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The Breeding Clause



Breeding Estate, Book 1

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: The Page She Never Turned

Icounted the remaining days on the clock while he kept reading.

“…eighty-four days from the date of signature,” Ronan said, “three full cycles on a dated schedule, with the east wing as your quarters for the term.”

I stood with the pen still warm between my fingers. Gravel grit clung to the backs of my heels. The muniment room smelled of old paper and cold stone, and the brass ledger lay open under his palm like it had been waiting for me.

“That is Clause Nine,” he went on. His voice stayed even. “You signed it an hour ago in the gatehouse. You will do exactly as I say.”

I laughed. The sound cracked wrong in the hush. “I signed a nine-month post. Estate administration. File work. I do this for a living.”

He turned my own copy toward me and tapped the bottom of the page. My signature sat there in black ink, tight and clean, the way I always wrote it when money was on the line. Thirty-four years old, a dozen of them spent reading every line for other people, and I had skimmed this one because the offer came fast and the number on the payout page made my mouth go dry.

“Turn it,” he said.

I turned it.

Clause Nine took the whole next sheet. Breeding term. Scheduled coupling. Heat monitoring. Quarters locked to the east wing. Noon on day eighty-four for the ledger close. My name written into the margin in a clerk’s hand. Dated today. Day one of eighty-four. Eighty-three left on the clock.

Heat crawled up my throat. My cunt gave a low, traitorous throb that had no business being there, and shame hit so hard my ears rang.

“This is a joke.”

“It is a contract.” Ronan was forty and built like the land he owned, dark coat dusted from the drive, eyes on my face with the calm of a man who had already won. “You accepted the advance. You initialed the breach schedule. Walk out now and the estate files for full recovery plus damages. Your name goes on the record with the reason itemized. Every firm that hired you to read fine print will get a copy.”

My tongue stuck. The advance had moved into my account that morning. Rent. Debt. The quiet, ugly gap I had papered over for two years. I had needed the post. I had needed it enough to sign in the gatehouse without flipping the page.

“I am not…” My voice broke. I tried again. “I did not agree to be bred.”

“You did.” He closed my copy and set it on the ledger. “Nine o’clock tonight the first entry begins. You will be in the east wing. Undressed. On the table. Ready for inspection and use.”

My nipples tightened under my blouse from the cold in the room, and from him, and I hated both. A calculating woman did not get wet listening to a breeding clause. My body did. Fast. Before I had time to shove it down.

“Get her settled,” he told someone behind me. Soft shoes on stone. A staffer I never got a name for. “East wing. Leave the schedule on the bed.”

I walked because standing still meant thinking, and thinking meant the breach line, the lawsuit, the itemized ruin. My heels clicked. Gravel gritted under them. Each step took me deeper into a house that now owned my hours and, according to that page, my body.

The east wing door shut behind me with a thick latch. The schedule lay on the bed in a clean folder: Day 1, 21:00, breeding initiation, anal preparation required, heat induction, ledger witness: Ronan. A second sheet listed implements laid out in the adjoining bath. Plug. Wand. Cuffs. Lube. A thick tapered dildo. A pair of clamps.

I sat on the edge of the mattress and put my face in my hands. The clock on the wall ticked loud enough to count. Sound and cold. That was all the room gave me. I tried to invent a way out that did not end with my reputation in pieces. Nothing came.

By nine the house had gone quiet.

I stripped because the schedule said so and because defiance cost more than I could pay on day one. The table in the center of the room was padded, waist-high, with leather cuffs bolted at the corners. My skin pebbled in the chill. My pussy was slick, and it sat in my gut like a second signature I had not meant to give.

Ronan entered without knocking. He set the brass ledger on a side stand and opened it to a fresh line. Date. My name. Clause Nine, first use.

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

I climbed on. The pad was cool under my cheek. He buckled my wrists first, then my ankles, spreading me until the air touched everything. My asshole clenched on nothing. My cunt dripped onto the leather in a thin, wet line I could hear.

He coated two fingers in lube. The gel was cold. He pressed one finger to my hole and pushed in without pause.

I gasped. The burn lit straight up my spine. He worked the finger deeper, then added a second, stretching me open while I pulled on the cuffs and got nowhere.

“Tight,” he said. “Good. You will take more.”

“Fuck, Ronan…”

“Quiet unless I ask you to speak.” He scissored his fingers inside my ass. The wet sound of the lube filled the room. “You skimmed a page. Now you learn what you signed. Say what you are.”

My face burned against the pad. “A, an employee.”

He drove both fingers in hard. I yelped.

“Try again.”

“A hole.” The word came out raw. “Your breeding hole. Fuck. Your whore for the term.”

“Better.” He pulled his fingers free. Cold air hit the gape. Then the tip of a thick plug pressed against me. He worked it in with short pushes, each one forcing me wider, until the base seated flush and my ass throbbed around the stretch.

He turned the wand on. The buzz was sharp in the quiet. He set the head against my clit and held it there.

My hips jerked. Pleasure punched up through me too fast, filthy and wrong, and I bit the pad to keep from moaning. He kept the wand pinned. The plug filled my ass. My cunt clenched and leaked.

“You come when I tell you. Count them out loud. Clear.”

I shook my head. He pressed harder. The vibration drove straight into my clit until my thighs shook and spit wet the leather under my mouth.

“Now.”

I came with a broken cry, cunt spasming, ass clamping on the plug so hard it ached. “One…” I choked. “That’s one.”

He did not ease off. The wand stayed. Overstimulated flesh screamed under it. I tried to twist away. The cuffs held. He fucked the plug in short rocks with his other hand, grinding it against the sore rim while the wand chewed at my clit.

“Please, too much…”

“Beg properly.”

“Please let me, fuck, please make me come again, I need it, I’m a dirty hole, please…”

He clicked the wand higher. My second orgasm ripped through me in ugly jerks, piss-warm slick running down my thighs, the plug locked in my spasming ass. “Two,” I sobbed. “That’s two. One more, God…”

“More than one more.” He shut the wand off. My clit pulsed in the quiet, ruined and raw. He uncuffed my ankles, dragged my hips back to the edge of the table, and pulled the plug free with a wet pop. My hole stayed open. Cool air moved inside me and I wanted to die of it.

He slicked the tapered dildo and fed it into my ass inch by inch. Wider than the plug. My breath went short. He fucked it into me in long strokes until my belly jumped with each push and the squelch of lube and stretched hole got louder than my breathing.

“Listen to that,” he said. “Your ass taking what it is told. Say it.”

“My ass is taking what it’s told,” I gasped. “I’m a whore. Your toy. Please, fuck my ass, please…”

He dropped the dildo on a towel and opened his pants. His cock was thick, flushed, wet at the tip. He lined up with my used hole and shoved in to the root in one hard thrust.

I screamed into the pad. The burn was white and huge. He stayed buried in me, one hand on the small of my back, and the heat of him poured into the stretch until my cunt dripped in steady ticks onto the floor.

Then he fucked me.

Hard. Deep. The slap of his hips on my ass cracked through the wing. Each thrust drove a wet grunt out of me. My tits dragged on the leather. He reached under and pinched my clit between two fingers, rolling it while he pounded my asshole open.

“Come.”

I broke on three with a howl, cunt gushing, ass milking his cock in frantic pulls. “Three, that’s three…”

He kept going. Past the peak. Into the raw after. I begged in scraps. Too much. Can’t. More. Hole. Please. My thoughts went short and filthy and half gone. He pulled out, spit on my gaping rim, and pushed back in harder.

He grabbed the wand again and jammed it to my clit while his cock wrecked my ass. The two together shredded what was left of me. I came a fourth time with drool stringing from my lip, voice cracking on the count. “Four. Fuck. Four.”

“One more.” His voice never rose. “You will take a fist after. Then you will thank me for breeding prep on day one.”

He pulled out. My hole stayed wide, twitching. He slicked his hand, tucked his thumb, and pressed his knuckles to the ruined ring. Pressure. Burn. The slow shove of him working past the rim while I sobbed and pushed back because my body had chosen the shame.

His fist sank in. My ass stretched around his wrist. Full. Split. Owned. He fucked me on it in short, deep pumps while the wand buzzed my clit again and I came a fifth time so hard my vision blanked, cunt squirting across the table edge, ass locked on his fist like it would never close.

“Five,” I whispered. Broken. “That’s five. Thank you. Thank you for using my ass. Thank you for, for starting the term.”

He eased his fist free. The gape stayed. He stroked his cock once over my open hole and painted me in thick ropes, across the rim and down onto my dripping cunt. He wiped his hand on my thigh and wrote in the ledger while I hung in the cuffs, shaking, ass leaking, clit throbbing.

Ink scratched. Sound of it. Cold air on wet skin.

He uncuffed my wrists last. I slid off the table onto weak legs. Cum and lube ran down the insides of my thighs in a warm track. My asshole pulsed open and sore. I could still hear the wet slap of him fucking me, stuck in my head like the clause.

Ronan closed the ledger.

“You are no longer on staff hours,” he said. “You are an entry. The schedule governs you from tonight. Heat induction begins at dawn. You will swallow what the medic brings. You will present for morning check with your ass plugged and your cunt bare.”

I swallowed. My voice came out thin. “And if I refuse.”

“Breach. Litigation. Your name on the reason line.” He buttoned his coat. “You will do exactly as I say. Be kneeling in the east wing bath at six with the black plug seated and the wand in your hand. Do not make me come find you.”

He left the schedule on the table beside the smear of my slick and walked out. The latch turned. The clock ticked toward the next dated line, and my body, used and open and craving the next count, stayed exactly where the contract had put it.


Chapter 2: Bell Bath Ledger Bed

The housekeeper set the folded linen shift on the bed at a quarter to nine and left without looking at my face.

Cum stuck to my inner thighs from the hour before. Ronan had bent me over the footboard after lunch, fucked me raw, and walked out while I was shaking. My pussy throbbed. My asshole burned where his thumb had worked me open. The room smelled like sex and the soap from the morning wash, sweet and sharp under the musk.

I wiped myself with the sheet. My fingers came away slick and sticky. I tasted them before I could stop. Salt. Him. My own shame on my tongue.

The shift waited. Thin. Plain. Ready.

I put it on.

My nipples dragged against the linen and went hard at once. The betrayal sat low in my belly. I hated how fast my body answered, how wet I got from the scrape of cloth alone.

Eighty-four days. Day three. Eighty-one left. I had signed for a desk job and woken up under a breeding clock. The payout at the end was the only card I held, if I stayed empty.

I went to find him.

Ronan sat in the study with a stack of estate papers. Dark hair. Broad hands. Calm like the house belonged to his breath. He did not look up until I spoke.

“I want terms,” I said.

He set the pen down. “Speak.”

“No daylight fucking. Nights only. I pick the position. Two hours max. And I get a day off my cycle if I ask.”

He listened like I was reading a grocery list.

“Nights only,” he said. “Agreed. You may state a preferred position. I will note it. Two hours is fine when the window allows.”

My mouth went dry. That was too easy.

“And the day off?”

“No.”

One word. Flat.

“You will take every fertile night on the dated page,” he said. “You may bargain hours. You may bargain the room. You do not bargain the seed.”

Heat crawled up my throat. I had come in to trade. He had bought the scraps and kept the meat.

“I am not livestock.”

“You are under contract.” His eyes held mine. “Excellent care. Fixed hours. Food. Bath. Clean linen. And a full belly when the term closes, if your body takes. That is the deal you signed, Cleo.”

My name in his mouth pulled something tight between my legs. I hated that too.

“I can outlast this,” I said. “I read people for a living.”

“Then keep reading.” He stood. “Bath. Now. The bell rings at nine.”

The bath was hot enough to sting. A maid poured oil that smelled like crushed herbs and clean skin. I sat in it while she washed my back, my tits, between my thighs. Her hands were brisk. Clinical. My clit jumped when the cloth dragged over it. I bit my lip and stared at the tile.

“Legs wider,” she said.

I opened them. Water lapped. Slick floated off me in pale threads. She scrubbed my pussy like a bowl and rinsed me. Then she washed my asshole with the same calm. Soap burned. My hole clenched. I tasted metal at the back of my tongue from how hard I locked my jaw.

When she finished she dried me, clipped the linen shift over my head, and walked me down the hall.

The brass book waited in the muniment room. Ronan dated the page. Black ink. Day three. My name. His. A short note I could not read upside down.

“Bed,” he said.

I walked.

