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Polly Bane


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


Disclaimer

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author's imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

Age Declaration

All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24 at all times during the events described and in any referenced past. No character is depicted as a minor at any point in the narrative, including in flashbacks, memories, or backstory. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.

Content Nature

Themes of explicit adult sexual fantasy, kink, and power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional. No real person, place, or actual event is intended or should be inferred.

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: Never Conceived Cold

Iread clause eleven out loud so the words would stick. My voice bounced off the windshield and came back thin.

“Either party may terminate this agreement upon written notice within fourteen days of medical confirmation of non-viability, or upon mutual written consent prior to the twelfth week. Upon successful delivery and discharge, the surrogate shall vacate the premises within seventy-two hours and receive final payment.”

I said it again. Louder. The exit clause was the wall I had built around my life. Two hundred and sixty-eight days. Sign. Carry. Deliver. Leave with the money. My body went in rented and came back mine.

The iron gates of Thornhall closed behind the car with a heavy metal bite. The road vanished in the mirror. Gravel spat under the tires. Cold air leaked through the window seal and raised goosebumps on my arms.

I was twenty-seven and out of options. The debt had teeth. The agency fee would clear it and leave enough for a real start. One pregnancy for strangers I would never meet. Clean. Clinical. Done.

A staff woman in a gray coat took my bag at the steps. She did not speak. She pointed me through a tall door into a room lined with books and a long table. A green ledger lay open beside a stack of papers. A pen waited on top like a small black knife.

Kade stood at the head of the table. He was forty-one, broad in a dark shirt, sleeves rolled once. He did not smile. He did not offer his hand.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat. The chair was hard under my thighs. The room held a low hum from some vent I could not place. My pulse thumped in my throat.

He turned pages. “You read the term.”

“Two hundred and sixty-eight days from today,” I said. “Delivery, discharge, final payment. Clause eleven covers exit if the pregnancy fails or if we both agree before week twelve.”

“Initial where marked.”

I initialed. My hand did not shake. The letters looked neat and sure. That neatness was a lie I needed. The signature block waited last. I signed Iris in full and set the pen down.

Kade signed below me without looking up. He closed the ledger with a soft slap.

“Transfer week begins now,” he said. “Intake is in the east wing. You will do exactly as I say.”

Heat slid low in my belly at the flat command. I hated that. I crossed my legs harder and stood.

A clinician waited in a white room with steel cabinets and a padded table. She had me strip to a paper gown, pee in a cup, and climb up with my feet in the rests. The air bit my bare thighs. The paper crinkled when I shifted.

She gloved up and spoke to the chart, not to me. “Baseline exam. Fertile window opens in six days. Standard catheter protocol for first insemination after confirmation of peak.”

The door opened. Kade walked in like he owned the air. The clinician straightened.

“Leave the tray,” he said. “And leave.”

She hesitated half a breath, then set the tray on the counter and went out. The latch clicked. The quiet came back up around us.

I pushed up on my elbows. “The agency said lab transfer. Catheter. Donor sample.”

Kade washed his hands at the sink. Water ran loud. He dried them on a cloth and turned.

“The estate does not use catheters or syringes,” he said. “My line has never been conceived cold.”

The words hit like a palm to the sternum. My cunt clenched under the thin paper. Shame burned up my neck because the clench came first, before any real thought could catch it.

“That is not what I signed for.”

“You signed for issue,” he said. “You signed for room, board, and a full term under this roof. How the seed goes in is my method.”

He pulled the gown open at the front. Cool air licked my nipples. They tightened at once. He looked at them like inventory.

“Lie back. Knees wide.”

I did it. Defiance sat in my throat and went nowhere. The fee. The debt. Two hundred and sixty-seven days to burn after today. Walking out now meant zero and ruin.

He snapped on gloves. The latex cracked. His fingers pressed my inner thighs apart farther than I had set them. Heat from his hands sank into my skin.

“Already wet,” he said. “The body knows its job before the mind agrees.”

“I am not wet for you.”

He dragged one gloved finger up my slit and held it up. Slick shone on the latex under the harsh light.

“Say that again with a straight face.”

I shut my mouth. My face burned. My clit throbbed against nothing and I wanted to shove his hand away and pull it closer at the same time. That split made me sick with myself.

He opened a drawer and took out a small black plug, a bottle of lube, and a wand vibrator with a thick head. He set them on the tray where the catheter kit had been. The swap was clean and final.

“This is intake,” he said. “I check how you open, how you take, how you come when you are ordered to. Then I breed the hole that matters. You count each climax out loud. You thank me for each one. Fail either rule and we start over.”

“You cannot just…”

He pinched my clit between two fingers. The jolt tore a sound out of me. My hips jerked.

“I can,” he said. “You are on my table. You are paid for. Spread your ass with your hands.”

My fingers shook as I reached down and pulled my cheeks apart. The stretch exposed me. Cold air touched my asshole. I wanted to let go. I held on because his eyes said hold.

Lube drizzled cold on the pucker. I gasped. He worked one finger in without asking. The burn was small and mean. He pumped it once, twice, then added a second. My ring stretched around the latex. A wet sound came with each push. My cunt dripped onto the paper.

“Tight little whore hole,” he said. “It will learn.”

“Fuck you.”

He twisted his fingers and found a spot that made my vision blur. My thighs tried to close. He kept them open with his free arm.

“Again. Louder. Tell me what you are while I open you.”

I swallowed. The words stuck. He scissored inside me and the stretch stole my breath.

“I am a hole,” I forced out. “A paid hole.”

“Better. Beg for the plug.”

“Put it in. Please. Put the plug in my ass.”

He pulled his fingers free. My asshole clenched on empty air and failed to close all the way. He coated the plug and pressed the tip to me. The flare stretched me wider than his fingers. I grunted. He pushed until it seated and patted it once.

“Hold it. If it slips, you start from zero.”

He switched the wand on. The buzz filled the room, a hard electric growl. He set the head straight on my clit and pinned it there with his palm.

My back arched off the table. Pleasure slammed up my spine too fast, dirty and raw. I tried to twist away. He followed and did not ease off.

“Count when you come,” he said. “First one now. Take it.”

The orgasm hit before I could brace. My cunt spasmed. My ass clenched hard on the plug. Slick gushed onto the paper with a wet slap. I shook and bit my lip and the sound tore free anyway.

“One,” I gasped. “Thank you.”

“Good toy.” He kept the wand on me through the aftershocks. The oversensitive burn made my eyes water. “Again.”

“I cannot, I just…”

He pushed the plug deeper with his thumb while the wand ground my clit. The double assault wrung it out of me. My second climax hit uglier, longer. My legs kicked. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the paper.

“Two,” I sobbed. “Thank you. Fuck. Thank you.”

He shut it off. The quiet rang in my ears. My cunt kept twitching. He stripped one glove with his teeth and freed his cock from his pants. Thick. Hard. Veined. The head already shone.

He rubbed the head through my soaked folds and stopped at my entrance.

“This is how seed goes into my line,” he said. “Warm. Deep. From my cock into your cunt while your ass is full and your body is broken open. No cold tubes. No stranger in a lab coat. You take me until you catch.”

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

He drove in to the root in one hard thrust. The stretch burned. The plug in my ass made everything tighter, fuller, wrong in a way that made my toes curl. He bottomed out and held, grinding against my clit.

“Say what you are for.”

“I am for breeding,” I said. My voice cracked. “I am a breeding slut. A hole to fill.”

“Yes.” He fucked me in long, heavy strokes. The wet slap of his hips on my thighs filled the room. The table creaked. Every stroke shoved the plug deeper and dragged out a moan I could not swallow.

He picked it back up one-handed and set it on my clit while he pounded. The dual rhythm wrecked me. I came a third time with his cock buried deep, screaming the count.

“Three. Thank you. Oh god, three.”

“One more at least,” he said. “You do not get my cum until you take four.”

He pulled out of my cunt. Emptiness ached. He flipped me onto my stomach, paper gown rucked to my waist, and yanked the plug free. My asshole gaped for a breath. Cool air hit the open ring. Then his cock head pressed there, thicker than the plug, slick with my own mess.

“Take it in the ass now,” he said. “I want this hole trained before I put a baby in the other one.”

He pushed. The burn went white-hot. I clawed the table edge. He worked past the ring inch by inch until his hips met my cheeks. Full. Split. My cunt dripped down onto the paper in a thin string.

“Fucking tight,” he said. “Squeeze. Milk me with that whore ass.”

I squeezed. He groaned and fucked my ass in deep, steady strokes. The wet drag and shove of it sounded filthy. Skin slapped skin. He reached under me and found my clit with rough fingers, rubbing hard circles while he used my ass.

“Beg for four.”

“Please make me come,” I said. “Please, four, I need four, use my ass and make me come, I am your dirty hole, your breeding bitch, please…”

He pinched my clit and drove deep. The fourth orgasm tore through me so hard my vision spotted. My ass clamped on his cock in hard pulses. I sobbed the number into the paper.

“Four. Thank you. Thank you.”

He pulled out of my ass, flipped me again, and shoved back into my cunt in one thrust. Two more strokes and he buried himself and came. Hot pulses of cum flooded me, every jet of it. He held my hips locked to his and stayed planted, grinding the seed deep while my walls fluttered around him.

“Hold it in,” he said. “Do not waste a drop.”

He stayed inside me until his cock softened a fraction, then pulled free. Cum leaked at once. He pressed two fingers into my cunt and pushed it back up, slow and deliberate.

“Legs up. Hold your knees.”

I held my knees to my chest, open and used, ass aching, cunt stuffed with his spend. He wiped his cock on the edge of my gown and fixed his pants. The room smelled of sex and lube and sweat.

He took a thick plug from the drawer, larger than the first, and slicked it. He worked it into my ass until it seated. Then he took a shorter, flared one and pressed it into my cum-filled cunt, sealing his seed inside me. Both holes stretched and sealed.

“You wear both until dinner,” he said. “You walk the hall with my cum locked in you. If either plug comes out, you crawl back here and we begin again.”

I nodded because my mouth would not make clean words. My thighs shook. My clit throbbed. Shame sat thick in my chest because I had come four times on a stranger’s table and thanked him for each one, and part of me already wanted the next order.

He wrote in a small black book on the counter. The pen scratched. The vent hummed. Somewhere far off a door closed.

“Six-day fertility window starts the count in earnest,” he said. “Today is day one of the term. Two hundred and sixty-seven remain. You will be checked each morning. You will present open when I enter. You will take cock when I decide the seed needs topping up.”

He set the book down and looked at me over the table.

“Tomorrow at six you report to the morning room bare under a robe. No underclothes. Plugs stay in until I remove them. I will inspect both holes, confirm the seal, and fuck your cunt again if the overnight hold is thin. After that you eat. Then you walk the grounds with me so the staff see who is carrying for this house.”

He tapped the edge of the table once.

“Get dressed when you can stand. Your room is the third door on the left of the nursery wing. The key is on the hook. Be in that bed by ten. Lights out means legs closed on the plugs and no touching yourself. Your orgasms belong to the ledger now.”

I lowered my feet to the cold floor. Cum and lube slicked my thighs. They shifted when I stood and pulled a soft sound out of me. Kade watched without pity.

“Welcome to Thornhall, Iris,” he said. “The contract is live. From this hour forward you are bred by hand, on my schedule, in my house. Sleep if you can. At six sharp I open you again.”


Chapter 2: The Green Ledger

Istood in the orangery with the watering can hooked on my fingers and his cum still warm on my thigh when the house bell rang.

Water slopped over the rim and hit the grit on the tiles. The first toll went through the glass and sat in my teeth.

My knees locked. Then they bent.

I had not been told to walk. My feet took the first step anyway.

The can bumped my shin. More water ran. The smell of wet dirt mixed with him, salt and skin, smeared high between my legs from the hour before dawn. He had put me on the edge of my own bed and filled me and sent me down here to water the citrus like a hired girl with a job.

The job had a clock now.

I set the can on the potting bench and wiped my palm on my dress. The cotton stuck to the mess on my thigh. My cunt gave a stupid little clench around nothing, and my neck went hot because brass had done that. A bell. A house bell. And I was already wet for it.

Turn around. Finish the plants. Make him come find you.

My body faced the inner door.

Kade came through it before I reached the handle. Shirt open at the throat. Sleeves rolled. A black case in one hand, the kind a doctor carries if the doctor has dirty work.

“You moved,” he said.

The words sat on me harder than a shout. I tasted metal. I had wanted to look steady. My mouth opened and the truth fell out.

“The bell.”

“The bell is for you, Iris. When it rings, you present. Wherever it finds you.” He set the case on the bench beside the can. “Dress up. Hands on the wood. Feet apart.”

I pulled the dress to my waist. Cool air hit the slick on my thighs. His spend from dawn had run down and dried in a tight track, and fresh wet sat under it, mine, shameful.

He popped the clasps. Inside: a fat plug the color of old ivory, a wand with a heavy round head, two clamps on a thin chain. He took the plug first and rolled it through the mess until it shone.

“In. You do not waste what I put in you.”

The blunt nose pushed at my asshole. I sucked a breath and the ring of muscle gave. The stretch burned in a clean line. He seated it with his thumb and tapped the flared base so the whole thing jumped inside me.

“Hold still. This is for your own good.”

I held. The plug sat heavy. Dawn’s load had nowhere to go. I leaked around the pressure and a drop hit the tile between my feet.

He took a clamp and set it on my left nipple. The bite made my hips jerk. The second clamp closed on the right, and the chain hung cold against my ribs. When I breathed, the weight tugged.

“Say what the hour is for.”

I stared at the grain of the bench. “Breeding.”

“Say it like a woman who signed.”

“You are going to fuck a baby into me.” The words scraped. My clit throbbed against nothing. “On a schedule. Until I take.”

“Until you take,” he said. “Six days in this window. Every hour the house marks. Day four of the tenancy. Two hundred and sixty-four days on the page after this one.” He picked up the wand and thumbed it to a low buzz. “Your hours are not yours. Present the cunt.”

I tipped my hips. He set the buzzing head straight on my clit and held it there.

My elbows buckled. The chain between my tits swung and the clamps bit harder. The plug made every pulse land in my ass. I bit my lip and a sound got out anyway, high and ugly.

“Please.”

“Please is not a speech. You want to come, you ask for it in the words I own.” He kept the wand there, mean and even. “Try.”

“Please let me come. Please, I will keep your cum in, I will stand here and take it, just let me come on the wand.”

“No.”

He pulled the toy back. The quiet after the buzz made my clit kick. I pushed my ass toward him like a bitch in a yard and hated the shape of it.

Kade opened his trousers. His cock stood thick already, the head shiny. He dragged it up through my slit, collected the wet, and put the taste of me in his own mouth first. Then he put two fingers on my tongue.

“Clean.”

Orange blossom and cunt and the faint iron of the can’s rim. I sucked. He watched my mouth work and fed me a third finger until my lips stretched.

He took his hand away and shoved his cock in me in one long drive.

The plug made me tight. He filled the front while the back stayed stuffed, and the stretch dragged a groan out of me that I tried to swallow. He fucked me against the bench in a hard, even rhythm. The clamps danced. My tits ached. Each thrust drove the plug deeper by a fraction and shoved a wet sound out of me that the glass threw back.

