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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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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 female domination, male submission, and consensual power-exchange depicted in this work occur exclusively between consenting adult characters engaged in fantasy role-play. All depictions represent adult kink dynamics between adults aged 24+ and are purely fictional.

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: Lock Zero Four

Ilaughed on her doorstep with the cardboard box under my arm and the punchline already on my tongue.

“Wait, wait. So the guy at the shop said if it doesn’t fit I can…”

Sabine took the box out of my hands. She did not smile. She stepped aside and pointed at the hall.

“Inside.”

I stepped in. The door clicked shut behind me. The joke went out of me. She walked past me into the kitchen and set the box on the counter like it belonged there.

I was thirty-four and used to running rooms. She was thirty-nine and used to running me when I let her. Tonight I had brought a cheap steel cage as a gag gift, something filthy to make her snort into her wine. She opened the flaps with two fingers and lifted the cage out.

“On the table,” she said. “Trousers off. Underwear too.”

“Sabine. It was a joke.”

“You will do exactly as I say.”

My cock jumped in my jeans. My neck went hot. I wanted to laugh again and walk it back. My hands went to my belt anyway.

I stripped from the waist down. Cold air hit my thighs. She cleared the kitchen table with one sweep of her arm, set a glass of ice water down hard enough to ring, and pulled a yellow dressmaker’s tape from a drawer.

“Hold still.”

The tape went around the base of my cock first. Then along the shaft. She wrote nothing down. She looked at the numbers and then at my face.

“You bought the wrong size on purpose.”

“I bought the funny one.”

“Bend over the table.”

I blinked. “What?”

She pointed. “Chest down. Feet apart. Hands flat.”

I folded over the wood. The edge pressed into my hips. My cock hung soft and stupid between my legs, then twitched when her palm landed on my ass.

She opened a second drawer. A plastic bottle clicked. Cold lube hit my hole and ran down. I hissed.

“You came here hard under a joke,” she said. “Say what you want.”

“I don’t…”

One finger pushed in. Straight and steady. The stretch burned. My forehead dropped to the table.

“Say it, Elliot.”

“I want you to use me.”

“Louder.”

“I want you to use my ass.”

“Good boy.”

She worked that finger in and out. The wet sound carried in the quiet kitchen. My cock thickened against the table leg. Shame crawled up my spine and my dick got harder for it. I clenched. She pushed deeper.

“Relax.”

A second finger joined the first. Burn. Full. My breath stuttered. She scissored me open. I stared at the grain of the wood and tried to keep my voice flat.

“Fuck. That’s…”

“That is two fingers in a man who brought me a cage for laughs.” She twisted. “You are dripping on my floor.”

I was. A thin string of precum hung from my cockhead. I wanted to wipe it. I stayed put.

She pulled her fingers out. Empty, I pushed back for more like a whore. I stopped myself. Too late. She had seen it.

“Stay.”

Her heels clicked away and came back. A blunt silicone tip kissed my hole. She pressed. The plug stretched me wider than her fingers. I grunted. It popped past the ring and seated deep. My balls drew up.

“Stand. Turn around.”

I stood. The plug shifted inside me. My cock stood out, red and wet. She wrapped a fist around it once, rough, and let go.

“Ice.”

She took a cube from the glass and held it under my cockhead. The cold bit. I jerked. She followed me with the cube until I stopped moving. My erection tried to die and failed. The plug kept me throbbing.

She set the cube back and reached into the box for the steel cage. The ring went behind my balls first. Metal, cold, snug. Then the tube over my cock. She worked it on while the ice still stung. My dick swelled into the steel and stopped dead.

“Breathe.”

The padlock points lined up. She opened the second kitchen drawer again and lifted a small felt tray. Numbered brass locks sat in a neat row. She picked the one stamped 3.

The click was small. Final. My cock sat locked, pink tip pressed to the end of the tube, already straining.

I looked down at myself. Locked in her kitchen. Still plugged. Still hard where I could not get hard.

“Sabine.”

“Quiet.”

She took my chin and turned my face up. “On your knees. Face the chair.”

I dropped. The cage tugged. The plug pressed deeper when my thighs closed. She sat on the chair in front of me, hiked her skirt, and pulled her underwear aside. Her cunt was already wet. Dark hair. Pink slit. She smelled like soap and heat.

“Tongue. Flat. No cock for you. You eat until I say stop.”

I leaned in. My mouth opened on her pussy. Slick coated my lips. I licked from hole to clit. She took a handful of my hair and held me there.

“Deeper. Get your nose in it.”

I did. My tongue fucked into her. Wet sounds. Her thighs squeezed my ears. The cage pinched as my cock fought the steel. The plug sat like a fist in my ass. I moaned into her cunt and hated how loud it was.

She reached sideways. A wand vibrator buzzed to life. She pressed it to her clit above my tongue and rode my face.

“That’s it. Filthy mouth. Look at you.”

My jaw ached. Spit ran down my chin. She ground harder. The wand hummed against my upper lip. Her cunt fluttered. She came with a short hard sound, shoved my face tighter, pulsed on my tongue. Her slick and my spit smeared my face. I kept licking through it because she had not said stop.

She pulled the wand off. “One.”

I tried to catch my breath. She did not give me time. She stood, turned, and bent over the chair back. “Plug out. Fingers. Then the beads.”

I reached back and pulled the plug free. My hole clenched on nothing. She handed me a string of black anal beads, slicked already.

“In. Slow. All of them.”

I pushed the first bead into her ass. Then the next. Her rim stretched around each one. She pushed back. By the fourth she was breathing through her teeth. By the sixth her hole looked obscene, stuffed, shiny.

“Now fuck my cunt with that toy while you pull them.”

She pointed at a thick dildo on the counter. I grabbed it, lined it up, and sank it into her pussy in one shove. Wet. Loud. I fucked her with it and started drawing the beads out one by one. Each pop jerked her. Her cunt clenched around the dildo. Juice ran down onto my fist.

“Harder. I want to hear it.”

I slammed the dildo in. Squelch. Slap. I yanked the next bead. She cursed and came again, ass gripping the last beads, cunt spasming around the silicone. Her legs shook.

“Two,” she said. “Say it.”

“Two.”

“What are you?”

My face burned. “A hole. Your toy.”

“Again.”

“I’m your fucking toy.”

She straightened, pulled the last beads free herself, and tossed them in the sink. Then she opened a cupboard and took out a strap harness with a curved cock already fixed in it. She stepped into it, tightened the straps, and slicked the shaft with more lube.

“Table. Chest down. Ass up.”

I bent. The cage hung heavy. She kicked my feet wider and set the strap-on head against my hole.

“Ask.”

“Please fuck my ass.”

“Ask like the slut who brought me a lock for fun.”

“Please rail my asshole. Please use me.”

She pushed in. The burn ripped a sound out of me. Inch by inch until her hips met my cheeks. Full. Stuffed. My locked cock jerked and leaked into the tube.

She fucked me in long strokes. The kitchen filled with the wet slap of the harness against my skin. Each thrust dragged over the spot inside that took my knees out. My brain went thin.

“Take it.”

“I, fuck, I’m taking it.”

She reached under and tapped the cage with two fingers. Metal clicked. “Poor locked cock. Begging already.”

“Please.”

“Please what?”

“Please let me come.”

“No.” She drove deeper. “You come how I let you. Prostate only. Hands off. Count when I tell you.”

She set a pace that hammered that spot. My toes curled. Pressure built low and wrong and perfect. The cage trapped everything. I clawed the table.

“Hold it.”

“I can’t…”

“Hold.”

She fucked through the hold. Sweat ran down my back. My hole stretched around the strap with filthy slick sounds. She spat on my rim and kept going.

“Now. Come.”

It tore out of me. My ass clenched hard on the cock. Cum forced out through the cage in weak spurts, dripping onto the floor. My whole body shook. Short. Ugly. Good.

“That’s one for you,” she said. “Say it.”

“One.”

She did not pull out. She kept thrusting while I twitched and tried to crawl forward. Oversensitive. Too much. She pinned my hip and kept the angle cruel.

“Again.”

“Sabine, wait…”

“You will do exactly as I say.” The same words as the doorway, in the same flat voice. She only fucked harder. “Push back onto it. Milk yourself on my cock.”

I shoved back. Shame ran so hot my eyes watered. A grown man on a kitchen table, caged, fucking himself onto a strap-on for a second load. My hole ached. The head of the toy dragged that spot raw.

“Come.”

I broke. The second one hit dry and sharp, almost nothing left, my ass spasming, a broken sound in my throat. Too much. Cannot. More.

“Two,” I gasped.

“Good little toy. One more.”

She reached around, pressed the wand to the steel cage, and turned it on. Vibration hit my locked cock and trapped balls. She pounded my ass through it. My vision spotted. I drooled on the table. Spit string. Ugly.

“Say what you are while you come.”

“I’m a locked whore. I’m your hole. Please…”

“Come.”

The third one hollowed me out. My legs gave. She held me up by the harness and my hip while I jerked and leaked a thin last drip from the tube. My ass fluttered around the strap. Empty. Used.

“Three,” she said for me, calm. “Clean the floor with your tongue.”

I slid down. The toy pulled free of my ass with a wet sound. It stayed open a beat before it clenched. I licked my own cum off her tile. Salt. Shame. My cock throbbed in the cage and got nothing.

She sat back in the chair, still strapped, and pointed at the floor between her boots.

“Kneel. Mouth on the base. Worship while I finish.”

I put my mouth on the harness where the cock met her body. I licked her juices off the shaft. She turned the wand on her clit again and came a third time with my face against the silicone, her free hand crushing my hair. She counted it herself under her breath.

“Three for me. Up.”

I stood on soft knees. She wiped her cunt with a kitchen towel like this was ordinary. Then she unbuckled the strap and set it aside.

From a side drawer she took a small manila envelope. She dropped the brass key into it. She wrote 3 on the front in black pen. She walked to the hall shelf by the front door and set the envelope there, unsealed, flap open, key visible if anyone cared to look.

“It’s yours,” she said. “Ask me for it out loud any night and it’s over.”

I stared at the shelf. Two steps from the door. No lock on the envelope. No hiding place. My cock sat locked under my shirt tail and my hole still ached from her.

She went back to the kitchen calendar on the wall. She circled a date fifty-six days out with a red pen. Under it she wrote THE RETURN in block letters.

“Fifty-six days,” she said. “Lock number three stays on until that morning unless you ask. If you ask, we stop. Cage off. Key yours. No speech. No punishment. Done.”

I laughed. It came out cracked.

I did not ask.

She looked at me over her shoulder. “You understand the cost of keeping it.”

“Yes.”

“Say the cost.”

“I keep the lock if I stay quiet. If I want out, I have to ask you out loud.”

“And tonight?”

“I’m not asking.”

She nodded once. That was all the praise I got. My chest went tight anyway.

She pointed at the chair. “Sit. Legs open.”

I sat. She inspected the cage, checked the lock number, checked the skin at the ring. Then she took a smaller plug from the drawer, lubed it, and pushed it into my sore hole until it seated. I grunted. She patted my thigh.

“You sleep here tonight. Guest room. Plug stays in. Cage stays on. You do not touch the envelope.”

“Okay.”

“In the morning you will make coffee, kneel by this table at seven, and read me the date on the calendar out loud before you speak about anything else. After that I will tell you the rules for day two.”

I swallowed. “Seven. Coffee. Kneel. Read the date.”

“Yes.” She cupped my caged cock through the steel, brief and proprietary. “Go shower. Do not unlock. Do not remove the plug. If the key leaves that shelf, it leaves because you asked.”

I stood. My legs shook. At the doorway I looked back at the envelope on the hall shelf. Open. Waiting. Mine if I said one sentence.

I walked past it to the bathroom with the plug in my ass and lock number three closed on my cock, and I kept my mouth shut the whole way.


Chapter 2: Asked While Hard

The kettle clicked off at 10:47. Steam fogged the glass for a second and died. A blank index card sat squared to the counter edge, white and waiting, and my hand shook from whatever she had done to me twenty minutes earlier.

I had cleaned the cup. I had wiped the spill. My dick throbbed inside steel, fat and useless, and her soap clung to my fingers from washing up after.

Sabine set her mug down on the card without looking at me.

“Day six,” she said. “Write it when I tell you. Not before.”

Fifty days left until the date she had circled. THE RETURN, in her block letters. I had checked the calendar twice that morning like a fool who needed proof the trap held.

She walked past me into the front room. I followed because that was the shape of the morning now. My bare feet found the strip of masking tape on the floorboards at the end of her desk. Yellow, two feet long. I stopped on it the way she had shown me on day three, heels together, hands behind my back.

The metal around my cock sat heavy. Warm from my skin. My balls ached under the ring.

Sabine opened her laptop. The screen lit her throat. She typed for a full minute. I stood there getting hard against the bars, a joke the steel always won.

“Nineteen minutes,” she said. “Timer starts when the lock opens. You stay on the tape. You do not touch yourself unless I put your hand there. You ask out loud for every single thing.”

My mouth went dry.

“Say you understand.”

