flickered and died and left me twitching on the door.

He put two fingers in the mess and pushed his own cum back into me. Then he brought those fingers to my mouth.

“Taste what you did to me.”

I sucked. Bitter. Salt on top of my own slick.

He took the clamps off. My nipples flared as the blood came back, and I hissed. He bent and put his mouth on each one, a rough suck that was not kind, and my cunt dripped on the floor between my feet.

We stayed like that. My coat stuck to the sweat on my back. His chest heaved against me. The hall clock kept time like nothing had broken.

He did not take the key.

He licked the sting out of the bite he had left. His hand stayed on my hip, shaking less now, still not steady.

“Go to bed,” he said at last. The even voice tried to come back and failed halfway. “Keep the key in your fist until I say. You sleep with it. You do not put it in the dish. You do not put it in a bag. You hold what you stole and you stay.”

I nodded against his mouth.

He stepped back. Air hit the wet on my thighs, the open ache, the cooling leak of him running out of me. I turned. He looked at my mouth, then at the latch I no longer touched.

I walked past the empty dish. Each step pulled at the used rim. His cum leaked down toward my knee, warm, then cold. The bite on my shoulder throbbed in time with the clock.

In the dark of the stairs I closed my fist until the metal hurt.

The old apartment was still there. Emptied, the keys not yet handed back. A lock of my own for a few more days. Mornings no one arranged. I had held the latch. I had held the key. I had put on a coat at four in the morning to beat his last day so I would not have to stand in that hall and be handed out.

I went up.

I chose the bed.

Two days. If he opened that door anyway, the shake in his voice was a trick, and I had let a man wreck me for a rule he would still keep. The one who could have turned the latch was already a stain on the rug I would have to look at in the morning, and I carried her key into his bed like a stone, and I did not go back down.


Chapter 10: Pages in the Grate

Istopped on the last stair.

He had already opened the front door. Cold air ran the length of the hall and climbed my calves. Seven in the morning. Both of us dressed like we had somewhere formal to be.

Sawyer stood in his dark coat with the leather ledger open on his forearm. My apartment key sat on the hall table, laid out alone. The brass dish beside the frame held nothing.

He looked up and caught me there. Mid-step. Shoes on. Coat buttoned. Staring at the metal like it might jump.

“Come here, Nora.”

I went. The floor was ice through my thin soles. My cunt had gone slick on the stairs, stupid and early, before he had even spoken. I hated that. I wanted it anyway.

He shut the ledger on one finger and held it at his side.

“This is the thirtieth morning,” he said. “This is how it ends. The door open. The key returned. You walk out.”

My throat clicked. I had stolen that key two dawns ago and tried to beat this hour. He had pinned me to the wood and shaken through it. Now his voice was even again. The coat sat straight on his shoulders. He had put the ritual back on like a garment.

“I know the rule,” I said.

“You know a lie I let you keep.” He set the ledger down, picked up the key, and turned my palm over. The metal was cold and heavier than it had any right to be. “The thirty days were never your leash. They were mine. Past this morning I do not trust myself to stop. I have opened this door twice before. I wrote your last day on the first night you slept here.”

The key sat in the center of my palm. My fingers wanted to close. I left them open.

“So you send me down the drive.”

“I refuse this one choice,” he said. “The rest I will take. This one stays yours. Walk. Do what you like with it.”

He closed my fingers around the teeth.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I went out into the cold with my coat still buttoned and the key biting my skin. The drive sloped. Gravel shifted under my heels. No car. No bag. Only the weight in my fist and the open house at my back.

At the bottom the storm drain cut the gutter, a black mouth under a grate. I stood over it.

I could pocket the key. I could walk to the corner and call a car and go back to a kitchen I used to run like a job. Bills. Lists. The old grind of being the one who decided every hour.

My pussy clenched around nothing. Shame came up hot behind my teeth. I had spent twenty-nine days learning how to put that grind down, and my body had already voted.

I opened my fingers.

The key hit the grate, rang once, and dropped through. Water talked under the street. Gone.

I turned around.

The climb dragged. My calves burned. The open door waited. I stepped back into the hall and shut the cold out with my shoulder.

The brass dish was still empty.

I found him in the study.

The grate in the hearth already held two sheets, edges going black, names I had read in a drawer I was not meant to open. Start dates. End dates. Thirty days apart, neat as a blade. He fed the last corner in with the poker and the paper took, then collapsed.

The ledger lay open on the study table. A clean first page. He had printed NORA at the top in hard pencil. A date under it. Today’s date. The line beside that date was blank.

Under the blank he had written one rule.

you don’t get the key back

“Come here,” he said again.

I came around the table. Heat from the grate licked my shins. The old pages were ash now. No names left but mine.

“Say what you did with it.”

“I dropped it in the drain.”

“Why.”

Because I am tired of being the person who holds the exit. Because the apartment is a room I used to perform adulthood in, and I am done performing. I did not say all of that.

“I don’t want it,” I said. “I don’t want the choice.”