My cunt dripped down one thigh by the time I reached the east rooms. The shift clung. Every step rubbed me. Curiosity kept my spine straight while my body begged ahead of my mouth. I wanted to see how far he would push, and to prove I could hold the center of myself while he used the rest.

He shut the door.

“On the bed. Knees. Face down.”

I climbed up. The mattress took my weight. I put my cheek to the cover and raised my hips. The shift rode up. Cool air hit my soaked pussy and my sore asshole.

Ronan opened a drawer. Metal clicked. He set items on the sheet beside my knee where I could see them: a thick black plug, a wand, a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain, a bottle of lube.

“Say what you are,” he said.

I stayed quiet.

His palm cracked across my ass. The sting ripped a sound out of me. My pussy clenched and spilled more slick.

“Say it.”

“Your breeding slut,” I forced out.

“Louder.”

“Your breeding slut.” My face burned. My clit throbbed against nothing. “Your hole. Your whore for the term.”

“Good.” He coated his fingers. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

One slick finger pressed my asshole. The burn flared. He pushed past the ring and sank to the knuckle. I gasped into the cover. He fucked that finger in and out until the drag turned wet and filthy. Then a second finger. Stretch. Ache. I pushed back against him before I caught myself.

“Greedy bitch,” he said. “Your cunt is dripping on the bed while I train this hole.”

He scissored. My asshole fluttered and tried to close. He kept it wide. Lube and my own body made a wet sound that filled the room. I smelled myself, sharp and musky, cut with the herbal oil on my skin.

Three fingers. I cried out. The burn went deep. He twisted and pressed until my rim gave. Then he tucked his thumb and drove forward.

My vision blanked. Fist. Full. My asshole stretched around his hand in a ring of fire and shame. I clawed the sheets. Spit wet my chin.

“Take it,” he said. “Breathe. You wanted terms. This is care.”

He worked the fist in short thrusts. Each one punched a broken noise from my throat. My pussy hung empty and swollen, juice running down to my clit. The stretch owned me. I could not close. I could only open and shake.

He pulled free. Air hit the gape. I clenched and failed. Empty. Ruined. Aching for more at once.

He pushed the black plug into me. Thick. Cold at first. It seated deep and held me open from the inside. My hole gripped it like a starving thing.

“On your back. Shift up.”

I rolled. The plug shifted and stole my breath. He stripped the linen to my armpits, pinched both nipples, and clipped the clamps on. Pain spiked bright. The chain hung between my tits and tugged when I breathed.

He put the wand in my hand.

“Hold it on your clit. Do not come. You ask first. You beg first. You name it first. Or I take it away and leave you locked on the edge until morning.”

I pressed the head to my clit and switched it on. The buzz hit hard. My hips jerked. Slick poured. The hum carried back through the plug. Salt welled on my lip where I had bitten it.

Ronan freed his cock. Thick. Veined. The head dark and wet at the slit. He rubbed it over my mouth.

“Taste.”

I licked. Skin. Salt. The faint soap from his wash. He pushed past my lips and fucked my throat in two strokes until I gagged. Spit spilled down my chin onto the chain. He pulled out and slapped his cock on my tongue.

“Beg to get bred.”

“Please.” The word cracked out of me. One use. I had to spend it well. “Please fuck my pussy. Fill me. I need your cock. I need your cum. I am your dirty breeding whore. Put it in me.”

He dragged me to the edge of the bed, hooked my knees, and shoved into my cunt in one hard stroke.

Full. Stuffed. The plug made every inch of him huge. He bottomed out and stayed there while I shook under the wand.

“Keep it on that clit,” he said. “And keep begging.”

He fucked me. Long strokes. Deep. The slap of his hips against my ass cracked through the room. My pussy squelched around him, loud and obscene. Juice sprayed. The smell of sex thickened until it coated every breath.

“Harder,” I gasped. “Use me. Breed this slut. Ruin my cunt. I am a hole for your seed. A toy. Your bitch on a dated page. Let me come. Let me come on your cock. I will say it. I will thank you. Fuck. Please. I need it. I need to break.”

He did not give it.

He pounded me through the begging until my voice went raw. The clamps tugged. The wand buzzed. The plug stretched. My orgasm stacked behind my teeth like a scream I was not allowed to let out.

“Not yet.”

I sobbed. My hips chased him. “I can’t. I can’t hold it. I am your good little toy. Your breeding slut. Your cum dump. Please let your whore come. Please flood me. I will stay full. I will take every drop. I will thank you for knocking me up. Ronan. Fuck. Let me.”

He leaned over me, drove deep, and growled against my mouth.

“Come.”

I broke.

My cunt clamped down so hard the squelch turned to a choke. Spasms tore through my belly. My asshole locked on the plug. Cum-slick and bath-oil and sweat mixed on my skin. I gushed around his cock in wet pulses that hit my own thighs. Short thoughts. Too much. Full. Can’t stop. More. Breed. The wand kept buzzing and dragged a second crash out of me while I sobbed filthy thank-yous into his shoulder.

He fucked me through it and came with a hard grunt, cock kicking, flooding my pussy. Hot. Thick. He kept thrusting until it pushed out around his shaft and ran down my crack onto the plug.

He left his cock in me while I twitched.

“Swallow what leaks when you sit up,” he said. “Then you wash. You dry. You put the clean shift back on.”

He pulled out. Cum spilled. I scooped it with two fingers and sucked them clean. Taste of him. Taste of me. Bitter and salt and wrong in a way that made my empty cunt flutter for more.

He unlocked the clamps. Feeling slammed back into my nipples and I whimpered. He eased the plug from my gaping asshole. I clenched on air. He watched the gape with a calm that stripped me bare.

“Tomorrow the same hour,” he said. “You will be ready.”

He dated nothing more. He left.

I lay in the mess and stared at the ceiling until my breath slowed. The smart woman who walked into this estate with a file and a plan had just begged to be knocked up and thanked him for it. Curiosity had cost me an inch. He had taken it clean.

I cleaned myself. I ran a fresh bath without being told. I washed the cum out of my pussy and the ache in my ass and the spit from my chin. I dried. I put on the clean linen shift from the stack the housekeeper had left.

Then I sat on the edge of the bed.

The clock on the wall showed eight forty.

The bell had not rung.

I was bathed. I was waiting. My body had moved to his hour before the house did. The horror had a shape now. Bell. Bath. Shift. The brass book. Bed. Same steps, same scent of oil and skin, same taste of him on my tongue when it ended. Ritual sanded the panic down until it started looking like want.

I folded my hands in my lap and listened for the bell anyway.

Footsteps stopped outside the door. Heavier than the housekeeper. Two short raps.

The door opened before I spoke.

A man in a dark coat stepped in with a leather case under one arm. Tall. Grey at the temples. Steady eyes that went straight to my belly under the shift.

“Dr. Voss,” he said. “Thirty-nine. Estate medic. Mr. Ronan sent me for your first heat panel and fertility draw.” He set the case on the dresser and clicked it open. Glass winked. A tourniquet. Vials. “Sit still, Cleo. We start tonight.”


Chapter 3: Sugar In The Handle

The bath was already running when he pushed the door wider and set the salt jar on the rim. Bread smell rode in behind him from a kitchen I was barred from. My stomach answered before my mouth did.

“Eat first,” he said.

He put the plate on the stool beside my hip. Soft eggs. Thick toast. A little dish of salted butter. I reached for the toast and he caught my wrist, turned my palm up, and set the buttered crust there himself.

“Open.”

I bit. Warm crumb stuck to my tongue. He tracked my throat working and fed me the next piece without asking if I wanted help. The care landed heavier than a shove. My jaw tried to stay stiff. My mouth still took what he gave.

“Day six,” I said around the crust. “Seventy-eight left. You can stop treating me like stock.”

His thumb brushed egg yolk from the corner of my lip. “Stock gets fed. You get kept. Finish.”

I finished. Shame sat under my ribs with the food. Bargaining rose next to it, cold and useful. Soft mornings meant open doors. Soft mornings meant rooms I could learn.

He salted the water and tested it with two fingers. Steam lifted. He stripped the thin shift off me with the same calm he used on ledgers and bells. Cool air hit my tits. My nipples pulled tight. My cunt pulsed once, traitor-fast, and I hated that it did.

“In.”

I stepped into the tub. Heat climbed my calves, then my thighs, then settled under my belly where last night’s ache still lived. He knelt on the tile and ran a cloth along my collarbone. Salt grit scraped soft. Texture first. Weight second: his hand on my shoulder holding me still while he washed.

“You can ask about the house,” he said. “I will answer.”

I almost choked on the offer. “Gatehouse. Is the phone live?”

“Yes. Line runs to the estate office. You need a key and my mark to dial out.”

“Medic wing.”

“Dispensary is locked. Nessa holds the ring. She is thirty-nine and does not like clever hands.”

I filed the name. Filed the age. Filed the warning.

“East wing,” I said. “The sash that sticks.”

His mouth almost moved. “Third window from the orchard end. Frame is loose. You already looked.”

My face burned. He kept washing me like I had not been caught casing his walls. Soap slid down between my breasts. His knuckles grazed a nipple and my breath snagged. The cloth dipped lower, scrubbed the soft inside of my thigh, then pressed flat over my pussy and held.

“Still swollen,” he said. “Third night did its work.”

“I can wash myself.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line shut something in my chest. I went still in the water. He rinsed me, lifted me out, and dried me with a thick towel that smelled like clean cotton and him. When he wrapped it around my shoulders, I let the weight stay. First time I did not shrug his care off. The fact of that sat wrong and warm at once.

He dressed me in a loose robe and walked me into the orchard before the sun got mean. Grass wet my ankles. Fruit hung heavy. He answered every question I threw: harvest routes, staff hours, which doors locked at dusk, which ones never locked because he liked the house to breathe. Everything except how a woman walked out of the term unbred and paid.

“If I reach day eighty-four empty,” I said, “the clause releases me.”

He looked at the trees. “That is what you signed believing.”

“That is what the page says.”

“Read deeper pages when you are ready.” He took my hand and set it on a low branch. “For now, walk. Your hips need it after last night.”

I walked. Each step pulled at the sore place inside me. Bargaining kept pace, counting the doors softness might open.

Back inside, he left me alone in the east corridor with a cup of tea and a quiet hour. I drank half, set the cup down, and moved.

The loose sash lifted with a shove and a grind of old wood. Cool air. Orchard light on my bare feet. I closed it again and went the other way, past the linen store, to the medic wing.

Nessa’s door stood ajar. No Nessa. Glass cabinets. Labels. My pulse knocked at my throat. I found the suppressant strip in a shallow tray marked CYCLE HOLD, peeled one free, and shoved it into my robe pocket. My fingers shook. I told myself it was strategy. I told myself seventy-eight days of this ended if my body stayed empty.

In my room I locked the door with the little hook that fooled no one and snapped the end off my hairbrush. The handle was hollow. Plastic dust on my palm. I rolled the strip tight, slid it in, and pressed the cap back. Weight of it in my hand, a small win. Texture of the plastic teeth against my thumb, proof I still had a plan.

I hid the brush in the drawer under spare shifts and sat on the bed with my tea gone cold.

He knocked once and came in without waiting. His eyes went to my hands, then my face.

“Come.”

I stood. The stolen strip sat three feet away under wood and cloth. My thighs rubbed. Slick already. Shame for that arrived before I reached the hallway.

He took me to a narrow room off the south corridor I had not seen. A padded bench filled the middle: leather, straps, a wedge under the hips. Hooks in the ceiling. A low table held a thick black dildo, a bottle of lube, a wand with a fat head, nipple clamps on a chain, and a fist-sized plug shiny with oil.

“Morning maintenance,” he said. “On your belly. Knees wide.”

“I walked. I ate. I…”

“On.”

I climbed onto the bench. Leather stuck to my skin. He pushed the robe up my back and strapped my wrists forward, then buckled a belt across my lower back so my ass stayed lifted and open. Cool air found every place I wanted to hide. My cunt dripped onto the pad, one soft tap after another.

He dragged his fingers through the mess and held them where I could see the shine. “Breeding slut already leaking and I have not started. Say what you are.”

My throat closed. Bargaining whispered play along, get more rooms, get more hours alone. Pride whispered other things and lost.

“A breeding slut,” I said.

“Louder.”

“I am a breeding slut.”

“Good little toy.” He greased the thick plug and set the tip against my asshole. Pressure. Burn. He pushed and my ring stretched around the flare with a wet pop. Full. Heavy. I grunted into the leather.

