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Chapter 1: The Upload Bar Climbs

The pin clicked soft in the quiet drawer. Lace slid cold up my thigh before my jeans swallowed it. I shut the drawer with my hip. My cock stirred against the thin strip between my legs.

Renata had left for a month. Day one of thirty. Rent due at the end and my account had forty-two dollars in it. She said house-sit, water her plants, do not touch her room. I touched her room within six hours.

The closet door was half shut. I stood in front of the full-length mirror bolted to the back wall. Black lace. High cut. Her size, not mine, riding up where boxers never did. I turned. The lace bit my ass cheeks. My dick hardened fast, shame and heat in the same breath. I was thirty. I paid a woman to live in half a duplex. I should have been on my laptop looking for work.

A red light blinked in the corner above the shoe rack.

I froze. The light pulsed again, steady, awake. A small black dome. Lens glass caught the closet bulb. I had walked past that thing a hundred times packing boxes. House-sitting instructions on the fridge. Feed the cat. Do not enter the master.

The laptop on her dresser was open. Screen glow. A progress bar crawled across it. Uploading. Forty-one percent. Forty-two.

My gut turned. I lunged for the laptop. Password screen. I did not know her password. I yanked the power cord. The bar kept climbing on battery. Forty-seven percent.

The phone in my jeans buzzed against the lace. Renata.

I stared at her name. The upload hit fifty-one percent. I answered. Not answering looked worse than anything I had already done.

"Miles." Her voice was flat. No hello. No anger yet. "Step back from the mirror. Hands where I can see them."

I stepped back. My hands shook at my sides. The camera had me head to toe. Jeans unbuttoned. Black lace clear through the open fly. My cock tented the lace.

"I see you," she said. "The file is copying to my cloud. You unplugged the dock. That only made the closet unit push harder over Wi-Fi. Fifty-eight percent now."

"I was cleaning," I said. My voice cracked. "I opened the wrong drawer."

"You picked the lock. I heard the pick set in the lint trap when you did laundry last Tuesday. You practiced on your own closet first."

My scalp prickled. The lace on my thighs was cold where sweat had not warmed it.

"Take the jeans off," she said. "Slow. Leave the panties."

My hands went to my belt. I had no leverage. No deposit back. A forwarding address was all she needed and my office was three people who loved gossip.

I pushed the jeans down. They pooled at my ankles. The mirror showed a man in his landlord's lingerie. Cock straining the lace, wet spot spreading where the head leaked.

"Touch it," Renata said. "Through the panties. Tell me what you feel."

"I feel sick."

"Lie. Rub your cock. I want to watch the lace stain."

I rubbed. The lace dragged over my shaft. Rough, thin. My hips jerked on their own. The red light blinked. The upload bar climbed to sixty-four percent.

"Say it," she said. "Say what you're wearing."

"Your panties," I whispered.

"Louder. My tenant is a thief. Use my name."

"Renata's panties. I'm wearing Renata's panties in her closet."

"Good. Keep rubbing. You don't stop until I tell you."

I rubbed harder. The wet spot grew. My balls tightened. Shame burned my face and my dick throbbed harder for it. Who was I. I had a degree. I had nothing else.

"Stop," she said.

I stopped. My dick pulsed. Denied.

"You were close," she said. "I could see you hump the air like a dog. Here's your situation. You can't pay September rent. You knew that when you signed the house-sit. I knew it when I agreed. This video uploads whether you cum or not. Seventy-one percent."

"What do you want."

"I want a tenant who follows rules. You broke three in one afternoon. You will do exactly as I say. For the next twenty-nine days you wear what I assign. You photograph proof. You do not touch your cock without permission. If you fail, I send the clip to your work email and the property manager you listed as a reference."

"My job," I said.

"Your reputation. Yes. Touch yourself again. Two fingers on the head through the lace. Circles. Slow."

I circled. The lace soaked through. My breath came short. The closet smelled like her detergent in the clothes around me and my own sweat.

"While you do that," she said, "listen. The house-sit is not a favor. It's a payment plan. Wardrobe for rent. You will lose the boxers in your drawer by tomorrow night. Every pair. You will report what size you take from the laundry bin I left marked for you. Small. Medium. You don't get large."

"I can't," I said. My hips rolled into my hand.

"You can. You're hard in my panties on camera. Count backward from ten. When you hit one, you cum in my lace. You do not use your bare hand. You cum through the panties or you cum on video dry-humping and I still keep the file."

"Ten," I said. The count broke in my throat.

"Nine. Show me the wet spot."

"Eight."

My balls ached. The lace stuck to my cock head.

"Seven. Tell me what you are."

"A thief," I gasped.

"Six. What else."

"Pervert. Wearing your panties."

"Five. What are you going to be for twenty-nine days."

"I don't know."

"Four. You're going to be my documented tenant. Panties. Photos. Obedience. Three."

My thighs shook.

"Two. Beg."

"Please let me cum," I said. "Please, Renata, I'm sorry, please."

"One. Now."

I ground into my fingers. The orgasm ripped up my spine. Cum shot through the lace in hot stripes. My knees bucked. I caught the mirror frame. Spunk darkened the black mesh. It dripped down my fingers. I made a sound I did not recognize.

"Hold still," she said. "Let it drip. Eighty-three percent."

I stood shaking. Cum cooled on my hand. The panties hung heavy between my legs.

"Second rule," she said. "You clean that pair by hand in the shared laundry tonight. You hang them on the rack where the whole building can see them dry. You tag them with the safety pin and card I left in the lint trap. Inventory number one. You write the date."

"People will see," I said.

"That's the point. Third rule. After you hang them, you masturbate again in the laundry room. Same panties if they're still damp, or the next pair from the bin. You set the timer on your phone for six minutes. You edge. You do not finish. You send me a photo of the timer and your cock in whatever I assign you."

"That's…"

"Fourth rule. My partner checks the building cameras on Thursdays. Today is Thursday. He's already seen the closet feed, Miles. He's watching the upload. Eighty-nine percent."

A new panic cut through the cum and sweat. Another person. A name I did not have.

"The upload finishes at one hundred," she said. "Then the file is mine. Only I delete it. You are a timestamped asset now. You understand."

"I understand."

"Repeat it."