“I understand.”

She opened the second drawer in the desk and lifted out a small brass key on a plain ring. Not the envelope key from the hall shelf. A spare she kept for this. The sight of it punched air out of my chest.

She crouched in front of me. Her breath hit the metal. She fitted the key, turned it, and the lock dropped into her palm with a soft click.

The sheath came off in her other hand. Cool air hit my dick. I thickened so fast it hurt. Blood rushed in, greedy, and I had to lock my knees to stay upright.

Sabine set the open steel on a folded towel beside her chair. She put the lock next to it. Then she reached back, pressed a kitchen timer, and the red digits started counting down from 19:00.

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

Her fingers closed around me. Dry at first. Then she spit into her palm and stroked once from root to tip. Precum beaded and smeared. The taste of copper rose in my mouth.

I made a sound. She ignored it.

She let go, wiped her hand on my thigh, and turned back to the screen. One-handed typing. Soft clicks. My cock stood out red and shiny and stupid in the open air, pointing at nothing, and she did not look.

“Ask,” she said.

“Please touch me.”

“Better.”

Her left hand came back without her eyes leaving the email. She stroked me in lazy pulls. The wet sound was filthy in the quiet. My hips jerked. She pinched the head hard enough to stop me.

“On the tape,” she said. “You move off it and the timer stops and we put the steel back dry.”

I planted my feet. Sweat slid down my spine. She worked me again, thumb rubbing the slit, gathering the clear drip and spreading it down the shaft until I glistened.

The smell of me rose between us. Salt and skin. Sharp.

At 16:40 on the timer she stopped. My dick twitched in empty air, angry and dark.

“First edge,” she said. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want to come.”

“Filthier.”

My face burned. “I want to shoot on your floor like a desperate slut. Please. Please let me.”

“No.”

She opened a drawer under the desk and brought out a black silicone plug, fat in the middle, and a bottle of lube that smelled like nothing until it warmed. She coated the plug, then her fingers.

“Turn. Bend. Hands on your knees.”

I turned on the tape. Bent. The posture opened me. Shame crawled up my neck hot and thick. Stripped of every title, bare and hard, my hole offered over a strip of tape while she answered mail.

Cold lube touched my asshole. One finger pushed in. I grunted. She added a second and scissored, stretching me open with the same calm she used on spreadsheets.

“Breathe,” she said. “You take what I give.”

The plug pressed. The widest part burned. I pushed back because fighting it made it worse, and it seated with a pop that left me full and shaking. My cock jumped. A string of precum swung from the tip and broke on the floorboards.

Sabine wiped her hand, sat, and typed.

“Stay bent. Count the seconds out loud when I tell you.”

She reached under me and stroked again. Slow. Mean. The plug shifted inside every time my gut clenched. Pressure hit that spot and my knees almost folded.

“Please,” I said. “Sabine. I can’t.”

“You can. Ask properly.”

“Please edge me. Please use my hole. Please don’t put it back on yet.”

Her fist tightened. Speed climbed. The wet slap of her hand on my dick filled the room. My balls drew up. Heat stacked low and hard. I was going to break.

She stopped dead.

“Second.”

I hung there gasping, bent, plug stretching me, cock bobbing and dripping. The timer read 12:11. Sweat stung my eyes. I wanted to hate her. My body wanted her hand more than air.

She stood. Circled behind me. The sound of a buckle. Leather. Then the blunt head of a strap-on nudged my thigh, slick with fresh lube, and the smell of rubber cut through the salt of my own precum.

“You asked for your hole used,” she said. “Beg for the size.”

“Please fuck my ass. Please put it in me. I’ll be good. I’ll write whatever you want on the card. Just fill me.”

She lined up and pushed.

The stretch stole my voice. The plug had opened me; the strap forced a raw burn that watered my eyes. Inch by inch she fed it into me until her hips met my cheeks. Full. Split. My dick leaked a steady clear line onto the tape.

She fucked me in short strokes at first. Then longer. The slap of her pelvis on my ass cracked through the flat. Each thrust shoved the air out of me. The strap raked that deep place until my cock jerked untouched and I babbled.

“Please may I come. Please, I’ll say it, I’m your locked whore, I’m a hole on a tape strip, please let me finish, I’ll do anything.”

“No.”

She reached around and pumped my dick in time with the thrusts. Fast. Ruthless. It wrecked me. My thighs shook. Spit ran from my open mouth onto the floor. I climbed so hard my vision narrowed.

She ripped her hand away and held still buried to the hilt.

“Third,” she said.

A broken noise tore out of me. My cock pulsed and spat one thick drop, then nothing. Denied. Swollen past sense. The tip was so dark it looked bruised.

She pulled the strap out of me in one long drag. My hole clenched on nothing, open a second before it shut. The plug went back in with two firm pushes. Seated. Claiming.

Timer: 7:03.

Sabine stepped in front of me. She shoved her skirt up. No underwear. Her cunt was slick and pink and smelled rich, musky, like sex left out in warm air. She fisted my hair and pulled my mouth onto her.

“Earn the rest of the minutes. Tongue. Slow. You come up for air when I say.”

I licked. The taste hit me first, salt and tang, coating my tongue. I fucked my mouth against her clit the way she liked, flat strokes, and she rode my face in small circles while she went back to typing one-handed above me.

My nose mashed into her. I drowned in the scent. My cock hung untouched and screaming. Every time I moaned into her she pressed harder.

“Ask,” she said, calm as traffic news.

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to her cunt. “Please let me make you come. Please use my mouth. Please, I need to be useful for something.”

“Keep going.”

I sealed my mouth on her again. Sucked her clit. She rocked. Wetness smeared my chin and dripped onto my chest. The plug shifted when I clenched. My dick slapped my stomach and left a smear.

She came with almost no sound. A sharp inhale. Her cunt fluttered on my tongue and a rush of slick flooded my mouth. I swallowed what I could. The rest ran down my throat. She held my head there through it, grinding, until the last twitch passed.

Then she pushed me back onto my heels on the tape.

“Good,” she said. “Now the hard part.”

She picked up a wand vibrator from the desk drawer, thumbed it on to a low buzz, and pressed the head under my balls and up against the shaft.

The vibration shot through me. I shouted. She kept it there while my hips jerked and my hands stayed locked behind my back because she had not said I could move them.

“Beg or I stop.”

“Please don’t stop. Please ruin me. Please, I’ll come on the floor, I’ll lick it up, please Sabine, please I need it, I’m nothing, I’m a dripping locked toy, please.”

She turned the wand up.

I broke. The edge slammed into me so fast I could not brace. My mouth fell open. Drool hit my chest. My cock jumped and jumped and the orgasm sat right there, one stroke away, and she pulled the wand off.

I sobbed once. Ugly. Real.

Timer: 2:14.

She coated her fingers again. Reached behind me, twisted the plug free, and pushed three fingers into my hole in its place. Then four. The stretch burned white. I bore down because she told me to. Knuckles pressed. She folded her thumb and worked her whole hand against the ring of muscle until it gave.

Her fist seated in my ass.

I made a sound I did not know I owned. Full past thinking. My belly cramped around her wrist. My cock drooled a clear rope that swung and snapped.

“Say what you are,” she said.

“A hole. Your hole. A man who can’t come without permission. A record in a shoebox.”

“Again.”

“Your begging little fucktoy with a fist in his ass. Please. Please let me finish. I’ll write it. I’ll date it. Just one.”

“No.”

She fucked me on her fist in blunt punches that squelched loud enough to shame the neighbors. My dick slapped and leaked. The smell of lube and ass and cunt and my own precum hung thick in the room. I tasted her on my tongue still. I wanted to die. I wanted her to never stop.

Timer: 0:48.

She pulled her fist out. My hole gaped, soft and used, cool air moving where her fist had been. She wiped her hand on my thigh. Picked up the steel sheath.

“Stand up straight.”

I stood. Legs jelly. Cock angry and purple and shining.

She slid the cold metal back over me. It fought the swell. She had to force it down while I hissed through my teeth. The ring seated behind my balls. She fitted lock #3, turned the key, and the click landed in my gut like a verdict.

The timer hit 0:00 and chirped.

Trapped again. Swollen inside the bars so tight the metal bit. Heat had nowhere to go. Every heartbeat hurt. Being out had lasted nineteen minutes. Being sealed was the rest of my life until she said otherwise.

Sabine dropped the spare key back in the drawer. She pointed at the towel.

“Clean the floor with that. Then shower. Cold. No touching.”

I dropped to my knees and wiped my precum off the boards. The plug was gone; she had left my hole empty and aching on purpose. The cage sat shiny with my mess. My mouth still tasted like her.

In the shower the cold water needled my skin. My dick tried to harden inside the steel and failed, crushed into a dull throb. I washed the spit and slick off my chin and smelled her when I breathed.

When I came out she had reset the flat. Laptop shut. Strap wiped and put away. The yellow tape waited for tomorrow.

She set a fresh index card on the counter and placed her teacup on the corner to hold it.

“Eleven,” she said. “You know the fields.”

Night came. I stood at the counter in a t-shirt and nothing else, steel heavy between my legs, and wrote in block print because neatness was part of the ritual.

Day 6. Hard the whole morning. Wanted to come on her fist. Did not get it. Wanted the key. Did not ask for the envelope.

She read it over my shoulder. Said nothing. Took the card, walked to the hall shelf, and filed it in the shoebox behind the unsealed envelope with the 3 on it. The box already held five cards in my handwriting. Tonight made six. A ledger of every dirty want, dated, stored where I could see it every time I put on my shoes.

She owned the list now.

“Bed,” she said. “Door open. Hands on top of the blanket where I can see them if I walk by.”

I lay in the dark with the metal cooling against my thigh and the ghost of her fist still stretching me. Fifty days. The calendar in the other room held the date like a loaded thing. I could end it any hour. Walk to the shelf. Take the key. Say it out loud.

I did not move.


Chapter 3: Seven To Zero

Icounted the days on her kitchen calendar while I was still talking. Twelve black X marks. Forty-four blank squares left until the red circle she had drawn for the Return.

“Fair,” I said, and the word scraped. “I have done every card you put under that cup. I have stood on that tape. I write the nights. Name a price for one release and I will pay it.”

Sabine set her mug down. The ceramic clicked once on the counter. My dick shoved against the lock until the skin went white at the rim.

“Rent,” I said. “I will cover your rent for the rest of the term. I will take your car in for its service. I will work your weekends. Anything. One release. Name it.”

She nodded as if I had offered her a chair.

“I accept the rent,” she said. “I accept the car. I accept the weekends. Write them on tonight’s card when we are done.”

My throat worked. “So you will unlock me.”

“No.”

The refusal landed flat. No heat in it. My hips jerked anyway, a stupid little shove into metal that went nowhere.

“You took the offers.”

“I did. They were useful. They are not currency.” She tipped her head toward the strip of masking tape at the end of her desk. “On the mark. Strip first.”

I peeled my shirt off. The waistband of my trousers caught on the device and dragged. Cool air hit my thighs. The lock hung heavy between my legs, and my cock tried to swell inside it until the pain watered my eyes.

I stepped onto the tape. The adhesive pulled at the soles of my feet.

She left me there while she rolled a padded bench out of the hall cupboard. Leather, low, with cuffs already clipped to the sides. The legs scraped the floor. She locked the wheels with her heel.

“Lie on your back. Wrists in.”

I lay down. The leather was cold under my shoulders. She buckled my wrists above my head. The straps bit. Then she cuffed my ankles wide, one to each leg of the bench, until my knees fell open and the locked cock sat up against my belly like a trapped animal.

She took a small key from the drawer. Not the hall key. The working key. The one that only ever came out for intervals.

The padlock snicked. The ring came free. Blood rushed back into me so fast I hissed through my teeth. My cock slapped up, thick and dark, already leaking a string onto my stomach.

“Nineteen was last time,” she said. “Tonight has no timer. You stay out until I put you back.”

She coated two fingers in lube. The gel was cold. She pressed them between my cheeks without warning and shoved both into my asshole in one push.

I barked. The stretch burned. My hole clenched on her knuckles and she twisted anyway, working me wider, the wet sound thick in the quiet kitchen.

“Still talking about fair,” she said. “Still trying to buy a finish like it is an invoice.”

“I can pay more. Cash. Transfers. Whatever number you want.”

She added a third finger. The burn went sharp. My hips tried to lift off the leather and the ankle cuffs yanked me flat again. Her fingers curled and dragged over the spot that made my cock jump and drip.

“You already gave me rent and labour,” she said. “I said yes. Still no release. Draw the line, Elliot.”

My name in her voice hollowed my stomach. I was a man who ran teams and closed deals and I was on my back with three of her fingers buried in my ass, dick wet and twitching for a woman who would not sell me an orgasm.

She pulled her fingers free. The emptiness pulled a groan out of me. She took a thick black plug from the drawer, flared at the base, shiny with lube, and set the tip against my hole.

“Breathe.”

She pushed. The widest part forced me open. My asshole stretched around the flare to the edge of tearing, then the plug seated and my rim snapped shut on the neck. The weight of it sat deep. Full. Wrong. My cock jerked and spat another clear string onto my stomach.