He turned the plug once, seating it deep, then clipped the nipple clamps on. Bite. Chain swung and tugged when I breathed. My tits ached in a line straight to my clit.

The wand came next. He fixed the head right on my clit with medical tape so the buzz would stay put. When he clicked it on, the vibration punched through me so sharp my hips jerked against the strap. Too much. Too fast. My pussy clenched around nothing and the plug in my ass rode huge.

“Hold,” he said. “You come when I take you there. Not before.”

I tried to ride the buzz without tipping. Sweat beaded along my spine. He slicked the black dildo and fed it into my cunt in one slow shove. Stretch. Weight. The toy crowded my belly against the plug. He fucked me with it in short deep strokes while the wand chewed at my clit and the clamps swung.

Squelch. Slap of silicone on slick skin. My mouth opened on a sound I did not choose.

“Tell me what you need,” he said.

“I need…” My brain scrambled for a bargain. Hours. Daylight. An opt-out. The words came out wrong. “I need your cock.”

“Where.”

“In my pussy. Breed me. Fuck. Please…”

I bit the last word off. Too late. He had it.

He pulled the dildo out and left me empty and dripping. The buzz kept going. My thighs shook. He unbuckled nothing. He only worked two slick fingers into my asshole beside the plug’s stem, then three, stretching me around the toy until the burn bloomed wide.

“Take it,” he said. “This hole belongs on the schedule same as the other.”

Four fingers. Knuckles. My body fought and opened anyway. He eased the plug free with a filthy slide and replaced it with his hand, slow, relentless, folding his fingers in until my ring kissed his wrist. Fist. Full past thinking. The stretch tore a sob out of me. My cunt spasmed on air. The vibration never let up. Spit ran from my mouth onto the leather.

“Say it.”

“Your fist is in my ass,” I gasped. “I am your hole. Your whore. Use me.”

He fucked my ass on his fist in tight rolls of his arm. Each push dragged a wet sound out of me. Each pull left me gaping before he filled me again. The clamps tugged. My nipples burned. Heat piled low and mean.

When he pulled his hand free I clenched on emptiness and could not close. Cool grease ran down my crack onto my pussy. He wiped his hand on my thigh and freed his cock. Thick. Veined. Already smeared at the tip.

He lined up with my cunt and drove in to the root. The bench creaked. My strapped hips had nowhere to go. He fucked me deep and steady, balls heavy against me, the wand pinned under us grinding my clit raw. Every thrust shoved the leftover ache in my ass and lit it again.

“Alpha wants you full,” he said against my ear. “Wants you thick. Wants this womb working. You feel that?”

I did. His cock dragged along the sore front wall and my body answered with more slick. Pregnancy talk should have iced me. It made my cunt grab him instead. Wrong. Hot. I tried to hate it and only got wetter.

He reached under, ripped the tape, and pressed the wand harder by hand. Speed up. My vision narrowed.

“Ask.”

“Let me come,” I begged. “Let your breeding bitch come on your cock. Please. I will take it. I will hold it. Just…”

“Come.”

I broke. Cunt locking. Ass fluttering open and useless. Spit and tears on the leather. The orgasm ripped through my belly in ugly pulses while he kept pounding, held it on me past the peak until I jerked and whined and came again in a raw scrap of sound with no words left. Cum heat hit deep on the second clench. He growled and flooded me, thick pulses, cock kicking, holding me stuffed while it pumped.

Mess ran out around his shaft when he eased back an inch. White smear on my thighs. Smell of sex and salt and him. He shut the wand off. Unclipped the clamps. Feeling slammed back into my nipples and I hissed.

He unstrapped me and turned me over like I weighed nothing. My legs hung loose. He cleaned me with a warm cloth, careful on the swollen clit, careful around my stretched asshole that still would not shut right. Then he scooped me off the bench and carried me to the window seat in the same room.

I should have stiffened. I let my head tip against his chest. This time I did not make him pry it out of me. His shirt smelled like orchard air and soap. His arm banded my back. Cum leaked out of me onto his trousers and he did not move me off.

“You fought the bath,” he said. “You did not fight the hold.”

I stared at the orchard through the glass. Bargaining tried to stand back up and found less floor.

“Seventy-eight days,” I whispered.

“Clock runs. Body runs on its own clock.” His palm settled low on my stomach, heavy, claiming. “I will keep feeding you. Salting your bath. Walking you. Answering what you ask. You will keep trying doors.”

I breathed against his collar. The hairbrush handle waited in the drawer with its secret strip. My plan lived. So did the fact I could not shove out: when he held me like this, the hate lost its clean edge. Captor had a new name in my head now, quieter and worse.

Keeper.

I closed my eyes and counted the days I thought I still owned, while his seed cooled on my thighs and his hand stayed warm over the place he meant to fill.


Chapter 4: Clipboard And Stopwatch

The paper slid under my door at noon.

I picked it up before the hush of the hallway swallowed the last scrape of it. My name sat at the top in clean black type. Compliance certification. Day twelve of eighty-four. Signature line blank, waiting for my hand.

Below that, two other names already filled. Estate medic. House steward. Witness boxes. A line that said scheduled performance must be observed and timed for trustee record.

My mouth dried. Seventy-two days left on the term I planned to outlast. Seventy-two days of keeping my body my own on paper. Now two strangers got a seat at it.

I pressed the form flat against my thigh and the heat of my skin soaked through the sheet. Privacy had been the last scrap I owned here. The clause took my calendar. Ronan took my nights. This took the rest.

A knock hit the door. Not soft.

“Cleo.” Ronan’s voice. Flat. Certain. “Open.”

I cracked it. He stood in the corridor with a leather case under one arm and a stopwatch hanging from his fingers by a black cord. Behind him, a man in a grey coat held a clipboard. Another in a dark waistcoat carried a brass clock the size of a palm.

“Dr. Voss,” Ronan said, tipping his chin at the medic. “Thirty-nine. He keeps the estate charts clean. Harlan keeps the house. Fifty-two. They sign for the trustees tonight. You initial beside them when we finish.”

Dr. Voss’s eyes tracked from my face to the form crumpled in my fist. Harlan did not look at my face at all. He looked at my hips like he was measuring space.

“I did not agree to an audience,” I said.

Ronan stepped past me into the room. His warmth came with him, thick and close. “You agreed to the breeding schedule. The trustees require proof it is performed, not billed. Strip. Leave the form on the dresser.”

My fingers shook on the buttons of my dress. Shame hit first, hot under my ribs. Then the worse part: my pussy tightened at the order alone, greedy and early, and I hated that more than the men in the doorway.

I dropped the dress. Bra next. Panties last. Cool air hit my nipples and they peaked hard. Ronan set the leather case on the bed and flipped it open. Inside lay a remote egg, a thick tapered toy with a flared base, a wand with a broad head, a pair of nipple clamps on a chain, and a bottle of warm oil that steamed the air above it.

Dr. Voss uncapped a pen. “Baseline first. On the bed. Knees wide. Facing us.”

I climbed up. Spreading for Ronan had burned. Spreading for three sets of eyes made my ears ring. Harlan clicked the stopwatch once. The tick started, small and mean.

Dr. Voss stepped between my knees. Gloved fingers parted my folds. He pressed the pad of one finger against my entrance and it slid in on slick I had no right to offer this fast.

“Aroused prior to contact,” he said, writing. “Temperature elevated. Note for file.”

“Say what you are here for,” Ronan said.

I swallowed. “Breeding term. Eighty-four days. Scheduled use.”

“Louder. For the record.”

“I am here to be bred on schedule. To take cock when the ledger says. To stay on the estate.”

Harlan’s pen scratched. The tick of the stopwatch filled the gaps.

Ronan lifted the remote egg. He rolled it between his fingers, then shoved it into my pussy. It sat deep and warm, a hard little weight. He pressed the remote. A low buzz woke inside me and my hips jerked.

“Hold still,” he said. “Harlan times response. Voss grades yield.”

The buzz climbed. Heat spread low in my belly. I locked my jaw. My thighs trembled anyway. Dr. Voss wrote without looking up.

“Clench on command,” Ronan said. “Now.”

I squeezed around the egg. The vibration punched up through me. A moan broke out before I could catch it.

“Subject responsive under observation,” Dr. Voss said. “Proceed.”

Ronan took the clamps. He set one on my left nipple and the bite made me gasp. The second closed on the right. The chain hung between them, warm metal tapping my sternum with every breath. He tugged once. Pain and heat braided. My cunt fluttered around the egg and wetness slipped down onto the sheet.

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

I shook my head. The lie sat useless on my tongue. My body had already signed.

He coated the tapered toy in warm oil. The smell of it rose, clean and sharp. He pressed the tip to my asshole and I flinched.

“Breathe,” he said. “You give this tonight. You swore you would keep it closed. That ends here.”

The first inch burned. I dug my nails into the sheet. He worked it deeper, patient, turning it as he pushed. My rim stretched around the thickest part and I made a sound I did not recognize. When the flare seated, the whole weight of it lodged inside me, oil dripping down to the sheets. The egg buzzed in front of it. Both holes occupied. Two strangers taking notes.

Harlan said, “Insertion complete at forty seconds. Holding.”

Ronan thumbed the remote higher. The egg kicked hard. My back arched. The clamps tugged with the motion and my eyes stung.

“Ask for the next part,” he said.

“What next part.”

“The part you do not want on paper.” His palm settled on my lower belly, heavy and hot. “Ask me to open you. Properly. In front of them.”

My throat closed. Terror of their pens sat right next to the throb in my pussy. Same wire. He had found it and he was pulling.

“Please,” I said. “Open me. Use my ass. Make me take it while they write it down.”

“Name yourself.”

“I am a hole for the schedule. A breeding whore on the estate books. A toy they get to confirm.”

Dr. Voss nodded once, clinical. “Statement recorded.”

Ronan pulled the tapered toy out. My asshole clenched on empty air, aching, stretched. He poured more oil over his fingers and pressed one in. Then two. He scissored them and the burn went deep. Three. My mouth fell open. Four, and I whimpered, the stretch past anything I had braced for.

“Fist,” he said. “You take it.”

I shook. “I cannot.”

“You can. Tuck.”

He folded his hand and pressed. The widest part of his knuckles met my rim and the pressure turned white. I cried out. He did not stop. Oil and heat and the slow shove of him working past the ring until his hand seated inside me to the wrist. Full. Stuffed. My belly jumped with every breath. The egg buzzed in my cunt and I could not tell where one sensation ended.

Harlan’s stopwatch kept ticking. “Full insertion. Subject vocal. Maintaining.”

Ronan fucked me on his fist in short rolls of his arm. Each shift dragged a raw sound out of me. Sweat ran down my ribs. The clamps swung and bit. I came the first time with no warning, a hard clench that locked on his wrist and the egg at once, my cunt pulsing, oil and slick loud under me.

“One,” Dr. Voss said, pen moving.

Ronan did not pull out. He thumbed the remote to a sharper pulse and kept working his fist. The second orgasm slammed in before the first had finished leaving. My vision speckled. I tried to crawl back up the bed and his free hand pinned my hip.

“Stay,” he said. “They need a full set.”

“Too much,” I gasped.

“Say what you are while you take it.”

“A used slut. A record on their clipboard. A bitch who cums for strangers.”

He pulled his fist free. The gape left me open and empty and dripping oil onto the sheet. Before I could close he lined up his cock, thick and slick from his own hand, and drove into my asshole in one long shove.

I screamed into my arm. He fucked me hard, hips slamming, the slap of skin loud in the room. The egg buzzed against his thrusts from the other side of the thin wall inside me. Every stroke shoved me up the bed. Harlan stepped closer to keep the clock in view. Dr. Voss wrote through it all.

“Choke on it,” Ronan said, and dragged me by the hair until my head hung off the side of the mattress. He pulled out of my ass, stepped around, and fed his cock into my mouth. The taste of oil and my own hole hit my tongue. I gagged. Spit ran down my cheek. He fucked my throat in short thrusts while Dr. Voss worked the clamps tighter.

When he pulled free, strings of drool hung from my lip to his cock. He flipped me onto my knees, chest down, and pushed back into my asshole. Deeper. Meaner. The wand came next. He set the broad head against my clit and switched it on.

The buzz was brutal. My arms gave out. I came again, messy, shaking, a gush of slick from my pussy that soaked the egg and ran down over his cock where it worked my ass. Dr. Voss said, “Three,” and then I lost the numbers.