"I'm a timestamped asset."

"Say the days."

"Twenty-nine days left."

"Good boy. Pull the panties to the side. I want to see your cock softening. I want the mess on the lace and the skin."

I pulled the lace aside. My cock slumped, smeared. Cum strung from head to thigh.

"Photograph that yourself tonight after laundry. Same inventory card. Front and back. Your face optional. Your cock isn't."

The bar on her laptop screen hit ninety-four percent. I could not reach it without stepping out of frame. She knew that.

"One more thing," she said. "You're going to cum again before midnight. In the laundry room. You'll ask out loud for permission even if I'm not on the phone. You'll record the audio and text it to me. If you finish without asking, I add a second video to the folder. If you ask nice, I let you have the orgasm and we call it lesson one."

"Renata…"

"Ninety-eight percent."

The bar slid. Ninety-nine. One hundred. A soft chime from the laptop. Uploaded. Synced. Done.

"It's on my phone now," she said. "Permanent until I decide otherwise. Take the panties off. Fold them. Put them in your pocket. You wear nothing under your jeans until laundry. Every step you take today rubs your bare ass and your sore cock. That's your reminder."

I peeled the lace down. Cool air hit my wet skin. I folded the ruined panties. I stuffed them in my pocket. Cum leaked through the fabric against my leg.

"Jeans up," she said. "Button them. Go stand in the laundry room and wait for my next text. You have four minutes."

She hung up.

I pulled my jeans up. The denim scraped my cock. I walked out of her locked bedroom through the hall I was not supposed to enter. The shared laundry room sat off the kitchen. Fluorescent buzz. One window to the side alley. The drying rack stood in the middle. Empty hooks. A pink index card on a safety pin lay on the folding table. Inventory #01. Blank line for date.

I stood on the cold tile. My pocket was warm with her lace and my cum. My phone screen lit.

Renata's text: Start the washer. Warm. Delicate. You wash your evidence where everyone dries their towels.

Another text followed before I could move: Twenty-nine days, Miles. Your boxers die tonight. Your face might stay private. Your cock won't.

I turned the washer dial. Water rushed in. I took the panties out of my pocket. My hand shook. I dropped them in the drum.

The alley window reflected me. Jeans. No underwear. A man on day one who could not pay rent and could not undo a single red blink in a closet.

My phone buzzed again.

Permission denied until 9 p.m. Edge in six minutes at 8. You'll beg louder than you did in the closet. I want the neighbors to hear you through the vent.

I set the timer. Six minutes. The washer filled. The inventory card waited on the table.

I unbuttoned my jeans.


Chapter 2: Numbered Against the Wall

My phone lit the ceiling at six and the screen had no words, only a photo. My thumb hooked in black mesh at my waistband, her drawer lace stretched over my hips, a white tag in the corner reading item #01. My stomach dropped. I had been asleep in my own bed with that picture already filed.

I typed please delete. The bubble sat blue and empty. Three dots appeared, vanished, appeared again. Then Renata called.

"Day three, Miles. Twenty-seven left on the house-sit. You still owe rent I already know you cannot pay."

"I can explain."

"You opened my drawer. You wore my underwear under your clothes. My camera has timestamps. Do not insult me with explanations."

Silence on her end. My cock stirred against the sheet and I hated that my body woke up hungry before my brain caught up. I was thirty. I paid bills. I did not get hard over my landlady owning me in a jpeg.

"You want this gone," she said.

"Yes."

"Bargain. One pair of your boxers for one pair of mine, photographed on your body, numbered, logged. You shrink your male drawer. I grow inventory. Fair trade."

"That's insane."

"You prefer I post the closet footage?"

My mouth went dry. The upload bar from last night flashed behind my eyes, climbing while her voice stayed calm on speaker.

"How many pairs," I said.

"Two this morning. We start small."

"I don't have clean ones in the dryer anyway."

"Wrong. You had two in there. I took them when I sent the text. Check."

I stumbled to the shared wash space at the end of the hall. The machine still ticked warm. My navy boxer briefs were gone. In their place, clipped to the wire rack with wooden pins, hung two pairs of hers. One salmon satin with a tiny bow. One white mesh with a number two sticker on the waistband.

The satin smelled like her detergent and something sweeter underneath, skin and powder. My tongue clicked against my teeth without meaning to. I could taste the metal of fear, and under it a shameful urge to breathe her in.

Renata's boots struck the linoleum behind me. She had cut her trip short the moment the closet file finished syncing. New inventory needed managing in person, her text had said, like I was a shipment that had cleared customs. The house-sit terms still stood. Only the distance was gone.

"Hands at your sides. Read the tag on the pink pair."

I leaned in. Inventory label #02. Replace pair one of two.

"You negotiate like a man who still picks his own coverage," she said. "That ends today. Put on number two. Leave the mesh on the rack. I want contrast in the frame."

"I need to shower."

"You need to obey. Drop your shorts."

I glanced at the back door. Locked. She held her phone already angled at my chest.

The old me would have walked out. Broke lease. Slept in his car. That version had a bank balance above zero and no cloud folder with his ass in lace. I hooked my thumbs in my waistband and pushed my sleep shorts to my ankles. Cool air hit my bare legs. My cock hung heavy, half stiff from the photo and the smell.

"Step into the satin," she said. "Slow. I want the stretch on video."

The fabric slid up my thighs, slick and cool, then warm once it cupped me. The bow sat over my cock like a joke. She clicked the shutter.

"Turn. Ass to the wall. Flat palms on the paint."

The wall was bare off-white, nail holes from whoever lived here before. My cheek pressed against the rough texture. Her phone chattered in burst mode. Each click burned.

"Spread your legs. Wider. Arch your back. Good little model."

"Stop calling me that."

"Then call yourself what you are out loud. Name the item."

My throat closed. "Item number two."

"Full sentence. What are you wearing."

"I'm wearing your pink satin underwear for inventory."

"Whose inventory."

"Yours."

"Louder."

"Yours, Renata."

She stepped close enough that her breath warmed my ear. "Hold still. This is for your own good."

Her finger traced the bow through the fabric and my cock jumped. She did not touch skin. She did not need to. The satin dragged when she tugged, and the pull scraped my balls.