“Loose already,” he said. “Listen to that cunt. It knew the bell before you did.”

“I moved because you trained a sound into me in four days.” The protest came out wrecked, because he was hitting the spot that made my knees dip. “That is cheap.”

“That is the point.” He reached around and put the wand back on my clit while he kept pounding. “Beg.”

“Let me come. Please. I will say I am a hole. I am a hole. I am the hole you bought for the season, please, Kade, let me come.”

“No.”

He fucked through the no. The wand stayed. I climbed and shook and the edge came up like a wall. My mouth opened on a raw sound. He took the wand off and held still with his cock buried, and I hung there, clenching, denied, the plug throbbing in my ass.

“Again.”

“Please I need to come on your cock. Please I will hold every drop. Please use me in the dirt, I do not care, just let me.”

“No.”

Tears burned and did not fall. My throat tasted salt. I could have shoved back and taken the orgasm anyway. The thought flashed, bright and stupid. Then I locked my elbows and stayed on the bench because the fee was in an account with my name, and the exit clause had my initials, and two hundred and sixty-four days was a number I could still count if I did not break the hour.

He drove in hard and came with a low breath against my hair. Heat spilled deep. He kept his cock there and rolled his hips, packing it in, and the plug blocked the other way so the pressure in my belly went tight and lewd.

“Stay. Do not drip on my floor more than you must.”

He pulled out. Seed followed and he caught it with two fingers and pushed it back into my cunt. Then he took a shorter, fatter plug from the case and worked that one into my pussy, seating it against the load, while the first one filled my ass.

Two plugs. Front and back. I stood there split and shut, clamps on my tits, dress at my waist, and the watering can dripped onto the tile like a joke.

The inner door opened.

Mrs. Vance came in with a green ledger on her arm and a fountain pen already uncapped. Gray dress. Hair pinned. She smelled like ink and starch. She did not look at my face. She looked at the mess on my thighs, at the bases of the plugs, at the chain.

“Hour two,” she said. “Orangery. Subject presented on the first ring. Dual retention in place.” The pen scratched. The green page took the words in wet black. “Seed noted. Climax withheld.”

I wanted the floor to open. My clit jumped. She wrote me down like a delivery.

“Show her the window, Mrs. Vance.”

The housekeeper turned the ledger so I had to see it. A grid. Hours down the side. Six days across the top. My name in a hard hand at the head of the page. Today’s blocks already marked. Dawn. Now. Empty squares waiting.

“Fertility window,” Mrs. Vance said. “Six days. The bell marks the hour. I mark the page. If you miss a ring, I mark that too.” She recapped the pen. “You will not miss a ring.”

Kade took the clamps off. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I hissed. He dropped the chain in the case and left the plugs where they were.

“Water the rest of the trees. When the next hour lands, you will be ready.” He closed the case. “If I find you late, Mrs. Vance adds a penalty column.”

They left me in the citrus heat with my dress still up. I pushed it down. The fabric tented over the plug in my cunt. When I walked, both toys shifted, and his cum sat trapped behind the front one, warm as a secret I had not agreed to keep like this.

I picked up the can. My hands shook and I watered anyway. Leaves brushed my wrist. I tasted my own mouth, musky from his fingers. The ink smell from the ledger hung after her, mixed with orange peel and sex.

A penalty column. A grid with my name. The page in that green book did not care.

The minutes went. I counted them because the house would not let me forget. My cunt squeezed the plug on every other step. Shame sat in my face, hot, and under it my clit stayed swollen, working itself on the walk alone.

I finished the last tree and set the can down.

I did not wait for the brass.

I walked.

Out of the orangery, along the inner passage, past the long row of coats, down the two stone steps into the boot room. Cold flagstones bit the soles of my feet. Polish and leather packed the air. I put my hands on the low bench where the staff cleaned mud from heels, and I pulled my dress up, and I stood with my legs open and the two flared bases on show.

The bell rang behind me, late for my body, on time for the house.

Kade’s step hit the flags. Mrs. Vance’s softer ones followed.

“Hour three,” she said, and the pen was already moving. “Boot room. Subject in situ prior to the mark.”

Prior. The word went into the book and into me. I had given them the first inch with my own feet.

“Look at you,” Kade said. “Hungry for the hour.”

“I counted.” My voice came out thin. “I did not want a penalty.”

“You came because your cunt walks now.” He put his palm on my lower back and pressed until my chest met the bench. “Mrs. Vance. Stay.”

The housekeeper stood at the end of the bench with the ledger open. Her ink carried over the polish. My face burned. I kept my cheek on the wood.

Kade worked the front plug out of my pussy. It left with a lewd suck, and a thick run of his cum followed, sliding down over my clit. He scooped it on two fingers and put the fingers at my lips.

“In. You swallow what escapes. Then you thank me for the chance.”

I opened. Salt and me and him, heavy on the tongue. I swallowed and the swallow clicked.

“Thank you.”

“Thank me like the thing in the ledger.”

“Thank you for putting your cum back in my mouth. Thank you for using my cunt on the hour.”

“Better.” He tugged the plug from my ass. The empty ache made me clench at air. More mess ran. He dragged the mess up and pushed it into my pussy with his cock, driving to the root in one stroke, stuffing the leak back where he wanted it.

I cried out into the bench. He fucked me in short, deep punches that slapped skin on skin. The wet noise filled the boot room. Mrs. Vance’s pen scratched once, then stopped, waiting.

He pulled out. I made a broken sound at the loss.

“Ass now. You will take the hand. A womb that clamps too shy loses seed. I will open the back so the front learns to stay soft and full.” His thumb rubbed my sore hole. “You will ask for the fist. In words Mrs. Vance can write.”

My stomach dropped. “Your hand. In my ass. While she stands there.”

“Ask.”

The resistance rose, sharp. I could keep my mouth shut and make him force it. The exit clause would sit in the library with my mark on it either way.

I licked my lip and tasted him again.

“Please fist my ass. Please open me so I hold your cum. Please write it down. I am the hour’s hole. I am asking.”

“Stay on the bench. Breathe when I tell you.”

One thick finger pushed into my asshole. The burn was familiar now and still too much. He worked it, then added a second, scissoring until the ring let go. A third. The stretch climbed into my spine. I clawed the bench. He spat and the spit ran cold, then warm, and the fourth finger came with it.

“Bear down.”

I did. The widest part of his hand pressed. My hole screamed without a sound, and then it took him, sudden, a brutal slide to the thick of his palm, and I was full of arm in a place that had no right to be that full.

“Fuck.” The word tore. “Too much. Too much.”

He turned the fist a fraction. My knees tried to climb the bench. The wand’s head landed on my clit again, already buzzing, and the two points, fist and toy, cancelled thought.

“Name it.”

“Your fist is in my ass. I am gape. I am, I cannot, please, Kade, it burns, it, please let me come, I will keep my cunt sloppy for you, I will take the bell, I will walk to it, please.”

“No.”

He fucked my ass with his hand in small, mean pulses. The wand stayed. I shook so hard the bench feet chirped on the stone. Mrs. Vance turned a page. The paper cut through the wet noise of my hole working his wrist.

“Again. Filthier.”

“Please let this whore come. Please, I am a breeding hole on a grid, I am a mouth for your cum and a fist-sleeve and a cunt you own by the hour, please I am going to break, please I need to come, I will say thank you, I will say it into the book, please.”

He pushed the wand harder and drove the fist to the last knuckle.

“Now. Come on my hand. Keep the front empty until I fill it. Thank me while you do it.”

I went.

The orgasm ripped through the stretch and the buzz and the leftover ache of the clamps. My ass clamped his fist in helpless pulls. My cunt gushed on nothing, a shameful splash on the flagstone, and my mouth fell apart.

“Thank, thank you, coming, fuck, coming on your fist, cannot, full, oh fuck, thank you.”

Short. Stupid. No line left in my head but the body taking it. I drooled on the wood. My hole fluttered and could not shut on his wrist. The wand kept going until I kicked, and he took it off, and the aftershocks kept milking his hand.

He worked the fist out. The drag made me sob once. Air hit the gape. I clenched and the muscle failed, open, used.

Kade stood, lined his cock up with my cunt, and drove in while I was still twitching. He fucked me through the mess, chasing his own end now, each thrust pushing a wet squelch out of me and a thin sound I did not choose. He came with his mouth on the back of my neck and held there, pulsing, filling the front the way he had promised.

He stayed in me until the throb eased. Then he seated the fat plug back in my pussy, trapping the new load, and set the smaller one at my sore ass.

“Take it. You stay open better if you stay stuffed.”

I took it. The second plug sat in the gape and I could not close around it. My legs shook.

Mrs. Vance wrote.

“Hour three. Boot room. Anal dilation to the fist. Climax permitted on request. Seed retained, vaginal. Subject presented before the ring.” She looked at my face for the first time. Her eyes were pale and bored. “Say the count for the page, Iris.”

“One,” I said. My voice was wrecked. “I came once. I thanked him.”

“Noted.”

Kade wiped his hand on a cloth from a hook and tossed the cloth in a bin. He did up his trousers. He looked like a man who had finished a chore on time.

“You will eat in the kitchen. You will keep both plugs in. The next bell will find you on your feet.” He touched the ledger, not me. “Mrs. Vance keeps the hours. I keep the cunt. You keep nothing but the tenancy.”

They left me to pull my dress down over the toys. The cotton showed nothing if I stood still and showed everything if I walked. I walked anyway, back toward the passage, because the kitchen was that way and the next hour was coming whether I hid or not.

My ass ached around the plug. His cum sat warm behind the other. I tasted the boot-room polish on my own spit. The grid in that green book had my name and my holes and the word prior, and the prior was the part I could not put back.

I reached the stairwell. My hand found the rail.

I started up toward the kitchen, then stopped and turned toward the front of the house instead, toward a sound I had already decided was coming. My feet chose the bell’s path before the brass did.

Gravel popped on the drive.

I went to the narrow window by the coats. A black car sat on the stones. The rear door opened. A woman stepped out in a dark coat, hair smooth, a small case in her own hand, the same shape as his.

Mrs. Vance crossed the step below me. She did not look up.

“Petra is here, sir,” she called. “Shall I open the second ledger?”


Chapter 3: The Aired Nursery

Hot water climbed my ribs. I sat in the copper tub with my knees pulled to my chest and soap film clinging to my thighs. Above me, wood scraped. One shutter. Then another. The room over the bath wing had been locked when I signed, dust on the latch, no reason for anyone to be up there on day nine of a contract with two hundred and fifty nine days left on the ledger.

I set my chin on my knee. Steam stuck to my lashes. My pussy ached from the last bell, a deep used throb sitting low and heavy, and my hips shifted against the tub wall before I could stop them. Wrong. Too fast. I was supposed to be washing the day off me, not rocking for friction like a bitch in heat.

The door opened without a knock.

Kade stepped in carrying a folded cloth and a bowl of oil. His sleeves were rolled. The cloth hit the stool hard enough to show weight. He did not ask if I was finished. He never did.

“Out.”

I stood. Water ran down my tits and over the soft swell of my belly, mine for now, empty of any proof the six day window had done its work. He held out a towel. When I reached for it he pulled it back and dried me himself, the rough fabric scraping my nipples flat, then lower, pressing between my legs with a firm, proprietary rub that snagged my breath. My cunt was slick again under the towel. He checked. His mouth did not change.

“You are still wet from the noon hour,” he said. “Good. Means the body is learning the schedule.”

“The money already hit my account,” I said. “I am here for that. For one pregnancy. Then I leave.”

He set the towel aside and tipped oil into his palm. “You are here because you signed. Turn.”

I turned. His fingers worked oil into my shoulders, down my spine, over the sore cheeks of my backside. Tender. Careful. The same fingers that had held my hips against cold flagstones while the house bell rang in the hall. Comfort from the man who owned the clock. My throat closed on it, and heat crawled under my skin anyway.

He dressed me in a thin wrap and nothing under it. The cloth stuck to my oiled thighs. Then he walked me out of the bath wing and up the service stair, past the landing where the noon bell had found me yesterday, and into a corridor that smelled of beeswax and open air.

The nursery wing.

Shutters stood wide along both walls. Dust sheets lay in a heap by the door. A window seat held a stack of new linens. Someone had aired every room. The weight of that work sat in the clean boards under my bare feet.

“I had it reopened this morning,” Kade said. He guided me through the first doorway with two fingers at the small of my back. “This will be the night room. Crib against that wall. Chair for feeding by the window. You will sit there after the term date.”

I stopped. “The clients will sit there. Or their nanny. I am not…”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed flat and final. My mouth shut. He kept walking.

The next room held empty shelves and a low chest. He named the school he favored, the private one past the river, and the horse he meant to buy when the child could sit a saddle. He said a name. A boy’s name, then a girl’s, both soft and old, both from his side of the papers I had never been shown in full.

I waited for him to say the word clients.

He never did.

He spoke as if the child already belonged to this house, to these rooms, to the path from nursery to stable to the long table downstairs. My stomach dropped. The fee in my account had been for a womb on loan. That was the story I had sold myself, and an aired nursery with no other couple in his plans tore a strip off it and left the raw edge stinging.

Mrs. Vance stood at the end of the hall with the green ledger under her arm. Fountain pen clipped to the cover. She looked at Kade, not at me.

“Window three is free of dust,” she said. “Shall I mark the wing as active?”

“Mark it,” Kade said. “And hold the four o’clock bell. She is not for the stairwell today.”

Mrs. Vance wrote. The pen scratched. Then she left, heels neat on the boards, and the ledger went with her like a second clock.

Kade opened a door I had not seen. The room beyond was smaller. No crib. No shelves. A padded bench sat in the center, leather strapped to a wood frame, cuffs at all four corners and a wedge under one end that would tip a body hips high. A low table held a thick glass dildo, a set of graduated anal beads, a black silicone plug with a wide base, nipple clamps on a chain, and a wand vibrator with a fat round head. Restraints waited in a coil.

My pussy clenched so hard I had to lock my knees.

“On the bench,” he said. “Belly down. Face to the left.”

I should have asked about the clients. About the exit clause. About the two hundred and fifty nine days and what the ledger would say when the term date hit. Instead I walked to the bench, dripping down my inner thigh, the part of me that wanted a clean exit losing ground to the part that needed his weight.

I lay down. The leather was cool and heavy against my tits. The wedge shoved my hips up and spread my knees on the lower pads. He buckled my wrists first, then my ankles, straps snug enough that I could pull and get nothing. The wrap got tugged up and knotted at my waist so my bare backside and pussy were out in the air, ass high, hole on offer.

“Look at you,” Kade said. He set a palm on the small of my back and pressed down until my cheek mashed into the leather. “Breeding hole already shiny. You signed for a season. Your cunt signed for the rest of the day.”

“I am not…” My voice cracked. “I am not your brood mare for keeps.”

He picked up the plug and coated it from a jar of slick. “Say what you are right now. Out loud.”

I shut my eyes. He waited. The silence stretched. My hips twitched against the wedge without leave.