Past four. Past whatever came next. The wand stayed. The remote stayed. Ronan’s cock pounded my ass without pause. Orgasms stacked until they stopped being separate, one long tearing crest I could not climb down from. My voice broke into scraps. More. Cannot. Please. Fuck. The brain went thin. My body kept jerking, cunt seizing, asshole fluttering around him, nipples screaming in the clamps.

“Thank me,” he said through it.

“Thank you,” I sobbed. “Thank you for using me. Thank you for letting them see.”

Harlan cleared his throat. “Elapsed continuous response, six minutes twelve. Still peaking.”

Ronan yanked the egg out of my pussy with a wet pop and slammed his cock into that hole instead, breeding-deep, balls flush to my skin. The sudden fill after the fist and the toy made me wail. He ground against my clit with the wand still pinned there and came hard, flooding me, heat pumping in thick spurts while I clenched and milked him through another broken climax I could not name or count.

He stayed buried. His cum leaked around his cock when he finally pulled back an inch. Dr. Voss leaned in with a gloved hand, pressed two fingers into my pussy beside him, and scooped a sample onto a glass slide he had ready.

“Insemination confirmed on cycle notes,” he said. “Day twelve entry stands.”

Ronan eased out. Cum ran down my inner thigh, warm and obvious. He removed the clamps. Feeling slammed back into my nipples and I hissed. He left the tapered toy out; my asshole stayed soft and open, oil-bright, used.

“Kneel by the dresser,” he said. “Sign.”

I crawled. My legs barely held. The form waited. Dr. Voss set the clipboard beside it. Harlan stopped the watch with a click that sounded final.

I initialed the witness line, the letters crooked. C. Beside it, Dr. Voss signed. Harlan signed. Ronan added his mark last, then pressed a dated stamp into the corner. The ink smelled sharp. Hot from the press.

“Copies to the trustees by morning,” Harlan said. He did not look at my face when he said it. “The file is open now. Any audit pulls this night.”

My initials sat on the page under their names. Third parties with standing. Anonymity gone in black ink.

Ronan wiped his cock on a cloth, then set the remote on top of the signed sheet. The little device hummed against the paper, a leftover buzz that made my spent pussy twitch in answer.

I stayed on my knees. Cum cooled on my thigh. The stopwatch lay face-up beside the clipboard, hands frozen on the minutes they had taken from me, and the stamped form under it drying into estate record.


Chapter 5: Five Weeks Past

The estate bell dragged me out of bed at four. One hard ring from the gatehouse line, then dead air.

I went barefoot. Wet gravel bit my soles all the way down the drive. The gatehouse window burned yellow through the dark.

I had the phone number memorized. The speech too. Three weeks of quiet work, palm and hide, count the days to eighty-four. Day thirty-four. Fifty left. Call the lawyer. Tell him the term sat empty. Demand the payout. Walk.

My cunt was already slick under the coat. Traitor. I clenched and kept walking.

I pushed the gatehouse door.

Tea steamed on the table. My hairbrush lay beside the cup, handle toward me. He sat in the only chair like he owned the hour.

“Sit,” he said.

I stayed on my feet. “I came for the phone.”

“You came because I rang you.” He nodded at the second stool. “Sit, Cleo.”

I sat. The wood stuck to the backs of my thighs. I reached for the handset on the wall.

His palm came down on the cradle. Flat. Final.

“You can dial after,” he said. “First we finish your little play.”

He picked up the hairbrush. Twisted the hollow handle. White tablets spilled across the scarred table. The strip I had been taking since day nine. The ones I stole from the medic’s tray. The ones that were supposed to keep me empty.

I stared at the pills. I could not swallow.

He tapped one with a fingernail. Put it on his tongue. Crushed it. Spat the grit into a saucer.

“Sugar,” he said. “I swapped the strip on day nine. I have counted every missing tablet every morning since. You have been very busy, little thief.”

The room tilted. My thighs locked. Heat flooded low and wrong, shame and want stacked in the same place.

“That is not,” I started.

He opened a folder. Turned it so the typed page faced me. His finger found a line.

“Clause Nine. Any attempt to defeat the breeding term converts the fixed eighty-four days into a permanent hold. Sabotage ends the clock. You did not read it. I waited for you to finish the performance anyway.”

My fingers went cold on my knees. Fifty days. I had been counting them like money.

“The estate doctor dated your last cycle this morning,” he went on. His voice stayed level. “You are five weeks past. You have been bred while you congratulated yourself on empty sugar. You lost before you started.”

I stood so hard the stool scraped. “My lawyer.”

“Call him.” He lifted his hand from the cradle. “Tell him you tried to cheat a signed clause and got caught with a full womb. Tell him the term is now permanent. Put it on speaker.”

My hand shook on the dial. The ring cut the quiet. Outside, gravel crunched. Dawn staff. Early trucks.

A voice answered, thick with sleep. “This is Mara. Who is this?”

“Mara. It’s Cleo. I need you to pull the estate contract. The eighty-four day term. I want out.”

He watched me while I spoke. Then he walked to the door and swung it wide. Cold air hit my bare legs. The coat I wore hung open. Nothing under it but skin and the thin line of wet on my thighs.

A man stopped in the open frame. The estate runner. Tall. Thirty-eight, salt in his beard, thermos in one fist. Callum. He froze.

“Stay,” my keeper said without looking at him. “She is on display.”

Callum’s throat worked. He did not leave.

On the phone, Mara said, “Cleo, slow down. Are you safe?”

He stepped in behind me. Peeled the coat off my shoulders. Dropped it. My tits drew tight in the draft. He hooked two clamps from his pocket, cold metal, and closed them on both nipples. I gasped into the speaker.

“I am,” I said, voice cracked. “I need the clause read. Clause Nine.”

“Hold on. Pulling the file.” Keys clicked. “Alright. Clause Nine says any attempt to defeat the term converts duration to permanent hold pending estate confirmation of pregnancy. Cleo. Did you try something?”

He kicked my feet apart. Bent me over the table. My cheek hit wood next to the sugar tablets. He spat on his fingers and shoved two into my asshole. The burn tore a sound out of me.

“Yes,” I gasped. “I took suppressants. They were sugar. He swapped them.”

“Christ. Then you are locked. If they have dating…”

“Five weeks,” he said, loud enough for the phone and for Callum in the door. “Confirm it for her, Mara. Then hang up. She has work.”

Mara was quiet a beat. “Cleo. Listen to me. If you signed that clause and they can show intent to sabotage plus dating, the fixed term is gone. Permanent hold. I can fight the enforceability later. Right now you are stuck. Do you understand?”

He worked a third finger into me. Stretched. The wet sound filled the small room. My clit throbbed against the table edge. I hated how hard I pushed back onto his hand.

“I understand,” I whispered.

“Call me when you can speak alone.” The line went dead.

He took the handset and set it down. Pulled his fingers free. My hole clenched on nothing and stayed open.

“Say what you are,” he said. “Out loud. For Callum.”

My face burned. Spit wet the wood under my mouth. “I am a breeding slut who got caught cheating.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a hole,” I said. My voice broke. “A pregnant whore who ate sugar and thought she was smart. Please. Do not make me…”

He laughed once, low. “I am past making. You already did it.”

He took a thick black plug from the drawer and pushed it into my stretched asshole until the base seated. The fullness shoved a moan up my throat. Then he hauled me upright by the clamps. Pain spiked through my tits. My knees buckled.

“Outside,” he said. “Hands on the porch rail. Face the drive.”

Gravel cut my feet again. The cold licked the wet down my legs. The service road ran twenty yards off. A van idled near the hedge. Someone moved behind the windshield.

He set a wand between my thighs and taped the head hard against my clit. Turned it on high. The buzz hit like a slap. My hips jerked. I locked my elbows on the rail so I would not fall.

“Hold still,” he said. “You put on a show for three weeks. Now you put on the real one.”

He opened his belt. Freed his dick. Thick, already wet at the tip. He dragged it through the mess on my pussy, then lined up at my plugged ass and shoved in beside it, forcing room where there was none.

I screamed into the dark. The stretch ripped. He bottomed out and stayed there while the wand chewed my clit raw.

“Take it,” he said against my ear. “Beg for the fist next, or I leave this on until you piss yourself on the rail.”

“Please,” I choked. Drool ran off my lip. “Please fist me. Ruin my hole. I am your breeding bitch. Please.”

He pulled out. Yanked the plug free with a wet pop. My asshole gaped in the cold. He spit into it. Pressed his knuckles. Then his hand, slow, relentless, until the widest part of his fist breached and my body took him to the wrist.

I broke on a sob. Full. Split. The wand kept going. Taste of copper in my mouth where I had bitten my tongue. The squelch of his fist working in and out mixed with the buzz and the slap of his other hand on my hip.

Callum still stood in the doorway. Thermos forgotten. Watching me get turned into a used thing on the porch of a gatehouse I had thought would save me.

“Tell him what you are carrying,” my keeper said.

“Five weeks,” I gasped. Each punch of his fist drove the words out. “His seed. His claim. I tried to run the clock and the clock ate me.”

“Good little toy.” He twisted his wrist. My vision spotted. “Now you come when I say. One time. You have earned nothing cleaner.”

He fucked my ass on his fist until my legs shook and the tape soaked through with my slick. The smell of sex and wet gravel rose off me. Sweat stung my eyes. Every clever plan I had built sat in pieces on that table behind us with the sugar grit.

“Please,” I begged. Short. Wrecked. “Please let me. I cannot. Too much. Please.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please make your pregnant whore come on your fist in front of the drive. Please use me. I am done fighting. I lost. Please.”

He clicked the wand higher with his free hand. Drove his fist deep and held.

“Now.”

I came apart. Hard. Ugly. My hole clamped on his wrist in hard spasms I could not stop. Piss-warm slick ran down my thighs onto the porch boards. I made a raw animal sound that carried to the van. More. Full. His. Cannot. Coming. Coming. Ruined.

He worked me through it until my knees gave and he had to hold me up on his buried fist. Then he pulled free. My asshole stayed open, wet and used, dripping onto the wood.

He shut the wand off. Peeled the tape. The clamps came next. The ache flooded back into my nipples and I hissed.

He turned me. Put my back to the rail. Fed his dick into my mouth while I still shook. I choked on the taste of my own ass and the salt of him. He fucked my throat in short mean strokes until he came, flooding my tongue, holding my head so I swallowed.

“Open,” he said. “Show Callum.”

I opened. Cum and spit on my tongue. Callum looked once, then away, then back like he could not help it.

“Dismissed,” my keeper told him. Callum left. The van pulled out. The drive went empty again.

He wiped my mouth with his thumb. Guided me back inside. Sat me on the stool. Poured the cold tea into a mug and put it in my hands. My fingers would not steady.

On the table, the sugar tablets lay in a pale scatter. The folder still open to Clause Nine. My hairbrush handle empty.

“Fifty days remain on the paper,” he said. “They belong to me now. The hold is permanent. Your lawyer already told you. You are kept.”

I drank. Bitter. My asshole throbbed open under me. My clit still twitched. The coat hung on the peg, useless.

I had walked down here to end a term. I sat in the wreck of it with his cum in my belly and his dating in my blood.

He closed the folder. Stood.

“Get up,” he said. “We walk back to the house. You will sleep in my bed tonight. Tomorrow the medic logs the hold in the ledger. After that, we spend the rest of the days the way I choose.”

I stood. Gravel grit stuck to my soles. My legs barely held.

He opened the door for me. Cold again. Gray light crawling up the drive.

At the threshold he put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up to his.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Terms In Her Hand

Iset my cup down before I spoke. Coffee steamed between us on the signing table, two chairs square to each other at ten in the morning on day thirty-six.

Forty-eight days left on the ledger. Permanent hold hanging over me like a second ceiling. I came with offers anyway, because deals were the last language I trusted.

“Cash,” I said. “Wire. Enough to cover the term and then some.”

He took a sip and shook his head once. Polite. Worse than a slammed door.

“Equity in the firm,” I said. “Twenty percent. Silent stake. You never have to show your face in the boardroom.”

“No.”

My throat worked. The woman who signed on day one would have walked already. She was gone. I was the one left in her seat, palms flat on cold wood, trying to buy back a body already dated and counted.

“Silence,” I said. “I leave. I never talk. No filings. No press. You pick the wording.”

He set his cup down with a soft click. “Still no.”