"First rule of the trade," she said. "You do not take anything off without my say. You do not put on anything I did not assign. Your boxers are my receipts now. Every receipt gets a photo. Nod if you understand."

I nodded against the wall.

"Words."

"I understand."

She pocketed her phone and pulled a small black case from her jacket. Inside, a pink silicone ring and a narrow remote.

"Second rule. Your cock reports to me. Cage trial. Not permanent yet. Today we measure how fast you leak in pretty things."

"No."

"You already said yes when you picked my lock."

She wrapped the ring behind my balls and snapped the cage shut. Plastic hugged my shaft, tight, unyielding. The remote beeped once in her hand.

"Kneel on the tile. Mouth open."

I dropped. My knees cracked on hard floor. She uncapped a flask from her bag. The scent hit first, musk and vanilla, her perfume cut with something chemical.

"Taste test," she said. "Every item gets logged with scent notes. Lick."

She tipped the flask. Clear oil touched my tongue. Sweet, bitter, the taste of her skin thinned in the oil. I gagged and swallowed anyway because her boot nudged my thigh.

"Describe it."

"Sweet. Perfume. Chemical."

"Whose."

"Yours."

"Good. That goes in the caption under your photo. Open wider."

She slid a silicone plug from the case, lubed with the same oil. Pressed it to my lips.

"Suck it clean. Get it wet for your other hole."

I took the plug in my mouth. Rubber filled my jaw. Saliva ran down my chin. She counted seconds under her breath. Ten. Twenty. Thirty. My cock strained against the cage and clear drip welled through the slots.

"Turn around. Hands on the dryer. Ass out."

I bent over the warm metal drum. The machine smelled like lint and fabric softener. She worked the plug against my asshole, slow twists, no mercy when my body clenched.

"Breathe. You traded this when you asked to delete a photo."

The plug seated with a wet pop. My hole burned full. She turned the vibrator on low and the buzz traveled up my spine.

"Stay bent. Item two documentation continues."

She photographed me from behind, cage visible between my thighs, plug base shining. Then she pulled the mesh pair off the rack.

"Swap. Satin comes off. Mesh goes on. No wiping. I want the stain in the frame."

The satin dropped to my ankles. Cool mesh climbed my legs, rougher, biting my skin. The wet spot from my leak spread on white nylon. She made me face the wall again, palms high, legs split.

"Count how many boxers you had when you moved in."

"Twelve."

"How many now."

"Ten. You took two."

"How many after today."

"Eight. If you stop."

"I do not stop until accounts clear. Say the trade again."

"One boxer for one pair of yours. Photographed. Numbered."

"Who owns what you wear."

"You do."

She rewarded that with a buzz from the remote, high. My knees buckled. The plug shook inside me and my cock spat more fluid through the cage, useless, obscene.

"Please," I said.

"Please what."

"Please let me cum."

"You cum when inventory says. Today you edge. You learn what bargaining costs."

She set the remote to pulse and left it on my lower back while she typed captions on her phone. Each pulse dragged a moan out of me I could not swallow. Spit from the plug still coated my chin. The mesh rode up my crack and rubbed the base of the plug with every twitch.

"Beg in complete sentences. Tell me what you are."

"I'm your model. I'm wearing item two mesh. I'm plugged. I'm caged. I need to cum and I can't."

"Because."

"Because you own what I wear. Because I traded my boxers for photos."

"Because you stole lace and got hard doing it."

My face burned against the wall. She was right and my cock leaked harder for it.

She killed the remote. The sudden stop left me shaking.

"Kitchen. Now. You drink water. You sign the trade sheet. Then we shoot item three and four."

"I thought it was two."

"You wore item one last night without permission. That posts as bonus content unless you balance the ledger this morning. Two more pairs or I publish the closet video at noon."

The kitchen clock said six forty-one. Twenty-seven days. Noon was hours away.

I signed her tablet with a stylus that smelled like rubber. The contract was plain English. Wardrobe substitution in lieu of partial rent. Body used for catalog documentation. No self-selected underwear for duration of agreement. My hand shook on the last letter.

"Read line seven aloud," she said.

"I relinquish choice of lower garments to the landlord for the term."

"Again."

I read it again. My voice cracked on relinquish.

She poured water. I drank. It tasted like copper and the oil still ghosted sweet on my tongue.

"Upstairs hall. Blank wall by the thermostat. Items three and four are waiting on the hook."

She had hung more pairs on a peg rail I had missed before. A black thong with #03. Red boyshorts with #04. My last two boxers from the drawer in my shrinking closet were gone when I checked. She had stripped them while I drank.

"You said two."

"You said please delete. Please costs."

The thong was a string and a scrap. She made me step into it legs first while she filmed. The back string disappeared between my cheeks and worked the plug as I moved.

"Pose. Profile. Chin up. Show the cage outline."

The red boyshorts were tighter, cotton, juvenile cut on a grown man. Number four sticker cracked when she smoothed it.

"Hands behind head. Legs apart. Tell the camera your sizes."

"I'm thirty. Waist thirty-two. I used to wear medium boxers. Now I wear whatever you assign."

"Thank you for the update."

She had me repeat sizes three times. Different angles. Close on the cage drip. Close on the plug base stretching my hole around it.

"On your knees for the taste test on four. Fabric only. Lick the crotch panel where my other tenants broke it in."

"I can't."

"You can or I upload. Tongue flat. Long stroke."

The cotton tasted of salt and detergent and faint ammonia from storage. My stomach rolled and my cock jerked in the cage anyway. She recorded my face while I licked.

"Say thank you for the flavor profile."

"Thank you for the flavor profile."

"Good boy. For now."

She unlocked a drawer in the hall table and pulled out a wand vibrator, pink head, thick cord. Pressed it to the plastic without preamble.

"First edge. Count to twenty. Do not cum. If you cum I add a fifth item today."

The wand hammered my trapped cock through plastic. Numbers tore out of me broken. Twelve. Thirteen. My balls drew up. Fourteen. She pulled the wand away at nineteen and I sobbed.

"One."

"One what."

"One edge. Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me finish."

"Finish later. Stand. Mesh from item two goes in the hamper. You only own what's on your body and it is both pairs layered. Thong under boyshorts. Walk the hall. I want the crinkle of mesh on video."