“A hole,” I said. The word tasted like metal. “Your hole. For the schedule.”

“Louder.”

“Your breeding hole.” Shame burned up my neck. Wetness leaked onto the leather under me. “I am your breeding hole.”

“Good little toy.” He set the tip of the plug against my asshole and pushed. The stretch bit deep. I gasped and the first ring of muscle gave, then the second, and the wide base sank flush with a wet shove that set my thighs shaking. Full. Heavy. My pussy fluttered around nothing and I hated how much I wanted him to fill that too.

He clipped the clamps on my nipples. The teeth bit sharp. The chain hung and dragged when I breathed. Then he took the wand and pressed the round head dead on my clit, not on yet, only the solid weight of it pinned there by a strap he ran under the bench and buckled at my hip.

“You stay on the edge,” he said. “You do not finish until I say. If you finish early, I put the beads in after and start over.”

He switched the wand on.

The buzz hit my clit like a slap. My whole body jerked in the cuffs. Too much, too fast, the kind of raw direct pressure that left no room to hide. I yanked at the straps. Leather creaked. My asshole clenched on the plug and shoved the fullness deeper.

“Fuck,” I choked. “Kade…”

“Hold it.” His fingers, two of them, slid into my pussy without warning, thick and rough, curling to scrape the front wall while the wand ground my clit. Slick squelched around his knuckles. The smell of my own cunt rose sharp and dirty in the clean nursery air. “This is maintenance. You were used hard for six days. Now I keep the body ready.”

He worked me with a steady pump. The wand’s buzz never let up. I climbed fast, too fast, the coil in my belly winding tight. My hips tried to fuck back onto his fingers. The woman who had read the contract twice and initialed the exit rider with a steady pen would have held still and counted ceiling boards. She was thinning at the edges. Grief sat under my tongue for her. I rode his hand like a slut anyway.

“Ask for more,” he said.

“More.” My voice was wrecked. “Please. Fingers. Deeper.”

He gave me a third finger. The burn spread. My pussy pulled wide around him and drooled down onto the plug’s base. The wet noise was filthy, a thick slick drag every time he pulled out to the tips and shoved back in. My clit throbbed under the wand. I was right there, right at the drop, and he shut it off.

I sobbed into the leather. My hips bucked at empty air. The clamps tugged my nipples with every shake.

“Name what you need.”

“Your cock,” I said. “In my cunt. Breed me. I need you to breed me on this bench.”

“Not yet.” He pulled his fingers free and wiped them on my ass cheek. Then he gripped the plug’s base and twisted it, working it in small circles that made my hole ache and gape around the silicone. “Ass first. You take what I give in the order I give it.”

He drew the plug out. My asshole stayed open a beat, a wet pink ring, before it tried to close. He set the graduated beads at the rim, the smallest first, and fed them in one by one. Each bead popped past the ring with a wet little catch. By the fourth my thighs were shaking. By the sixth I was moaning into the pad, open and used, the string hanging between my cheeks like a leash.

He switched the wand back on.

The buzz slammed into my clit while my ass was stuffed with beads and my pussy clenched on nothing. I broke into short, ugly sounds. Too much. Cannot. More. My brain went flat and hot. He fucked the beads in short tugs, in and out of the first two, never pulling free, keeping the stretch raw.

“You thought this was a job,” he said over the buzz. “A fee. A clean exit. Look at your hole. Look how it holds what I put in it.”

I could not look. There was only the weight of the beads and the mean press of the wand and the way my whole body had lined up under him like it had been waiting for this room all along.

He shut the wand off again at the crest. I screamed through my teeth. Spit wet the leather under my cheek. Sweat pooled under the chain and the clamps bit harder when my chest heaved.

“Beg properly.”

“Let me finish,” I gasped. “Use me. Fuck my ass, my pussy, I do not care, just put your cock in me and use me until I break.”

“You already broke,” he said. “You are only now admitting it.”

He freed his cock. It slapped down thick across my ass, heavy and hot, the head dragging through the slick that had run back from my cunt. He pulled the beads out in one long, ruthless string. Pop. Pop. Pop. Each one left my asshole fluttering and empty and desperate. Then he set his cock at that stretched ring and pushed.

The head forced in. Burn. Full stretch. I cried out and the cuffs bit my wrists. He kept going, inch by inch, burying himself in my ass until his hips met my cheeks and the whole thick length of him owned that hole. My pussy dripped onto the bench in a thin string. The wand rested on my clit, dark and waiting.

“Tight breeding slut,” he said, and started to fuck.

Long strokes. Deep. The drag of his cock in my ass was raw and wet and loud, skin on slick skin, the slap of his hips on my backside filling the small room. He reached under and turned the wand on mid-thrust. The double hit ruined me. Ass stuffed, clit buzzing, I shook so hard the chain between the clamps rattled.

“Say who this child is for.”

“I…” My mind scrambled. Clients. The couple on the agency form. The story. It would not come. “For the house. For you.”

“Again.”

“For you.” The words tore out of me while he plowed my ass and the wand chewed my clit. “Kade. Yours. The baby is going to be yours.”

He groaned and drove deeper. “And you.”

“And me.” God help me. “I stay in the chair. I feed. I…”

He shut the wand off and pulled his cock from my ass with a wet slide that left me gaping. Before I could suck air he lined up at my pussy and shoved in to the root. My cunt took him in one filthy gulp, so slick there was no catch, only the hard slam of being filled the way the schedule had taught me. He fucked me in deep, owning strokes, one hand on my hip and the other back on the wand, buzzing my clit in short cruel bursts that brought me to the edge and dropped me off it over and over.

“Whores who sell a season do not get nurseries aired for them,” he said against my ear, bent over my back, cock working my pussy in a steady heavy rhythm. “You get this because I am keeping you full. Because this cunt is mine past the term date whether your pen likes it or not.”

“The contract ends,” I whispered. Weak. Already soft.

“The ledger ends when I say it ends.” He pinned the wand hard to my clit and left it on. “Now you finish on my cock like the hole you are.”

I broke.

The orgasm ripped up from where he split me, a hard ugly clench that locked my pussy on his cock and my ass on empty air. I shook in the straps. Spit strung from my lip. My vision went blotchy. Crude fragments jammed my head. Full. His. Cannot stop. Breeding. More. I gushed around him, wet and loud, the squelch of my climax messy on his shaft while he kept fucking me through it, using the flutter for his own pace.

He pulled out while I twitched under him, climbed the wedge, and fed his cock into my mouth. I gagged on the taste of my own ass and cunt mixed on his skin. He held my hair and fucked my throat in short strokes until my eyes watered and drool ran off my chin onto the leather. Then he yanked free, dropped back behind me, and drove into my pussy again.

“One more,” he said. “Quiet this time. Take it.”

He set the glass dildo against my asshole while his cock owned my cunt. The cold glass pressed. My ring gave. He worked the dildo in where his cock had just been, filling both holes, and the double weight made me sob. The wand went back on my clit. I was a stuffed, buzzing, dripping mess strapped to a bench in a room meant for a child that belonged to no one but him now.

The second climax hit dirtier than the first. My holes clamped. My thighs seized. I made a broken animal noise into the pad and came so hard my stomach cramped, slick pouring down onto the leather in a warm sheet. Kade cursed once, low, and buried himself to the hilt. His cock kicked. Hot cum flooded my pussy in thick pulses, each one a claim, each one shoved deep by the grind of his hips as he emptied into me.

He stayed there. Heavy. Breathing against my spine. The wand clicked off. The dildo slid from my ass with a soft wet pull and he set it on the table. His cock softened a fraction inside me and he did not pull free. Cum already leaked around his shaft and down over my clit, cooling on the strap.

He unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples with a mean ache. He unbuckled the cuffs one by one and I did not move. My arms stayed where he had put them. When he finally drew out, a thick run of his cum followed and painted my inner thigh.

He cleaned me with the same care he had used in the copper tub. Cloth. Oil on the sore ring of my asshole. A fresh wrap tied at the waist. Then he walked me, legs unsteady, back through the night room with the planned crib wall and the feeding chair by the window.

“You will eat in here,” he said. He sat me on the window seat and fed me from a bowl Mrs. Vance must have left: soft bread, broth, fruit cut small. His fingers at my mouth. I took each bite because my arms still hummed from the straps and because refusing food from him had started to feel like refusing air.

“Day nine,” he said while I chewed. “The fertility window closed yesterday. We wait on the confirmation. If you are carrying, the nursery stays active. If you are not, we run the next window.”

“And the people who paid,” I said. My voice was small. “The ones on the agency packet.”

He wiped broth from my lip with his thumb. “Eat.”

He never said their names. He never said clients. He spoke past them as if they had always been paper.

When the bowl was empty he stood me up and walked me once more through the rooms, palm at my nape, describing the school fees already set aside and the bay horse in the lower field that would be broken in by the time a child could ride. My body held his cum. My ass ached open from the beads and the cock and the glass. Every tender detail he offered landed on top of that ache like a second strap.

I had come here for a fee and an exit, and initialed a rider that promised me the door. Standing in the aired wing with his seed cooling between my legs, I could not find the couple in my head. Only the chair by the window. Only the name he had spoken. Only the long count of days on the ledger, two hundred and fifty nine left to march, and the sick understanding that the term date might not be a door at all.

He left me on the window seat with orders to rest before the evening check. His steps faded down the stair. Somewhere below, Mrs. Vance’s pen would already be moving, marking the wing active, marking me used, marking the afternoon like every other line in green ink.

I pressed my thighs together and he leaked out of me onto the fresh wrap. The woman who had believed a surrogacy was a job with a finish line sat down somewhere I could not reach and did not get up again. In her place was one who had called his child his and meant it with her cunt full, who could not take the words back no matter how hard she hunted for the clients who were supposed to own this future.

They were gone. He had talked them out of the house one shutter at a time. What remained was the bench, the schedule, the chair by the window, and the slow greedy certainty that I was no longer carrying a stranger’s bargain. I was carrying a claim. And the worst part, heavy as the plug had been, was how little of me wanted the strangers to come back and make it clean.


Chapter 4: She Calls Him Sir

The bottom drawer stuck on a folder and my hand was still in it when Kade stepped through the doorway.

“Take your hand out.”

I pulled. The folder came with me. My name sat on the tab in thick black ink.

He crossed the rug and took it. Dawn put a grey strip across the desk. The wood under my palm was cold.

“I want the agency number,” I said. “And I want a call to my own attorney. That is in the rider I initialed.”

He set the folder down. Opened it. Turned one page with his thumb.

“On the desk. Face the window.”

“I came for a number, Kade.”

“You came through my door before the house was up and put your wrist in my drawer. On the desk.”

My throat clicked. I could have walked past him. The hall was right there. I boosted myself onto the blotter instead, bare ass on leather that had held the night’s chill, his shirt riding up my hips.

He opened the drawer above the one I had forced. Took out a small black egg and a remote the size of a lighter. The egg sat warm in his palm, as if it had been waiting against a charge block all night.

“I want Ellis on the line,” I said. “He has my copy. He said I could call if the house changed terms.”

“You will get your call.” He thumbed my knees apart and dragged two fingers up my cunt. I was already slick. The wetness made a small sound. My face went hot.

I had come down here for a page and a number. I had told myself I would keep this in a room with a table and two chairs. My hips tipped toward his hand anyway.

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

He seated the egg against my clit and strapped the thin band around my hips so the toy stayed pinned. One click on the remote. The buzz jumped through the strap and into me. My thighs jerked on the cold leather.

“Terms,” I said, and my voice came out thin. “The call first. Then you can do that.”

“The call happens when I dial.” He clicked again. The buzz climbed, a tight, mean circle right on the nub. “Say what you came to say while I get you ready. Bargain, Iris. That is what you walked in here to do.”

I swallowed. “I want the agency woman. I want Ellis. I want a paper that has my exit in ink he countersigned.”

Kade took a second toy from the same drawer, steel, flared, slicked it from a bottle he kept beside the stapler like it belonged with the pens. He pressed the tip to my asshole.

“Hold still.”

I locked my elbows. The steel pushed. The ring of muscle burned and gave. He fed it in until the flare seated and my ass clenched around the neck of it, dumb and greedy. The egg ground on. Two kinds of full, and I had asked for a phone number.

“You can still send me back to the east room,” I said. “I will wait there. You make the call. I speak to them dressed.”

“You speak to them like this.” He tapped the remote against my knee. “Mara answers to me. You will hear that for yourself.”

Mara. A name I had never been given. I filed it like a tool.

He turned me, palms on my hips, until I stood off the desk and bent over it. My tits mashed to the blotter. The shirt rode up my back. He kicked my feet apart and the steel shifted, a blunt weight that made me leak down my thigh in a warm line.

“Stay.”

I stayed. My clit was already too big for the little cup of the strap. I hunted for a number I could offer him. Money I had already spent. Days I had already sold. Two hundred and fifty-six left on the ledger if the term ran as written. I had counted them last night on the back of a receipt like a woman who thought counting helped.

His belt came open. His cock slapped against my ass, heavy, already hard. He dragged the head through the slick and notched it there.

“Ask.”

“Put Ellis on.” My fingers curled on the far edge of the desk. “Then you can fuck me. That is the trade.”

He pushed in.

One long drive, balls to my skin, and I made a sound I did not choose. He filled me to the ache, cunt stretched around him, the steel making the fit meaner, tighter, no room left. The egg, trapped between my clit and the desk, buzzed into the wood. His belly on my back was a furnace.

He reached past my shoulder, picked up the desk phone, and hit a single button.

The speaker clicked. A woman answered on the first ring, calm as a desk.

“Good morning, sir.”

“Mara. The surrogate wants a term review. She wants her outside counsel.”

“Of course, sir. I have the file.”

I opened my mouth. He pulled back and shoved back in, a wet slap that the speaker had to catch. My breath broke on the blotter.

“I want Ellis,” I said, and tried to make it sound like a woman in an office. “He represents me. He has the rider. I initialed an exit.”

A pause. Keys. Mara did not ask why my voice shook.

“Ellis is on the house retainer, sir. He has been since spring. Shall I note that the surrogate requested him, or shall I conference him under your authority?”

The words sat in the cold air. House retainer. Since spring. Before I signed. Before I packed a bag.

I had a door in my head with Ellis’s name on it. I had been told to knock. The paint was wet and there was wall behind it.

“Conference him,” Kade said. He clicked the remote up. The egg bit down. I grabbed his cock hard enough that he huffed once, pleased. “Iris. Tell Mara what you are.”

“I am the surrogate,” I said.

“The rest.”

He fucked me in short, deep strokes that shoved my hips into the desk. The steel tugged on every thrust. The egg hummed muffled against leather and wet skin. I could smell myself, salt and heat, rising off the blotter.

“I am the house surrogate,” I said. “I am on his desk. I am full of his cock.”

“Thank you,” Mara said, as if I had given her a spelling. “Sir, Ellis is joining.”

A second click. A man’s voice, smooth, the same voice that had told me to read page four twice and initial the margin.

“Sir. Mara said you needed me.”

I shut my eyes. The desk was cold on my nipples. Everything else was too warm. I had practiced this call in the dark of the hall. I had made a list. The list was ash.