“A replacement,” I said, and the words tasted like dirt. “Another signer. Same age band. Same medicals. I find her. I brief her. You keep the schedule.”

He leaned back. The chair creaked. Outside, gravel popped under a cart wheel, ordinary estate noise cutting into the room like it belonged here and I did not.

“Cleo,” he said. “Sit.”

I was already sitting. My knees locked harder against the chair frame.

“You tried to cheat the strip,” he said. “Clause Nine holds. The doctor dated you. You are staying. Those are facts.”

I swallowed. Heat sat low in my belly where I refused to name it. Grief sat higher, a dry weight behind my ribs for the version of me who thought paper could outrun a man who counted sugar tablets every morning.

“Then what do I have left,” I said.

He reached under the table and brought up the brass ledger, set it between the cups, and slid a pen across the wood until the barrel bumped my knuckles.

“Write,” he said. “Your terms. Care. A door that locks from your side. Your name kept out of the trustee file. Put it in ink. Then you initial the breeding schedule for the forty-eight days left, in your own hand.”

My fingers closed on the pen. The weight of it was stupid and real. This was the trap wearing a gift ribbon. Initials meant I agreed. No more story where I was only taken.

I wrote.

Care clause first: meals, medical access, no public display without notice. Then the east wing room, lock from the inside. Then my name struck from any trustee packet. My handwriting looked like the woman who closed acquisitions, clean and sharp, while my cunt throbbed under the skirt.

I slid the ledger back. He read. He nodded.

“Now the schedule,” he said.

The page already had dates. Cycle marks. Breeding windows. I put my initials beside his on every remaining line. Each stroke scraped. By the last set of letters my mouth had gone dry and my thighs were pressed together hard enough to ache.

He closed the cover. “Done.”

The door to the muniment room opened. Callum stepped in, thirty-eight, coat still on, a folder under one arm. He stopped. His eyes dropped to the brass book, then to my face, then away.

“Stay,” he told Callum. “Witness the initials. Then stay for the rest.”

Callum’s throat bobbed. He shut the door. He set the folder on a side shelf and stood with his hands behind his back like he had been trained for this.

My face burned. The negotiation had been mine. The next part was not.

“On your knees,” he said. “Under the table. Mouth only until I say otherwise.”

I went down. Wood bit my knees. The space under the signing table smelled like polish and him, thick and clean and animal under the soap. My own scent rose to meet it, slick already, shame-hot.

He freed his cock. Heavy. Thick. The head was dark. He set one hand on the table edge above me and guided my jaw with the other.

“Suck,” he said. “Slow. You sold your silence and your equity and your replacement. Now you sell your throat. Say what you are first.”

“A hole,” I whispered.

“Louder. Callum is listening.”

“A breeding hole,” I said, and the words scraped. “Your whore. Your kept cunt.”

He fed the head past my lips. Salt hit my tongue. I took him deeper, lips stretched, spit running. He held still and made me work. I bobbed, gagged when he bumped the back of my throat, pulled back for air, went again. Drool ran down my chin onto the floorboards.

Under the table the air was close. His scent filled my nose. My pussy clenched on nothing. I hated how fast my body lined up for this. I hated how the grief for day-one Cleo made the hunger sharper, like mourning had cut a hole and he was fucking that too.

He let me suck until my jaw shook. Then he pulled out and wiped the spit across my cheek with his thumb.

“Stand. Skirt up. Knickers off. Lean over the ledger. Keep your mouth busy when I tell you.”

I stood. Callum’s shoes stayed in my side vision. I stripped the knickers and hiked the skirt to my waist. Cool air hit my bare cheeks. I bent over the closed brass book. My tits pressed the wood. My initials were under my ribs, still drying.

He took a thick black plug from the drawer and rolled it in oil. The first push into my asshole burned. I hissed. He worked it past the ring until the base seated and my hole fluttered around the stretch.

“Good,” he said. “Hold that. Wand next.”

He pressed a wand head hard to my clit and flicked it on. The buzz jumped straight into my spine. My hips jerked. Slick ran down my inner thigh. The smell of me cut through the polish, sharp and filthy.

“Back under,” he said. “Cock in your mouth. You come when I decide. You thank me after. No counting. Just take it.”

I dropped again. He sat. His cock filled my mouth while the wand rattled against my clit and the plug weighted my hole. Callum stood three paces off. His breathing changed.

I sucked. Spit strings broke and reformed. The wand made my thighs jump. Every time I tried to ease off the head he cupped my skull and pushed me back down until my nose hit his belly and my throat convulsed.

“That’s it,” he said, voice calm above the wet noises. “Fucking choke on it. Look at you. Negotiating like a partner and drooling like a bitch in heat. Tell Callum what you initialed.”

I pulled off enough to rasp, “Breeding schedule. Forty-eight days. My hand.”

“Again.”

“I signed to be bred.” My voice cracked. “I signed to stay full.”

He pushed back in. The wand stayed. My clit ached. The plug made every swallow feel bigger. Heat piled low and mean. I tried to hold the line, to stay the woman across the coffee cups. My body sold her out. My hips rolled against the wand. My asshole clenched on the toy. Spit ran onto his balls.

He stood without warning, cock leaving my mouth with a wet pop. He hauled me up, bent me back over the ledger, and yanked the plug free. The empty ache wrenched a cry from me. He oiled three fingers and pressed them into my asshole one after another until I was open and shaking.

“More,” he said.

A fourth. The stretch burned white. I grabbed the table legs. Callum made a small sound and went quiet again.

Then the fist.

He tucked and pushed. My ring fought. He waited, added oil, pushed again. The widest part split me and my breath left in a broken sob. His hand seated inside me to the wrist. Full. Heavy. I could smell the oil and my own arousal mixed, thick enough to taste.

“Say it,” he said.

“Your fist is in my ass,” I gasped. “I’m your whore. Please.”

He fucked me on it in short rolls, slow in the use, mean in the language. The wand came back to my clit. My cunt dripped onto the ledger cover. I was making sounds I did not choose. Callum watched. My nipples hardened against the wood.

“Mouth,” he said, and turned me enough to feed his cock between my lips again while his fist worked my hole. I gagged and drooled and took it. The room smelled like sex and coffee gone cold. My knees knocked the chair leg. Shame sat on my tongue with his cock.

The orgasm built without permission. Wand. Fist. Throat stuffed. Grief for the old self turning into a raw need to be ruined in the same room where I had just written care clauses like a grown woman with leverage.

He pulled his hand free. The gape fluttered. Air stung the open ring. He lined up his cock and drove into my asshole in one long shove. The burn lit every nerve. He fucked me hard and deep, hips slapping, the wet drag loud. He kept the wand pinned to my clit.

“Take it,” he said. “Breeding hole with a locked door. You asked for a lock. You still get filled. Beg.”

“Please fuck my ass,” I begged, words mushy around spit. “Please use me. Please come in me. I’m your kept slut. Please.”

He pulled out of my ass, turned me, and shoved back into my mouth so I tasted myself. I choked. He held me there until my eyes watered, then put me back over the table and entered my pussy with one thrust that punched a cry out of me. Full. Slick. After the fist everything in me was used and ready.

He fucked my cunt while Callum watched. The wand never left. My clit screamed under the buzz. I came hard, whole body locking, pussy milking his cock, a broken string of filthy fragments in my head. Too much. Can’t. Full. Hole. More.

He kept going through it. My legs shook. Slick smeared the ledger. He pulled out, fed his cock into my mouth again, and made me clean him while I still twitched.

“On your back on the table,” he said. “Legs up. Callum holds your ankles.”

Callum’s hands were careful and hot. Pale in the face, but he held me open. My gape was on display. My pussy glistened. The scent of me hit the air harder.

He pushed back into my cunt and bred me in long strokes, deep enough to move the table. The wand returned. I came again with Callum’s fingers digging into my ankles and my own initials under my shoulder blades. My voice broke into short animal noise. Cum-drunk. Used. Signed.

He finally buried himself and emptied into me with a low sound, cock pulsing, heat flooding. He stayed planted. Weight on me. His scent all over my skin. Cum leaking around his shaft when he shifted.

He pulled free. Cum ran down my crack toward the plug-stretched ache of my asshole. He wiped his cock on my thigh and zipped.

“Initial the witness line,” he said to Callum.

Callum signed with a shaky hand. He left when dismissed, folder hugged to his chest, the door shutting on the wet smell in the room.

I stayed on the table. Skirt hiked. Cum cooling on my skin. The ledger under me. My terms inside it. My initials holding me better than any lock.

He righted my skirt with one tug, then set the pen back in my slack fingers.

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

I closed my hand on the pen until the metal bit my palm. The weight of his cum inside me held steady when I sat up, a thick claim that would not drain out clean, and the next dated window in the schedule waited for my body to answer it.


Chapter 7: Stamped Confirmed

The stamp hit the ledger with a dull thud.

Ink bloomed under the brass face of it, dark and final. Voss, the estate medic, set the handle upright beside the vial tray and spoke to Ronan first.

“Congratulations.”

My stomach dropped hard enough to make my knees soft. Confirmed. The word sat on the page in red, stamped over my cycle row for day forty-three, and the air in the dispensary went too warm against my throat.

I waited for the rest of it. For the schedule to close. For the nights to end now that the term had done what it was written to do.

Ronan read the line once. He did not smile. He closed the ledger on the stamp and rested his palm on the cover.

“Forty-one days remain,” he said. “The breeding schedule runs on my word, Cleo. Confirmed does not mean finished.”

“The purpose is served,” I said. My voice came out thin. “You have what you wanted.”

“I have what the clause promised,” he said. “I stop when I say. Not before.”

Heat crawled up the insides of my thighs at that, traitor-fast, and shame came down over the top of it. I had signed for the remaining days with my own initials. I had bargained for a lock on my door and then stood here hoping the blood result would cut me free of the nights. The hope died in my mouth.

Voss packed the tray. Glass chimed once. He glanced at my belly as if he could already see the claim settling there, then looked away toward Ronan.

“Vitamins start tonight,” Voss said. “I will leave them at her door.”

“Leave them,” Ronan said. “She will take them in front of me.”

I left the dispensary on legs that did not belong to me. The corridor carpet dragged under my bare feet. Confirmed. The word kept landing behind my teeth. I had planned to survive eighty-four days unbred and walk out paid. I had stolen suppressants and lost them to sugar. I had written care into the ledger and still ended up stamped like livestock.

In my room I locked the door from the inside the way the care clause allowed. I sat on the bed, put my face in my palms, and breathed through the wanting that had no right to be this sharp.

Resistance had been a plan once. Now it sat on me like a dress I had outgrown. I was tired of wearing it.

Night came early in the east wing. I did not wait for the bell.

I went to him in the shirt he had left for me and nothing else. The wood of his study door was warm under my knuckles when I knocked. He opened it himself.

Ronan looked me over from throat to knees. His mouth stayed flat.

“You are early,” he said.

“I know.”

“Then speak.”

I swallowed. The ledger language sat ready, filthy and exact, and saying it out loud meant I could never pretend someone dragged me here.

“I am presenting for scheduled breeding,” I said. “I am asking to be used and filled tonight.”

The words left a burn in my chest. My cunt clenched on empty air. I hated how ready I already was.

Ronan stepped aside. “Inside.”

His study smelled of paper and oil. The leather couch waited under the tall window. He shut the door and turned the key. My nipples tightened under the thin shirt at the click.

“Strip,” he said.

I pulled the shirt over my head and dropped it. Cool air hit my skin. He pointed at the low table by the couch.

“Lie back. Knees open. Hold them there.”

I did. The wood was smooth and warm under my back. I hooked my fingers behind my knees and pulled them wide, and the stretch put me on display in a way that made my face go hot. My pussy was already slick. I could smell myself.

Ronan stood between my spread thighs and looked. He looked the way a man looks at property he intends to keep working.

“Voss,” he said toward the side door.

The medic came through with a small kit. Voss set it down, thirty-nine and calm in his white sleeves, and pulled on clean gloves with a snap.

“Inspection,” Ronan said. “Confirm the body matches the stamp. Then you count for me.”

My throat closed. Voss in the room turned the asking into something worse. I had walked in on my own. Now there would be a witness to how I took what I asked for.

Voss’s gloved fingers parted my outer lips. He pressed along the soft folds, clinical and thorough, and my clit jumped when the pad of his thumb brushed it. Warm latex. I twitched.

“External is clear,” Voss said. “Arousal present.”

“She came asking,” Ronan said. “Of course she is dripping.”