Layered, I waddled, plug shifting, cage leaking. She followed with the phone. At the laundry door she stopped me.

"Look at the rack. Empty pins where your boxers hung. Look at your inventory drying."

The mesh from earlier still hung, now tagged with my leak stain circled in editor markup on her screen.

"Tonight you sleep in assigned pairs. Tomorrow I collect two more boxers. You model four and six. The numbers skip because one and two already sold."

"Sold?"

"Subscribers preview item one this afternoon unless you earn silence. Earn means more shots before lunch."

My legs went weak. Subscribers. Strangers. Item one was my thumb in her lace.

She tapped the wand once against my cage, a tease. "Bathroom. Wash your face. Leave the plug. You have twenty minutes to eat toast. Then we shoot the spread sequence in the closet mirror. Full body. Face optional if you keep cooperating."

"I want my boxers back."

"You want a fantasy. Boxers are archived. You get numbers now."

She walked to her locked bedroom door at the far end of the duplex. Mine had shrunk to a closet with a cot. The laundry space between us held my new wardrobe drying in public where any delivery driver could see through the window.

I ate toast I could not taste. Every swallow bumped the plug. The wand sat on the counter like a promise. My phone buzzed. Renata again. No text. A link preview: subscriber portal, blurred thumb, price tag visible.

I set the phone face down and my layered pairs soaked through where I leaked. I did not choose them. They were on me anyway. The ledger had widened with every please and every nod.

When she knocked at the closet door twenty minutes later, I was already on my knees on the thin rug, boyshorts pulled down to expose the cage, thong snapped aside for the plug, mirror catching the whole pose before she even said shoot.

"Hold still," she said from the doorway, camera up. "This is for your own good."

I stayed frozen while the shutter sound stacked. Outside, a car slowed on the street. Delivery, maybe. The laundry window faced the sidewalk. My mesh still hung there, numbered, drying, proof that I had bargained away the last say in what touched my skin.

Renata stepped in and locked the closet door behind her.

"Spread wider. We have nine more items to clear before noon, and your ass is still the cheapest currency you have left."


Chapter 3: Pastels on the Line

The fluorescent ballast hummed over my head while detergent steam crawled up from the sink and turned the basement air thick. A clothesline ran wall to wall with no curtain, no lock on the door, and my whole new wardrobe hung on it in a row of pastels that should never have left her bedroom. Gingham bows. Ruffled hems. Thin straps that left nothing to guess at. I had a pair of baby-pink ruffles pinched between my fingers, still dripping from the rinse, and the weight of the wet cotton dragged my wrist down like it owned me.

Footsteps hit the basement stairs. Fast. A basket thumped the last step.

Renata had ordered hand-wash only. Hang here. Let them dry where anyone walking through could read the line like a label. Twenty-two days left on the house-sit and I still could not cover rent in cash, so the vanishing-boxer trade was the only currency she would take, and every week she added another condition until day thirty settled the account. Day eight. My arms ached from wringing.

"Pretty row," a woman's voice said behind me.

I jerked. The wet ruffles slapped my thigh.

Vera from upstairs stood with her laundry basket on her hip, eyes on the line, then on my hands, then back to the line. She smiled the way you smile when a rumor turns out true.

"Renata mentioned you were doing a wardrobe refresh," Vera said. "I didn't picture it hung out for the building."

My neck went hot. My cock stirred in the mesh shorts Renata had left me after the last shoot, the only thing downstairs that still read as mine on the outside.

"I was just," I started.

"You were just holding my tenant's inventory," Renata said from the stairwell. She came down in bare feet, calm, a clipboard under her arm. "Vera. Perfect timing."

Vera's smile stayed. "He looks embarrassed."

"He will get over it," Renata said. "Miles. Finish the line. Vera lives here. She gets to see what dries in her building."

Pride cracked in my chest like a dry stick. I had snooped once. I had traded boxers for numbered photos. I had told myself the shame stayed in her locked room and my shrinking storage space. The line in front of me killed that lie. Anyone on the stairs could see it. Vera already had.

I clipped the ruffles to the line. Water ticked off the hem onto the concrete. The next piece was lemon gingham, light as a handkerchief when dry, heavy as a confession when wet. I hung it beside a lavender pair with a satin tag Renata had sewn in herself. Inventory #06, she had said this morning. Model after wash. No exceptions.

Vera set her basket on the folding table. "What's the tag numbers for?"

"Rent ledger," Renata said. "He pays in pairs now. Each one catalogued."

Vera laughed once, short. "Of course he does."

I kept my eyes on the clothespins. My face burned. My dick hardened anyway, traitor, pressing the mesh flat so the shape showed if anyone looked down. Vera looked.

"Day eight," Renata told Vera, like I was not in the room. "Twenty-two days to settle. He loses another boxer every time he argues about protocol. He gains a replacement when he earns it on camera. Today he earns after the line is straight and he thanks Vera for witnessing."

Witnessing. The word dropped into my gut and stayed.

"I don't need to witness anything," I said.

Renata set the clipboard on the dryer. "You do not get to decide that anymore."

The sentence landed flat and final. No shout. No smile. Vera went quiet, listening, and that quiet hurt worse than a jeer.

"Hands behind your head," Renata said. "Let Vera read the tags. Out loud."

I lifted my arms. The mesh rode up. Cool air hit my stomach. Vera stepped close to the line and read.

"Number four. Rose mesh. Number five. White bow back. Number six. Lavender satin."

Each number was a photo I had already given her. Each pair was a boxer I would never see again. Vera's voice made them public property.

"Turn around," Renata said.

I turned. Vera's basket smelled like clean cotton and fabric softener. Normal life. I stood in abnormal underwear while a neighbor graded my hanging slut clothes.

"He's hard," Vera said, not hiding her amusement.

"Mesh does that to him," Renata said. "Or shame. Hard to tell. Miles, tell Vera what you are doing down here."

My mouth went dry. "Hanging my… replacements."

"Replacements for what?"

"Boxers." The word tasted like surrender.

"Why?"

"Rent." I swallowed. "I can't pay."

Vera clicked her tongue. "Renata always collects interesting tenants."

Renata opened a drawer under the folding table. Rubber tubing. A black plug with a flared base. A small silver vibrator with a cord. My stomach dropped.