“Ellis,” I said. “The rider. The exit. You told me to call if the house moved the line.”

“The rider you initialed was never executed,” Ellis said. “I flagged that in the spring memo to Mara. The operative document is the tenancy. Room, board, and issue for the stated term. Day twelve today. Two hundred and fifty-six days remain. Do you need a copy sent to the east room, sir, or is the desk copy enough?”

Kade’s hand settled on the back of my neck. He kept fucking me. The wet sound went filthy, a slick drag and a slap, over and over. I drooled on the blotter. A thread of it hung from my lip to the leather.

“Desk copy is enough,” Kade said. “Mara. Does she have any other outside contact on file that does not route through you?”

“No, sir. Emergency, medical, and legal all terminate here. The agency desk is this extension.”

I tried to push up. His palm kept me down. The egg jumped a notch without a click I caught; he had a thumb free. My clit throbbed in ugly little kicks. I bit the leather to stop the noise and failed.

“I want a different lawyer,” I said. The words came out wet. “A name you do not pay. I will find one. I will walk to the road.”

“There is a gate,” Mara said. “Sir, shall I log a request for independent counsel, or do you want the standard refusal on the term sheet?”

“Standard,” Kade said.

“Does the surrogate need anything, sir?”

He drove in to the root and held. I fluttered around him. The steel sat deep. The egg chewed at my clit without a pause.

“Ask her,” he said.

Mara’s voice did not change. “Iris. Do you need anything.”

I needed a door that opened. I needed my own voice back. What came out was, “I need to come. I need him to keep fucking this hole. I need the remote left on.”

Silence on the line. Then, mild as tea, “Logged, sir. I will update the care column. Anything else?”

“Stay on,” Kade said. “She likes an audience when she bargains.”

He pulled out. The empty ache shoved me back after him like a beggar. He clicked the remote down to a tease and I could have screamed. He drew the steel out with a slow tug that left me open, the ring twitching, trying to shut and failing. Air touched the gape. I clenched on nothing.

“You swore this stayed yours,” he said, and I hated that he had the shape of a thought I had never spoken. “Hold the edge of the desk.”

His finger pressed my asshole. One. He worked it, a thin ring of burn. He added a second and scissored, and I made a raw sound into the speaker. Mara did not speak. Ellis did not speak. The line stayed live, a soft open hush, two paid mouths breathing while Kade opened me.

Third finger. The stretch turned thick. He poured more slick from the bottle; it ran warm down my crack and over my empty cunt and dripped on the rug. He fucked those three fingers in and out until the squelch was loud enough for the phone to carry.

“Tell them.”

“He has three fingers in my ass,” I said. “He is opening me. I am letting him.”

“You are begging him,” Kade said. “Use the right words.”

“I am begging him to fist my ass on his desk while the agency listens. I am a hole. I am a dirty bargaining little toy who came for a phone number and spread anyway.”

He tucked his thumb. The widest part of his hand kissed the rim. I shook my head and my mouth said, “Do it. Take it. I need it.”

He pushed.

The burn went white. My mouth fell open on a gag of air. He did not rush and he did not stop. Knuckles. The fat of the thumb. My ass crawled and fought and gave, a hard, ugly yield, and his hand slid in to the wrist.

I came off the first wave of that stretch with a shout I could not swallow. The egg was only on low and it was enough. I spat slick onto his belt and the desk leg. I jerked and the fist stayed put, huge and living, and I could not push it out. My eyes ran. Spit strung from my lip.

“First,” he said, for them, not for me. “Mara, mark the care column. She spends on the hand.”

“Marked, sir.”

He fucked me with it. Short pulses. My ass clung and dragged and made a lewd wet kiss around his wrist. I could not close. I would not close. The gape had a shape now and the shape was his hand. The egg climbed when he thumbed the remote, and the second orgasm broke on the back of the first, sloppy, no edge to aim at. I kicked the desk drawer with my knee. The folder slapped the wood.

“Past two,” I tried, because some stupid part of me still wanted a tally I could trade. The third hit before I got the word out clean. Too much. Fist. Buzz. I drooled on the term sheet. A blot spread across my own initial.

Kade pulled his hand free. The leaving was almost worse, a sudden hollow, the rim stuck wide. He lined up with that open hole and drove in.

Ass. Full. The slide was filthy, too easy, my body a used sleeve. He bottomed out and the slap of his hips filled the speaker. He reached under, found the egg, and pinned it harder to my clit with two fingers while he railed me.

“Choke on it,” he said, and I did not know if he meant the cock or the call. He gathered my hair and turned my face toward the phone. “Tell Mara you are the house hole. Tell Ellis his rider is scrap.”

“I am the house hole,” I said, each word punched out of me by a thrust. “The rider is scrap. I take his cock in my ass on day twelve. I come on his desk like a cheap bitch while you write it down.”

“We have it, sir,” Mara said.

He clicked the remote to the top.

The egg went vicious. My clit seized. I came again and the count slipped. Past four. A raw clench that milked him and made him curse once through his teeth. He did not ease off. The buzz stayed pinned. I tried to crawl forward over the blotter and he hauled me back by the hips and kept pounding, the wet wrecked sound of a hole that had already given up.

Past whatever came next. My brain went thin. More. Full. Cannot. The remote. His cock. I squirted a little splatter down the desk leg and heard it hit the rug. My tits slid in my own spit. I said things I did not pick: slut, used, keep it in, do not stop, fill the other hole, I am your toy, I am your breeding hole, I lost the number, I lost the door.

He pulled out of my ass. The gape stayed, a dumb open kiss. He shoved into my cunt in one stroke and came on the second, a hard pulse, heat hosing up against the mouth of my womb, spurt after spurt while he held me impaled and the egg kept gnawing. He came like he meant to glue me to the term. It leaked around him at once, thick, and ran down to the mess already on my thighs.

He left the egg on.

I shook through another one I could not name and another after that, little broken afterthoughts that would not die. He clicked down only when my knees went. I hung on the desk by my elbows. Cum dripped out of me in a warm string and tapped the rug. My ass would not shut.

“Mara,” he said. His voice was even. “Close the log. Send the desk copy of the tenancy to the east room. No independent counsel. Confirm.”

“Confirmed, sir. The surrogate’s outside list remains closed. Do you need a follow-up slot.”

“Tomorrow. Same desk.”

“Yes, sir.”

The line died with a polite click.

Kade pulled out. More of him slid down me, hot, wasteful, plenty left inside. He unstrapped the egg. My clit stood shiny and overworked, twitching in the cold air. He set the remote on the folder with my name on it, as if the two belonged in one pile.

I turned my head. I still wanted a deal. The want sat there like a fool.

“I can give you the rest of the term without a fight,” I said. My voice was scraped. “You take the egg off at night. That is all I am asking now.”

He wiped himself on the inside of my thigh, one pass, and tucked away. He did not answer. He reached past me and opened the top drawer, the one I had not reached before he caught me.

Ellis’s card sat there, cream stock, already creased, already clipped to a Thornhall retainer dated last spring. Under the clip, a second sheet waited, a short directory of other houses, other extensions, other names in the same clean hand as mine. The desk phone still threw a little heat from the call. The screen had gone dark. A bead of my spit sat on the plastic beside the speaker, cooling in the dawn.


Chapter 5: Over the Cleared Linen

The dinner bell rang twice through the east wing, hard enough to rattle a pane.

I stopped in the hall. Mara took my elbow before I could pretend I had not been called. She was thirty-four, starch from throat to hem, and she kept her gaze on the floorboards the whole walk down.

The dining hall held a long table set for sixteen. White linen. Polished silver. Empty chairs. No guests. My gut went cold and tight.

Mara pulled the robe off my shoulders without asking. She dropped a dark silk dress over bare skin, no panties, no bra. The cloth clung to my nipples the second they peaked. She turned me, bent me over a sideboard, and worked mint lube into my hole with two knuckles. Then the plug. Thick. Blunt. It shoved in until my breath left me in a grunt.

She still would not look at my face.

“Head of the table,” she said. “Wait there.”

I walked the length of that empty spread and took the host place on my feet. The plug sat heavy inside me. Slick heat slid down my thigh under the silk before anyone else entered, and the shame of that early wetness sat sour on my tongue. Day twenty-one on their count. Two hundred forty-seven left until the date I told myself meant exit and payout. I had sold a season of my body. The estate kept spending past the sale.

Doors swung in. Staff took their seats in a quiet line. Cooks. Grounds crew. House girls. Ellis came last at thirty-four, green ledger under his arm, pen behind one ear. Sixteen places filled. Sixteen sets of eyes found me and stayed.

He walked in from the far end. Tall. Unhurried. Black shirt, cuffs rolled to the forearm. Control sat on him the way the plug sat in me: deep, settled, sure.

Mrs. Vance came half a step behind with a cream folder. Fifty-two. Gray at the temples. A voice built for announcements.

“Be seated,” he told them.

Chairs scraped. I stayed upright because no order had freed me. When I shifted, the plug pressed deeper and a thin sound slipped out of me. Heat crawled up my neck.

He stopped at my side. His palm settled flat on my belly through the silk. Still flat. Still a secret for one more breath.

“Read the result.”

Mrs. Vance lifted the folder. Paper whispered. She faced the table, not me.

“Morning blood draw. Result positive. Pregnancy confirmed. Subject Iris. Public entry begins tonight. Current day, twenty-one. Days remaining on the stated term, two hundred forty-seven.”

The words hit the silver and bounced. Positive. Confirmed. Every face in that hall held my insides before I had a breath alone with them. A pulse kicked hard between my legs, ugly and bright, and I wanted to cover myself with both arms.

His palm pressed firmer on my belly. Showing them. Branding the news into skin.

“This is the brood of the estate,” he said. “From this night her body is household business. Cravings. Sickness. Bleeding. Mood. You report it. She does not hide it. Clear?”

A low chorus of yeses moved down the table. My ears rang.

I could walk out of a job. Not out of a signed term with money already spent and a test read into a ledger. That vise held me harder than his palm.

“Turn. Let them see you.”

I turned. Silk stuck to the wet streak on my thigh. A freckled girl stared at my nipples. Mara fixed on the salt cellar. Ellis kept his pen ready over a blank line.

He drew his zipper down. The sound cracked through the hall like a snapped stick. His dick came free hard and thick, vein standing along the side. He rucked the dress to my waist in one motion.

“Bend over the linen.”

I bent. Chin toward the china. Hole up. The plug shifted and a moan leaked out before I could kill it.

“Tell the table what you are.”

My throat closed. He gripped my hip hard enough to bruise.

“Speak, Iris.”

“I am the estate’s brood,” I said. The words tasted like copper. “I am the hole he breeds.”

“Again. Louder.”

“I am the estate’s brood. I am the hole he breeds.”

A fork ticked against a plate. No one stood to leave.

He twisted the plug free. My rim clutched at nothing and lost, and the wet pop carried clear to the far chairs. Cool air hit the stretch. Someone sucked a breath through their teeth.

Mint lube hit my hole in a cold strip. One thick digit shoved in to the knuckle. Burn. Fullness. I bit the tablecloth and groaned anyway. A second digit followed, pumping, scissoring, the slick noise filthy in the hush. My pussy dripped a dark coin-stain onto the white linen under me.

“Eyes on her,” he told them. “This is how the line stays full.”

Third digit. My knees knocked the table edge. Fourth. The stretch turned sharp and bright. He tucked his thumb and pushed.

“Take it.”

My rim fought, then gave. His whole fist slid into my ass in a slow, crushing drive that emptied my lungs. I cried out against the cloth. Drool ran off my lip onto a bread plate. The taste of salt and mint mixed on my tongue.

“Hold.”

I held. Split. Shaking. Stuffed past sense. He turned his wrist inside me and my vision spotted white. The wet squelch of that turn made my ears burn hotter than the stretch.

“Beg.”

“Please,” I rasped. “Fist me. Ruin my hole. Let them hear it.”

“Name the thing you are.”

“A breeding slut. A public toy. A bitch that takes a fist at dinner.” The sentences tore out of me raw. Shame lit every inch of skin I owned, and my clit throbbed against empty air like it had its own stupid pulse.

He fucked me on his fist in short, mean jabs. Each one dragged a broken sound from my chest. Silver clinked when the table jumped. No chair moved yet.

“Clamps,” he said.

Mara rose on stiff legs. Metal bit my nipples through silk, then she yanked the dress higher and reset the teeth on bare flesh. The sting punched a yelp out of me. A chain hung between the clamps. He tugged it in time with the fist and my spit string stretched from lip to plate.

The wand came next. She set the fat head on my clit and skipped the low setting straight to high. Buzz hit too hard, too fast. My hips jerked. He kept the fist buried so I had nowhere to run.

“You do not come until I grant it,” he said. “When you do, you come loud enough for the kitchen door to catch it.”

I nodded into the linen. Tears wet the weave. The wand ground my clit until my thighs started to cramp, and he pulled it off.

I sobbed once. “Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please let your brood whore break. Please stuff my pussy while they stare. Please breed me on their dinner cloth.”

He dragged his fist free. The gape stayed. I clenched and could not shut. Cool air reached inside me. Chairs creaked as people leaned for a better look at the stretch I could not hide.

He lined up and drove into my cunt in one hard thrust. Full. Deep. The slap of his hips rang off the plates. The table shuddered. A wine glass tipped, rolled, and spilled along the linen to my mouth. Sour red hit my tongue. I drank it because my lips were parted on a moan and I had no pride left to spit with.

He pounded. Steady. Brutal. Each stroke drove me up the stained cloth. Wet sounds filled the space between the chairs: slick drag, skin slap, the lewd suck of my pussy taking him to the root. My tits jerked. The chain between the clamps chimed.

“When he fills you, you thank him,” Mrs. Vance said from my left, calm as a roll call. “Out loud.”

“Yes, Mrs. Vance.”

He pinned the wand back to my clit at full power. Dick plowing. Buzz chewing. Thought thinned to heat and noise and the taste of wine.

“Staff may leave,” he said. “One by one. Take your time.”

Chairs scraped in a slow chain. Footsteps rounded the table. They passed the head where I hung stuffed and shaking, clamps swinging, ass still slack and shiny, cunt stretched around him. Eyes on my wet face. Eyes on the join of us. I tried to bury my face in my arms. He fisted my hair and dragged my head up so every last one of them got the view.

“Speak as they pass.”

“I am bred,” I forced out, voice cracked. “I am kept. I am the house’s confirmed brood.”

One after another. A groundsman. A cook. The freckled girl with her mouth soft and stunned. Mara last, gaze still nailed to the floor, and the refusal to look cut deeper than the ones who stared.

When the doors shut, Mrs. Vance and Ellis remained at the far end. Ledger open to a fresh line. Pen wet.

“Enter it,” he said, never breaking pace. “Positive. Announced. Owned.”

The pen scratched. That thin sound sewed itself to the slap of his body into mine.

The wand did not quit. He fucked me through the climb again, then backed the head off my clit the instant my cunt started to flutter. Denial like a door slammed. I wailed into the cloth. Spit ropes linked my mouth to the wine stain. Sweat ran between my tits and stung under the metal teeth.