Two fingers slid into my cunt without warning. I gasped. Voss worked them deep, curling, checking, and the stretch sent a thick ache through my belly where the confirmation already lived. He pressed up and held.

“Cervix soft,” he said. “Consistent with early gestation. No bleeding.”

“Good,” Ronan said. “Leave the gloves. Stay and count.”

Voss stripped one glove and kept the other. He moved to the side of the table with a pen and a small pad, as if this were ordinary charting.

Ronan took his place. His bare fingers replaced the medic’s, thicker, hotter, and he pushed three into me at once. I cried out. He fucked them into my cunt with a wet sound that filled the quiet room, then pulled free and rubbed my clit in hard circles.

“Beg,” he said, “and I might let you.”

The line landed like a door shutting. I had come here asking. He still made me crawl for the first release.

“Please,” I said. “Please let me come. Please fuck me. I need it.”

“Need what. Say it like the ledger.”

“I need to be bred on schedule,” I said, and my voice broke on the last word. “I need your cum in me. I need to be used.”

He took his fingers away. I shook. My hips chased nothing.

Ronan opened a drawer and brought out a thick black plug, a wand, and a pair of nipple clamps on a short chain. He set them on my stomach. The metal was cool. The silicone was warm from the drawer.

“Open your mouth.”

I did. He pushed the plug past my lips and made me suck it slick. The taste of silicone sat on my tongue. Then he pulled it free and pressed the tapered tip to my asshole.

“Breathe,” he said.

He worked it in. The burn opened me. My rim stretched around the widest part and then sealed on the neck, and the fullness sat heavy and wrong and perfect. I clenched on it and the plug shifted inside me.

“Filthy,” Ronan said. “Asking for breeding with your ass stuffed.”

He clipped the clamps on my nipples. Pain flared bright. The chain hung between my tits and tugged when I breathed. Tears pricked my eyes. My cunt pulsed harder for it.

Ronan set the wand against my clit and switched it on. The buzz hit like a slap. My thighs jerked. He held it there and pushed two fingers back into my pussy beside the ache of the plug, and the double fill made my eyes roll.

“Count starts when she breaks,” Ronan told Voss. “She thanks me for each one.”

“Understood,” Voss said.

I tried to hold still. It forced the build too fast. Heat stacked low in my belly, thick and mean, and shame poured through it because Voss was writing while I leaked around Ronan’s fingers. I was the woman who negotiated equity and silence. Now I was a cunt on a table asking to be ruined.

“Please,” I gasped. “I am close. Please.”

Ronan lifted the wand. The edge cut off sharp. I sobbed once.

“Again,” he said.

He put it back. He fucked his fingers harder. The squelch got louder. Slick ran down over my asshole and around the plug. The smell of my cunt rose between us, sharp and animal. My nipples throbbed in the clamps.

“Who asked for this,” he said.

“I did.”

“Who walked in before the bell.”

“I did. Please. Ronan. Please let me.”

He pressed harder and curled his fingers into the spot that made my vision go white. The climax ripped up through me. My cunt clamped on his fingers. My asshole fluttered on the plug. I shook and cried out and the chain between my tits jerked.

“One,” Voss said, flat as a ledger note.

“Thank you,” I forced out. “Thank you for letting me come.”

“Good whore,” Ronan said. “Stay open.”

He did not stop. The wand stayed on my oversensitive clit and the second build started while I was still twitching. Too much. My hips tried to twist away. He pinned my thigh with his forearm and kept the head of the wand locked on me.

“Take it,” he said. “You asked. You get what you asked for on my terms.”

“I cannot,” I said. “It is too much.”

“You can. You will. Say what you are.”

“A breeding hole,” I choked. “A dirty slut who came begging. Please, please, I am going to again.”

He shoved a third finger into my cunt and stretched me wider while the wand screamed against my clit. The second orgasm tore through harder than the first. I gushed around his fingers. Slick slapped onto the table. My voice broke into a raw sound I did not recognize.

“Two,” Voss said.

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

Ronan pulled his fingers free and wiped them on my inner thigh. He switched it off. The quiet left me panting.

He unclipped the clamps and the blood came back into my nipples in a hot rush. I hissed. Then he gripped the base of the plug and pulled. My asshole dragged open around it and popped free with a wet sound. The empty ache made me whine.

“Turn over,” he said. “Knees on the table. Chest down. Reach back and spread yourself.”

I rolled. The wood pressed my tits flat. I reached behind and pulled my cheeks apart with both palms. Cool air hit my used rim. Voss could see everything. Ronan could see everything. I held myself open anyway.

Ronan slicked his fingers with oil. One pushed into my asshole. Then two. He worked them in and out, widening me, and the burn climbed my spine. He added a third. My mouth fell open against the table.

“You wanted the schedule,” he said. “The schedule includes this. I inspect what I own. I use what I own.”

“Yes,” I said. The word came out wrecked.

Four fingers. The stretch went bright and deep. I shook and kept holding myself open because he had told me to. He tucked his thumb and pressed. The widest part of his fist met my rim.

“Push out,” he said.

I did. My asshole took him. The burn was huge. I sobbed into the wood as his knuckles slid past and his fist seated inside me, thick and impossible, and my body locked around his wrist.

Full. Too full. My cunt dripped onto the table in a thin string.

Ronan fucked me on his fist in short hard rolls. Each shift dragged along nerves that made my thighs jump. The wand came back on, pressed up under me against my clit while his fist owned my ass, and I made a broken noise into the leather of my own arm.

“Beg for the third,” he said.

“Please make me come again,” I said. “Use my ass and make your breeding slut come. I need it. I need it.”

He drove deeper and held it cruel against me. The third climax hit like a blow. My asshole spasmed around his fist. My cunt pulsed empty and furious. Spit ran from my mouth onto the table.

“Three,” Voss said.

“Thank you,” I cried. “Thank you for fist-fucking me open. Thank you.”

Ronan eased his fist out. The gape stayed. Air moved in me. He spat into my open asshole and rubbed it in with two fingers, then lined his cock up and shoved in to the root in one hard thrust.

I screamed. He was thicker than the fist in a different way, long and hot, and he pounded into me at once. The slap of his hips on my ass filled the study. The wet drag of his dick in my used hole made an obscene sound with every stroke.

“Say it,” he growled. “Out loud.”

“Fuck my ass,” I said. “Breed my cunt after. Use me. I asked. I asked. Please do not stop.”

He reached under and found my clit with rough fingers while he railed me. The fourth build rose ugly and fast. I was past pride. Past strategy. There was only the ache and the need.

“One more after this,” he said. “You will take five tonight because you came early and greedy.”

“Yes. Yes. Please.”

He fucked harder. My knees slipped on the slick wood. He hauled my hips back onto his cock and kept going. When the fourth orgasm hit, my vision tunneled. My asshole clenched so tight he grunted. Cum-slick and oil ran down my thighs. I thanked him before Voss even spoke.

“Four,” Voss said.

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

Ronan pulled out of my ass. He flipped me onto my back again. My legs fell open without being told. He pushed into my cunt in one stroke and the relief of being filled there made me moan like a slut.

He fucked me deep, grinding against my cervix, claiming the place the stamp had already named. His mouth found my ear.

“This is what you asked for,” he said. “Remember the words. You will not get to rewrite them later.”

I wrapped my legs around his waist. I pulled him in. The initiative sat between us like a signed page. I had crossed the table. There was no clean way back to the story of being taken against my will. Not after tonight. Not with Voss’s numbers on the pad.

Ronan pinned the wand to my clit again while he pounded my pussy. Too much turned into need so fast it scared me. My body chased the fifth like a starving thing.

“Please,” I begged. “Fill me. Come in me. Make me take five. I am your confirmed breeding whore. Please.”

“Then come on my cock,” he said. “Now.”

I broke. The fifth racked through me in hard spasms. My cunt milked him. I shook and sobbed and thanked him in broken pieces. Thank you. Fuck. Thank you. Cannot. More. Thank you.

“Five,” Voss said.

Ronan buried himself and came. Hot pulses flooded me. He held deep and kept feeding it into my cunt while I twitched under him, and when he pulled back a thick slide of his cum leaked out after his dick and ran down over my sore asshole.

The study went quiet except for my breathing.

Voss capped his pen. “Recorded,” he said. “I will update the vitamin dose in the morning.”

“Go,” Ronan said.

The medic left through the side door. The latch clicked. I stayed on the table with Ronan’s cum dripping out of me and my thighs sticky and my mouth tasting like salt.

Ronan wiped me with a cloth, rough and impersonal, then left the mess between my legs alone on purpose. He pulled his trousers closed. He read my face the way he read a clause he meant to enforce.

“You asked,” he said. “That stands. From tomorrow you present at the evening bell without being summoned. You will state the request in the ledger line each night before I touch you.”

I nodded. My voice was sand. “And if I cannot say it.”

“Then you wait on your knees until you can,” he said. “Dress. Take the vitamins I leave outside your door. Tomorrow after breakfast you report to the muniment room. The trustees want the confirmation read into the brass ledger aloud, and you will be the one reading it.”

He unlocked the door and held it open.

I stood on shaky legs, found my shirt, and pulled it on over the ache he had put in me. Cum slid down my inner thigh as I walked. Day forty-three. Forty-one days left on a clock that no longer counted down to escape.

At the threshold he caught my wrist.

“Tomorrow you read,” he said. “Then you initial the next block of the schedule in front of them. Go to bed, Cleo. I want you sore and full when you say the words again.”


Chapter 8: Next Term's Signer

The wine had been poured when I reached the table. Eleven glasses. Mine sat at his right hand with a cream place card that carried one word only: Cleo.

My thighs stuck together under the skirt. Cum still leaked from earlier, cooling in a thin trail down toward the plug he had left in me when he finished dressing me. The brass base of it pressed each time I sat. I held the chair back and waited for the scrape of wood on stone to stop before I lowered myself.

Heat crawled up my neck. The trustees talked over the soup. Knives clicked. A spoon rang once against china and the sound went straight into my teeth.

Callum, thirty-eight, poured water at the far end and kept his eyes on the pitcher. A woman I had never met took the empty chair across from me. She was twenty-six, dark hair pinned up, a folder under her napkin like she had brought homework to supper.

“Vera,” said the trustee on her left. “Next term. Draft already reviewed.”

My stomach dropped hard enough that I set my fork down. The name landed in the room like a second place card. Spring. East wing. Free.

He did not answer when the oldest trustee asked if the wing would be clear by the thaw. The silence stretched. Chairs creaked. Ice shifted in a glass.

I stood.

The plug shifted with me. Fresh wetness slid down the inside of one thigh and I spoke over it.

“Clause Nine,” I said. My voice carried. “The east wing stays assigned for the full term of the signed party. Reassignment requires a closed ledger and a written release. There is no spring vacancy while the current signer holds.”

Vera’s mouth parted. Someone coughed into a napkin. The oldest trustee looked at the man beside me, waiting for a correction that did not come.

I sat. The brass base seated deeper. My pussy clenched around nothing and the shame of that, at a table of eleven glasses, made my nipples harden against the silk.

He set his hand on my knee under the cloth. Thumb pressed once. Approval. Possession. The heat between my legs turned mean.

Port came. Talk resumed in thinner voices. Vera kept her folder shut. I drank and tasted copper and grapes and the fact that I had just named myself the thing that blocked her.

I had counted day after day toward noon on day eighty-four, certain the clock would spit me out. Twenty-three days sat on the ledger. Bred already. Confirmed. And I had stood up and claimed the wing out loud because the thought of her walking those halls made my hands shake.

He dismissed them with a nod. Chairs scraped back. Vera left first, folder hugged to her chest. The trustees filed out. Callum cleared glass and did not speak.

The dining room emptied until the candles hissed and the big doors stood ajar on the hall.

“On your knees,” he said.

I went down on the stone. Cold bit through the silk. My palms found his thighs. The skirt rode up behind me and air touched the wet mess he had left and the plug held in place.

“Worship,” he said. “You claimed the wing. Now you earn the keeping.”

I freed his cock with both hands. Thick. Hard. I put my mouth on him and his salt hit my tongue before I could think better of it. I licked from base to tip and took him deep until my throat closed and spit ran down my chin.

He held my hair. Not hard. Exact.

“Look up while you suck. The hall can see you if anyone turns the corner. That is the point.”