She strapped a vibrating wand to my thigh with a strip of tape so the round head pressed under my balls and against the root of my cock. She switched it on. The buzz hit bone. My back arched. A sound came out of me that I did not choose.

“You can beg for release,” she said. She wiped her hand on a towel. “I like that. Begging is allowed. Begging is answered with no. Asking for the key is a different sentence. That one ends the arrangement. The envelope is on the shelf. It has been there since night one. You may ask any night. If you ask, we stop.”

The wand hummed. The plug sat heavy in my gut. My cock stood rigid and useless. The trap was clean, and I almost laughed at how clean.

“Say you understand the difference.”

“Begging for release is allowed. You say no. Asking for the key ends it.”

“Good.” She wrapped her fist around my cock. Her grip was dry and mean. She stroked from base to tip in long pulls that set my thighs shaking. “Now spend two hours proving which sentence you mean.”

I lasted minutes before the first break.

She stroked and the wand buzzed and the plug pressed that spot from inside until my balls drew up tight and my breath went to shreds.

“I need to finish. Let me finish. I will do the car tomorrow. I will mop your floors. Fuck, just let me spill.”

She took her hand away at the crest. The wand stayed on. My cock pulsed in empty air and a thick white rope pumped out of me in weak spurts, wasted across my stomach, the orgasm cut off mid-climb, leaving me shaking and sick with it. Ruined. Dripping. My hole clenched on the plug in helpless little flutters while the rest of me tried to chase a peak that was already gone.

“Thank me for the ruin,” she said.

“Thank you.” The words tasted like metal.

She smeared my own cum down my shaft with two fingers and kept stroking through the oversensitive mess. I jerked in the cuffs. Too much. The drag of her skin on the wet head curled my toes.

“Again,” she said.

She edged me with her fist and the wand until my stomach hollowed and my thighs trembled. The second time she pulled off right as my cock jumped, and I shot another ruined load onto my own chest, thin and angry, while she watched the pulses with her head tilted like she was grading a report.

“Pathetic,” she said. “Look at you. Locked twelve days and you buy nothing with a full wallet. All that money and the only thing I want from you is the sentence you will not say.”

“I am not saying that sentence.”

“I know.” She pushed the plug deeper with her thumb until I yelped. “That is why you are still here.”

She fucked me with the plug after that. In and out, the flared base tugging my rim on every pull, the wet squelch loud under the wand’s buzz. My asshole gaped around it on the out-stroke and she made me hold the stretch while she counted under her breath, then shoved it home again. My cock slapped my belly, dark and leaking, untouched for long stretches on purpose.

“Tell me what you are.”

“A locked slut on your bench.”

“Dirtier.”

“A hole that begs and still does not get to finish clean.”

“Better.” She wrapped me again. Fast this time. Mean. The wand under my balls made the whole shaft jump in her fist. I strained against the wrist straps until the leather creaked.

The third ruin tore through me weaker than the first two. A dribble. A spasm. My cock kicked and leaked and the pleasure soured in my gut before it even peaked. I lay there panting with cum cooling in the hair on my stomach and the plug seated deep and the last proud part of me tried to stand up inside my skull and walk out.

It failed.

“I can get you tickets,” I said, voice wrecked. “Travel. A cleaner twice a week. My card on your utilities.”

She laughed once, short. “Accepted. Still no.”

My hips rolled up into nothing. The tape on my thigh tugged. The wand kept buzzing against swollen skin that had gone raw.

She worked a second toy out of the drawer. A slim thrusting vibe, ribbed. She eased the plug out. My hole hung open a second, empty and twitching, and the air on that stretched rim set me shuddering. Then she fed the vibe into me and turned it up.

The thrust was shallow and relentless. It hit the same spot over and over. My cock drooled a clear puddle into my navel. I begged without the word she had already heard too many times from other men in other rooms.

“Let me have it. Full. One clean finish and I will write you a cheque for the year.”

“No.”

“Then use me. Put me on the floor. Sit on my face. Fuck my throat. Take something. Do not leave me like this.”

She climbed onto the bench and swung a knee over my chest. She was bare under her skirt. Her cunt was already slick when she lowered it onto my face, and the weight of her settled over my nose and chin until I had to breathe her. Musky. Hot. I licked because there was nothing else to do with my tongue. She ground down and rode my face in small circles while the vibe kept thrusting in my ass and my cock stood ignored and purple between us.

“Make me finish,” she said. “Earn the right to keep begging.”

I sucked her clit. I fucked her with my tongue. She took what she wanted off my face, hips rolling, cunt wet against my nose, and when she came she clamped her thighs on my ears and soaked my chin with a hard, shaking orgasm that left her breath even and mine frantic.

She wiped herself on my cheek and got off.

“Your turn to almost get there,” she said.

Her fist again. Lube this time, the sound of it slick and shameless. The vibe in my ass thrust in time with her strokes. I climbed so fast my vision narrowed. My balls drew up. My rim spasmed on the toy.

She stopped.

My cock jerked and spat. Another ruined pulse, thinner, almost clear, streaking my ribs while my whole body tried to fuck the air. The denial dropped into my stomach and stayed there. I turned my face into my own arm and the cuff chain rattled.

“Hour one,” she said. She checked the wall clock. “Keep going.”

I lost track of how many times she brought me to the edge and cut it. The wand. Her fist. The vibe. A dry fingertip circling my hole around the thrusting shaft. Each ruin left less cum and more shake. My cock stayed stiff through all of it, traitor meat that would not quit even when the orgasms turned into dry, aching spasms that seized my stomach.

I offered her my spare room. I offered to move her mother into a better flat. I offered the title of a car I barely drove. She accepted each one with a nod and gave me nothing back but another stroke and another stop.

“You keep shopping with the wrong wallet,” she said. She pushed the vibe deeper until the base kissed my rim. “Money is easy for you. Labour is easy. The thing I want costs you the arrangement. That is why it has value.”

“I am not ending it.”

“Then stop trying to purchase a finish and start begging for one like the locked bitch you are.”

So I begged. Raw. Ugly. My voice went hoarse. I told her I needed to empty. I told her my cock hurt. I told her I would kneel on the tape every night for the remaining forty-four days without complaint if she would let one orgasm land clean. She stroked me through the speech and ruined me again at the top of it, a pathetic dribble that ran down my shaft and over her knuckles. She made me lick her fingers clean. Salt. Bitter. My own waste.

The second hour broke something smaller.

I stopped offering things. The deals ran out. What was left was need, plain and humiliating, and the key thirty feet away in an unsealed envelope while I chose, again and again, not to ask for it.

She left the vibe buried and thumbed it to its highest setting. The ribbed shaft hammered the spot with no build and no crest, just a flat wall of too-much that tore a shout out of me. My hole clenched around it and could not get away. Pressure stacked with nowhere to break, and it shoved tears out of the corners of my eyes.

“Take it.”

I took it. My cock jumped untouched, drooling, denied a finish while the toy ran on. The overstim turned my thoughts to scrap.

“This is what your money buys,” she said. “Access. Use. Not release.”

She held it there, cranked and relentless, while I shook and begged and came nowhere, my rim fluttering helpless around the shaft. When she finally eased it down and drew it out, the emptiness left me gasping, and she seated the thick plug back into me with one firm shove. I grunted.

Then she peeled the thigh tape free, killed the wand, and wrapped my cock in a tight fist one last time.

“Last ruin,” she said. “Make it count.”

She stroked me fast. The plug filled me. I was so close so quick it scared me. The peak rushed up my spine.

She let go.

I came in broken jerks, almost dry, cock kicking against my stomach while nothing useful left me but a smear. The pleasure snapped off. What remained was the ache and the drip and her eyes on my face.

I lay there and shook.

She cleaned me with a cloth. Practical. Then she fitted the rings back on, fed my tender cock into the tube, and closed the lock. The metal settled cold around swollen flesh. Being shut again hurt worse than the first night. My dick pushed for room that no longer existed and the denial went sharp and bright.

She freed my wrists and ankles. I sat up on the bench. My legs did not trust me.

“On the tape.”

I stood on the mark. Cum had dried on my stomach in flaky streaks. The plug was still inside me. The lock pulled at me again.

She stood close enough that I smelled her skin under the soap.

“Say the difference back. Once. So it is real.”

“Begging for release is permitted. You will say no. Asking for the key ends everything. The key is available. I have not asked.”

“And every night you stay locked from now on?”

My mouth was dry. “Is me refusing to end it.”

She nodded. “You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed in my chest and stayed there. She had taken the offers. She had taken the ruins. She had left the envelope where it had always been. What I had handed her, standing bare on her tape with a plug up my ass and lock #3 shut on a cock that still twitched, was the button that ended us. Only I could press it. Every locked hour from this night forward was a choice I would keep making.

She pointed at the shoebox.

“Write the card. Day twelve. List what you offered. List what you got. Put the difference in one sentence at the bottom.”

I wrote it at her desk with a shaking hand. The plug shifted when I sat. The lock dragged on the chair. Forty-four days stared back from the calendar in blank squares, and somewhere behind my ribs the man who used to set terms admitted that he had found a price he could not meet and a debt he would keep paying on purpose.


Chapter 4: The Red Pin

She caught me with one shoe still on and my hand on the wall.

Water was already running behind the bathroom door. Steam leaked under it. My bag hit the floor. The shift had run past midnight and into the morning and my hands would not hold still.

Sabine stood in the hall in a towel and looked at me the way she looked at a broken glass. She took my keys out of my fist and set them on the shelf beside the envelope.

“Bath,” she said. “Clothes off. No talking for one hour. There are no rules in that hour.”

I stripped in the hallway. The metal around my cock pulled at the skin when I bent. Number three. Still three. Day fifteen. Forty-one left on her kitchen calendar under the red circle.

She held the bathroom door open. The tub was full and hot enough that the air above it shimmered. I stepped in and sat. The water climbed my ribs. Heat wrapped the cage and my balls and the sore strip of skin where the ring sat. I made a sound I did not mean to make.

Sabine knelt by the tub with a cloth. She washed my shoulders first. Then my neck. Then my chest. She moved around the cage with the same care she used on a plate. No brush against the metal. No squeeze. No joke. Soap. Rinse. Warmth going into muscle that had been clenched since dawn.

My dick swelled into the tube and jammed against steel. Shame hit harder. I was hard from a bath. From her hand on a cloth. From being clean.

Some stubborn corner of me told me to stand up and leave. I stayed in the water.

She tipped my head back and rinsed my hair. Her nails scraped my scalp. I shut my eyes. Gratitude sat in my throat like food I had not chewed.

“Out,” she said when the water cooled.

She dried me standing on the mat. Towel on my back. Towel down my legs. She dried around the cage and left it damp. Then she wrapped me in a clean shirt of hers that smelled like her detergent and pointed me to the kitchen.

Toast. Eggs. Salt. She put the plate on the counter and stood me in front of it.

“Eat.”

I ate standing. My legs shook. She watched my mouth. When I finished she wiped yolk off my lip with her thumb and put the thumb in my mouth. I sucked it clean. My cock shoved at the cage again and got nowhere.

She opened the shoebox on the table. Index cards. My handwriting. Dates. Times. What I had begged for. What I had been denied. What I had done on the strip by the fridge.

She sat. I sat. She read in a flat voice, like a shopping list.

“Day four. Begged for ten minutes of friction. Denied. Cried in the shower.”

“Day seven. Offered to clean her bathroom for a ruined orgasm. Denied. Wrote thank you on the card anyway.”

“Day twelve. Offered rent money, car service, weekend work. Accepted the labor. Granted nothing. Stated the difference between release and the key. Repeated the difference back.”

My face went hot. My eyes burned. I put my palms flat on the wood so I would not cover my face.

She kept reading. Day nine. Day eleven. Day thirteen. My own words coming back at me, thin and ugly. I started crying at the kitchen table with egg in my teeth. Quiet at first. Then not quiet. Snot. Breath catching. The cage cold under the shirt.

Sabine did not touch me. She set the cards down in a neat stack.

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

I nodded. I could not get a word out.

She left me there with my wet face and went to the living room. When she came back she held a black remote the size of a lighter and a thick silicone plug, a bullet seat sunk in its flared base. She set both on the table beside the cards.

“Stand. Shirt off. Hands on the table. Bend.”

I did it. The wood was cool under my palms. She snapped open a bottle. Lube ran down my crack, warm from her palm. Her thumb pressed my asshole and pushed in. One knuckle. Then two. I clenched. She waited. Pushed deeper.

“Breathe out.”

I breathed out. She worked me open with that thumb, then swapped for two slick fingers and scissored. The stretch burned. My cock leaked inside the cage in a thin useless drip. I hung my head between my arms.

She pulled free and lined the plug up. The tip nudged in. She pushed. The flare spread me. I hissed. She kept the pressure steady until the fat of it popped past the ring of muscle and my hole closed on the neck. Full. Heavy. The bullet in the base sat against me.

She wiped her hand on a towel. Picked up the remote. Clicked it.