“I need it,” I wept. “I am going to die on this edge. Please.”

“What are you.”

“Your hole. Your pregnant bitch. Your good little toy for the ledger. Please dump your cum in me while they write.”

He shoved the plug back into my stretched ass without pulling out of my pussy. Double full. Too deep. The plug and his dick worked me from both sides until my brain went white and stupid.

“Hold the edge.”

I held. Shaking. Drooling. The wand buzzed a mean circle on my clit and stopped short of the drop, over and over, until my voice broke into raw animal noise and the only words left were please and more and fuck.

Taste of wine. Taste of salt. Sound of wet skin. Sound of my own begging.

“Now,” he said. “Come for the house.”

He jammed the wand hard to my clit and slammed to the hilt and stayed there. The orgasm ripped through me in a full-body seize. Cunt locking on his dick in hard, greedy pulls. Ass crushing the plug. Clamps jerking as I thrashed. I screamed into the table, long and ugly, ears full of my own cry and the wet pulse of my pussy milking him. No clean thought. Only full. Only used. Only yes.

He groaned and spent in me in thick spurts that landed deep. Pulse. Pulse. Breeding heat flooding a body the whole staff had been told to watch for symptoms. He kept thrusting through his load until it pushed out around his shaft and ran down my thigh onto the ruined linen in a hot streak.

I sagged. My hole fluttered on empty when he pulled free. Cum dripped from my cunt in a slow string. The plug stayed seated. The clamps still bit. My breath hit the wine stain in short bursts.

He wiped himself on the silk bunched at my waist and left the cloth stuck to my hip.

“Leave the linen,” he told Mrs. Vance. “I want the stain on the record. Fresh cloth tomorrow.”

Mrs. Vance inclined her head. Ellis closed the ledger on the new entry with a soft final thump.

Two knuckles under my chin turned my face up. My eyes were blown and wet. His held steady.

“Two hundred forty-seven days on the count,” he said. “Every cramp, every craving, every drop that leaves you goes in the book. Your insides belong to this house now.”

I tried for a word. Only a rasp came.

He leaned in until his breath warmed my mouth.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Room Board and Issue

The safe dial clicked under my fingers.

I held the page up to my phone light. My hands shook so bad the print jumped.

The study smelled like his cologne and old paper. I had come for the green ledger. For proof that the fee would clear on the term date. Day twenty two. Two hundred forty six left. A finish line I could still touch if I stayed good.

I found more than a ledger.

The first packet looked familiar. Surrogacy terms. Agency letterhead. My initials on the exit rider in blue ink, small and neat. I flipped for his countersignature.

Blank.

No date. No mark. No seal.

My gut went cold. The next sheet carried a stamp I had never been shown. Thornhall Holdings, subsidiary list. The agency name sat third from the top. A shell. Their shell.

I dug deeper. Medical screens. Blood work. Fertility maps. Notes in a clean hand: compatible. High yield. Line match confirmed. No client name anywhere. No couple. No delivery address for a baby that was supposed to leave with someone else.

My throat closed.

The last document was thick. Countersigned. Stamped. Filed.

Life tenancy.

Room, board, and issue. In perpetuity.

I read it twice. The fee amount matched what hit my account on day one. Purchase consideration. Not wages. Not a season’s pay. A price paid to me for a body they meant to keep.

Every meal. Every soft bed. Every time he put a hand on my belly like I was precious. Acquisition.

A sound broke out of me, thin and not mine.

“Finish it.”

His voice came from the doorway. Calm. Close.

I did not turn. The page stayed in my grip. Ink. Seals. My name. His name. The phrase that owned me laid out in plain type.

“There is no couple,” I said. My voice scraped. “There never was.”

“No.”

“The exit clause.”

“A courtesy draft. You initialed it. I never signed it. It never filed.”

I spun then. The phone light cut across his shirt, his belt, the line of his jaw. He stood barefoot on the carpet like a man who had been waiting long enough to get comfortable.

“You bought me.”

“I paid you,” he said. “You took the money. You signed the tenancy. Everything after that is maintenance.”

Pride tried to stand up in me. It folded. The contract in my hands weighed more than any belt he had ever used.

“Two hundred forty six days,” I said. “I thought that was the end.”

“That is the start of the real term,” he said. “Delivery date. After that, the tenancy runs without a finish.”

He stepped in. Took the packet from me without yanking. Set it on the desk where the phone light glowed.

“You belong in this room now.”

The words landed low in my gut. My pussy clenched on nothing. Shame rushed up my neck, hot and mean, because my body answered him while my mind clawed for a door that no longer existed.

“Say what you are,” he said.

I swallowed. “A purchase.”

“Louder.”

“A purchase.” The word tasted like metal. “You bought my womb. My years. My issue.”

“Good little whore.” He flicked the desk lamp on. Yellow light. No place to hide. “On your knees.”

I went down. Carpet bit my knees. My mouth watered before I gave it permission. That betrayal sat under my tongue, filthy and fast.

He freed his cock. Thick. Heavy. The scent of him hit me, skin and salt and the musk of a man who had been hard somewhere else in the house while I robbed his safe.

“Service,” he said. “You read the title. Now earn the board.”

I took him into my mouth.

He filled me at once, the blunt head pushing past my teeth, the shaft stretching my jaw. Spit ran. I gagged when he fed me more, wet and ugly. He held my hair and used my face in steady strokes, not cruel yet, owning the pace.

“Look at me while you choke on it,” he said.

I looked up. Tears blurred. Drool slicked my chin and dropped onto my tits where the night shift hung loose. My cunt throbbed, empty and greedy, and I hated how ready I was.

He pushed deeper. My nose pressed his flat belly. I gagged again, throat fluttering around him, spit bubbling at the corners of my mouth.

“That is it. Take it. You are a hole with a contract, Iris. Suck like you understand the terms.”

I did. I hollowed my cheeks and worked him, messy and loud, the squelch of spit and the wet slap when he pulled out and shoved back in. My pride tried one last thrash. Then his cock hit the back of my throat and the thrash broke into need.

A knock.

“Enter,” he said, without pulling free of my mouth.

Ellis stepped in. Thirty four, coat on, clipboard in hand, the estate’s night clerk who kept his eyes on paper. He stopped when he saw me on my knees with a mouth full of cock and spit shining on my chin.

“Sir.”

“Stay,” he told Ellis. “Witness the use. Note the tenancy is active and known to the subject.”

Ellis’s throat bobbed. He set the clipboard on the side table and stayed. His gaze snagged on my stretched lips, on the way my hands shook on my own thighs because I had not been told I could touch myself.

I tried to pull off. His hand locked in my hair and held me down on him.

“Did I tell you to stop?”

I shook my head as much as the grip allowed. Mumbled around the shaft.

“Speak when I give you air.” He pulled out. A string of spit connected my lower lip to his dick. “Tell Ellis what you found.”

My voice came wrecked. “The couple is fake. The agency is yours. The exit never filed. The real paper is life tenancy. Room, board, and issue. Forever.”

Ellis wrote. The pen scratched. My face burned.

“And what are you doing right now?” he asked me.

“Sucking your cock.”

“Why?”

Because walking out without a countersigned exit was theft of property with my name on the deed. Because I was dripping down my thighs and my body had chosen him before the ink dried.

“Because I was bought,” I said. “Because this is what a kept womb does.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“Because I am your whore.” The word scraped out raw. “Your breeding bitch. Your toy. I choke on dick so you keep feeding me and fucking me full.”

Ellis’s pen paused. Then moved again.

“Back on it.”

I swallowed him down. He fucked my throat in earnest, hips rolling, using my mouth like a cunt. Gag. Spit. The thick scent of him packed my nose. My jaw ached. My nipples drew up tight under the thin shift.

He pulled free and left me gasping, chin a mess of drool.

“Desk,” he said. “Belly down. Ass up. Keep the packet under your cheek. Read it while I work you.”

I climbed. The paper crackled under my face. Life tenancy. My name. In perpetuity. Ink and his precum on my own breath.

He shoved the shift up. Cool air on my bare ass. His fingers dragged through the slick of me, then painted it back over my asshole.

“Soaked,” he said. “Reading your own sale made you drip. Pathetic.”

A thick plug pressed my rim. I had worn smaller ones for him before. This one ran wider, cold lube and firm silicone. He pushed. My body fought. He pushed more. The stretch burned, a bright ring of pain that rolled into heat when the widest part popped past and the base settled tight against me.

I moaned into the paper.

“Say thank you for the plug.”

“Thank you for stuffing my ass.”

Ellis stood where I could see his shoes if I turned my eyes. He did not leave.

A wand came next. The fat head kissed my clit and the buzz hit like a strike. My hips jerked. He pinned the wand there with a strap around my hips, tight enough that every pulse ground into my clit whether I wanted it or not.

“Do not come,” he said. “You edge. You hold. You break only when I say, and I am not saying it.”

He freed the plug with a wet pull. My hole clenched on air, gaping for a breath, then his fingers returned. One. Then two. Lube and my own slick. He scissored me wide while the wand tormented my clit in a steady cruel hum.

“More,” I gasped, and hated the ask.

Three fingers. The burn climbed. Four. My asshole took them because he made it, knuckles working, the stretch a deep ache that lived in my belly beside the new life he had put there.

“Fist,” he said.

I shook my head against the contract. “I can’t.”

“You can. You will. Breathe.”

His hand tucked, thumb in, a blunt pressure that demanded space I did not have. The burn went white. I cried out. He waited at the rim, patient, mean, feeding me more on each exhale while the wand kept my clit screaming on the edge of a climax he had banned.

“Take it, slut. Open for the hand that owns you.”

The word broke out of me as a sob. “I am open. I am. Please.”

His fist sank. The widest part of his hand forced past. My asshole locked around his wrist. Full. Stuffed. The weight of his arm in me was real and heavy and wrong in a way that made my cunt pulse and drip onto the desk edge.

I almost came. The rise hit fast, shame and stretch and the buzz on my clit braided tight.

He stilled the wand with a click.

The denial punched the breath out of me. I wailed into the paper. My hole fluttered around his fist, greedy and furious.

“Beg properly.”

“Let me come. I will be good. I will sign anything. Fuck, I need it, I need it.”

“No.”

He fucked me on his fist in short deep rolls. The sound came thick, lube and stretch, the squelch of a hole forced wide. My thighs shook. Sweat stuck the shift to my back. The scent of sex and cologne and warm paper filled every breath.

“What are you?” he asked.

“A life tenant.” My voice broke on it. “A bought womb. A mouth and an ass for your use. A breeding whore who does not get to leave.”

“Ellis.”

“Noted, sir,” Ellis said. His voice had gone rough. “Subject acknowledges permanent tenancy and reproductive claim.”

He pulled his fist free. The gape left me empty and aching, rim twitching, unable to close clean. Before I could clench down, he drove his cock into my ass in one long shove.

I screamed.

He filled the raw stretch to the root. Heavy. Thick. The plug and the fist had made a path and he took it without mercy, hips slamming, the slap of skin loud in the study. Every thrust dragged my cheek across the contract. Ink smeared on my skin. The words ground into me with his cock: issue. Perpetuity. Mine.

The wand came back on.

I sobbed. Clit on fire. Ass full. The climb returned, sharper, meaner. My hands clawed the desk. I tried to back off the buzz and only pushed myself deeper onto his dick.

“Don’t you dare,” he growled. “You hold that orgasm like you held that lie about going free.”

“I can’t, I can’t, fuck, it’s right there.”

“Hold.”

He pounded. My ass took every inch, used and loud, the wet drag of him pulling out and stuffing back in while my pussy leaked, unused, untouched. Pregnancy had left my tits tender; they rubbed the wood with every thrust and the dull ache fed the heat.

I hit the edge again. Body locking. Vision pinching.

He shut the wand off and pulled out of my ass at the same time.

The ruin of it left me shaking, empty, the muscle working on nothing, the almost-orgasm rotting into a deep cramp of need. Drool and tears wet the contract under my face.

“Back on your knees.”

I slid off the desk. My legs barely held. I hit the carpet and he fed his cock into my mouth again, the taste of lube and my own ass on him, filthy and thick. I gagged and sucked anyway, desperate, trying to earn a release he had no plan to give.

“Choke on it. Taste what owns you.”

He fucked my throat while Ellis stood witness, pen forgotten now, eyes fixed. Spit ran in strings. My nose ran. I was a mess of used holes and denied climax, pride scraped down to the bone.

“Ask me to finish in your mouth.”

“Come on my tongue,” I begged. “Fill my throat. Use me. I am your property. Your issue starts here. Please.”

He gripped my hair and drove deep. His cock jerked. Hot cum flooded my mouth in heavy pulses, thick and salty, more than I could swallow at once. It spilled from my lips and ran down my chin onto my tits while he held me there and made me take the rest.

I swallowed what I could. Coughed. Kept my mouth open so he could see the white mess on my tongue.

“Show Ellis.”

I turned my face. Ellis looked. His jaw was tight. He wrote one more line.

“Tenancy consummated on record,” Ellis said. “Subject retained.”

He tucked himself away. Left me on my knees with cum cooling on my skin and my asshole stretched and sore, twitching with every breath. The wand strap cinched my hips, the dead head of it resting against a clit so swollen it hurt.

He picked up the packet. Set it back in the safe. Spun the dial.

“You will sleep in the nursery wing starting tonight,” he said. “The green ledger retires at dawn. A new book opens under the tenancy language. You will initial each page when you are told.”

I wiped my mouth with the back of my wrist. The taste of him stayed. The ache in my ass stayed harder, a stretched burn that pulsed in time with my heartbeat and kept my empty cunt clenching for a finish that never came.

“Two hundred forty six days,” I said.

“To the birth,” he corrected. “Not to freedom.”

He hooked two fingers under my chin and made me meet his eyes. “You came here to rent out a season. You sold the rest of it the moment the wire cleared. Get used to the weight of that.”

Ellis left first. The door clicked. I stayed on the carpet because no one had told me to rise, the contract’s true shape sitting in my gut heavier than his cum, even after the lamp clicked off and the dark took the study back.


Chapter 7: No Stop at Thornhall

Itook the keys from the dish in the hall and left the bag on the floor.

No clothes. No money. No letter. The car waited under the portico with half a tank, and cold air rolled out when I opened the door. Four in the morning. My pulse beat high in my throat and my cunt was already slick, traitorous under the thin dress, and I hated that more than the locked safe and the paper that had told me I was bought.

I drove.

The outer gate stood open. No chain. No lock. Kade sat on the stone wall with his boots hooked on the lower rail, coat open, hands loose. He looked up when the headlights caught him and did not move to block the road.

I stopped the car.

He hopped down and walked to the passenger side. The door opened under his hand. He settled in without a word and pointed at the dark strip of lane beyond the gate.

“Go on,” he said. “Show me.”

I put my foot down. Gravel spat. The estate fell away behind us in black hedges and wet lawn. He said nothing the whole drive. My thighs stuck to the seat. Day thirty-four of two hundred sixty-eight sat in my head like a bruise, two hundred thirty-four left on a clock that no longer meant exit. I gripped the wheel and my nipples pressed the fabric anyway, shameless, and the ache built low where I had no right to want anything.