"Protocol tightens on day eight," Renata said. "Resistance becomes need, or he lies. Vera, you're audience today. Not participation unless I ask."

Vera leaned on the table. "Ask away."

"No," I said. Too fast. Too loud.

Renata lubed the plug in front of us both, slow, deliberate, the slick sound obscene in the humming room. "Bend over the table. Ass up. You hold the line straight with your body if you won't hold it with your hands."

I bent. Cold laminate on my palms. The mesh shorts were no barrier; Renata yanked them to my knees in one pull. My asshole clenched on nothing, already knowing.

"Spread."

I spread. Vera had a clear view from the side. I could not hide my face or my hole or my stiff cock dangling below my belly.

"Say it," Renata said. "Tell Vera what you're getting."

"A plug." My voice cracked.

"Because?"

"Because I… because I need to learn."

The first breach burned. The plug head stretched me open, inch by inch, Renata twisting until the base kissed my skin. I grunted. Shame and relief hit together, my body sagging onto the table while my mind screamed to run.

"Good boy," Renata said, and I hated how my cock jumped at that.

She clicked the vibrator on. Low buzz. She pressed it to my taint, right under my balls, so the plug and the vibe shook together inside me.

"Count to ten without cumming," she said. "If you cum, Vera clips the next pair herself. You explain the tag to her while you leak."

I bit my lip. The vibration crawled up through the plug into my gut. My hole clenched around the rubber. Vera watched my cock twitch and drip a clear bead onto the floor.

"One," I gasped.

"Louder."

"One."

By five my thighs shook. By eight precum strung from my tip to the laminate in a shiny thread. Vera leaned in to see.

"He's dripping," she said.

"Nine," I choked.

"Ten."

Renata pulled the vibrator away. I sobbed once, empty, denied, my asshole fluttering around the plug.

"Not yet," she said. "You don't get to decide that anymore, remember?"

She stripped the mesh shorts all the way off. I stepped out of them naked from the waist down except for the plug. She pointed at the line.

"Finish. Three more pairs in the basket. Vera holds the clothespins. You describe each one before you hang it."

I could not stand straight without the plug shifting and stabbing pleasure through me. I picked up a mint green pair with tiny pearls along the leg. My hands shook.

"Vera, this is seven," I said. "Pearl trim. I model tonight."

Vera took clothespins from her mouth, two at a time, and handed them to me. Her fingers brushed mine. Casual. Like we were normal neighbors.

I hung the pearls. The weight pulled the line down. Renata's camera came out, the same one she used for inventory shoots.

"Smile for Vera's neighbor gallery in her head," Renata said. "She's going to describe you at book club."

Vera laughed. "Oh, I am."

The threat of a third hung unspoken. I had not cum yet. My balls ached blue. Renata knew.

She unbuckled a harness from the drawer. Black straps. A thick silicone dick jutting from the front, curved upward, veined, mean.

My hole spasmed.

"Kneel on the table," she said.

I climbed up on my knees. The plug shifted deeper and I moaned before I could stop.

"Vera, door stays open," Renata said. "Stairs are traffic."

Anyone could walk down. Anyone could see me kneeling in her harness path with my neighbor watching. The public wall was gone. Burned.

Renata stood behind me. She worked the plug out slow. The stretch on exit whited out my vision for a second. My asshole gaped, wet with lube, air cold on the open rim.

"Ask for it," she said.

I shook my head once. Defiance. Small. Useless.

She slapped my ass. Sharp. "Ask."

"Please fuck my ass," I whispered.

"For who?"

"For… for you."

"For Vera too. She's in the building now. Your pretty laundry says so."

The words tore out of me, broken. "Please fuck my ass while Vera watches."

"Good little toy."

She pressed the head of the strap-on to my hole and drove in one long stroke. No mercy. My forehead hit the table. The slap of her hips on my ass echoed off the concrete walls. Slick sounds. Wet. Obscene. Each thrust punched air out of me and shoved my cock against the laminate so the friction burned.

Vera counted under her breath. "Three strokes. Four."

Renata gripped my hips and pounded harder. "You take it. You thank the building."

"Thank you," I babbled. "Thank you, thank you."

"Thank who?"

"Thank you, Renata. Thank you, Vera."

Vera's voice was soft. Deadly. "You're welcome, Miles."

The shame fused to the thrusts and my cock swelled. Renata reached under me and wrapped her fist around my shaft, rough, pumping in time with the strap-on so every stroke fucked two places at once.

"Don't cum until I say," she ordered.

I tried. God, I tried. My balls drew up tight. She squeezed the base hard, choking it off, edging me while she split my ass open on rubber cock.

"Please," I begged. "Please let me cum."

"Say what you are."

"A sissy." The word left my mouth before pride could catch it. First real surrender. It hung in the steam with the detergent smell and the pastel line.

"Again."

"A sissy tenant. A sissy slut on display."

Renata shoved the vibrator against my nipple through the thin tee she had me wear, then dragged it down to my cock head. Buzz on buzz. Plug memory in my hole. Strap-on deep. I broke.

"Cum," she said.

I came so hard my ass clamped on the silicone and milked it. Cum shot across the table in thick ropes, splattering the mint pearls I had just hung, dripping off the edge onto the floor. Spasm after spasm ripped through me while Vera made a small approving sound.

"That's one," Renata said. "You dirty the inventory, you wash it again. Lick it clean."

I lowered my face. Tongue on cold laminate mixed with my own salt. Vera stepped closer to see my tongue work.

"Two more before you step off this table," Renata said.

I whimpered. Oversensitive. My cock still twitched. She did not pull out. She kept fucking me through the aftershocks, slower now, grinding deep so the head of the strap-on battered my prostate.

"Second one's from Vera's eyes on you," Renata told me. "Look at her."

I turned my head. Vera's gaze was steady, amused, owning a piece of this now forever.

"Tell her she owns your anonymity in the building."

"You own it," I gasped. "You own it, Vera."

She nodded. "I do."

Renata bit my shoulder through the tee and pounded fast again. The vibrator on my cock head returned. Two sources. Too much. I screamed into the table surface. Cum jetted weaker this time, messy, smearing under my belly, my hole clenching in helpless rhythm.

"Two," Vera said, like she had been asked to count.