The buzz hit low and mean. My knees buckled. The plug shook inside my ass and sent the shake straight into my locked cock and my gut. I gripped the table edge.

“Stay bent.”

She clicked it higher. The buzz climbed. My ass fluttered around the silicone. Precome welled at the tip of the cage and dropped onto the floorboards. I hated that I watched it fall.

Sabine walked behind me and ran one nail down my spine. Then she sat in the chair where she could see my face and my dripping cage and the remote in her lap.

“Crawl to me.”

I dropped to my knees. The plug shifted with every move. The buzz went with me across the tiles. I stopped between her bare thighs. She opened the towel. Her cunt was already slick, the lips shiny. She hooked her heels on the chair rungs and pulled me in by the hair.

“Mouth. Flat tongue. You do not come up for air until I say.”

I put my mouth on her. Heat. Salt. Soft. I licked from her hole up to her clit and stayed there when she pressed. The remote clicked again. The plug kicked harder. My moan went into her pussy. She held my head and rolled her hips on my face.

“Filthy boy. Locked and buzzing and still eating like a whore.”

I licked. I sucked her clit. Spit ran down my chin onto her thighs. The toy in my ass kept driving its little pulse into me. My dick strained so hard the cage bit. Tears on my face from the cards. Now from this. From how bad I needed her to keep going.

She turned the remote up full. My body jerked. I almost bit her. She slapped my cheek with two fingers and shoved my mouth back on her cunt.

“Take it. Keep licking.”

I took it. The buzz was a drill in my gut. My hole clenched on the plug over and over, helpless. She ground on my tongue and came with a sharp grunt, thighs clamping my ears, cunt pulsing against my mouth. Slick flooded my tongue. I swallowed what I could. The rest ran down my chin.

She did not let me up. She clicked the remote down to a low throb and kept my face buried while she caught her breath. Then she stood, stepped over me, and pointed at the couch.

“On your back. Knees up. Hold them.”

I rolled onto the couch. Knees to my chest. The plug base pressed the cushion. She knelt between my legs and gripped the base and pulled.

The plug came out with a wet pop. My hole gaped for a second, empty and stupid. Cool air on the stretch. Before I could close she pushed three lubed fingers straight in to the last knuckle. The burn tore a sound out of me. She fucked those fingers in and out, hard enough that the slap of her palm on my ass cracked through the room.

“Say what you are.”

“A locked slut,” I said. My voice broke on it. “A hole. Your hole.”

“Louder.”

“Your fucking hole.”

She added a fourth finger. The stretch went white behind my eyes. My cock jerked inside the steel and leaked a string onto my stomach. She twisted her hand and pushed. Knuckles. Pressure. My rim burned open around her. I shook. I held my knees so hard my arms cramped.

“Beg for the fist.”

“Please. Fist me. Use my ass. I need it.”

Two pleases in one breath. I heard them and wanted to take them back. I did not.

She tucked her thumb and pressed. Slow. Mean. The thickest part of her hand forced the ring and then it gave and her fist slid in to the wrist. Full. Stuffed. I could not think. The cage was a joke. My dick twitched and wept and went nowhere.

She rocked me on her fist. Short thrusts. Deep. My guts moved. The wet squelch of lube and my open ass filled the quiet flat. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the cushion. Sweat ran down my ribs.

“Look at this gape. Look how you take it.”

I looked down past the cage at her wrist disappearing into me. Wrong. Obscene. I got harder inside the metal for it. The proud part of me tried to quit. It drowned under the stretch.

She worked me open until my rim stayed loose when she pulled back. Then she shoved back in and curled against the spot that jolted my locked cock. Pressure built low and thick. Prostate. No friction on my dick. Only that deep grind.

“You do not get to spill unless I drag it out of you,” she said. “Ask for a prostate orgasm like the desperate bitch you are.”

“Drag it out of me. Milk me. I need to come in the cage. Please.”

She worked that spot in hard circles. The remote lay forgotten. Her fist was enough. Heat piled up in my gut. My balls drew tight against the ring. My hole spasmed around her wrist.

“Come.”

I broke. The orgasm punched through me with no cock-stroke to ride. Thick spurts forced out the tip of the cage in weak arcs onto my stomach and chest. My ass clamped her fist in hard pulses. Something raw came out of my throat and I kept pulsing, empty and full at once, shaking apart on her hand while cum cooled on my skin.

Too much. Cannot. More. Gone.

She held still inside me through the aftershocks. Then she eased her fist out. My hole would not close. Air on the gape. Cum on my belly. Cage shiny with what had leaked earlier.

Sabine wiped her hand, then wiped my stomach with the same towel, rough. She left my ass alone. Open. Used.

“Stay.”

She went to the kitchen. Water ran. She came back with a glass and made me drink. Then she brought the plug again, slicked it, and pushed it back into my loose hole. It sat easier now. A cork in a bottle she had already emptied.

I lay there with the plug in and cum drying in the hair on my stomach and my face sticky with her. Gratitude weighed more than the shame. That scared me more than the fist had.

She let me breathe. Then she stood and opened the kitchen drawer.

The felt tray came out. Locks in numbered slots. Three was on me. Four sat dull and small. Five was thicker, the tube tighter, the ring heavier. Six and up crowded behind it like a threat.

She set the tray on the table within reach of the couch.

“You may move up from three tonight if you want to. You pick. You close it. I write the number.”

I sat up. The plug shifted. My legs were soft. I walked to the table on numb feet and looked at the tray.

Leaving was still an option. The envelope sat on the shelf, the key inside it. I could ask for it and end the term and walk out with my own dick free and forty-one days erased.

I picked up number five.

Sabine unlocked three with a small key from her pocket, the maintenance key she used for cleaning and swaps. The tube came off. Air on my soft, spent cock. I almost asked her to leave it off. The words rose and died.

I fitted number five myself. The ring. The tube. Shorter. Meaner. My cock barely fit soft. The lock clicked shut under my own thumb. Weight settled between my legs, tighter than before. Chosen.

Sabine took a fresh card. Wrote the date. Wrote #5 in her neat print. Filed it at the front of the shoebox.

“Day fifteen,” she said. “Forty-one to the Return. You escalated yourself. Remember that when you hate me later.”

She left the felt tray open on the table. The empty slot where five had sat showed the dark board underneath. Number six lay in the next slot, unused, bright.

I stood in her kitchen with my own tighter cage on and her cum-taste still in my mouth and the plug warm in my ass, staring at that empty felt cutout like it might tell me what I had just done to the rest of the term.


Chapter 5: Locks Seven Through Nineteen

The phone buzzed once on Sabine’s kitchen counter and left the screen lit.

I read the line twice. Hall. Six. Door open. Strip to the lock and wait.

My coat came off on the way in. Her keys were gone from the bowl by the door. The flat held that dry quiet that meant she had left for real. Forty minutes on the clock before six. My pulse sat wrong in my throat.

Day twenty-eight. Halfway. Twenty-eight left to the date circled on her kitchen calendar in black ink, THE RETURN, the night the term ran out and the steel was supposed to leave my body whether I wanted it or not.

I stood in the hall with my shirt on and told myself I would end it.

The shelf stood just inside the front door. The envelope lay where she had set it the first night, soft at the corners, flap unsealed. A fine grey line of dust ran along the top edge, smooth, untouched. My fingers stopped above it. Nobody had lifted that paper in weeks.

I slid the envelope free. The dust line broke under my thumb. Inside, the key rested on the crease, plain metal, warm from the flat. It had been here. Every hour. Every night I wrote cards and begged and slept hard against number five. In reach. Unhidden.

Something proud tried to stand up inside my ribs and failed. I had walked past this shelf for twenty-eight days. I had locked myself deeper. I had cried at her table over my own handwriting.

I set the key on the wood and pulled the shoebox down. Index cards in date order, my script on every face. Card nine. I turned it. Pencil on the back, her small print, the only mark she had added in six weeks.

stopped checking the shelf.

She had dated the hour I quit verifying my own captivity. She had never held this key. She had never locked me in. The nights of denial, the ruined edges, the hours marked on the tape strip, all of it had been me, in her house, for her nod, logged in my own ink.

Pride made a raw sound in my chest and died there. I could not blame metal. I could not blame custody. I could only blame the man who left the key on the shelf and went back for more.

The latch turned at six exactly.

Sabine stepped in with another woman behind her. The guest was forty-two, coat still on, dark hair pinned, eyes already on the envelope in my grip and the bare key on the shelf. Sabine read my half-dressed state, the broken dust, the shoebox lid cocked open, and shut the door with her heel.

“Elliot,” she said. “Show Mira what you found.”

Mira set her bag on the chair and stayed standing. “He looks sick.”

“He looks caught,” Sabine said. “Put the key back in the envelope. Say what you are doing while you do it.”

My tongue stuck. Mira’s gaze went to my crotch, to the steel of lock five, to the way my dick swelled inside the tube the second Sabine’s voice hit the hall. Shame heat ran under my skin. I hated that my body answered before I had a sentence.

“I am putting the key back,” I said. The metal clicked into the paper. I set the envelope on the shelf. “I am leaving it here.”

“Louder. She came to see a man who keeps himself.”

“I am leaving my own key on the shelf,” I said, and my voice cracked on own. “I could have walked out. I did not.”

Mira’s mouth tilted. “Pathetic. Hot, though.”

Sabine pointed at the living room rug. “Trousers off. Knees. Face the window. Curtains stay wide. Anyone on the opposite walk gets the view.”

I stripped. The glass threw back a man on his knees with a locked dick and a red face. Street lamps were already on. A couple passed on the pavement below. My balls ached against the ring. I wanted to cover myself. I stayed still.

Sabine brought the drawer tray and the black case from under the sofa. She set a thick clear plug on the coffee table, then a wand, then the strap harness with the fat silicone cock already slotted in. Mira crossed her knees and watched.

“Tell Mira why you are still here,” Sabine said.

“Because I want her to keep me,” I said. The words tasted like copper. “Because the term still has twenty-eight days and I am choosing the lock.”

“Good boy. Chest down. Ass up.”

I folded forward. Carpet burned my elbows. Sabine coated two fingers and pressed them to my hole. I flinched at the cold gel. She pushed in to the knuckle, then deeper, scissoring. I grunted into the rug. The stretch burned in a line that ran straight to my trapped dick. Mira shifted on the cushions; leather creaked.

“He clenches like a virgin,” Mira said.

“He takes what he is given,” Sabine said. A third finger joined. My breath punched out. She worked me in slow drives, then held still while I shook. “Ask for the plug where she can hear you.”

“Put the plug in me,” I said. “Stretch my asshole for her.”

Sabine seated the toy in one hard push. The widest flare forced a sound out of me, wet and ugly. My dick jerked in the steel. Full. Obscene. The plug pressed heavy and cold at the root.

She buckled the strap around her hips. The silicone shaft bobbed in front of my face.

“Public first,” she said. “You suck this while Mira rates you. Eyes on the glass. If you look away, I stop and leave you plugged all night with no finish.”

I lifted my head. My reflection and the street beyond. Sabine fed the head past my lips. Salt-slick silicone hit my tongue. I took more. She held my hair and fucked my throat in short strokes. Wet gagging filled the room. Spit ran down my chin onto the carpet. Each thrust bumped the plug inside me. My locked cock leaked a thin string onto the rug.

“Three out of ten for form,” Mira said. “Ten for how desperate he sounds.”

Sabine pulled out. A thread of spit connected my lip to the shaft. “Crawl to the table. Bend over it. Present.”

I crawled. The plug shifted with every move. I draped my chest on the coffee table, ass toward the sofa, face toward the window. A man on the far pavement glanced up and kept walking. My ears rang.

Sabine drew the plug out. I pushed back at the emptiness like a slut. She laughed once, low. Then the strap tip kissed my rim and she drove in.

I shouted. The burn ran all the way to my teeth. She seated herself to the base and stayed there while I panted. Mira leaned forward.

“Describe it,” Sabine said.

“Your cock is in my ass,” I gasped. “It is splitting me. I am hard in the lock and I cannot come and I still want more.”

She fucked me.

Hard, even strokes that slapped skin on skin. Lube and stretched hole squelched with every stroke. I tasted spit and plastic from the sucking. Each thrust shoved my hipbones into wood. My dick strained so hard the tube bit. Sabine reached around and pinned the wand against the steel, right over the head, and thumbed it on.

The buzz hit like a slap. Sound poured up through bone. I yelled into the table. She pounded through it, wand grinding, strap plowing, Mira’s quiet breath behind us like a metronome. My thighs shook. The edge rose fast, filthy and wrong, the kind that had no clean exit while locked.

“Hold,” Sabine said.

I held. Tears ran sideways into my hair. She pulled the wand off. The buzz died. She kept railing me, slower, deeper, grinding the head over the spot that turned my knees loose.

“Tell Mira what you are.”

“A hole,” I said. “A locked whore who put his key back. A toy that stays by choice.”

“Again.”

“I am her toy. I keep myself for her. I could leave and I will not.”

Mira clapped once, soft. “He means it. Look at him drip.”