The village held three streetlamps and a bus shelter with a cracked plastic roof. I parked crooked and got out. Kade followed and stood half a pace off my shoulder while I walked to the stop.

A woman in a wool coat crossed the road with a dog. She turned her face to the shop window. A man unloading bread crates kept his eyes on the plastic trays. Nobody looked at me. Nobody looked at him.

The board under the shelter listed three routes. None of them named Thornhall. A note taped over the old stop line said service withdrawn. The next bus was due in twenty minutes. I stood in the cold and waited for it like a fool.

Headlights came. The bus slowed at the corner, then kept going. The driver never turned his head. The doors stayed shut. Warm exhaust washed my shins and then it was gone.

I stood there with nothing in my hands but the keys cutting my palm.

Kade did not touch me. He did not speak. He waited until my feet turned on their own and carried me back to the car. I got in the driver’s seat because the passenger side was his now, and because standing on that pavement any longer would have split me open.

The drive home cut deeper than the drive out. My body stayed hot the whole way, cunt throbbing against the seat, shame and want braided so tight I could taste metal. The gate hung open when we rolled through. He left it that way.

In the hall he took the keys from my hand and set them back in the dish.

“Office,” he said. “Strip on the way. Keep the shoes.”

I walked. Dress over my head. Bra off. Panties down my thighs and kicked free at the threshold. The shoes clicked on the boards. He shut the office door behind us and locked it this time, a small sound that landed harder than any chain.

He pointed at the desk.

“Up. On your back. Knees open. Hands under your knees. Hold yourself open for inspection.”

I climbed on. The wood was cool under my spine. I hooked my hands under my knees and dragged them wide. Air hit my pussy. Slick already shone on the inner lips and down toward my hole. He switched on the desk lamp and angled it between my legs.

“Look at that,” he said. “You run and still drip for me. Day thirty-four and the hole already knows who owns the next two hundred thirty-four.”

His hands came first. Warm palms. Rough thumbs. He spread my cunt with both and held me open until my hips jerked. One finger dragged through the slick and lifted it for me to see, stringing between knuckle and lip.

“Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “A bought womb. A breeding hole.”

“Louder.”

“A bought womb. A breeding hole that ran and came back.”

He pushed two fingers into my pussy without warning. The stretch punched a sound out of me. He curled them and rubbed the front wall while his other hand pressed flat on my lower belly, warm and heavy, pinning me to the desk.

“Clench.”

I clenched. He smiled. Nothing kind in it.

“Good toy. Keep holding yourself open.”

He worked a third finger in. Squelch. Heat. My thighs shook against my own grip. He fucked me on his hand in short hard strokes, knuckles grinding, and when I started to climb he pulled free and wiped the mess on my stomach.

“No.”

I bit my lip. The stolen climb left me shaking.

From the drawer he took a thick black plug, already shining with lube, and a wand with a fat head. Next came a set of nipple clamps on a short chain and a pair of leather cuffs. He cuffed my wrists together above my head and hooked the cuff chain through the desk lamp base so I could not cover myself.

“Hands stay put. Inspection is not finished.”

He rolled my nipples until they stood raw and set the clamps. The bite made me arch. The chain hung cold and heavy between my tits. He tugged it once and I yelped.

“Quiet. Open your knees wider.”

I did. He set the plug at my asshole and pressed. The first ring of muscle burned and gave. The second took longer. He worked it in with steady pressure until the base pressed flat and my hole clenched around the neck in helpless little flutters. Full. Stretched. Warm lube trickled down toward the desk.

“Beg for the wand,” he said.

I hated how fast the words came. “Put it on me. Make me come.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The words dropped low in my gut. My cunt clenched around nothing. The plug shifted when I did.

“I am begging,” I said. “Please. I need it. Use the hole. Fuck me until I break.”

He set the wand head flat on my swollen clit and thumbed it on. Low first. Then higher. The buzz went straight through me into the plug and back. My hips bucked. He pinned my hip with one hand and kept the head tight.

“Count when I tell you. Out loud. Miss one and I stop.”

The first orgasm slammed up from the plug and the wand together. My back left the desk. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. I sobbed through it while the clamps yanked on every jolt.

“That’s one,” he said. “Say it.”

“One.”

He did not take the wand off. He cranked it higher. My flesh was already too raw. I tried to twist away and he followed me, grinding the head in small circles until the second peak ripped through harder than the first, cunt spasming, plug pulsing in my used hole, thighs juddering until the desk creaked.

“Two,” I choked. “That’s two.”

“One more,” he said. “Then we go deeper.”

He edged me. Off. On. Off. On. Each time the crest rose he cut the power and left me hanging, empty, drooling, cunt twitching around air. The third time he held me right on the brink until my voice broke into scraps.

“Need it. Need to come. Hole is ruined. Give it. Give it.”

He shoved three fingers back into my pussy while the wand pinned my bud and the plug filled my ass and the third orgasm tore me open. I counted it through clenched teeth.

“Three. Three. Fuck. Three.”

He shut the power down. I lay there twitching. Cum and slick ran down over the plug base and onto the wood in a warm mess. The smell of sex filled the small office. My shoes hung off my heels.

“Now the real inspection,” he said.

He pulled the plug free in one long drag. My hole gaped. Cool air hit the stretch. He set the plug on a cloth and coated his hand in fresh lube, thick and slippery, until it shone to the wrist.

“Breathe.”

One finger. Then two. Then three. Then four. He worked the knuckles at the ring of muscle and pressed. The burn climbed. I shook my head and still my hips pushed down for more. Shame went hot under my ribs. I had driven out. I had stood at a stop. I had climbed back into his car with my own hands.

His knuckles popped through. The rest of the hand followed in a slow, relentless push until I held his fist inside me. Full past thought. Stretched past the story I told myself about who I still was.

“Clench on it,” he said. “Show me the hole knows its work.”

I clenched. The squeeze made me see white. He began to move, shallow pulls that dragged every nerve, the wet sound filthy and loud. With his free hand he put the wand back on my clit and thumbed it high.

“Four when you get there. Then five. You thank me for each. You name what you are between them.”

The fourth orgasm hit while his fist worked my ass and the wand chewed my overworked clit. I came hard enough to gush, liquid slapping the desk, thighs jerking against the cuffs’ limit.

“Four,” I gasped. “Thank you. I am your breeding whore. Your owned cunt.”

He did not slow. The fifth built ugly and bright on tissue that already hurt. I begged without the soft word this time, raw and broken.

“Again. Take it. Split me. I can’t. I can. More.”

He twisted his wrist and pressed the wand down and the fifth climax wrecked me. I counted it in a cracked voice.

“Five. Thank you. Hole. Toy. Kept. Yours.”

He eased his hand free. The gape throbbed, empty. Cum and lube and my own mess ran onto the desk in a thick slow trail. He wiped his hand on my inner thigh and left the shine there like a mark.

Then he opened his belt.

His cock was thick and dark, already leaking. He dragged me to the edge of the desk, hooked my knees over his elbows, and pushed into my cunt in one long drive that seated him deep. The stretch after the fist in my ass made everything tighter. He fucked me hard and mean, hips slamming, skin slapping, the wet drag loud enough to shame me all over again.

“This is what you drove back for,” he said. “Say it while I fill you.”

“I drove back for this. For your cock. For the load. For being kept.”

He pulled out, flipped me onto my stomach with my hips hanging off the desk, and shoved into my loose, used asshole in one thick push. I howled into the wood. He pounded that hole until the burn turned sweet and filthy, until I was pushing back for every thrust, clamps dragging, cuffs biting, shoes half off.

“Who stayed,” he said against my ear. “Who got back in the car.”

“I did. I stayed. I chose the cage.”

He buried deep and came, hot pulses flooding my guts, hips locked, a low sound in his chest. He held me there until every spurt was inside, then pulled free and watched his cum drip from my open hole down my thighs.

I lay ruined on the desk, breathing hard, day thirty-four stamped into my bones with two hundred thirty-four ahead and no bus coming.

He unlocked the cuffs and took the clamps off. Blood rushed back into my nipples in a hot sting. He wiped my face with his thumb and left the rest of the mess where it was.

“You proved the door opens,” he said. “You also proved you walk back through it. From tonight the ledger marks your stay as your act. No more victim stories. No more unlocked lies.”

I nodded against the wood. The craving still crawled under my skin, greedy and wrong and mine.

He straightened his belt and pointed at the floor.

“On your knees. Clean the desk with your tongue. Every drop. When you finish, you go to the west wing bath, wash the outside only, and leave my cum where I put it. Then you report to the green room at eight for the next entry. Bring nothing. Wear the collar on the hook by the door.”

I slid off the desk onto my knees. The floor was cold under my shins. His seed and my slick shone on the wood in the lamp light, warm and sticky under my tongue when I started to lick.

Behind me the office door stayed unlocked.

I cleaned anyway.


Chapter 8: Petra Hears the Bell

The gravel held tire tracks from last night. I stood at the upstairs window in the dress Kade had put me in after the village, the hem sticky where my thighs had rubbed, and counted the bags climbing out of a second car.

Four suitcases. A soft bag. A coat folded over a stranger’s arm.

I pressed my palm to the cold glass. My belly pushed the fabric out in a hard curve. Day ninety six of two hundred sixty eight. One hundred seventy two left on the ledger downstairs. I had tried the road. The road had spit me back.

Mrs. Vance stepped into the drive below and took the soft bag without a word. The woman who followed her was tall, dark hair pinned up, thirty one, with a straight back and a way of checking every door. She looked at the house the way I had looked at it once. Like a job. Like money.

Kade got out of the driver’s seat. He did not look up at my window. He put his palm on the small of her back and steered her toward the front steps.

My stomach dropped. Heat crawled low anyway, filthy and fast, and I hated my body for that first wet clench.

I could leave. I had proven I could not.

Footsteps on the stair. Mara’s voice through the door.

“He wants you in the intake room. Now.”

I went. The stairs creaked under me. Cold air from the hall vents slid up my bare legs. My nipples tightened against the dress. By the time I reached the ground floor my mouth was dry and my pussy was already slick enough to smear my thighs.

The intake room held a long table, a green ledger, a brass bell on a wooden base, and a low padded bench. Petra stood beside the table with her coat off. Kade stood across from her. Ellis waited by the wall with a clipboard, thirty four and blank faced, eyes on the page.

“Sit,” Kade said. He pointed at a chair against the far wall. “Hands on your knees. You watch. You do not speak.”

I sat. My knees wanted to press together. I forced them apart the way he liked, dress riding high. Petra’s gaze flicked to my belly and away again.

Kade turned the ledger. The pen scratched.

“Name.”

“Petra,” she said. Clear. Steady.

“You understand the program term. Two hundred sixty eight days from signature. Room. Board. Issue. Fee on delivery of live birth to the estate.”

“Yes.”

He set the brass bell in front of her. “Ring when you accept the intake exam.”

She rang it. One clean note. Cold sound in a cold room. My throat closed. That same bell had lived in my ears for ninety six days. Hearing it for someone else made my jaw ache.

“Strip,” Kade said.

Petra unbuttoned. No shake in her fingers. Bra off. Knickers off. She stood bare under the vents and goosebumps rose along her arms. Full tits. Flat stomach. Clean shaved pussy. I stared and heat punched through me so hard I almost made a sound.

Kade walked around her. He cupped one breast. Pinched the nipple. She inhaled and held still.

“Responsive,” he said to Ellis. “Note it.”

Ellis wrote.

Kade’s fingers slid between her legs. The wet sound was small and clear. Petra’s hips twitched once.

“Already wet on first touch. Good. On the bench. On your back. Knees wide.”

She lay down. He took a thick black plug from the side tray, coated it in lube, and pressed it to her tight rear. She hissed. He worked it in with short pushes until the widest part gave and the base sat snug. Then he fitted a remote bullet vibe against her pussy and taped it there with medical tape.

“You will wear both through the rest of intake,” he said. “If you come without leave, the fee drops by half. Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

He clicked the remote. The vibe hummed. Petra’s thighs jumped. A low sound left her. Kade left the vibe on a low grind and turned to me.

“You remember this.”

I nodded. My cheeks burned. Under the dress my own rear held the plug he had put in me that morning after the drive home, a heavy stretch I had tried not to think about while I counted bags.

“Say it.”

“I remember.”

“Louder.”

“I remember.”

He crooked two fingers at me. “On your knees here. In front of me. While she learns the rules.”

I slid off the chair. The floorboards were cold under my knees. Kade opened his fly. His cock was already thick, half hard, the smell of him close and hot. My mouth watered before I chose to want it. Shame rolled under my ribs and made me wetter.

“Worship,” he said. “Slow. Service. You do not rush my cock because you are jealous.”

The word landed. I flinched, and his mouth tipped.

“Tongue first. Balls. Then the shaft. Look at me while you do it.”

I licked. Salt. Heat. The loose skin of his sac under my tongue. He thickened against my cheek. Behind me the vibe on Petra climbed a notch and she gasped. I wanted to look. I kept my eyes on Kade’s face and took his cock onto my tongue, spit slicking the head, then deeper.

“Good little hole,” he said. Soft. Mean. “You ran last night. The village would not even meet your eyes. Now you kneel and clean me while the next one gets fitted. Tell me what you are.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to his dick. “Your whore.”

“More.”

“Your breeding whore. Your toy.”

“And what is she?”

I looked then. Petra on the bench, plug seated, vibe buzzing, chest rising fast, eyes on the ceiling. Fresh. Empty belly. No stretch marks. No curve.

“The next,” I said. The words scraped.

“For now.” He gripped my hair and pushed back into my mouth. “Suck. Show her how a kept cunt serves.”

I sucked. Wet, loud pulls. Drool ran down my chin onto my dress. He fucked my throat in short strokes until I gagged and my eyes watered. Spit bubbled at the corners of my lips. The plug in my rear shifted when I clenched. My pussy dripped onto my heels.

Petra made a broken sound. He clicked the remote higher without looking at her.

“Hold,” he told her. “You do not come. Iris did not come on her first bell either. Did you, Iris?”

I shook my head around his cock. He pulled free.

“Answer with your mouth empty.”

“No. You made me wait.”

“I made you beg.” He wiped my spit across my cheek with his cockhead. “You will beg again. On your feet. Dress off. On the end of her bench. Face her. Knees on the pad.”

I stripped. Cold air hit my bare skin and my nipples drew up hard. My belly sat round and solid between us when I climbed onto the bench opposite Petra, knees wide, facing her. She stared at the curve. At the dark line down my middle. At my swollen tits.

Kade stood behind me. His palms settled on my belly, warm, claiming the weight of what he had put there.

“This,” he said to Petra, voice level, “is what a body earns after ninety six days in my house. Full. Marked. Soft where I want it soft. She ran. She came back. You will learn why.”

His cock lined up with my pussy from behind. He shoved in to the root in one hard drive. I cried out. The stretch punched the air out of me. Wet slap. Full. Too full with the plug already packing my rear, both channels stuffed, my walls fluttering around him.

“Fuck,” I choked.