Renata yanked out. My asshole stayed open, aching, dripping lube down my thighs. She flipped me on my back, legs over the edge, strap-on glistening.

"Third. Mouth. You choke on it and thank the line."

She fed the silicone between my lips. Rubber and my own ass taste. I gagged. Drool ran down my chin. She thrust shallow, controlling depth, while the vibrator pressed to my taint again.

"Suck," she said. "Show Vera how a broke tenant pays rent."

I sucked. Sloppy. Wet noises loud in the basement. My cock hardened again on empty, abused nerves. When she pulled back I gasped for air.

"Cum on your own stomach. Hands behind your head. No touching."

The vibrator on high against my hole where the strap had been. Open. Used. I arched and came a third time, thin spurts on my tee, shaking, tears and spit on my face.

Renata turned the vibrator off. Silence except the fluorescent hum and my ragged breath.

She handed me a damp rag. "Clean the table. Re-wash number seven. Hang it again."

I moved on jelly legs. Vera picked up her basket.

"Book club is Thursday," Vera said to Renata. "I'll bring wine."

Renata nodded. "Describe the pearl trim accurately."

Vera looked at me one last time, at the line, at my still-twitching cock. "I will."

She took the stairs up. Her footsteps faded. The door at the top clicked, not locked, never locked for this room.

Renata hung the harness back in the drawer. "Twenty-two days. Every boxer gone becomes a pair on that line or on your skin. Vera's seen you. The building owns a piece of you now. You can hide in your closet until tonight's shoot, or you can admit you need the protocol."

I hung the re-washed pearls. My hands steadier than they should be. The weight of the wet fabric pulled the line down again. I clipped the last peg on a sky-blue ruffle pair and stood there naked below the waist, ass sore, cock spent and still listening for stairs.

"I need it," I said. Quiet. True. The first time I did not choke on the shape of the words.

Renata wrote on her clipboard. "Good. Inventory seven at eight. Camera. Wall. Then you sleep in number six tonight so Vera smells lavender on the stairwell tomorrow."

She left me the mesh shorts on the table. I did not put them on yet. I looked at the pastel row drying in public air and understood the old me had no door to shut this behind.

Footsteps sounded on the stairs again. Slow. Not Vera's rhythm.

Renata called down from the landing. "Miles. Door open. Hands on the line. Smile."

I gripped the damp gingham and waited for whoever was coming to see me holding it, day eight still counting, twenty-two days of whatever she would add next, and no way to put any of it back in the dark.


Chapter 4: The Donation Bag

Ifolded the gray pair flat and creased the waistband with my thumb. The lamp on her nightstand threw a low yellow pool across the mattress. My drawer sat open beside me, three squares of worn cotton left where a stack used to live. Renata perched on the edge of the bed in a thin black robe, bare calf crossed over knee, watching my hands like I was doing something that mattered.

"Donation bag's on the floor," she said. "Fold them neat. Someone else will wear them."

My throat tightened. These were the last things in my apartment that still said man on the tag. Everything else hung downstairs on the shared line, pastel and ruffled, drying where Vera and anyone with a key could walk past.

I pressed the heather pair into a rectangle. The elastic had gone soft from years of wash. I used to buy them in packs at the drugstore without thinking. Now each fold was a small funeral.

Renata reached down and touched the back of my wrist. Her fingers were warm.

"You're shaking," she said.

"I'm cold."

"You aren't." She poured red wine from a bottle she'd brought in without asking. The glass stem clicked against my knuckles when she put it in my hand. "Drink. We're making room."

Room for what already owned the closet. Room for the numbered shoots I still thought were private. Room for twenty-one more days of her adding terms until the month ended and rent became something I signed instead of paid.

I drank. The wine spread heat down my chest and pooled low in my belly, too close to where the pink cage sat under the satin shorts she'd assigned after laundry duty.

"Two more after this one," she said. "Then the drawer stays empty. You pick which pair goes in last. Your hand, Miles. Not mine."

That should have been mercy. It was a hook. If I chose, I couldn't call it stolen later.

I set the gray pair in the paper donation bag. The bag rustled. Renata's phone lay face-down on the duvet, camera side toward the mattress. I tried not to look at it.

"Rent's still due on day thirty," she said, casual as weather. "You told me you can't cover it. So we barter. Wardrobe for ledger. Photos for quiet you never really had."

"I'll find the money."

"You've had nine days to find it." She took the wine glass from me, sipped where my mouth had been, handed it back. "Fold."

The navy pair had a loose thread at the fly. I tucked it under with my nail. Once I jerked off in these after a double shift and fell asleep in them. The memory made my caged dick twitch against plastic, traitor pulse I couldn't hide from her.

She saw it anyway. She always did.

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

I opened my mouth to argue. Nothing came out that wasn't a lie.

"Last one," she said. "Choose."

Black cotton. My favorite. The waistband had my old gym's logo half cracked off. I held them in both palms. Cotton still held the ghost of my soap.

Renata slid off the bed and knelt in front of the bag, holding the opening with both hands like a church collection plate.

"Tell me what you're doing."

"I'm giving them up."

"Say the rest."

"I'm making room for what you want me to wear."

"And?"

My voice cracked. "I'm done pretending I have somewhere to run back to."

She smiled, small and tired, almost kind. "Good boy."

I dropped the black pair in. The bag swallowed them. She twisted the top closed and set it by the door like trash.

My drawer was empty. I stared at the bare wood.

"Come here," she said.

I stood. My legs were loose from wine and from the dread I'd carried since Vera smiled at me over the ruffled panties on the line. Renata pulled me between her knees. Her robe fell open. No underwear. Heat rolled off her skin.

She kissed my mouth, slow, tongue lazy against mine. I tasted wine and her lipstick. My hands hovered, unsure where men put them, until she took them and set them on her hips.

"You're mourning," she said against my lips. "Let me hold you while you do."

Grief hit then, blunt and childish. No boxers. No fallback. Twenty-one days left and a ledger I couldn't read. I made a broken sound into her mouth and she swallowed it.

She walked me backward until the backs of my knees hit the bed. I sat hard. She straddled my lap, robe pooling around us, her weight pinning me to the mattress.

"We're not rushing tonight," she said. "You handed me your last pair. You don't get punished for that. You get maintained."