My cunt throbbed. The plug rode huge in me. I sucked harder, cheeks hollow, spit loud in the quiet room. The wet sound of my mouth on him filled the space where the trustees’ talk had been. Shame burned. My hips pushed forward anyway, chasing friction on stone that was not there.

He drew out. A string of spit connected my lip to his cock.

“Say what you are.”

“Your breeding whore,” I got out. “Your hole. The one who stays.”

“Ask to serve.”

I had two chances left in me for the soft word and I spent one of them. “Please. Let me take you. Let me keep you hard with my mouth until you use me.”

He fed his cock back between my lips. I worked him with tongue and throat, messy, eager, the kind of service that left drool on the silk bodice. My tits ached. The pregnancy had them sore; the fabric scraped and I moaned around him.

He stepped back. “Up. Bend over the table. Face the doors.”

I rose. My knees hurt. I folded over the place cards and the sticky rings of wine. Eleven glasses, empty now. My cheek found the cloth. I reached back and held my cheeks apart because he pointed and waited.

“Plug out.”

I worked it free. The stretch left me gaping. Cool air hit the rim of my asshole and I clenched around the empty, unable to close all the way. Cum from the earlier fuck painted my pussy; it dripped while I held myself spread for the hall.

He set a bottle of oil on the cloth by my hip. Then the wand. Then a thick glass dildo, ridged, and a set of nipple clamps, the chain between them short.

“Service first,” he said. “Hands behind your back.”

I laced them. He oiled his cock and rubbed the head against my stretched hole. The heat of him made me jerk. He pushed in one slow inch at a time until my ass took him to the root and the burn lit all the way up my spine.

“Fucking tight still. Pregnant and greedy.” His palm cracked once across my ass. The slap echoed. “Tell the empty chairs what you need.”

“Your cock in my ass,” I said, raw. “Breed my hole. Use me where everyone walked.”

He fucked me over the table. Deep strokes. The wet slap of his hips on mine mixed with the tick of cooling candle wax. Each thrust shoved my hips into the wood. The place card with my name skidded and fell.

He reached under and pinned the wand against my clit. The buzz hit and my knees gave. Too much. Too fast. I tried to rock off it and he held me there, cock buried, wand grinding.

“You do not come. You beg. You wait.”

I broke into short sounds. “Need, need to, can’t…”

“Wrong words.”

“Let me come on your cock,” I gasped. “I will say it filthy. I am your kept slut. Your full little breeding bitch. I stood up for the wing because I cannot stand her in my bed. Let me come.”

He shut the wand off. The denial punched a sob out of me. He kept pounding my ass, oil and spit making each stroke louder. My pussy clenched on air, dripping on the stone between my feet.

He pulled free. Empty ache. Then two of his fingers pressed into my asshole, then three, then he tucked his thumb and worked his hand.

The stretch went white behind my eyes. I made a broken noise into the cloth. His fist seated slow, knuckles past the ring, and my hole gripped him like it had forgotten how to refuse. Burn. Full. Ruined open.

“Take the fist. Thank me for it.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “Thank you for fisting my ass at your table.”

He worked me on it. Short pumps. The squelch turned thick. Spit hit my rim where his wrist moved. The clamps went on my nipples next; the chain swung and tugged with every shove of his fist. Pain and heat braided. My clit throbbed, untouched now, furious.

“Remote,” he said, almost to himself, and a bullet vibe clicked on soft before he slid it into my pussy and left it buzzing on a low pulse. Stuffed front and back. The wand waited on the cloth by my cheek like a threat.

He fucked me on his fist until my thighs shook and the chain on my tits chimed. Then he eased his hand free. The gape stayed. Air moved inside me. Filthy. Owned.

His cock replaced the fist in one drive. Deeper than before. He turned the bullet up. The wand came back against my clit, harder setting. The double buzz and the railing in my ass blanked thought into scraps.

Too much.

Full.

Going to break.

“Beg properly,” he said, calm over the wet noise of him using me. “One chance. Make me believe you.”

I scraped for air. “I am asking to come as your whore on this table with the doors wide. I claimed Clause Nine out loud. I am holding the wing. Let your breeding slut come on your cock while she drips on the trustees’ floor. I will thank you. I will stay. Please…”

Second and last soft word, spent.

He grunted assent, left the wand on me, drove hard. The orgasm tore through from clit to hole. My ass locked on his cock. My pussy gushed around the buzzing bullet. Spit ran from my mouth onto the cloth. I shook, clamped, shook again, a second crest right on the first while he kept fucking me through it, mean and steady, until I could only twitch and take it.

He came in my ass with a final grind, heat flooding the stretch, and held there while I fluttered around him. Cum leaked when he withdrew. It ran down over my pussy and the bullet still humming inside. He shut the toys off. The clamps came off and blood returned in a hot sting.

I stayed bent. Breathing hard. The room smelled of sex and wax and wine.

He wiped his cock on my skirt and turned me by the chin.

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

I nodded against his hand. Day sixty-one. Twenty-three left on the paper. The wing spoken for in front of witnesses. My hole still soft and used.

Footsteps in the hall. Quick ones.

Vera stood in the doorway with her overnight case in one hand and the unsigned draft in the other. Her eyes went to the table, to my bare ass still shining with oil and cum, to the wand and the clamps, to him.

“I was told to wait in the east wing study,” she said. Her voice thinned. “For countersignature.”

He buttoned his trousers. I pushed myself upright on shaky legs, skirt stuck to my thighs, and faced her with his cum still sliding out of me.

“There is no countersignature,” I said. “The wing is taken.”

Behind her, farther down the corridor, a second set of steps approached: heavier, booted, a man’s stride I did not know. A courier’s leather satchel slapped once against a hip. The stranger came into the light at Vera’s shoulder, forty-one if he was a day, estate seal on the bag, and held out a thick envelope stamped SPRING TERM, TRUSTEE REVIEW.

“Priority,” he said. “For the muniment room. Tonight.”


Chapter 9: The Entry She Owes

Iheld still on the east-wing landing with my hand on the rail and waited for the nine o’clock bell.

Nothing.

Downstairs a tray rattled and stopped. A door that always shut on the hour stayed open. The whole house had gone quiet the way a room goes quiet when someone walks out mid-sentence and everyone pretends they did not notice.

I went down the stairs barefoot. The stone held last night’s cold under my soles. My nightshirt stuck to the backs of my thighs, slick from him leaving me open and unfinished at dawn. My hole throbbed with every step. He had used me and stopped short of letting me finish, then rolled over and slept like a man who owned the clock.

In the muniment room the brass ledger sat closed on the table. No ribbon. No dated page waiting. The schedule slate by the door was wiped clean.

He stood at the far window with his back to me, shirt sleeves rolled, tea in one hand. Forty years of quiet ownership in the set of his shoulders. The smell of him hit first: soap, ironed linen, and the musk of my own body still on his skin.

“Sit,” he said.

I sat.

He set the cup down and turned. No smile. He put a blank sheet of cream paper in front of me and a black pen beside it.

“Day seventy-eight,” he said. “Six days left. The bell is retired. The ledger nights are retired. The schedule is retired. I will not call you to the table again.”

I swallowed on nothing. “What does that mean.”

“It means the last entry is yours. Written in your hand, in your words. You put it in the ledger before noon on day eighty-four, or the term closes clean and Callum drives you to the station with the payout and a signed release.”

Callum was thirty-eight, the estate runner who never looked me in the face when he held a door. The idea of him loading my cases into the car hollowed me out.

“And if I write it?”

“Then we read it aloud. Then we keep what it says.”

He slid it closer. The paper smelled like the archive: dust and old wax.

“You have six days to decide what you owe this house,” he said. “I will sleep in your bed. I will keep you full enough that you remember what leaving costs. I will not fuck you through to the end until you put the sentence down. Draft it. Tear it. Burn it. Bring me the one you can stand to hear in a room of men.”

My cunt clenched around nothing. He was taking the cage away and calling the open door a gift, and the sick part was how my body already mourned the bell.

“You want me grateful,” I said.

“I want you honest.” He tipped my chin up with two fingers. “Mine. Say it.”

The words stuck. I forced them out. “Yours.”

He nodded once, like a mark made in a book, and left me with the blank page.

I wrote that morning until my hand cramped. I remain under the breeding term through delivery. Crossed out. I request permanent hold of the east wing. Crossed out. I will not leave. Too thin. I ripped the sheet and started again. The paper tore with a wet rasp. Ink got on my thumb and I licked it without thinking. Bitter. Metal. My mouth tasted like the archive.

He came back at noon with lunch and did not ask to see the drafts. He ate. I ate. When the plates were gone he pulled my chair back, hiked my nightshirt to my waist, and set a small bottle of oil and a string of thick silicone beads on the table beside my ruined pages.

“Over the edge,” he said. “Hold the paper down with both hands. You draft while I work. You stop writing when you need to come. Then you start again.”

I bent. The wood pressed my nipples flat. My breath fogged the cream sheet. He parted my cheeks with both thumbs and spat on my hole. Warm spit ran down. Then oil. The scent of it was sharp, almost sweet, and past it the thicker smell of me, weeks of being used, musk and salt.

The first bead pushed in. Stretch. Burn. I bit the inside of my cheek and wrote Clause in a shaky hand. The second bead followed. My thighs shook. He worked them in one by one, slow, until the last thick knot seated and the string hung down my cleft like a leash.

“Write,” he said.

I wrote. He tugged the string a half inch and let it go. My hole fluttered. Slick ran down my inner thigh and cooled on the air. He reached under me and pressed the head of a wand to my clit, left it buzzing on a low pulse, and walked around the table to watch my face.

“Say what you are while you draft.”

“A hole,” I whispered.

“Louder. Filthier.”

“A breeding slut who can’t close her asshole without being told.” My voice cracked. The wand buzzed. The beads sat heavy. I wrote three words and had to stop because my hips started rolling against the wood.

He shut the wand off. Took it away.

“Again.”

I hated him for the mercy of it. I hated myself more for the way my empty clit throbbed for the return of that cruel little motor. Gratitude lodged in my chest like a stone I had swallowed on purpose. I had spent seventy-seven days trying to beat the clock. Now the clock was mine to break or keep, and the loss of his schedule made me wetter than any night he had bent me over the ledger.

I drafted. He edged. Beads out one knot at a time until I gasped and dripped on the chair legs, then pushed back in while I scratched out a line about the east wing and the spring vacancy and the girl from the harvest dinner who would never sign. He made me taste my own slick off his fingers between paragraphs. Salt. Thick. I sucked clean and went back to the pen with my mouth shiny.

By late afternoon the page was a mess of starts. He left the beads in, cuffed my wrists loosely to the chair arms with soft leather, and put the wand back on a pulse so faint it was almost a tease. Then he sat across from me and read estate mail like I was furniture that happened to leak.

“Ask for more,” he said without looking up.

“I need the wand harder.”

“Ask like the whore you are when the house is listening.”

My face burned. “Please edge my clit while you keep my ass full. I am your dirty little toy and I will write what you want if you do not let me finish yet.”

That used one of my two. It left my mouth like coin.

He turned the wand up one notch. Only one. My hips jerked. The beads shifted. A wet sound came out of me, a soft squelch when I clenched, and he smiled at the paper in his hands.

“Good. Keep drafting.”

Night came. He uncuffed me, led me to the east-wing bed, and stripped the nightshirt off. I lay on my side. He spooned up behind me, dick hard along the cleft of my cheeks, and did nothing with it except breathe. His hand rested on the soft low swell of my belly where the term had already taken. Five weeks gone, the medic had said once. The math lived under his palm.

“Sleep,” he said.

I did not sleep. The beads stayed. Every time I drifted, a pulse of want jerked me back. In the dark I smelled him at the back of my neck, clean sweat and the oil, and under that the wet heat of my own ruined ass. I put my tongue to my wrist where ink had dried and tasted iron again. The blank of tomorrow’s page sat behind my eyes like a dare.

Dawn came on another of the six. He woke me by pulling the beads out in one long, dragging run. My hole gaped. Cool air hit the open ring. I cried out into the pillow. He replaced them with two oiled fingers, then three, scissoring until the burn went bright and I shoved back onto his hand like a bitch in heat.

“Fist,” he said. “You take it. You thank me. You do not come.”

I nodded into the pillow. Shame ran hot under my skin. The proud woman who had signed for money and a quiet eighty-four days was face-down with her asshole offered up for his whole hand, and my pussy was so wet the sheet stuck to it.