“Stay looking at her,” he said. He held my belly in both palms and fucked me in deep, heavy strokes. Every stroke shoved me toward Petra’s face. My tits bounced. My wetness smeared his shaft and dripped onto the pad. “Tell her what my cock is doing.”

“He’s… he’s fucking my pussy. Hard. Filling me.”

“Filthier.”

“He’s breeding my used hole in front of you. I’m dripping on his dick. The plug is in my ass and I can feel both.”

Petra’s mouth parted. The vibe between her legs buzzed on. Her hips rolled against the tape.

His pace stayed brutal and even. Skin slapped. My clit dragged against nothing and ached. I wanted to touch it. He had not said I could.

“Beg if you want friction,” he said into my ear.

“Please. Please let me rub. Please, I need…”

“Need what.”

“Need to come. Please, Kade, please let your whore come on your cock.”

“No.”

He kept railing me. Deep. Mean. My orgasm piled up behind my teeth and had nowhere to go. I sobbed once. He laughed under his breath and slowed to grinding circles that mashed the plug deeper and made me shake.

“Petra,” he said. “Crawl here. Mouth on her nipples. Suck. Do not touch yourself.”

She rolled off the bench, plug seated, vibe taped, and came to me on hands and knees. Her mouth closed over my left nipple. Hot. Wet. She sucked like she was told, eyes down. The pull went straight to my stuffed pussy. I moaned and Kade drove in harder for it.

“Good,” he said. “Service each other when I say. Worship what I built.”

He pulled out of me. Empty. I clenched on air and hated the sound I made. He walked around the bench, cock shining with my slick, and stopped in front of my face.

“Clean it. Then ask for the next place I put it.”

I licked my own taste off him, long messy strokes, under the shaft, over the head, into the slit. Behind me Petra switched to the other nipple. The vibe on her buzzed against my shin where she pressed close.

“Ass,” I said when he pulled back. The word came raw. “Please put it in my ass. Please fuck my ass while she watches.”

“Louder. Full sentence. What you are.”

“Please fuck your breeding slut’s ass in front of the new girl. Stretch me. Use me where I’m already plugged.”

He pulled the plug free. The pop made Petra flinch. Cool air hit the gape. Kade set the plug in Petra’s palm.

“Hold that. Wet from her. Do not drop it.”

Then his cock pressed my opened rear. Thick. Blunt. He pushed. The burn lit up my spine. I pushed back because my body had learned that was how you take him. He sank inch by inch until his hips met my cheeks and I was full again, deeper, meaner.

“Tight,” he said. “Even bred, this stays mine.”

He fucked my ass. Slow at first, long dragging strokes, the wet squelch filling the room. Then harder. The pad creaked. My belly swung in his grip. Petra’s mouth stayed on my tit, her breath ragged, the plug shining in her fist.

“Beg,” Kade said.

“Please. Please harder. Wreck me. Don’t stop.”

“Beg to stay preferred.”

The words stuck. That was the wall. The thing I had not said out loud, even to myself, even in the car at the bus stop.

He slammed deep and held. “Or I finish in her instead. First load of her program. Your choice, Iris.”

My vision went white at the edges. Heat. Cold sweat on my back. The vibe on Petra hummed against my leg. I could lose this. The room. The bed. The way he held my belly like it mattered.

“Prefer me,” I said. It came out cracked. Then more poured, unprompted. “Please prefer me. Keep me first. I want to be the one you breed. Not her. Me. Your hole. Your womb. Please, Kade, prefer me.”

Silence for one breath. His cock throbbed in my ass.

“There it is,” he said.

He pulled out, spun me onto my back on the bench, shoved my knees to my chest, and drove back into my ass in that fold. Deeper. I screamed. He pinned my belly with one palm and reached to the tray with the other. The wand. He pressed the fat head to my clit and switched it on high.

Too much. Instant. My whole body arched.

“You do not come,” he said, “until I say the word. Beg properly. Make it worth the load.”

“Please please let me come, I’ll be good, I’ll take it in both, I’ll thank you, I’m your slut, your kept bitch, your full little toy, I can’t, it’s too much, the wand, your cock in my ass, please Kade please…”

He fucked harder. The wand buzzed vicious against my swollen clit. Slick ran down over my stretched rim and onto the pad. Petra knelt beside us with the plug in her fist, eyes wide, the vibe working her, thighs shiny.

“Ellis,” Kade said. “Count if she spills early.”

“Yes, sir.”

I bit my lip bloody trying to hold. My guts clenched. The burn in my ass turned to a thick, filthy pleasure that made my thoughts break into scraps.

Can’t. Full. His. Not her. Please.

“Now,” Kade said. “Come.”

I broke. My pussy gushed without anything inside it, a hard wet spurt over my belly and the wand head. My ass clamped his cock in pulses I could not stop. I sobbed through it, raw sounds, shaking, drool on my chin. He kept the wand on me through the peak, held me still when I tried to twist away, and forced a second smaller crash out of me that left me twitching and empty headed.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you. Thank you for letting me come. Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for preferring…”

“I have not said I prefer you.” He pulled out of my ass. His cock was dark, slick, still hard. He had not come yet. He stroked once, aimed at my open mouth, and painted my tongue and lips in thick ropes. “Swallow. Show her.”

I swallowed. Bitter. Hot. I opened my mouth again to show it gone.

He turned the wand off. Set it aside. Looked at Petra.

“On the floor. Present.”

She dropped to elbows and knees, cheek to the boards, rear high, my plug still closed in her fist. Her own stretched her. The taped vibe buzzed on. Kade crouched, checked the base with two fingers, and patted her hip once.

“You stay like that for ten minutes. No coming. Iris earned a load. You earned a view.”

He wiped his cock on my inner thigh and pulled his trousers up. Then he drew me off the bench by the wrist and set my palm on my own sticky belly.

“You asked to be preferred,” he said. Low. Only for me. “That is not a gift. That is a collar you put on yourself. There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged.”

My legs would not hold clean. I nodded anyway.

He took the green ledger and made a short note. The pen sounded loud in the quiet under Petra’s shaky breathing and the soft buzz between her legs.

“Mara will move a second cot into the west wing,” he said. “Program pairs for the next stretch. You will sleep where I can reach both of you.”

My gut twisted. Heat again, sick and low. I had asked to be first. He had answered by making room for two.

A knock hit the front door. Hard. Three strikes.

Ellis frowned and left the clipboard on the table. His boots went down the hall. The front latch clicked. Cold air spilled in from outside.

A man’s voice, deep, unfamiliar, carried through the stone.

“Delivery for Kade. Medical crate. Signature required. And a sealed envelope from the city office.”

Kade’s head came up. He buttoned his cuffs, glanced once at Petra on the floor and once at the cum drying on my mouth, and started for the hall.

“Stay,” he said over his shoulder. “Both of you. Do not move.”

I stood bare and dripping in the intake room with another woman’s first bell ringing in my ears, my own ask still wet on my tongue, and listened to strangers’ boots cross the gravel toward a crate I had never seen.


Chapter 9: The Nursing Chart

Istared at the red smear on the bathroom tile and shut my teeth on the scream climbing my throat.

Another drop hit the porcelain. Thick. Dark. My hand went under the belly and held still, as if still could put the blood back.

The silence after that was worse than noise. I stood there barefoot and shaking, cunt bare under the thin sleep shift, and chose not to call out. On purpose. The house would come. He would come. And I was not ready to hear what he would say if the thing inside me was leaving.

I wiped with tissue. More red. My knees tried to fold. I gripped the sink and tasted metal, copper and fear mixed so I could not sort them.

The door swung in. He filled the frame without knocking.

“Iris.” Flat. Already looking past me at the floor.

I turned. Blood on my fingers. Blood on the tile. His eyes dropped to both and his face went blank, and the blankness scared me worse than shouting.

He crossed the room in three steps and put two fingers at my wrist. Then under my jaw. Then he crouched and looked between my thighs without asking.

“How long.”

“Just now. I woke to piss and…” My voice cracked. “It came.”

He scooped me up, one arm under my knees. My belly pressed his chest. I smelled him under the iron of the blood: soap, skin, the dark spice of his sweat. My body went soft against him before my mind caught up. It made me sick with myself.

He carried me down the hall. Not to the clinic wing. To the master bed. Laid me out and stripped the shift off with one pull.

“Do not move.”

I stayed flat. He pressed a towel between my legs and held it. Warm palm over my mound, firm, claiming even this.

Mrs. Vance came at his call, gray hair pinned, fifty-two and calm as a ledger. She brought a case and a blank chart, green paper replaced by white with lines for pulse and fluid and rest.

“Bleed at day two hundred sixteen,” he said. “Fifty-two days left on the term. She stays in this bed. No stairs. No standing alone. You chart every four hours.”

Mrs. Vance wrote. Her pen scratched. The page filled with my body as numbers and checked boxes.

“Petra goes west wing,” he added. “She does not set foot on this floor.”

No argument. Mrs. Vance nodded once and left with the old green book under her arm like it had already died.

He kept the towel pressed. His free hand spread over the curve of my stomach.

“Talk to me.”

“It hurts low. Cramping.” My throat worked. “If it fails…”

I stopped. The rest of the sentence sat on my tongue like poison. If it fails, what am I to this house. A used vessel with no claim. A fee already spent. A woman who sold a season and lost the rest for nothing.

He watched my face. Read it.

“It does not fail,” he said. “You rest. I hold it in you.”

Three days.

I measured them by the chart on the nightstand and the sound of him on the floorboards. He slept on a folded blanket beside the bed, one arm thrown up so his fingers rested against the mattress edge, close enough to feel me shift. When I woke to pee he carried me. When the cramps rolled he put warm oil on my lower belly and pressed in slow circles. Food came on trays. Water by the cup. Mrs. Vance wrote vitals and left.

Petra stayed gone. The west wing might as well have been another country.

On the second night the blood thinned to spotting. On the third morning it stopped.

Mrs. Vance checked the pad, then the chart, then him.

“Clear. Spotting only yesterday. Rest continues through the week.”

He dismissed her with a look. The door shut. We were alone in the big bed with the afternoon heat thick in the room and my body under orders not to rise.

I lay on my back, naked under a sheet, belly high and tight. He sat on the edge and dragged the sheet down to my knees.

“Still,” he said. “You do not thrash. You do not push up. I take care of what needs taking care of.”

His hand slid between my thighs. Two fingers found my slit and parted me. I was already slick. Had been for an hour from the way he kept looking at me, from the weight of his palm on my stomach through breakfast, from the simple fact of being tended like property worth saving.

Shame crawled hot across my skin. My clit jumped against his knuckle.

“There she is,” he muttered. “Bleeding scare and still this cunt gets greedy.”

“I…” I bit the word off. He had limited me to stillness. Talking would count as movement.

He reached into the drawer. Brought out the thick black silicone plug, the base flared wide, and a bottle of lube that smelled sharp and clean. Then the wand, heavy, with the broad head. Then a set of glass beads strung on a cord, each larger than the last. And last, the leather cuffs linked by a short chain.

My breath snagged.

“Arms above. Wrists together.”

I raised them. He buckled the cuffs and hooked the chain to the headboard so I could not drop my hands to push him off or pull him closer. My shoulders stretched. The belly lifted with each breath.

He oiled his fingers and pressed one to my rear entrance.

“This stays the focus. Front stays empty so nothing jars what we are keeping. You take it back here and you thank me for every inch.”

The first finger pushed in. Burn. Stretch. I clenched and he waited me out, then worked deeper. The oil smelled medicinal. Under it I caught the musk of my own skin, the salt of three days unwashed in any real way, bed-sweat and fear-sweat dried into the sheets.

A second finger. He scissored. My asshole fought and lost. The stretch lit up my spine. My pussy clenched on nothing and leaked onto the towel still under me.

“Smell that,” he said, and brought his fingers up under my nose, shiny. “Your own mess. Taste.”

I parted my lips. He pushed the fingers in. Bitter lube and my own funk. I sucked because he held them there. Because gratitude had nowhere else to go. He had slept on the floor. He had carried me to the toilet. He had sent the other woman away. And now he was opening my ass while I lay chained and full of his child and I wanted to cry from how deep the need ran.

He pulled free and pressed the tip of the plug to me.

“Breathe out.”

I did. He seated it in one steady drive. The flare forced me wide and then my rim closed around the neck. Full. Heavy. My clit throbbed untouched.

He switched the wand on low and set the buzzing head against the plug’s base from outside, vibrations rolling straight into the stretch. My hips tried to lift. His free hand pinned my hip bone to the mattress.

“Still. You move, I stop.”

I froze. The buzz went on. Low. Cruel. Enough to light me up, not enough to finish. He held it there and watched my face twist.

“What are you.”

“Yours.” The word fell out raw.

“More specific.”

“Your… your breeding slut. Your hole. The one you paid for.” My cheeks burned. The truth of the fee sat in my gut next to the baby. Purchase, not wage. The bleed had sharpened it: if I lost this, I lost the only thing that made the sale worth keeping.

He clicked the wand higher. My back arched within the inch he allowed. The plug hummed inside me. Slick ran down to my crack and pooled.

“Beg for the beads.”

“Put the beads in me. Use my ass. I need…” My voice broke. “I need you to fill me back there. I need to be kept.”

He shut the wand off. The quiet rang. I whimpered.

He worked the plug free. My hole gaped for a second, empty and aching, and he pressed the first glass bead to the rim. Cool. Smooth. It popped in. Then the next, larger. Then the third. Each one stretched me wider. The cord hung out between my cheeks. He tugged once and every bead shifted. A wet sound left me that was pure animal.

“Four more,” he said. “You take all of them. Then you hold.”

He fed them in. Burn stacking on burn. When the last and widest seated, I was stuffed full of glass and trembling, wrists pulling at the cuffs, belly rising and falling fast.

He put the wand back on my clit this time. Direct. Medium. My thighs shook.

“You do not come. You edge. You tell me when you are close and I pull off. We do this as long as I want.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will. Say what you are while you hold it.”

“A toy. A kept cunt. A…” The buzz dragged me up fast. “Close. Close, I’m close…”

He lifted the wand. The drop left me gasping, empty of climax and full of beads. Spit wet my chin. I was drooling and had not caught it.

He waited. Put the head back. Built me again. My clit swelled under the vibration, fat and raw. The beads shifted when I clenched. Scent of my arousal filled the air between us, thick and sweet-sour. I could taste it on my own breath.

“Close,” I choked.

Off again. I sobbed once. He wiped my chin with his thumb and pushed the spit back onto my tongue.

“Swallow.”

I did.

Third climb. Fourth. My thoughts frayed. The part of me that still wanted the road and the payout and a life past Thornhall tried to surface and drowned under the need to stay full, stay claimed, stay the body he would not let fail. Gratitude sat in my chest like a second heartbeat. And I could not split the care from the ownership anymore. They were the same hand.

On the fifth edge he left the wand on a second too long. My orgasm almost broke. He yanked the head away and I screamed through my teeth, body locking, denied at the brink.

“Good little whore,” he said. “Listen.”

He unbuckled his belt. The sound cracked through the room. His dick sprang free, thick, already leaking at the tip. He stroked once and the head shone.