Sabine pulled out. Empty again. She tossed the smaller plug aside and took the thicker black one from the case, fat as a wrist at the base. “Breathe.”

She pushed. My rim fought, then gave. The burn turned white. I begged in broken scraps, in, in, fuck, as the toy seated and my rim fluttered around the neck. Sabine twisted it. The pressure punched my locked cock from inside. Precome spattered the table leg.

She swapped back to the strap and drove into the stretch the plug had left, the shaft alone now, harder. One palm flat on my back. The other brought the wand back to the steel and held it there.

“You get one,” she said. “You earn it in front of the glass. You thank me when you spill. You do not ask to be unlocked after. Say yes.”

“Yes.”

She fucked and buzzed and fucked. Taste of salt and carpet dust in my teeth. The slap of her hips. The wand’s mean hum. Mira’s voice counting under her breath for her own amusement. My pride tried one last stand, the part of me that refused to be living room entertainment, and it collapsed into raw need. I shoved back onto the strap like I was starving.

The build dragged. She eased off each time my legs seized, left me gasping, then piled back on. Sweat ran into my eyes. The shaft dragged filthy wet noise out of me. Spit still slicked my chin.

“Now,” Sabine said, and jammed the wand hard while she buried the strap to the hilt and ground.

I broke.

The orgasm tore up from the prostate and through the lock in ugly pulses. Cum forced out the tip in thick ropes, striping the table and my stomach, my dick jerking inside steel with nowhere to go. I shook so hard the table scooted. Sounds came out of me I did not own. Too much. Cannot stop. Full. Empty. Used. The room narrowed to buzz and stretch and Mira’s short laugh as I painted wood in front of a street that could see.

Sabine rode me through every spasm, then shut the wand off and left the strap in deep while I twitched. Cum dripped down my stomach to the carpet. My hole clenched on silicone in helpless after-shocks.

“Thank you,” I croaked.

“Clean the table with your tongue. Mira stays seated.”

I licked my own cum off the wood. Bitter. Warm. The taste clung at the back of my throat as Sabine eased out of me. Air hit the gape. I stayed bent, displayed, leaking lube down my balls toward the lock.

Mira stood, smoothed her coat, and looked down at me. “He will not touch that shelf again.”

“He might,” Sabine said. “The key remains where it was. Dust will settle. That is his problem now.”

She wiped the strap on my thigh, unbuckled, and set the harness on the table I had just licked. She wrote nothing on a card. She only nodded at the envelope.

“Put your clothes on. Walk Mira out. Then you kneel by the shelf and tell me what changed tonight.”

I dressed with shaky fingers. At the door Mira patted my cheek once, almost friendly. “Twenty-eight to go, locked boy. Try not to bore her.”

The door shut. Quiet rushed back. I knelt by the shelf. The envelope sat with its broken dust line, proof and sentence both. Sabine stood above me in the hall light, harness gone, calm as a closed ledger.

“I cannot call this captivity,” I said. “I held the key. I put it back. The denial is mine. Losing the key was never the risk. Losing my nerve in front of you is.”

Sabine touched the calendar with one fingertip, the black circle of THE RETURN still twenty-eight days out.

“Correct,” she said. “We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Sewn Into The Lining

The key turned in the front door and my whole body jerked toward the sound like a dog.

I stayed on my knees in the hall. The small brass stamp sat on the counter beside the open ledger. My palms stuck to my thighs. Twenty-three days left on the wall calendar. Day thirty-three. I had held the truth since the afternoon I took that stamp off her spare bicycle ring, and my mouth was dry with waiting.

She stepped in and shut the door with her heel. She did not look at me.

She hung her coat. She washed her hands at the sink for a long time, soap up past the wrists, then dried them on the clean towel. The kettle went on. She poured water over leaves and let the cup sit. Steam rose. She drank. She set the cup down and checked her phone. She put the phone face down.

My knees burned. My dick tried to fill inside the steel and found nowhere to go. Shame hit first. Then the hard pulse under the bars, greedy and stupid, answering the quiet of her ignoring me.

She rinsed the cup. She wiped the counter around the ledger without touching the brass. Only then did she turn.

“Speak.”

“I opened the jar,” I said. My voice came out thin. “None of those fit. I found this on the hook by the door. It has been there since the first night. I took it off the ring. I did not put it in the lock. I am giving it back.”

She picked up the brass and turned it once between her fingers. It sat small in her hand. She opened the ledger to the back pages, to the column headed days before he reached, and wrote in a clean line: Day 30, reached, did not use.

She closed the book.

“Thank you for honesty.”

Four words. My throat closed on them. I would have taken a cane. I would have taken denial stacked on denial. Praise landed wrong. It landed deeper. Heat crawled up my neck and my trapped prick jumped hard enough to hurt against the ring.

She left me on the floor and went to the sewing drawer. Needle. Black thread. She took my coat from the peg and turned the inner pocket inside out. She sewed the brass into the lining with short, tight stitches, knot after knot, until the metal sat flat under the cloth where no hand could dig it out without ripping the seam.

She held the coat open.

“Arms.”

I stood and she dressed me. The weight settled against my ribs at once. Small. Constant. Every breath told me it was there. She buttoned me up and smoothed the front once.

“You will wear this every time you leave. You will carry it. You will not dig for it. You are done pretending a lock is what holds you.”

I nodded. Words would have broken.

The doorbell rang.

She answered it like any other evening. Nora came in, thirty-six, coat over her arm, a paper bag of wine in one hand. She stopped when she saw me standing in the hall in my coat with the steel clear under my open shirt and the flush still on my face.

“So this is the one at thirty-three,” Nora said. She set the wine down. “You said he lasted.”

“He reached and brought it back,” she said. “Sit. He is going to earn the tea he interrupted.”

Nora sat on the sofa and crossed her legs. I stood there with the sewn weight over my heart and nowhere to put my hands. Seen like this, named like a number on a page. My stomach dropped and my cock strained worse.

She pointed at the floor in front of the sofa.

“Coat off. Kneel. Mouth only. You do not touch yourself. You do not ask to come. You keep that tongue working until I say stop.”

I shed the coat. The brass left my chest and I missed it inside a second. I folded it and set it near, a hard lump under the cloth. Then I knelt between her knees.

She hiked her skirt and hooked her underwear aside. Her cunt was already wet. The scent hit me hard, salt and skin, and my mouth watered like I had been starved on purpose. I put my tongue on her and licked a long flat stroke from her hole up to her clit.

She sighed once and put her hand in my hair.

“Deeper. Don’t be shy now. You stole a look at my ledger. Show me what that bought you.”

I pushed my face in. I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked. She was slick and hot and she rolled her hips against my mouth with small, exact moves. Nora watched from the cushion with her wine. My ears burned. My trapped shaft throbbed in time with each suck.

“He is eager,” Nora said. “Look at him grinding on nothing.”

“He is a mouth with a padlock on it,” she said. “Open wider, Elliot. Get your tongue in my cunt.”

I did. I fucked her with my tongue and she held my head and used my face. Wet sounds, loud in the quiet room. Spit and her slick mixed on my chin and dripped onto my chest. My jaw ached. I kept going.

She reached behind her to the side table and came back with the thick black plug and a bottle. She tapped my shoulder.

“Up on all fours. Keep licking.”

I braced my hands on the sofa edge and pushed my ass back, my mouth never leaving her. She spread me with two fingers and poured lube down my crack. Cold. Then the blunt tip of the plug pressed my asshole and she pushed. The stretch burned. I grunted into her cunt and she laughed under her breath.

“Take it. You carried my key around in your fist for three days like a prize. You can carry this.”

The widest part popped through and my rim clenched around the neck. Stuffed. Heavy. Her scent thickened with my face buried in it. Nora leaned in for a better view.

“Pretty,” Nora said. “He flutters when you seat it.”

“He flutters when I thank him,” she said. “That is the part I like.”

She pulled my mouth back onto her clit and rocked. I sucked. The plug sat deep and every shift of my knees moved it. My prick leaked into the steel and got nothing back for it. Gratitude sat in my chest like a stone. She had thanked me. She had sewn the brass into my own coat. I wanted to deserve all of it, and the wanting made me sick with how hard I was.

She came on my tongue with a hard shake and a broken sound. Her thighs clamped my ears. Wet flooded my mouth and I swallowed what I could and let the rest run down my chin. She held me there through it, grinding, until the shakes slowed.

Then she pushed me back an inch.

“Nora.”

Nora stood, unzipped, and stepped out of her trousers. She took the warm place on the cushion and crooked a finger.

“Your turn to be useful to me,” Nora said. “Same rules. Tongue. No hands.”

I crawled to her and put my mouth on a second cunt. Different taste. Clean soap and heat. Nora was louder. She grabbed my hair and fucked my face in short thrusts. Behind me, hands worked the plug out. The drag made me moan into Nora. Empty for a breath. Then fingers. One. Two. Scissoring. Lube again. Three.

“His hole is greedy,” she said over my back. “He pushes back on me.”

“Of course he does,” Nora said, and shoved my face harder into her. “Say what you are while you eat.”

I pulled off enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to her clit.

“I am a locked toy. I am a mouth. I am her whore on my knees.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a hole that begs. I steal keys and bring them back like a dog. Please…” I bit the word off. That was already one. I swallowed the rest. “Use my face. Use my ass. I will carry the brass and I will not dig.”

Nora laughed and pulled me back onto her. “Good little bitch. Suck.”

She held three fingers deep and scissored them wide. The stretch went bright. My asshole burned open around her knuckles. I shouted into Nora’s cunt and Nora pinned me there through it.

“Breathe,” she said behind me. “You asked for ownership. This is what it looks like when I am kind about it.”

She reached past me for the wand and pressed the head hard to the cage. The buzz drilled through the steel into my trapped cock while her fingers curled and found the spot inside me. My locked cock jerked and spat precome against the metal. Buzz. Rub. My vision went white at the edges.

Nora came on my tongue with a sharp cry and a gush I had to swallow or drown in. She kept my nose mashed to her mound until she finished shaking, then shoved me off.

“Floor. On your back. Knees up.”

I rolled. Her fingers slid free and the wand chased me down, still buzzing against the bars. She knelt between my spread thighs and ground it under my caged balls in short, mean pushes. Each one pulled a raw sound out of me. Nora wiped my chin with her thumb and fed the slick back into my mouth. I sucked her thumb clean because she told me to with a look.

The strap came out of the drawer next. She shut the wand off and set it aside. My asshole clenched, fluttering, then tried to close on nothing. She buckled the harness on, slicked the thick shaft, and lined up.

“Mouth on me while I fuck you,” she said. She swung a leg over my chest, facing my dick, and lowered her cunt onto my face at the same time the strap-on shoved into my ass.

Double. My scream went straight into her. She rode my tongue and drove the cock into me in the same rhythm. Deep. Steady. The slap of the harness against my skin filled the hall. Wet from her dripping into my mouth. The plug’s ghost still there under the bigger stretch. My steel cage bounced on my belly with every thrust.

Nora sat on the arm of the sofa and watched, wine forgotten.

“He is going to break,” Nora said.

“He already did,” she said. “He is just catching up.”

She reached back without looking and pressed the wand against the metal of the cage. The buzz hit the bars and shot through my trapped prick like a wire. Too much. My hips bucked up into nothing. She fucked me harder and ground her clit on my tongue and kept the wand there.

“You do not come until I say. You hold it. You thank me in your head if you cannot use your mouth.”

I held. Barely. The prostate hammer under the strap and the wand on the steel stacked until my thoughts shredded. Short. Crude. Full. Can’t. Her. More.

She came again on my face, thighs shaking, cunt clenching on my tongue, and still she kept thrusting into my ass through it. Then she lifted off my mouth, left the strap buried deep, and looked down at me.

“Now. Come on my cock. Prostate only. Hands off. Spill for being honest.”

She braced and pounded. Short hard strokes on that spot. The wand stayed. My whole body seized. It wrenched out of me without my dick getting to do more than pulse and drip inside the steel. Thick ropes of cum forced out through the slots and striped my stomach. No clean pleasure. Just a raw, draining clench that left me shaking and empty and louder than I meant to be.

She fucked me through the last jerks until I twitched away from the wand. Then she pulled out. My hole stayed open, used, leaking lube down onto the floorboards.

She shut the wand off. She unbuckled. She sat back on her heels and put her palm flat on my sticky stomach.

“You belong in this room now.”

I nodded. I could not find a sentence.

Nora stood and dressed without hurry. She touched two fingers to my cheek on her way past, a small patronizing pat, and let herself out. The door clicked.

Silence. Tea gone cold on the counter. My coat on the chair with the brass sewn dark in the lining.

She cleaned me with a warm cloth. Soft strokes over the mess on my belly. Soft around the sore rim. She walked the red pin one square forward on the calendar. Twenty-three days. The Unlocking date she had circled waited at the end of the row like a dare.

She held the coat open again. I stood on unsteady legs and put my arms through. The weight settled against my ribs at once. Small. Final. Mine to carry.