He worked four fingers. The stretch stole my breath. Then the tuck of his thumb, the slow shove, the impossible widen, and my body opened around the thickest part of him with a raw, wet sound. His knuckles seated. My hole clamped on his wrist. Too much. Full. Split. I made a broken noise and clawed the sheet.

“Hold,” he said.

I held. Sweat ran between my tits. He turned his fist a fraction. My clit jumped against air. The smell in the room went thick: oil, sweat, the animal musk of a stretched hole. He leaned down and spit on the place where his wrist disappeared into me. It ran warm down my cleft.

“Tell me what you are drafting for.”

“To stay,” I got out. “To keep the wing. To make the spring contract void.”

“And what do you call yourself when you ask for that.”

“Your kept breeding whore.” The words came out cracked. “Your hole. The thing you fill until it sticks.”

He fucked me on his fist in short, grinding pushes. Denial was the point. Every time my belly tightened toward release he stopped dead and made me recite the unfinished clause out loud until the peak died. Tears got into my mouth. Salt on salt. I licked them without meaning to.

When he finally pulled free, my hole stayed open. Air moved inside me. He pushed a heavy glass plug into the loose ring to keep me from closing, wide enough that my rim whitened around the neck, and left it there while he washed his hands.

“Desk,” he said. “Write the real one.”

I wrote naked, the plug seating deeper with every shift of my hips. The wand returned, taped low against my clit with medical tape so I could not squirm it off. Low buzz. Endless. He stood behind my chair and fed his dick into my mouth whenever my pen slowed, fucking my throat in lazy strokes until spit ran down my chin and dripped onto the draft. I gagged. He held. My nose filled with him, clean and salt and the faint ghost of my own slick from the night before.

“Swallow around it and keep writing,” he said. “If you come on that tape I take the page and burn it.”

I did not come. I shook. I drooled. I wrote.

The sentence that finally stayed was short. I stared at it until the letters stopped swimming.

He read over my shoulder. Said nothing. Pulled out of my mouth and wiped my chin with his thumb, then made me suck the thumb clean.

“Four days left to sit with it,” he said. “You may change a word. You may not change the spine. On day eighty-four you write it into the ledger in ink, or Callum takes you out the gate.”

He shut the wand off. Peeled the tape. My clit throbbed in the sudden quiet, swollen and shiny. He left the plug in and put me on my back on the bed.

Then he finally fucked my ass.

No rush. He pulled the glass free, lined up, and sank into the open, used ring in one long shove, hips to my cheeks. The stretch was different from the fist, hotter, living. He bottomed out and stayed. My belly fluttered. He smelled like sex and decision.

“You do not finish until I say,” he said. “You take this as maintenance. You remember what walking to that station would cost you.”

He fucked me deep and mean, long strokes that dragged on the rim, wet slap of skin, the obscene suck of a hole that had already been opened past pride. I begged with my body. He denied with his pace. Every time I tightened toward the edge he stopped buried and made me name myself again, slut, toy, kept thing, until the crest fell apart and I sobbed into his shoulder.

His sweat on my tongue when I turned my face into his throat. My own arousal thick in the air. The oil. The musk of a day spent open. When he took my hand and put my fingers in my mouth so I could taste how wet I had gotten on denial alone, I almost broke.

“Now,” he said at last, voice flat with control. “Come on my dick while I breed this hole. Look at me.”

He drove in hard. The wand he had left on the mattress got shoved between us, high against my clit, and the two of them together ripped the orgasm out of me in an ugly rush. My hole locked on him. My cunt spasmed empty and jealous. My head went to clipped, stupid fragments. Full. Kept. Cannot. More. The climax went through my gut and left me twitching, open, drooling on the pillow while he flooded my ass with heat, pulse after pulse, and it leaked out around his shaft and ran down over my empty pussy in thick white streaks.

He stayed in me until he softened. Pulled out. Watched the mess drip. Pushed two fingers back into my loose hole and held his cum inside like a cork while I shivered through the aftershocks.

“You will walk like that until evening,” he said. “Plug goes back in. Draft stays on the desk. You read it every hour.”

He seated the glass plug again over the wet load and wiped his hands on my thigh.

I lay there with his seed trapped and my clit jumping and the cream page waiting across the room.

Six days. No bell. No one dragging me to a schedule. Only the sentence I had finally left standing, and the open door he had put in my hands like a loaded gun.

I stared at the ceiling and did the ugly math. If I wrote nothing, I left rich and empty and free the way falling through a floor is free. If I wrote the line into the ledger at noon on day eighty-four, I handed him my keeping in front of the trustees and closed the gate on myself forever.

The gratitude sat wrong and true under my ribs. I had wanted out until the bell stopped. Now the quiet made the shape of him obvious. I would carry the page to the muniment room myself. I would dip the pen. I would set the words where no one could pretend they were his idea.

And when the ink dried, I would still be here.


Chapter 10: Her Clause Beneath His

Istood at the muniment table with the brass ledger under my palm when the gravel took the weight of my own cases.

The clock struck twelve. One hard note. Then another. Through the sash left ajar, the estate car settled and idled, and Callum’s tread ground the stones as he shut the boot on everything I had packed to leave.

Two trustees sat waiting. Merrick, forty-one, with his gray coat buttoned to the throat. Beside him, a thin man of fifty-two who had never spoken my name out loud. The medic stood by the wall with his bag closed. My cunt clenched once under the dress, wet before anyone had touched me, and my neck went hot. Six days drafting what I would write, and my body got there first.

He came in last and set a folder on the oak.

“Term closes,” he said. “Eighty-four days. Three cycles. Schedule complete.”

No one moved. The idling engine hummed through the stone.

“Clause Nine’s permanent hold does not bind a woman already bred inside the fixed term.” His voice stayed level. “The sabotage you attempted on day nine converted nothing. You were already carrying. The hold is unenforceable.”

He slid paper across the grain. Signed release. Full payout. East wing key laid on top of the stack, brass cold against the wood.

“You are free, Cleo. The door stays unlocked. The car is ready.”

My fingers found the edge of the stack. I read every line. The money. The clean exit. The station waiting past the gates. The part of me that had counted tablets in a hollow brush handle still wanted to grab it and run.

I thanked him.

Then I set the release aside.

I turned the ledger. Last dated entry. His hand. My heat. The nights he had taken the schedule away and left me wanting with ink still owed. I took the pen and wrote beneath it in my own hard script.

My terms. My wing. My keeping. His obligations spelled out so the estate could not pretend otherwise. No spring vacancy. No second draft for anyone else. I stay. He provides. The ledger remains under my reading from this noon forward.

I read it aloud to the room. Every word. Merrick’s jaw worked. The thin trustee stared at the brass binding. Callum, thirty-eight, shifted in the doorway with gravel dust on his cuffs and did not look away.

I held out the pen.

He took it. Signed under my clause. The ink wet and black. His name closed against mine.

“You will thank me when it is done,” he said.

Then he cleared the folder with one sweep and bent me over the signing table.

My cheek hit oak. The dress went up. Cool air hit the backs of my thighs, then his palm cracked across my bare cheek hard enough to ring. I gasped. Slick coated the tops of my legs. The smell of me rose off the wood.

“Tell the room what you are,” he said.

“A kept whore.” The words scraped out. “A breeding slut who wrote her own chain.”

“Louder.”

“I’m his hole. I’m staying. Fuck me on my own ink.”

He shoved two fingers into my pussy and spread me for the trustees. Wet sounds broke the quiet. Merrick did not blink. The medic set a black case on the sideboard and unlatched it.

Toys came out. A thick silicone plug. Nipple clamps on a short chain. A wand with a fat head. A bottle of oil.

He worked the plug against my asshole first, oil cold, the stretch a burn I knew and still flinched from. One inch. Then more. My rim gave and the weight of it seated deep, heavy enough that every breath shifted it inside me. I moaned into the ledger. The page stuck to my lip.

“Hold that,” he said. “You asked to be kept. Be kept full.”

The clamps bit my nipples next. Chain swinging. Each tug shot straight down. He pinned the wand against my swollen clit and flicked it on. The buzz slammed through me. My hips jerked. The plug dragged with every twitch.

“Count,” Callum said from the door, calm as inventory.

I tried. The first orgasm hit before I finished the word one. My cunt seized. Spit wet the oak. I came hard around nothing but vibration and stretch, thighs shaking, the sound out of me nothing I recognized, while the trustees watched a woman spend herself on her own signed page.

“Two,” Callum said.

The wand stayed. He did not let me drop. He shoved into my pussy in one long thrust, thick and mean, and the plug in my ass made the fit brutal. Full. Stuffed. The table legs scraped. He fucked me through the aftershocks and the next crest stacked on the first before I could breathe.

Past two. Past three. My mouth opened on filth I did not plan.

“Please. Use me. Breed your bitch on the table. Don’t stop.”

He did not stop. The slap of skin filled the muniment room. Slick squelched out around his dick and ran down to my knees. The chain between my tits jerked with every thrust. The wand stayed pinned. I came again and lost the number. Callum’s voice kept going somewhere behind me and then even he trailed off because I was past four, past whatever followed, the count dissolving into raw noise.

“Say what you need,” he said against my ear.

“Your cum. In me. Keep me pregnant and locked to this house. I’m a toy. A hole. A dirty little contract slut who begged in ink.”

He pulled out. Turned me. Laid my back on the wet oak so the trustees got my face and my clamped tits and the glaze on my belly. The plug stretched my ass. He dragged it free. The gape burned. Empty for half a second.

Then a finger. Then two. Then three, working oil into my ass while the wand ground my clit. I sobbed. My heels dug the table edge.

“Take the fist,” he said. “You wrote permanent. Feel permanent.”

Four fingers. Knuckles. The burn went white. My body tried to shut and he pushed through it slow and steady, the stretch past what I had told myself I could hold. The fist seated. Weight inside me. Thick. Immobile. I clenched around his hand and could not close. The gape ached. Tears ran into my hair.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you. Thank you for splitting your whore. Thank you for keeping me.”

He fucked my ass on his fist in short hard pumps while the wand ruined my clit. Orgasm after orgasm. No count left. Mind gone to scraps. Too much. Cannot. More. Dripping. Used. The smell of sex and oil and my own mess thick in the room. Merrick shifted in his chair. The thin trustee’s throat bobbed. Callum had stopped speaking numbers; he only watched.

When the fist eased out I stayed open, rim fluttering, empty and aching. He lined up and drove his cock into my pussy again, deep enough to knock the breath out, and pumped. Breeding strokes. Heavy. Claiming. My legs locked around him because the alternative was falling off the table in front of men who had come to close a term and found a woman writing herself into the house forever.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You. This ledger. This wing.”

He came hard, flooding me, heat packing deep while I shook through another ruined peak I could not name. Cum leaked the second he was out. It ran over the plug he shoved back into my ass to hold everything in, the weight of it seating with a wet push that made me whimper.

He left me there a minute. Skirt up. Clamps still biting. Cum on the oak. The signed ledger under my shoulder, ink smeared by sweat.

Then he took the clamps off. The ache flooded back sharp. He shut the wand off and wiped my mouth with his thumb.

“Sit up.”

I sat. The plug kept me full. His spend seeped around it and wet the dress I pulled down anyway. My hands shook when I lifted the release he had offered.

I did not sign it.

Callum took the unsigned paper to the archive drawer and filed it beside the counter-signed ledger. The brass binding closed on my clause. On his name under mine. On the wet mark my cheek had left on the page.

The thin trustee cleared his throat. “The spring contract.”

“Withdrawn,” he said. “There is no vacancy.”

Merrick stood. “The harvest candidate.”

“Send her home. Draft unsigned.”

They left. The medic packed his case. Callum’s boots retreated down the hall. The car’s engine cut. Someone unloaded my cases again. Gravel. Weight returning to the house.

I walked the east wing myself. The door stood unlocked. I went through it and shut nothing behind me. My rooms. My bed. The plug still heavy in me as I sat on the edge and put my palm on the small firm rise of my belly where the term had done its work.

Days later the orchard held late light. I walked the rows with the ledger under my arm, dress cut to show the thickening I no longer hid. He found me between the trees with juice on my wrist from the fruit I had picked.

“I’ll read every page of the next one before anyone signs it,” I told him.

He looked at the book in my hands, at the way I carried, at the house behind us with its unlocked wing and its filled rooms.

“That’s exactly why you’ll be the one reading it aloud.”

I turned back toward the muniment windows. The brass ledger sat solid against my hip, warm from my body, waiting for the next name I would refuse to let pass unread.


THE END
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