“Good.” He took my chin. “Then you stay. No thirtieth morning after this one. No metal in a dish to change your mind. You can lose this now. For good.”

My nipples tightened under the blouse. Slick had soaked the crotch of my underwear on the walk back. I could smell myself. He could too. His face did not change.

“Take the coat off. The blouse. The skirt. Leave the shoes.”

I stripped where I stood. Buttons. Zipper. The underwear peeled off my cunt in a wet string. He pointed at the book.

“Bend over it. Hold the edges. Do not smear the date.”

The table bit my hips. Wood grain pressed my cheek. The pencil rule sat an inch from my mouth. you don’t get the key back. My tits hung, nipples already hard enough to hurt.

A drawer opened. He laid things out where I could see them if I turned my head. I turned it.

Nipple clamps on a short chain. A string of dark beads, each one fatter than the last. A wand with a fat round head. A bottle of lube, cap off.

“Look at you,” he said. He pushed my feet wider with his shoe. “Dressed for a goodbye and dripping on my floor. Say what you are.”

I swallowed. A hard little no kicked in my chest, the last scrap of the woman who used to run her own calendar. It died on the way up.

“Your slut.”

“More.”

“Your hole. Daddy’s hole. I came back so you could use me.”

“You came back so you would never have to pick an hour again.” His palm settled on my nape, heavy, pinning my cheek to the page. “Stay.”

The first clamp bit my left nipple. I jerked. The chain swung and the second clamp closed on the right. The ache shot straight to my clit. He flicked the chain. A sound got out of me.

Lube hit my crack, cold, then his fingers, two of them, pushing the first bead against my hole. I bore down because he had taught me to. The bead popped in. The next one stretched wider. I breathed through it. My cunt leaked onto the lip of the table.

“Take them,” he said. “Every one.”

He fed the string in, bead by bead, until the last fat knob seated and only the retrieval ring hung out. Full. Stuffed. The weight of them sat inside me and my thighs shook.

He thumbed my clit once, a mean little rub, and I tried to chase it. He took the touch away.

“Ask.”

“Please put it in me.”

“Name it.”

“Your cock. Please fuck my pussy. Please, Daddy.”

His belt came undone. The head of his cock dragged through my folds, gathered the slick, and shoved in to the root in one stroke. I knocked forward. My mouth opened on the ledger. The date smeared under my lip. He did not stop.

He fucked me hard from the first thrust. No warm-up. The beads shifted each time his hips slapped mine. Full in both places. The chain between my tits swung and yanked the clamps. I cried out into the page.

He reached around and pressed the wand to my clit. The buzz hit like a slap.

“Come,” he said. “Now.”

I did. Ugly and fast. My cunt grabbed his cock and tried to keep it. Slick ran down my thighs and dripped on his shoes. I shook and the beads made it worse, a fat pressure that would not let the spasm finish clean.

He left the wand there.

“Again.”

“I can’t.”

“You can. You will. You do not count out loud. I will know.”

He plowed me through the aftershocks. The wand stayed pinned there. Too much. My clit jumped and burned. I tried to crawl up the table and his grip on my hip hauled me back onto his dick.

The second one tore through me before I had air. I drooled on NORA. My hole clenched on the beads and my pussy milked him in dumb jerks.

“Filthy girl,” he said. “So easy. Two and you are already sloppy. Hold the book.”

I held it. My fingers cramped on the leather.

He pulled the first bead.

It dragged. My rim clung and then gave. I sobbed. He fucked me through that too, cock pounding my cunt while he drew the next bead out, then the next, each one a thick wet pop. The last one left me open. I could not close. Air touched the gape and I wanted to hide my face. I was already face down on my own name.

“Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fist me. Please use me up. I don’t want any of it left.”

He pulled his cock out. I clenched on empty and hated the empty. Lube again, then his fingers, three, four, twisting. The stretch burned. He tucked his thumb and pressed.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. His fist sank into my cunt, knuckles and all, until his wrist kissed my lips. Packed. Split. I made a raw sound and came around the intrusion without being told, a third breaking that had no shape, just spasm and a gush that ran over his wrist onto the table.

He fucked me with it. Short punches. My belly jumped. The wand buzzed on. I lost the edge of the room. The green lamp on the desk was a smear. The grate ticked.

“What are you.”

“A toy. A cunt. Your kept thing.” The words came out broken. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”

He worked his fist out. The suck of it tore a moan out of me. Then his cock shoved back in, easier now, my pussy ruined and grateful. He lined up behind and pressed the head of his dick to my used hole.

“This too,” he said. “All of you.”

He pushed. The burn lit up my spine. I had taken him there before. This was meaner. He did not pause. He fed me his cock until his hips sat flush and my rim was a tight ring around him.

“Fuck. Daddy. Full.”

He railed my hole. Deep. Steady. The table legs hopped on the rug. The clamps tugged. The wand never moved off my clit. I came again, or I kept coming. Past four. Past whatever followed. Numbers fell apart. My brain went to scraps.