“Tomorrow you present at six ten,” she said. “You state the day. You state that the key is in your lining. You write what you want in the carbon book. I will mostly say no. That is the shape now.”

I buttoned the coat. Every breath pressed the sewn brass into my skin. The ache in my ass throbbed in time with it. I went to the sink to rinse my mouth where she pointed, and the weight went with me, a hard little fact over my heart that would not ease up, and would still be there in the morning when I reached for the door.


Chapter 7: Across The Bread Basket

Ifitted the left cufflink first. The right one stuck. I worked the post through while she stood in the hall with her coat already on, watching my hands the way she watched everything that belonged to her.

The taxi receipt from last Thursday sat in the tray by the door. I left it. She had told me to dress for dinner, dark wool, no soft shirts, nothing that would hide the shape of what I wore under the trousers. When I stood straight the steel shifted against my thigh. Warm from my skin. Heavy in a way cloth never was. Lock eight now, three past the five I had shut on myself at day fifteen. She had walked me up the tray a number at a time, each tube shorter and meaner than the last, and I had closed every one myself.

“Pocket,” she said.

I took the envelope from the hall shelf. Unsealed. The number on the front faced out. I slid it into the inside breast of my jacket, over my ribs, and the paper made a soft scrape against the lining.

“You carry it until I say otherwise. If you put it down without permission, we go home.”

“Yes.”

She held out her hand. I helped her into the coat. My fingers brushed the wool at her shoulder and my dick twitched useless against the cage, a stupid little shove of blood with nowhere to go. I hated how fast it happened. I was a man who signed off budgets and fired people before lunch, and a brush of coat fabric put me hard inside metal.

The taxi smelled of warm vinyl. She sat with her knee against mine. I kept my hands on my thighs and counted the turns.

The restaurant was quiet enough that silverware carried. Ren was already at the table. Forty-one, dark hair pulled back, a mouth used to deciding things. Sabine’s oldest friend. She stood when we reached them, kissed her once on each cheek, then looked at me.

I pulled out her chair. The cage tipped as I bent. Steel under wool. Ren’s eyes dropped for half a second and came back up with something settled in them.

“So this is him,” Ren said.

“This is him,” she answered.

I sat. The envelope pressed flat against my chest every time I breathed. A waiter filled water. I poured the wine because she nodded at the bottle, and my hand was steady, and Ren watched the pour like it was a confession.

“How long,” Ren asked, mild as weather.

I looked at her. She cut into her bread.

“Answer.”

“Thirty-five days,” I said. “Twenty-one left.”

Ren tipped her glass. “And the last thing you were allowed.”

Heat climbed my neck. The dining room kept moving around us, other tables, ordinary people with ordinary nights.

“A ruined orgasm,” I said. “On day twenty-eight. Into a towel. She stopped me before I finished.”

“Did you ask for more.”

“Yes.”

“Did you get it.”

“No.”

Ren smiled without teeth. “Clean answers. Good.”

She reached into my jacket herself, fingers warm through the lining, and drew the envelope out. She set it on the tablecloth beside the sugar bowl. The number showed. Anyone walking past could have read it. Anyone could have picked it up.

The offer sat there in reach of Ren, of the waiter, of me. Four inches from the sugar. I had carried it on my own body all evening and now it was public furniture.

“He could take it,” Ren said. “Right now. End it.”

“He could,” she said. “He won’t.”

Ren leaned in. “Have you ever asked her to hide it.”

“Yes,” I said. The word came out rough. “Last Sunday. I asked her to put it somewhere I could not get to.”

“And.”

“She said no.”

Ren looked at the envelope, then at my face. “Because then it would be her lock. This way it stays your choice.”

I did not answer. My cock strained in the steel hard enough to ache, trapped and stupid, and the shame of getting hard while they discussed me at a restaurant table only sharpened it. I wanted to stand and leave. I stayed in the chair because leaving meant walking past the sugar bowl and choosing, and Ren would see the choosing.

We ate. She let Ren ask two more things. How the cage felt when I sat through meetings. Whether I still touched myself through the bars at night when she was asleep. I said yes to the second one before I could stop, and Ren laughed once, soft, and I looked at my plate until the sound was gone.

“Enough,” she said finally. She slid the envelope back across the cloth and tapped my jacket. I put it away. My fingers shook on the flap.

Outside, Ren kissed her again and looked at me over her shoulder.

“Twenty-one,” Ren said. “I will remember the number.”

Then Ren was gone into a cab, and the knowledge went with her into the city, out of the flat, into a mouth that was not ours. I stood on the pavement with steel between my legs. I could finish the term or I could quit in front of a witness who already knew what quitting would mean.

In the taxi home she put her palm on my thigh, high, and pressed until the cage bit. Warm weight. Her skin through wool. I made a sound I did not mean to make.

“Shoes off at the door,” she said. “Trousers folded. Then the kitchen table. Hands on the wood.”

I did it. The envelope went back on the shelf because she pointed. I stripped to shirt and socks with the cage on display, pink skin squeezed behind steel, a bead of wet already at the slit. She walked a slow circle. Her fingertips traced the ring behind my balls, then the bars, then the lock. Inspection by touch. No rush.

“Turn.”

I turned. She spread me with both thumbs and pressed one dry finger to my asshole until the muscle gave. The burn softened my knees. She added spit and pushed to the knuckle, then past it, crooking inside me while her other hand cupped the cage and weighed it.

“Still full,” she said. “Greedy locked dick. Hold still.”

I held still. She worked a second finger in beside the first. Stretch and heat. The wet sound of it filled the quiet kitchen. My forehead dropped toward the table and she clicked her tongue until I lifted it again.

“Plug,” she said.

She took the black one from the drawer, thick at the neck, and fed it into me an inch at a time while I breathed through my teeth. When it seated, the base sat flush and every shift of my weight pushed it deeper. She wiped her hand on my bare hip.

“Good. Now you earn the rest.”

She cuffed my wrists to the table legs with soft leather straps from the same drawer. My chest flat to the wood. Ass out. Cage hanging. She brought the wand, the big head, and set it against the steel so the buzz ran straight into my trapped cock. My hips jerked. She pinned me with a hand on my lower back.

“Ask for what you want.”

“Please,” I said. “Please let me come.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

The line landed in my gut. I begged. Filthy and broken, the words I used to swear I would never say. Please use me. Please milk me. Please, I am her locked whore, I will take it however she gives it. My cheek burned on the wood. The wand stayed on the metal and the plug sat heavy in my ass and I climbed fast, too fast, shame riding the climb because Ren’s voice was in my head saying twenty-one.

She shut the wand off at the edge. I cried out. She left me there shaking, empty, the orgasm yanked away.

“That is one denial,” she said. “You do not get to finish on a buzz through steel. You finish when I drag it out of you.”

She pulled the plug. The hollow it left had me pushing back toward her hand like a dog. She lined up the strap-on, the thick silicone one she kept oiled in the bathroom cabinet, and drove it into my ass in one long shove. The stretch tore a sound out of me. She fucked me in steady strokes, hips neat, one hand under me squeezing the cage in time.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole,” I gasped. “Your locked hole. Please.”

“Louder.”

“Your locked hole. Please fuck it. Please make me come.”

She reached around with the wand again, pressed it to the bars, and kept pounding. The double hit broke me open. Pressure stacked behind my cock with nowhere clean to go. My prostate lit up under the strap. I came the first time locked, a dry clench that wrung me, the cage shut tight and a thin leak of cum forced through the slit onto the kitchen floor.

“That’s one,” she said. “Count.”

“One,” I got out.

She did not stop. The strap kept railing me, slick and deep, and she brought the wand back to the cage and held it there, buzz drilling through steel while she plowed the spot inside me. The double hit stacked past sense. I begged her to wait. She only fucked harder and ground the head against the bars.

“Take it.”

I took it. The overstim wrung me slow and mean, the strap driving that raw place while the wand screamed against my trapped cock, and I shook apart on the table while she told me to breathe and open. My cock jerked in its prison and spit another weak rope onto the floor.

“Two,” I said, voice wrecked. “That’s two.”

“One more.”

She drove the strap through the third while the wand buzzed the cage without mercy. I was too sensitive. Every nerve screamed. I tried to twist away and the cuffs held and she leaned her weight in and ordered me to thank her. I thanked her. I called myself her cum-leaking bitch, her public secret, the man Ren now knew was owned. The third one tore out of me ruined and raw, more ache than pleasure, my balls pulling tight as the last thin spend dribbled down the steel.

“Three,” I whispered.

She held the strap buried while I twitched. Then she drew out slow, left me gaping, and wiped her hand on my thigh. Warm mess. Oil and cum slick on skin. She unstrapped the harness, set the wand aside, and unlocked the cage with the key from her dress pocket. Cold air hit my raw cock. It sprang thick and dark, dripping.

I waited for her to leave me there. She wrapped her oiled fist around my dick instead and stroked with a tight, mean grip.

“You do not get a clean one,” she said. “You get what I take.”

She edged me twice, stopping when my hips stuttered, and I sobbed into the wood. On the third climb she did not stop. She milled the head with her palm and milked me through a fourth orgasm that painted her wrist and my stomach, thick ropes, my whole body seizing in the cuffs.

“Four. Say it.”

“Four.”

She kept hold of my spent cock and worked me past empty. The fifth came with almost nothing left, a dry spasm that hurt, my voice gone to a scrape as I counted it because she told me to.

“Five.”

She let go. My dick hung wet and overused. She locked the cage back on while I was soft enough to force, clicked the steel home, and dropped the key into the envelope on the shelf without looking at me.

I lay on the table and breathed. The flat was quiet. Somewhere out in the city Ren still had the number.

She freed my wrists, tossed me a cloth, and pointed at the floor.

“Clean your mess. Then bed. Tomorrow you write day thirty-five on the card, and you write Ren’s name under it. She knows. That goes in the record.”

I wiped the floor on my knees, steel raw against my skin. She stood over me until it was done.

“And Elliot,” she said. “You keep wearing the steel under your suits. You keep your face straight in every meeting. Whether I ever make it harder than that is mine to decide, not yours.”

I nodded with my mouth shut. The envelope sat on the shelf where it always sat. Out in the dark, a woman who was not us carried the truth of what I was.


Chapter 8: A Second Number

Iset both glasses in the sink. Water ran over the rims and clicked against the steel. The second coat hung on the hook by the shelf, still warm at the collar, and the smell of her perfume cut through the kitchen like a hand on the back of my neck.

Fifteen days. Day forty-one. The circle on the kitchen calendar sat there like a mouth.

She walked in barefoot with Ren behind her. Ren was forty-one, tall, dark hair damp from the cold outside, and she looked at me the way she had at dinner six nights back, like she already had the measure of me and liked the weight of it.

“Tape,” she said.

I went to the strip at the foot of the bed. Cool vinyl under my bare soles. The kitchen timer waited on the nightstand. She put it in my hands.

“You call the minutes,” she said. “Out loud. Every one. If you miss one, we start the count over and you lose the right to close your eyes.”

Ren laughed once, low. “He looks like he might faint.”

“He won’t.” Her fingers found my chin and tipped my face up. “He asked for this term. He stays in it.”

My cock swelled inside the metal and hit the ring. Heat shot up my gut, shame right behind it, thick and immediate. I was already hard for the show they were about to put on, and the proud part of me wanted out of the flat for good.

I stayed on the tape.

They stripped without hurry. Ren’s bra hit the chair. She pushed Sabine back onto the mattress and climbed over her, thighs bracketing her hips, and the first wet sound of kissing closed my throat.

“Minute one,” I said. My voice scraped.

Ren kissed down. She took a nipple between her teeth and pulled until the woman under her arched. A hand slid between Ren’s legs. Fingers pushed in. The slick noise filled the room.

“Minute two.”

“Louder,” Ren said around the nipple. “I want to hear the locked boy work.”

“Minute two,” I said, louder.

She reached into the drawer for the wand and pressed the head to the cunt spread open under her. The buzz started, flat and mean. The woman on the bed gasped and grabbed Ren’s wrist.

“Hold it there,” she ordered. “Don’t you dare pull it off.”

Ren held it. Her own hips rolled against the thigh under her. I stood on the cold tape, timer digging into my palm, locked and aching until my eyes watered.

“Minute three.”

Ren shifted, turned, and presented her ass to the mouth beneath her. “Eat.”

The order was for her. Not for me. I called the minutes while she ground down and got her ass licked open, while the wand buzzed on, while the wet sounds turned thicker and messier. Spit ran down a chin. Ren cursed into the pillow.

“Minute four.”

My jaw ached from clenching. Jealousy sat in my chest like a brick. She was giving Ren everything I had begged for since the first night, and my only job was to name the time like a clock on the wall.

“Come here,” she said.

I stepped off the tape. She pointed at the floor between Ren’s knees.

“Service. Tongue only. You do not stop until I say.”

I knelt. Ren’s cunt was already soaked, pink and open, and I put my mouth on it. She tasted sharp and hot. I licked from the bottom of her slit up to her clit and stayed there, flat and steady, the way she had trained me.