“Beads come out. Then I fuck this ass. Slow, because of the belly. Deep, because you need the claim. You do not come on my cock until I say. Clear.”

“Clear.”

He drew the beads out one by one. Each pop left me more open, more ruined. The largest dragged a long, wet sound from my hole. When the last left me I clenched on air and could not close all the way.

He oiled himself and lined up. The blunt head pressed my stretched rim.

“Look at me.”

I did. His eyes held mine as he pushed in.

Inch by inch. The burn rolled up through my gut. My pussy fluttered empty and jealous. He sank to the root and stayed there, buried, his pelvis flush to me, one hand braced beside my ribs and the other spread wide over my stomach.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.”

“Again.”

“I’m yours. This ass is yours. The baby is yours. I…” My voice shook. “I stay yours.”

He drew back and drove in. Steady. Deep. His hips slapped against me, wet and filthy. My asshole clung to him on every pull. He fucked me with control like a vow, each stroke measured so the bed barely rocked, so the thing in my belly stayed cradled under his palm while he split me open below.

“Tell me what you need.”

“Your cum in my ass. Your mark. Keep me. Don’t…” I swallowed. “Don’t send me out if I lose it. I’ll take anything. Just keep me.”

His rhythm stuttered once. Then he drove harder, careful of the height of my stomach, ruthless in the way he used my rear. The wand came back, pressed to my clit while he pounded. Vibration and stretch stacked. I was a live wire.

“You may come when I fill you. Not before. Hold.”

I held. Barely. My whole body shook. Sweat crawled down my ribs. The room smelled of sex and lube and the iron ghost of old blood and his skin close enough to lick.

He reached to the side table. Picked up a black grease pencil from the chart kit Mrs. Vance had left. While he stayed buried in me he wrote across the upper curve of my belly, above his hand: his name in block letters, then a line, then mine under it like a signature pair. The pencil dragged. The mark was crude, and it would last days of washing.

“There,” he said. “So the chart is not the only record. So you see it when you look down. Owned. Bred. Kept.”

The pencil hit the floor. He fucked me in earnest then, deep, still paced for the pregnancy, and the ownership of it broke something loose in my chest. Tears ran into my hair. My cunt gushed onto the towel. The wand buzzed. His dick dragged over every raw nerve in my ass.

“Now,” he gritted. “Come on it. Come while I pump you full.”

I broke.

It ripped out of me in ugly, shaking pulses. My asshole clamped his shaft in rhythmic grabs. I lost words. Lost thought. Only: full. His. Can’t. More. Spasm after spasm while he shoved deep and unloaded, hot ropes of cum painting my insides, so much it was heat and pressure and claim. He kept the wand on through it. I came again on the tail of the first, smaller, wrecked, sobbing, wrists yanking the chain.

He left himself inside me while the last twitches ran out. Then he pulled free. Cum leaked from my open hole onto the towel in a slow, filthy drip. He watched it. Pushed two fingers back into my ass and held his spend in.

“Clench.”

I clenched. More slipped out anyway. He scooped it and pushed it past my lips. I tasted him, salt and bitter, mixed with lube and my own musk. I swallowed.

He uncuffed my wrists and rubbed the marks. Cleaned me with a warm cloth. Left the grease writing on my belly untouched. Reseated a smaller plug to keep the rest of his cum in place and pulled the sheet up over us.

He did not go back to the floor. He stretched along my side, chest to my shoulder, hand over the pencil marks and the life under them.

Mrs. Vance would come at four for the chart. Petra would stay west. Day two hundred sixteen would turn into two hundred seventeen with fifty-one days left on a term I no longer trusted to free me.

I lay still because he had told me to. Because the cramps were gone. Because his cum sat warm in my ass and his name sat black on my skin and the alternative (empty, bleeding, useless to the house) had shown me its face on a bathroom tile and I had chosen silence rather than lose this.

The fear had flipped, sure as my own pulse. I was no longer afraid of the man who bought my seasons. I was afraid of a morning without the weight in my belly, without his hand on it, without a line in a nursing chart that proved I still mattered here. The road could wait. The payout could rot. If the term date came and the real document kept me, I would already have paid in blood and gratitude and a hole trained to hold him.

I turned my face into his throat and breathed him in, soap and sweat and sex, and let the truth settle where the scream had been three days ago: I would rather be kept full in this bed than free and empty anywhere else, and he already knew, and the knowing was the lock, and I had turned it myself.


Chapter 10: The Sole Womb

Iwas already pushing when Mrs. Vance caught the clock and wrote the time in green ink.

The fountain pen scratched the nursing chart the way it used to scratch the old ledger. Same tip. Same thick green. She spoke the hour out loud so the room would hear it, and the number landed in my bones like a lock turning.

“Term complete,” she said. “Zero days remain.”

The next squeeze took my spine and bent me around it. My belly was a hard drum. Sweat ran between my tits and soaked the sheet under my hips. I gripped the rail until the metal bit and the pressure kept climbing, a freight driving down through my pelvis with nowhere left to go.

“Again,” Mrs. Vance said. She was fifty-two, calm as inventory, and she set the pen aside only long enough to push my knee wider. “Open. Give it.”

I tried to swear and only got air. My cunt burned. My whole middle was split and heavy and wrong and right at once, and under the panic a filthy pulse kept beating where it had no business being, my clit swollen against the pad of the birthing bed like my body had already decided what came after the blood.

I should have wanted out. That was the old plan. Day one to this day, fee paid, body returned, road waiting. The truth sat on my tongue and would not move: I was more afraid of leaving empty than of staying full.

“Push,” he said from the foot of the bed.

I looked down past the rise of my own gut. Sleeves rolled, eyes on the place I was tearing open for him. The man who had bought a season and kept the rest. His palm flattened low on my belly, heavy, claiming the labor like it belonged to him.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

The line went through me hotter than the next contraction. I hated how my pussy clenched around nothing when he said it. I hated that I believed him.

I bore down until the world narrowed to burn and stretch and the thick slide of the child leaving me. Mrs. Vance’s voice cut sharp.

“Crowning. Hold. Breathe. Now.”

I shoved. Something huge and living forced my entrance wide, and then the weight of it was outside me, wet and sudden, and the empty ache that followed pulled a sob out of me. Mrs. Vance moved fast. Cloth. Clamp. A thin cry that belonged to the house now as much as to me.

She cleaned, wrapped, and carried the bundle to the warmer against the wall. The room smelled of iron and soap and my own slick mess. My legs shook. Cum-thick discharge and birth fluid soaked the pad under me. My cunt throbbed open, raw, used in a way no fucking had ever managed.

He did not look at the warmer first. He looked at me.

“Alive,” Mrs. Vance reported. “Strong. I will finish the chart in the hall.”

She took the green pen and the nursing sheet and shut the door behind her. The cry faded down the corridor. The estate had what it had counted toward for two hundred and sixty-seven days before this one. I lay in the wreck of it, empty for the first time in a long stretch.

He set a folder on my bare thigh. The paper was warm from his jacket. Beside it he put the same fountain pen, green ink still wet on the tip.

“Read.”

My fingers shook when I opened it. The life-tenancy. Room. Board. Issue. The clause that had never been a job. A purchase dressed as care. Under it, a clean rider in his block print: exit available on term delivery. Fee retained. Offspring remains property of the estate. The woman may leave before noon.

He had never put that on paper before. Not once.

“Money is in the foyer safe,” he said. “Car is fueled. You walk, you keep the cash. The child stays. You do not come back.”

The old Iris would have taken the road before the ink dried. That woman had sold a season thinking seasons ended. I stared at the exit line until the letters blurred, and my body, traitor to the end, leaked another warm trickle down my thigh at the thought of the door and the man both in the same breath.

“One change,” I said.

His brow lifted a fraction. “Speak it.”

“Strike issue without limit.” My voice scraped. “Write that I am the only womb of the line on this ground. Petra goes. No other woman bred here while I breathe under this roof.”

Silence stretched. The warmer hummed. My raw pussy pulsed against the soaked pad, and shame crawled hot up my throat because even now, wrecked and bleeding, I was wet for the fight.

“You would bind me,” he said.

“You bound me first.” I pulled the pen from the folder. “I sign as a party, or I take your road and you get a ledger with a blank page.”

He could have ripped the paper. He could have pinned me and fucked the demand out of my mouth. Instead he watched me drag a thick green line through the old wording, watched me print my clause in a hand that would not steady, sole womb of the line, Petra dismissed from the estate, no substitute, no second vessel.

I signed first. Iris. The letters sat hard and black-green on the cream page.

I turned the folder toward him.

“Your mark. The one you would not give me a year ago.”

He took the pen. For a second I thought he would refuse and the whole bluff would collapse into the blood on the sheets. Then the nib touched paper. His signature cut under mine, final, ugly, perfect. He left the pen in the crease and kept the page in his grip like he could still change the world by holding it.

“Done,” he said.

“Then use what you bought.” I hooked both hands in his belt and dragged him in. “I am empty. Fix it.”

He laughed once, low. The folder stayed crushed in his fist as he shoved his trousers down. His dick was already thick, dark at the tip, a heavy bar that slapped my inner thigh and left a smear. He dragged two fingers through the mess between my legs, birth-slick and fresh want mixed, and pushed them into my cunt without asking.

I arched. Raw walls grabbed him. It hurt and it lit me up. He scissored inside me, stretching what had just stretched for his heir, and thumbed my clit until my vision speckled.

“Filthy breeding bitch,” he muttered. “Hours out of labor and dripping for it. Say what you are.”

“Your hole.” The words tore out. “Your kept whore. The only cunt you fill on this estate.”

“Louder.”

“I am your toy.” My voice broke. “Sole womb. Use me. Breed me again while the ink is still wet.”

He pulled his fingers free and lined up. One thrust buried him to the root. My pussy took the whole thick length with a wet sound that should have disgusted me. The sound made my stomach jump. He fucked in hard strokes, short and deep, the folder crushed against the mattress by his other fist so the amended page wrinkled under his knuckles.

“Take it,” he said. “Open that used cunt and take every drop.”

I did. God help me, I did. My heels dug into the pad. Each slam shoved air out of me. The stretch burned where I was still tender, and under the burn my clit throbbed every time his pelvis ground down.

He reached to the side table without breaking rhythm and came back with the wand and a thick glass plug slicked from the bottle. The wand’s head was cool when he pinned it to my clit. He thumbed it live on a mean pulse and my whole pelvis jerked.

“No,” I gasped, and my hips chased it anyway.

“Yes.” He worked the plug against my asshole while he kept fucking me. “You wanted terms. These are mine under them. You stay open. You stay full. You come until you cannot count.”

The plug pressed. My rim fought, then gave, and the glass sank in a smooth hard claim that made me choke on my own spit. Full front and back, the buzz chewing my clit into white static, his dick ploughing the sore grip of my pussy, I broke on the first orgasm before I could brace.

It hit ugly. My cunt clamped and fluttered and gushed around him. My asshole seized on the plug. I made a sound with nothing human in it and tried to twist off the wand. He held the shaft of it firm against me and fucked me through the shaking until the first crest dumped into a second without a gap.

“One,” he said. “Keep going, slut.”

I could not answer. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth. He pulled out with a filthy suck of sound, left the plug buried, and pushed two fingers back into my pussy, then three, then the tuck of his thumb, working me open while the wand kept murdering my clit.

“Fist,” he said. “You take it. You asked to be the only one. Prove the vessel can still be ruined.”

The stretch went wide past comfort. My entrance burned, then burned hotter, then his knuckles eased in and my cunt swallowed the shape of him to the wrist. I sobbed. My belly, soft and emptied, jumped with each small twist he gave inside me. The plug in my ass made the fist feel huge enough to split me. The wand never stopped.

I came again. Past sense. My walls rippled on his buried fist and slick ran down over his wrist onto the pad. I tried to say a number and only got a broken noise.

“Past two,” he said. “Past three if that last one counted. Stop tracking. You do not get to keep score.”

He worked the fist in short pumps. My clit screamed under the wand. Sweat stung my eyes. I smelled myself, sex and birth and the sharp clean of the plug lube, and the shame of being this wrecked on the day I had meant to walk free only made me clench harder.

He eased his fist free. My hole stayed open a beat before it fluttered toward shut. He yanked the plug from my ass in one pull. The empty pop made me yelp. Then he spat on his dick, lined up with my asshole, and drove in.

Ass-first this time, brutal and deep. My rim stretched around the thick flare and I took him because there was no other contract left that mattered. He pounded my ass in long strokes, the wand still pinned to my clit, and every thrust knocked a wet grunt out of me.

“Say it,” he ordered. “What did you write.”

“Sole womb.” Spit flew. “Only me. Petra out. Your line through my cunt and no one else’s.”

“And what are you while I ream this ass.”

“A breeding toy.” My voice cracked into a wail as another orgasm ripped loose, no number, no edge I could name, just a hard blind seizure that milked his dick in my ass. “Your bitch. Your hole. God, more, I cannot, more.”

“Past four,” he said against my ear. “Past whatever came next. You do not count. You take.”

He fucked me through it and into the next without mercy. My thoughts went to scraps. Full. Used. His. The page under his fist. My name above his. Ink and cum and the raw fact of staying.

He pulled free of my ass, flipped the wand to a harsher setting, and shoved back into my cunt in one stroke. Three hard thrusts and he buried deep and came, thick heat pumping into me in pulses that reached all the way to my emptied core. He kept the wand on my clit while he filled me. I broke again, past language, cunt spasming on his spurting dick, thighs shaking so hard the bed frame knocked the wall.

He left himself planted until the last twitch. Then he shut the wand off. The silence rang. Cum leaked out around his shaft when he drew back, a white line down to the pad, mixed with everything else I had already spilled.

He set the wrinkled folder on my chest. The amendment shone green where his grip had smeared it. My signature. His under it. Still damp in places.

“You stay,” he said.

“I stay as the one who wrote the line.” My throat was wrecked. “Not as stock.”

He nodded once. That was the whole agreement in a gesture.

Mrs. Vance returned near dusk with a blank book bound in black, not green. She set it on the side table and put the retired ledger under her arm without ceremony.

“New account,” she said. “Opened in the resident’s script, per the amended tenancy. You will initial intake rows at dawn if you are able.”

I slept in fits. The child cried somewhere down the nursery wing and the sound was no longer a door closing on me. It was a post I had driven myself.

Dawn came grey through the nursery-wing glass. I stood with a blanket around my sore body and watched the gravel. Petra’s car was already packed. She did not look up at my window. The engine turned. Tires took the drive, then the trees ate the sound.

I did not pity her. There was no room left in me for that.

Behind me the black book waited with the fountain pen laid true in its gutter. I wrote the first line in my own hand: term day complete, vessel retained by mutual mark, line closed to all others.

He stood in the doorway long enough to see the ink set. Then he left me to the page.

Far off, past the treeline, another roof might have held another ledger, another woman counting days she thought she understood. His blood ran wider than one estate. I let that thought sit and did not chase it.

On the sill, the amended contract cooled under a paperweight. Two names. One clause I had cut. One clause I had made. The house held me, and I held the terms that made the holding mine.


THE END
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