Too much. Cannot. More.

Slick sounds filled the study. Squelch. Skin slap. The wet drag of him pulling almost out and punching back in. I leaked from my empty cunt in a thin line that hit the open page and beaded on the pencil rule.

He gathered my hair and pulled my head up off the book.

“Look at it.”

NORA. A date. A blank. you don’t get the key back.

“That blank stays blank,” he said. “No rescue morning. You understand me.”

“Yes.”

“Say the rule.”

“I don’t get the key back.”

He dropped my hair, reached under, and ripped the clamps off.

Blood slammed into my nipples. I screamed and came so hard my knees went. He held me up by the hips and kept fucking my hole through it, brutal, owning, his breath finally rough against my shoulder.

Then his mouth found my throat.

He bit. He sucked. He left a ring of dark marks high under my jaw and lower along the tendon, a band where a collar would sit. Each pull of his mouth made my cunt twitch. I hung there and took it. Peace sat in my bones like a bruise. I had spent the exit. There was nothing left to manage.

“Mine,” he said against the wet skin. “Kept. No grip for you. I hold it.”

“Yours. Please come in me. Please fill my hole.”

He drove in and held. His cock kicked. Heat flooded me, pulse after pulse, so deep it landed in my belly. He stayed planted and let the last of it pump. The wand had not stopped. I jerked and tried to get off it. He pinned it there until I broke one more time, a wrecked little seize with no name, and then he shut it off.

Silence, except the grate and my breathing.

He pulled out. Nothing closed behind him. His cum slid out of me and ran down my thigh, thick, cooling. I stayed bent over the book because he had not said I could rise.

He wiped my mouth with his thumb.

“Up. On your knees by the lamp.”

My legs barely held. I crossed to the rug by the desk. The green lamp was on, low, the setting he used for rules. He sat. He had not even taken his coat all the way off. His cock shone, spent, still heavy.

He drew the ledger into the light. Under the first rule he wrote more, pencil whispering.

“Repeat after me. The dish stays empty.”

“The dish stays empty.”

“Your hours come from me. No unscheduled time.”

“My hours come from you. No unscheduled time.”

“The lamp has two settings. You use the one I name.”

“The lamp has two settings. I use the one you name.”

“The cards stay on the board. You do the day I set.”

“The cards stay on the board. I do the day you set.”

“You belong in this house. You do not keep an exit.”

My voice held. Steady, like he wanted.

“I belong in this house. I do not keep an exit.”

He closed the book.

“Good girl. Come here.”

I crawled the last foot and put my cheek on his knee. His fingers stroked my hair once, then tipped my face up so he could look at the marks on my throat. His mouth thinned, satisfied.

“Those stay visible today,” he said. “Shirt only. Mine.”

He pulled his dress shirt off the chair and put me in it. The cloth hung to mid-thigh. It smelled like his skin and the heat of the room. Cum cooled on my inner thigh and stuck the hem.

“Kitchen,” he said. “Water. Then you sit with your cards.”

I drank. I sat. The day-board held the little cards he wrote each dawn: eat, rest, kneel, study, bed. Two settings on the lamp in the corner of my room, bright and dim. The brass dish by the front door sat empty and would stay empty. The blank line in the ledger sat in my head like a warm stone.

I should have wanted a door. I wanted the stone.

He made tea. He set a plate in front of me and pointed until I ate. When I shifted on the chair, his cum leaked out of my sore hole and I hissed. He watched my face and did not offer to make it easier.

“Sore is information,” he said. “It will remind you while you color that card.”

I colored the rest card in the block he had drawn. My throat throbbed in the shape of his mouth. Peace, still. The ugly kind. The kind that comes after you throw the last tool in the river.

A knock came from the gate.

Three hits. Then a woman’s voice, carried thin across the yard.

“Sawyer? It’s Delia. I need to speak with you.”

He did not rise. He looked at me over the rim of his cup.

“The door is yours to answer,” he said. “You live here.”

I stood. His shirt stuck to the mess between my legs. I walked down the hall past the empty dish and opened the front door.

Delia stood on the step in a neat coat, hair done, a bag on her shoulder. Her eyes dropped to my bare thighs, then climbed to the dark band of bites on my throat. Her mouth tightened.

“I came for Sawyer,” she said. “Tell him Delia is here. He knows the date.”

“He is not taking anyone,” I said. My voice did not shake. “This house is finished with dates.”

She looked past me, hunting for him. I did not step aside. The marks on my neck sat out in the open. His shirt, his smell, his cum drying on me. I held the jamb and I did not move.

“You should go,” I said.

She went. Her heels hit the path, then the gate latch clicked.

I shut the door.

The brass dish sat on its shelf, empty, catching a dull bit of hall light and nothing else. I put my fingers on the rim. No key. No weight to pick up. No hour waiting for me to invent it.

I left it there and walked back toward the kitchen, toward the cards, toward the man who had burned the other names and written mine with a blank beside it, and I did not look at the drain again.


THE END
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