“Good,” Ren breathed. “Fuck. He’s trained.”

“Minute five,” I said into her.

She laughed and shoved my face harder against her. “Keep counting, pet.”

The wand stayed on the other woman. Its pitch dropped when the head pressed firmer. A moan broke across the bed. Ren’s thighs shook against my ears. I kept licking. I leaked into the steel and the drip ran down my balls, cold then warm.

“Minute six.”

“Fingers,” Ren said. “Two. In my ass. Now.”

I spit on my fingers and pushed the first into her asshole. Tight. Hot. She shoved back onto it. I added the second and fucked them in short strokes, tongue still working her clit.

“Deeper,” she said. “Stretch me for her.”

I pushed to the knuckle. She groaned. The woman on the bed reached over, took the strap harness from the drawer, and buckled it on with hands that did not shake. The silicone jutted thick and dark. She slicked it and knelt up behind Ren.

“Minute seven.”

“Pull your fingers out,” she said.

I pulled them out. Ren’s ass gaped a second, then clenched. The strap nudged her rim.

“Ask for it,” she told Ren.

“Fuck my ass,” Ren said, plain and filthy. “Stuff me.”

The silicone drove in. Ren’s whole body jerked forward onto my mouth. I kept my tongue on her clit while she got filled, while hips began slapping ass, while the wet drag of the toy made a sound I will not forget.

“Minute eight.”

“Harder,” Ren said. “Use me.”

She got used. The bed frame knocked the wall. I licked through it, tasting her, tasting lube, tasting how ready she was to come on my face while another woman railed her open.

My own need clawed at me. I wanted the metal off. I wanted a hand. I wanted anything, and the wanting sickened me.

“Minute nine.”

“Beg,” she said, and this time the order was mine.

“Please,” I said against Ren’s cunt. “Please let me come. Please unlock me. I’ll do anything.”

“Again.”

“Please. I’m so fucking hard it hurts. Please, I need it. I’ll worship. I’ll clean. Just let me finish.”

“No,” she said, and drove into Ren harder.

Ren came first. She clamped on the toy and on my tongue, a raw cry torn out of her, cunt pulsing against my mouth, asshole gripping the silicone. Slick ran down my chin. I swallowed what I could and kept working because nobody had told me to stop.

“Minute ten.”

She pulled out of Ren and shoved Ren down the bed. “Your turn to work.”

Ren, flushed and shaking, took the wand and pinned it to the clit above her. She pushed three fingers into the waiting cunt and curled them. The woman on her back swore and fisted the sheets.

“Mouth on my tits,” she told me. “Suck. And you keep begging while you do it.”

I climbed up and took a nipple, sucking hard. Ren’s fingers made wet, filthy sounds inside her. The wand buzzed without mercy.

“Please,” I said around the nipple. “Please let me out. Please let me come for you. I’ll stay locked after. Just once. Please.”

“What are you?” she asked.

“A locked toy. Your hole. Your bitch. Please.”

“Minute eleven.”

Ren added a fourth finger. The stretch made her hips buck. “Take it,” Ren murmured. “Open up for me.”

She took it. Ren worked her open until the hand slid past the knuckles and seated inside her. Obscene. Thick. Wet. Ren fucked her on the fist while the wand stayed glued to her clit, and I sucked her tits and begged like the thing I had become.

“Please. Please. I’ll say it however you want. Just let me come. My dick is going to break.”

“Minute twelve.”

She came on Ren’s fist with her whole body locked tight, a broken moan, cunt clamping so hard Ren grunted with the effort of staying in. Cum and slick ran out around Ren’s wrist when she pulled free. The room smelled hot and used.

I was shaking. Still locked. Still denied. The timer buzzed in my fist.

“Minute thirteen,” I whispered.

Ren kissed her once, soft now, and rolled off. She stood, sweat cooling on her skin, and crossed to the chair where her clothes lay, past the shelf.

Her hand closed on the envelope.

She brought it back and knelt in front of me on the tape strip, tipped the envelope, shook the key out into her open palm. Silver. Small. Right there.

No speech from the bed. No rule read out. Ren held the key up between us, and her other hand settled on the metal around my cock, warm fingers curling over the lock like she already owned the choice.

“Take it,” Ren said. “No ceremony. She’s not stopping you. I’m not stopping you. Pocket it and walk.”

My mouth went dry. The key sat an inch from my face. Fifteen days left on a term I had written myself into, and the exit came from a woman who had just come on my tongue.

The part of me that thought I ran my own life reached for it.

I did not take it.

“I refuse the key, Ren,” I said.

Her eyebrows went up. Her hand on the metal gave a small squeeze that made my knees buckle.

“Say it again,” Ren said. “Clear. While I’m touching you.”

Heat roared under my skin. One turn of the wrist and the ache ended. I could have gone home free and hated myself in private.

“I refuse the key, Ren,” I said a second time. “I leave it with her.”

Silence held for a full breath. Ren looked past me to the bed. Then she closed her hand, tipped the key back into the envelope, and set the envelope on the floor beside my knee.

“Well,” Ren said. “That’s settled.”

Footsteps. She came off the bed, naked and flushed, and opened the drawer beneath the nightstand. Metal clicked on metal. She brought out lock nine, smaller than the one on me, darker steel, the number stamped clean.

She unlocked me.

Air hit my cock and I almost dropped. Blood rushed so hard I swayed. Ren’s hand hovered near. The key lay in reach on the floor. For three seconds I was free in a room with two women who had just used me as furniture, and I stood red and leaking and desperate.

She fitted lock nine over me and closed it.

The click was small. Final. The ring sat snug behind my balls and the tube held me down short and mean. Fresh denial slammed through me and tore out a sound I hated.

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

I looked at the envelope on the floor. At Ren wiping her wrist on the sheet. At the new metal on me, numbered and shut, proof I had held the line when the easy door opened in someone else’s hand.

Ren stood and pulled her shirt on. “I’m keeping that image,” she said. “Him saying no with the key in my palm. That’s rare.”

“Get the glasses out of the sink before you leave,” she told me. “Then put the envelope back where it belongs.”

I picked up the envelope. The key ticked inside it. I set it on the shelf by the coats, four feet from the door, where the second coat hung like a witness.


Chapter 9: Both Options In Ink

She slid the fresh index card across the table until the edge hit my wrists.

The date sat at the top in her neat black print. The sixth.

“Read it out loud,” Sabine said.

I picked it up. My mouth went dry before the first line.

“Day fifty-six. The Return. Cage comes off at this table. One full orgasm, ordered by me. Term ends. Key returned to you. Arrangement closed.”

She sat back in her chair, thirty-nine and calm as a clerk closing a file. “That is what a term is, Elliot. That is what it always was. You have been staring at my calendar for fifty days and treating the circle like a prize.”

Six days. The number sat in my gut like cold metal.

My dick twitched hard inside the cage. Useless. Hungry. Wrong. The shame hit first, then the heat under it, thick and stupid. I wanted to argue with the card. I wanted to put my mouth on her.

“I can do longer,” I said. “A year. Write a year.”

“No.”

“My flat. The keys. You take the lease.”

“No.”

I leaned forward. The card shook in my hand. “I’ll sign anything. I won’t ask for a single thing again. Keep the schedule. Keep the drawer. Keep me.”

Sabine set her pen down. She did not raise her voice.

“The term ends on the sixth. What happens after that isn’t mine to offer you.”

The kitchen smelled of coffee and the oil she used on the strap harness. I could taste last night’s salt on my lip where I had bitten it raw.

She stood. “Up. Hands on the table. Face down.”

I obeyed. The wood pressed my cheek. She opened the bottom drawer and took out the black silicone, thick enough to make my breath catch, then the bottle of lube, then the leather cuffs. Blood knocked in my throat. Some old negotiating reflex wanted to stand there and renegotiate. My knees already wanted the floor.

She buckled my wrists to the far legs of the table so my chest stayed flat and my hips stayed out. Cool air hit bare skin when she shoved my trousers down. The cage sat heavy and pink against my balls. She ran one finger along the metal and left it there.

“You came here because you were tired of being the one who decides,” she said. “You stay because I let you. Do not confuse those.”

I nodded against the wood. My dick strained and got nowhere. A drop of clear slick beaded at the tip of the cage and dripped onto the tile. I smelled myself, sharp and desperate.

She coated two fingers and pressed them to my entrance. Cold gel. I flinched. She pushed in to the knuckle without ceremony.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She added a third finger and twisted. The stretch burned. My thighs shook. She worked deeper until her knuckles kissed skin, then curled and found the spot that made my vision go white at the edges.

“Fuck,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“Fuck. There. Please…”

She pulled her hand free. Empty. Aching. I pushed back into nothing and hated how fast I did it.

The strap harness creaked as she stepped into it. The black shaft jutted from her hips, veined, blunt. She slicked it until it shone. Then she set the fat glass plug on the table by my face so I had to look at it.

“Open.”

I opened my mouth. She pushed the plug past my teeth. Glass on tongue. Clean, cold, faintly bitter from the wash. “Get it wet. Properly.”

I sucked. Spit ran down my chin. She watched. My face burned. When she pulled it free, a string of drool followed.

She set the tip against me and pressed. The flare forced me wide. I grunted. She seated it with one firm shove until the base met my rim and left me stuffed, twitching around the weight.

Then she lined up the strap behind it and pushed.

The double stretch ripped a sound out of me I did not recognize. Thick shaft beside the plug, both of them claiming the same space, my body trying to reject and take at once. She sank in until her hips met mine.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.”

“The full sentence.”

“This hole is yours. My orgasm is yours. I am yours.”

“Good.”

She fucked me. Long strokes. The plug shifted with every thrust. Wet sounds filled the kitchen, slick and filthy. My caged dick slapped uselessly against the table edge. Each drive punched the breath out of me. I tasted copper where I had bitten my cheek.

She reached around and flicked the tip of the cage with her nail. Pain and need braided. I moaned into the wood.

“You bargain like a man who thinks the end is a door he can bar,” she said, voice even, her hips never breaking rhythm. “It is a date. Dates do not negotiate.”

“Keep me past it,” I gasped. “I’ll pay. I’ll crawl. I’ll…”

She drove in hard enough to shut my mouth. Held deep. Ground against me until my knees buckled in the cuffs.

“After the sixth, you walk out with the key in your hand and nothing on the shelf. That was the deal you signed with your body the first night. I am not rewriting it because you got greedy for the cage.”

Tears pricked. My dick leaked in a steady string. The smell of lube and skin and my own need hung thick. I wanted her to stop talking. I wanted her to never stop fucking me.

She pulled out. The plug stayed. Air moved over stretched, open muscle. I clenched around glass and got no relief.

Sabine unclipped one cuff, flipped me onto my back on the table, and re-buckled both wrists above my head. She dragged my hips to the edge. Then she took the plug out. The empty gape fluttered. She showed me the shine on the glass before she set it aside.

“Fist,” she said. “You ask for it.”

My throat closed. “Fist me.”

“With the words.”

“Fist my ass. Use me. Ruin me for anyone else.”

She coated her hand. Fingers first, then the tuck of the thumb, then the slow, merciless press of knuckles. The burn climbed past what I could take. I shook. Sweat ran into my eyes. Salt when I licked my lip.

“In,” I croaked. “Put it in.”

She pushed. My rim screamed and gave. Her hand sank past the widest point and my body closed around her wrist. Full. Stuffed past sense. I made a broken noise and my dick jerked hard enough to hurt inside the steel.

She fucked me on her fist in short, mean pulses. Each one shook a fresh sound loose. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. Wet squelch on every pull. I smelled sex and rubber and the coffee gone cold on the counter.

“Look at you,” she said. “Fifty days in and still trying to buy a forever I never put on the card.”

“I need it.”

“You need the end date. You just have not learned the sentence for what comes next.”

She worked her hand deeper, then eased back, then deeper again. My belly jumped. Pressure built behind my balls with nowhere to go. Prostate fire. Edge after edge with no finish. My thoughts frayed into scraps. Too much. Can’t. More. Her wrist turning. The cage biting. Shame so hot it felt like fever.

She pulled free. I stayed open, gaping, pulsing. Air on raw tissue. Humiliating. Perfect.

Sabine stripped the strap harness off, climbed onto the table, and straddled my face. Her cunt was already slick. Her scent first, rich and sharp, then the taste when she sat down on my mouth.

“Work.”

I licked. I sucked her clit. I fucked her with my tongue the way she had taught me. She rolled her hips and used my face. Wet coated my chin and nose. I drowned in her. My caged dick throbbed against nothing. Every swallow of her left me harder and more useless.

She reached behind her, found the wand, and pressed the buzzing head to the underside of the cage. Vibration slammed through steel into swollen flesh. My hips bucked. A raw cry went into her pussy.

“Stay,” she said.

I stayed. Tongue on her clit. Wand on the cage. Her taste flooding me. Both at once wound me so tight my vision spotted. She rocked harder. Her thighs clamped my ears. When she came, she did it with a low, controlled sound and a hard gush over my mouth. I drank what she gave me. My own orgasm clawed up and died against the lock. My body jerked through a dry, shaking crest that left me empty and worse.