Maintained. Like an engine. Like inventory.

She reached between us and palmed my cage through satin. The plastic bit my swelling. I hissed.

"Already wet for me," she said. "Filthy little thing. You cried over cotton and your clitty's trying to bust out."

"Don't call it that."

"It's what it is now." She stood, shrugged the robe off, let it drop. "Strip. Leave the cage. Leave the shorts."

I peeled the satin down. Cool air hit my thighs. The cage gleamed, pink and obscene, locked since she'd measured me on day four.

She opened her nightstand drawer. Not toys I hadn't seen. A thick silicone plug, black and glossy, already lubed. A harness. A cock attached that wasn't hers, curved upward, matte black, heavy looking. A wand, white head, cord trailing to the outlet by the lamp.

"On your back," she said. "Ass to the edge. Feet flat."

I obeyed. The sheets were cool under my shoulder blades until her body covered part of me and warmed the skin.

She didn't cuff me. She didn't need to. Empty drawer. Donation bag by the door. Vera upstairs knowing my laundry. Photos I still believed were leverage instead of product.

She eased the plug in slow. One push, burn, stretch. My hole clenched, then gave. The base seated with an obscene little pop. She twisted it and the burn forked up my spine.

"Breathe," she said. "We're going to stay on this plug a long time while I fuck your mouth. You don't come until I say. You thank me when you do."

She buckled the harness around her hips. The black cock jutted from her pelvis, thick as my wrist at the base. She smeared lube along the shaft with two fingers, then brought them to my lips.

"Suck."

I took her fingers, tasting silicone and salt. She pulled them out and replaced them with the cock, pressing the head to my lips.

"Open wider, whore. Take your landlord's dick."

I opened. She slid in inch by inch. Gag reflex grabbed. I choked, eyes watering. She held my jaw and fed me more until my nose brushed the harness strap.

"That's it. Good hole. Use your tongue."

Saliva ran down my cheeks. The plug sat heavy in my ass, shifting when I squirmed. She rocked shallow at first, letting me adjust, then deeper, until each thrust knocked the air from my lungs with a wet gluck sound.

"Say what you are."

I tried. The cock muffled me.

She pulled out. Spit bridged my lip to the tip.

"Say it."

"I'm your sissy."

"Louder."

"I'm your sissy tenant. I gave you my last boxers. I hang my panties where neighbors see."

"And you want it."

Shame burned my face. My dick strained in the cage, leaking clear drip that slid down the plastic and puddled on my stomach.

"Yes."

She fed the cock back in. I sucked, hollow-cheeked, while she worked the plug in slow circles. The wand buzzed to life somewhere below my vision. Then pressure on my cage, vibration through plastic into the root of my dick.

I screamed around silicone. The sound came out garbled.

"Don't you dare come." Her voice stayed flat, almost tender. "Hold it. Mourning boys don't get release until they ask pretty."

She fucked my face steady, not brutal, relentless as a metronome. Throat raw. Jaw aching. The wand hummed on my cage and the plug filled my ass completely, and every nerve below my waist lit up wrong.

Time smeared. Wine in my blood. Her thighs flexing against my ears. The lamp hot on my forehead.

She pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet cock. "Turn over. Ass up. Face in the sheets."

I rolled, cage digging into the mattress. She tugged the plug out with a slick drag that made me moan. Empty for three breaths. Then the head of the strap cock pressed my hole, thicker than the plug, unyielding.

"Beg for it in your ass."

"Please. Please fuck my ass, Renata."

"Tell me why you deserve it."

"Because I put my last boxers in the bag myself. Because there's nothing left of the old me in that drawer."

"Because you're a needy slut who gets hard from folding panties on a public line."

"Yes. That. Please."

She pushed. Burn. Stretch. My hole fought, then opened. She sank halfway and stopped, letting me shake.

"Breathe through it. You take all of it tonight. Slow."

She worked deeper on a long exhale. I bit the sheet. Tears soaked the cotton. Full. Stuffed. Her hips flush to my ass, harness straps biting my cheeks.

She fucked me slow. No jackhammer. Long strokes that dragged her cock along my walls and pulled wet, filthy sounds from my hole. Each withdrawal left me clenching on nothing; each push speared me open again.

"Count in your head if you need discipline," she said. "Don't say it out loud. Tonight isn't for counting. Tonight is for feeling how empty you are without those boxers and how full you are with me."

I muffled sobs into the sheet. The wand returned, pressed between my thighs against the cage from behind. Vibration and stretch and the slap of her hips on my ass merged into one long bright ache.

"You're going to come locked," she said. "You're going to spill in your cage while I pound this ass. You're going to thank me for maintaining you. Say yes."

"Yes."

"Yes what."

"Yes, I'll thank you. Please let me come. Please use my ass."

"Use your words like a dirty little bitch. Tell me what your ass is."

"My ass is your hole. Your toy hole. Fuck your toy."

She gripped my hips and gave me harder strokes. The room filled with slap and squelch and my broken moans. My prostate lit up white behind my eyes. The cage drip grew to a steady leak.

"Come," she said.

I shattered. Orgasm ripped through me locked, cock jumping inside plastic, cum pumping in thin spurts that had nowhere to go and leaked out the vent holes down my balls and thighs. My ass clamped on her cock in spasms that made her groan.

"Good," she breathed. "Stay there. Stay open."

She fucked me through it anyway, milking aftershocks, dragging the orgasm longer until I whined, oversensitive, hole fluttering. Another pulse rolled through my cage, smaller, meaner. I sobbed thank you into the sheet without her asking again.

She stilled, buried deep. Warm sweat dripped from her chest to my back.

After a long minute she pulled out. Cold air gaped my ass. I couldn't close right away. I lay shivering and wrecked.

She left and came back with a warm cloth. Wiped my thighs, my cage, the mess on the sheet. Tenderness again, worse than the fucking.

"Sit up," she said.

I sat, legs useless. She handed me wine, now room temperature. I drank.

The donation bag still waited by the door.

"Tomorrow," she said, "Vera's bringing her friend from the building committee. They want to see the laundry setup. You'll serve tea while your new things dry. You'll wear the baby-blue set with the bows."

My stomach dropped. "Exposure."