She lifted off. Sat on my chest. Looked down at the mess of spit and cunt on my face.

“One more,” she said.

She turned, took the wand, and held it to her own clit while she reached back and pushed three fingers into my open, used hole. She fucked me with her hand and got herself off again on the buzz. I watched her face. I took it. When she came the second time, her fingers curled hard and dragged another dry, punishing spasm out of me. My dick spat a thin, wasted trickle through the cage onto my stomach. No real orgasm. A leak. A joke.

She wiped her fingers on my tongue. “Clean.”

I cleaned.

Then she did the marking.

She uncuffed me. Made me stand. Took a black marker from the drawer and wrote across my lower belly, just above the cage, in clear block letters: RETURN, DAY 56. She dated it underneath in smaller print. The ink smelled sharp. The letters lay on my skin like a brand I could not wash off before the sixth.

“This stays until the Return,” she said. “You show me every morning. If it fades, you rewrite it in your own hand and bring me the photo.”

I looked down at the words. My stomach turned. My dick pushed at the steel and stopped. Permanent enough. Scheduled. No appeal.

She dressed me. Pulled my shirt down over the ink. Closed the drawer on the toys. Picked up the index card, added one line in pencil beneath the typed terms, refused extension, day 50, and filed it in the shoebox.

At the door she handed me my coat.

“Six days,” she said. “You will come when I call. You will not write me a new deal. You will not touch the envelope unless you mean to end it early. Go home.”

I walked.

The street smelled of rain on warm asphalt. The marker ink itched under my shirt with every step. The cage shifted. My hole ached, open and used, a dull throb in time with my pulse. I tasted her on my tongue all the way to the tube.

In my own flat I stood in the bathroom and lifted my shirt. RETURN, DAY 56 stared back from my belly in her handwriting. I washed my face. I did not wash the ink.

I lay down on top of the covers. The sheets smelled like detergent and nothing else. No coffee. No lube. No her.

Six days and she would unlock me at her table, order the orgasm I had begged for since the start, and hand me the key like a receipt. Then nothing. No shelf. No cards. No reason to kneel.

She would not keep me. She had said it plain. She would only ever accept being asked, and I still did not know the right sentence. Give me the key had been the wrong shape for fifty days. Keep me had bounced off her like noise. Something else sat past the sixth, shaped like a hand opening, and I could trace the outline of it without the words.

I closed my eyes with her taste in my mouth and the date drying on my skin, and for the first time since lock three went on, the finish line looked like a drop with no floor under it.


Chapter 10: The Unnumbered Lock

Istopped in the doorway and caught her setting a second cup beside the first.

Two mugs. Same white china. The kettle still clicking as it cooled. On the wall calendar the red circle sat on today’s date, thick as a thumbprint, and the square under it read RETURN in her block letters.

My mouth went dry. Fifty-six days. Zero left.

Sabine did not look up. She poured. Milk in mine, none in hers. The mug hit the counter with a soft thunk.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat at the kitchen table. The same scrubbed wood where she had fitted lock three on me the first night. My thighs stuck to the chair. Under my trousers the steel sat warm and tight, a familiar drag against my balls I had worn for almost two months.

She set my mug in front of me. Then she opened the second drawer and took out the small brass key from the felt tray’s empty slot beside number twelve.

I stared at it.

She had never touched that key. Not once. It had lived in the envelope on the hall shelf by the door, for every hour of the term. Now it rested between her fingers like any other house key.

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

My cock pushed at the metal and found nowhere to go. Shame hit first. Then the thick, stupid throb of want. I had begged for this since the third night. I had offered her a year. My flat. Anything. She had declined.

Now the date had come, and she was keeping the promise I no longer wanted.

She nodded at my belt. “Off. Everything.”

I stood. Trousers down. Pants after. The steel caught the kitchen strip light, dull from weeks of skin and sweat. My dick pressed the front bar in a fat, trapped ridge. A bead of precum already wet the tip slit.

Sabine sat across from me. She slid the key into the padlock. Four seconds. A soft click. The hasp sprang.

She lifted the device away.

Air hit my shaft. My knees went soft. My cock jumped hard in the open, dark and wet, a purple flush at the head. Fifty-six days of denial poured into one thick pulse that ran from my gut to my thighs.

A sound came out of me I did not mean to make.

“On the table,” she said. “On your back. Legs open.”

I climbed up. The wood was cool under my shoulders. She pulled my hips to the edge and stood between my knees. Her palm closed around my dick for the first time without metal in the way.

Hot. Soft. Exact.

She stroked once from root to tip, slow enough that I counted every ridge of her grip. My hips jerked. Precum slicked her fingers.

“Stay still,” she said. “You asked for this. You get the full term of it.”

She spit into her fist and worked me. Long pulls. Thumb rubbing the wet slit on every upstroke. My balls drew up tight and heavy. The urge to thrust burned in my spine. I locked my heels against the table edge and held.

“Look at you,” she said. “Fifty-six days locked and you leak like a whore the second I touch you. Say what you are.”

“Yours,” I got out.

“Filthier.”

“A locked slut. Your locked slut. Please.”

She smiled without warmth and bent. Her mouth took me in one glide, wet heat to the root, nose against my stomach. I choked on air. Her tongue pressed the underside while she sucked, cheeks hollow, a wet sound that filled the quiet kitchen.

I gripped the table edge white. She bobbed. Spit ran down my shaft onto my balls. She cupped them, rolled them, squeezed until the ache made my vision spark.

I was already close. Humiliatingly close. Eight weeks of denial and her mouth was going to finish me in minutes like I was twenty-three and frantic.

She pulled off with a wet pop.

“Not yet.”

She stripped. Blouse. Skirt. Knickers kicked aside. Her cunt was already slick when she climbed onto the table and straddled my face the wrong way, knees bracketing my ears, ass toward my chest. She lowered her pussy onto my mouth.

“Eat. Properly. You don’t come until I say.”

I licked. Her taste flooded me, salt and musk. I fucked my tongue into her and sucked her clit the way she had trained me on day twelve. She rocked on my face. Her wetness ran down my chin. Behind her, out of sight, her fingers closed on my cock again and stroked in short, mean tugs that stopped every time my hips lifted.

Tease. Denial. The old rhythm, now with nothing between us.

“Good boy,” she said, and the praise cut worse than any insult. “Keep that tongue working. You’re going to fuck me when I decide you’re ready, and you’re going to thank me for every second.”

She reached sideways. The wand vibrator came out of the drawer, the thick-headed one. She thumbed it on. The buzz filled the room. She pressed it to her clit while she sat on my mouth, and her thighs clamped my head as she ground down.

I kept licking. Spit and cunt juice mixed on my face. My dick jerked in empty air, untouched now, dripping on my stomach.

She came on my tongue with a low grunt, cunt pulsing, the wand still buzzing. She held me there through it until my jaw ached. Then she lifted off, turned, and straddled my hips the right way.

She took the silicone plug from the same drawer, black and flared, the one I had worn for inspections. She slicked it with lube and reached behind herself, sank it into her own ass with a small breath, seated it, then looked down at me.

“You’re going to fill my cunt while that stays in,” she said. “And you will not come until I tell you. Clear?”

“Yes.”

She lined my cock up and sank onto it in one long slide.

Tight. Hot. Slick. The weight of her settled on my hips and my brain went white. After fifty-six days of steel the bare grip of her pussy was too much. Every inch dragged. The plug in her ass made her cunt even tighter, a hard ridge through the thin wall.

“Fuck,” I said.

“Language,” she said, and rolled her hips. “Earn it.”

She rode me. Steady. Deep. Her tits moved with each drop of her weight. The wand came back, pressed to her clit while she fucked herself on my dick, and the vibration traveled through her into me until the ache in my balls went sharp.

“Please,” I said. “Sabine. Please.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please let me come. Please use me. I’ll be good. I’ll say anything.”

She leaned down, put her mouth by my ear, and kept riding.

“You already said everything. Now you take what the term promised.”

She sat up, braced on my chest, and fucked harder. Slap of skin. Wet squelch of her cunt around my shaft. The plug’s base bumped my balls on the deep strokes. My orgasm built like a bruise under the surface, huge and ugly.

“Now,” she said. “Come. All of it. In me.”

I broke.

The first climax hit so hard my back left the table. Cum pumped into her in thick jerks, pulse after pulse, weeks of backlog emptying into her cunt while I made raw sounds this flat had never heard. She kept moving through it, milking every spurt, the wand on her clit, her pussy clenching around me in greedy pulls.

It should have been relief.

It was a hole opening under my ribs.

She did not stop.

The wand switched to my cock, still buried in her, hard from denial and panic. She held the buzzing head against the base of my shaft and kept riding. Overstimulation hit like a slap. Too much. Nerve endings screaming. I tried to twist away.

Her weight pinned me.

“Again,” she said. “You begged for this for eight weeks of nights. You get the full measure.”

“I can’t…”

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

“Your hole,” I gasped. “Your toy. Your locked whore who can’t even stay locked unless you…”

She fucked down hard and the second orgasm tore out of me dry and vicious, more spasm than spend, a thin dribble of cum forced out while my dick jerked inside her and my vision spotted. Past two. Past whatever came next. Counting dissolved. My mouth opened and nothing useful came out.

She pulled off, turned me onto my side on the table, and pushed my top knee up. Lube on her fingers. One into my ass, then two, then three, scissoring me open while I shook. The stretch burned. My hole clenched and failed to close around her knuckles.

“Take it,” she said. “You’ve taken worse for me.”

Four fingers. The wide push of her fist working past the ring, slow and relentless, until my ass swallowed her to the wrist. Full. Split. The ache went all the way to my stomach. She worked her fist in short strokes while the wand pressed under my cock and balls, and a third climax wrecked me with nothing left to shoot, just full-body seizures and a sob I could not swallow.

Past four. Past the number. My mind blurred. Short crude scraps: too much, can’t, more, please stop, please don’t stop.

She pulled her fist free. My hole gaped, empty and twitching. She wiped her wrist on a tea towel, then strapped on the harness from the bottom drawer. Thick silicone cock, veined, longer than comfort. She lubed it, lined up, and pushed into my open ass in one long thrust.

I cried out. She fucked me on the kitchen table where the term had started, railing my hole while my spent dick slapped against my stomach, soft and oversensitive. Each thrust drove a wet sound out of me. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth onto the wood.

“Thank me,” she said.

“Thank you. Thank you for fucking me. Thank you for…”

“For ending it.”

The words landed like a door closing.

She reached around, gripped my dick, and stroked in time with her thrusts until a fourth ruined peak shuddered through me, dry and ugly, and I went limp under her. She pulled out. The strap glistened. My ass stayed open, used, leaking lube onto the table.

She unbuckled the harness. Set it aside. Brought a warm cloth and cleaned me with the same care she used on the cups. My body obeyed. My mind sat somewhere behind my eyes, hollowed out.

She boxed the chastity device. Nestled the steel in tissue. Closed the lid. Set the box on the counter.

Then she pressed the brass key into my palm and folded my fingers over it.

“The term is complete,” she said. “You owe me nothing. I keep nothing. The arrangement expired on schedule, as designed.”

I sat up. The key’s teeth bit my skin. Freedom. The thing I had cried for. The thing that had sat in reach for fifty-six days while I pretended someone else was guarding the door.

My cock hung soft between my legs, sticky, emptied. The peace I had chased through every locked night was not in the unlock. It never had been.

I looked at the second drawer.

I stood. Opened it. The felt tray still held lock twelve, the last one, unused, tag clean. I took it. The metal was cold and heavier than I remembered.

I fitted the ring behind my balls. Slid my soft dick into the tube. Closed the padlock on myself in front of her without asking.

The click was small. Final in a different way.

I held the key out.

“Take it.”

Sabine looked at my face for a long breath. Then she held out her open palm.

I set the key there.

She closed her fingers.

For the first time since the first night, the key left the system I had built around myself. She walked to the hall. Took her coat from the hook. Slipped the brass into the right pocket. The envelope came down from the shelf. Empty. She dropped it in the bin under the sink. A pale rectangle of dust marked where the paper had sat.

She took a fresh index card from the shoebox. Wrote in her own hand.

Day 1.

No date circled on the calendar. She lifted the magnet, peeled the old square off, and left the square blank where RETURN had been. She filed the new card at the front of the box. No term written under it. No end date.

I dressed. The lock sat against me again, snug, mine by choice this time. I carried nothing to the door. No envelope. No spare. No authorship.

Sabine walked me out. On the landing she put two fingers under my chin and tipped my face up.

“Go home,” she said.

I went.

My flat was quiet. I showered. The water ran over the steel and the bruises her fist had left deep inside. I ate standing at the counter. I lay down in my own bed with the lock on and no key in the building.

Sleep came easy. Deeper than it had in years. No counting. No shelf to check. The exit was gone. She had taken it with her in a coat pocket, out of the flat, out of my reach.

In her kitchen the felt tray still held the next number after twelve, tag blank, waiting for whatever ledger came after a term that had already ended.


THE END
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