"Arranged. Documented." She tapped her phone. "Rent negotiation continues. You barter skin and compliance. Twenty-one days."

She kissed my forehead, maternal and wrong.

"You chose tonight," she whispered. "Remember that when you're on your knees tomorrow."

I looked at the empty drawer. I looked at the bag. My hand had put the last pair in. Complicity sat in my chest heavier than grief now, and my spent body hummed with the want she'd named.

Down the hall, the dryer clicked off. Lace and gingham would be warm soon. Ready to wear. Ready to show.

Renata opened the drawer in the nightstand where she'd kept the plug and took out a fresh pair of tags on satin.

"Inventory number fourteen," she said. "You'll model these after tea. Face toward the camera this time."

She said it like a favor.

I nodded before my pride could stop my neck.

The lamp burned. Twenty-one days. No boxers left to hide in. Only her warmth on my skin cooling inch by inch, and the hook of tomorrow already in the door.


Chapter 5: He Was Never Caught

My fingers slipped on the trackpad again. The password field blinked. Three wrong tries from last night and her laptop still sat open on the kitchen counter while she was out with groceries or whatever lie I told myself. Day fourteen. Sixteen days left on the house-sit and I still owed rent I could not pay. Delete the original clip, burn the folder, walk away clean. That was the plan. My head tilted the same way it had when I opened her lingerie drawer two weeks ago, shoulder hunched like that could hide me from the room.

The red dot on the shelf above the fridge was still on. I had stopped checking it after the first week. Stupid. It had never stopped recording.

I typed her birth month backward, then the building number. The screen unlocked. Desktop icons. A folder labeled INVENTORY in plain caps. My mouth went dry before I clicked.

Thumbnails flooded the window. Not one video. Hundreds. Item #01 through #47 and counting. Each filename had a price tag and a view count. Item #12, the pink satin I had held up shaking in the mirror: 2,341 views. Sold. Item #23, the black mesh she made me turn in slow circles for: subscriber tier gold. Item #01, the first pair I touched the night I thought I got caught, the ones that started everything: pinned, featured, archived forever.

I scrolled, thumb leaving sweat on the pad. Comments loaded on the side panel. Usernames I did not know. Worth every penny. More ass next shoot. When does the sissy take the cage off? My gut rolled and my locked dick strained against metal anyway, traitor blood hot in my face.

This was not blackmail storage. This was a storefront.

A second tab open underneath: payouts. Monthly totals. Subscriber churn. A line item for new inventory intake with today's date blank and waiting. I was not a secret she guarded. I was stock that moved.

The drawer had been unlocked. I remembered that now, the way you remember a smell after you have already swallowed it. The camera running before I touched fabric. Her voice later, calm, offering silence if I modeled each new addition. Silence was the product. The shoots were free labor. Every numbered pair I put on thinking I bought privacy was content for strangers who already owned my hips, my bent knees, my face in frame on the early ones before she taught me to look down.

I could not threaten her with exposure. Exposure was the business model.

My hand moved without permission toward delete all. A popup: cloud sync protected by admin Vera.

Vera. The upstairs neighbor with the laundry basket and the book-club wine. Her name on the lock. Not a tenant. A partner.

I heard the front door.

Not a key rattle. A heel on the step I knew from fourteen days of flinching. Then another set, softer. Two people.

I slammed the laptop half shut. Grease from last night's pizza stuck under my nails. Too late. Footsteps in the kitchen. The red dot blinked, one slow wink.

"Hands off the keyboard, Miles."

Her voice was flat, not angry. Worse. Amused the way a clerk is amused when you finally read the price tag.

I lifted my palms. Vera stood behind her in a grey shirt, arms folded, watching me like a scale weighing fruit. She had a tablet. Live feed. My flushed face in the camera above the fridge filled the screen.

"You went for the laptop this time." Renata set grocery bags down. "Smarter than cotton. Dumber than you think."

"I found your site." My voice cracked. Defiance, not surrender. I needed her to know I knew. "Item forty-seven. Payouts. Vera's admin lock. You never caught me. You left the drawer open."

She smiled. Small. Precise.

"Say it again so the room hears you."

"You baited me." Spit pooled under my tongue, sour. "The video was never leverage. My pictures are already sold. I can't expose you. You already sold me."

Vera tapped the tablet. A ping sounded, bright and nasty in the quiet kitchen. Subscriber notification chime. Someone just bought access.

"That's the sound money makes when you snoop instead of shoot," Vera said. The same voice that had counted my strokes in the basement. Low, dry. "You added a bonus clip just now. Hands on my property. Face guilty. Tag: rebellion."

Renata pulled a chair out with one finger. "Sit."

I stayed standing. My legs buzzed. Part of me wanted to run. Part of me wanted to know what tag rebellion cost.

She did not repeat herself. She opened the laptop fully, turned it so I could see. A new listing uploading: kitchen angle, my back, her voice in the audio capture saying hands off the keyboard. Price set to limited auction.

"You can't," I said. Meaningless. My throat tasted metal.

"I can." She closed the distance and hooked two fingers in my collar, the thin chain she had locked on day nine. "You can stand there and lose bids, or you can earn day fifteen's pair on your knees where buyers like you. Choose fast. Auctions run hot."

Vera counted down from ten on the tablet. Each number a tick in my teeth.

I sank to the tile. Cold through thin panties, the day's assignment, white nylon with a bow she had picked that morning. The crinkle was only in my head; I was in her laundry-line dry whites that still smelled like her detergent and my shame.

Renata unzipped a bag. Not groceries. A silicone gag shaped like a cock, thick, glossy, veined. She held it under my nose.

"Taste first. That's today's lesson."

I turned my head. She caught my jaw. Fingers hard at the hinge. Vera hit play on a clip from the site, audio through the tablet speaker: me moaning from item #31, begging to cum in panties while a wand buzzed. My own voice filled the kitchen, high and broken. The sound slapped me worse than her hand.

"Open."

The gag pushed past my lips. Rubber and silicone filled my mouth, salt-sweet factory coating on my tongue. I gagged. Drool slipped down my chin. She buckled it behind my head and the strap bit my hair.

"Good little hole." She stripped the laptop cord from the wall and looped it loose around my wrists behind the chair back. Not tight enough to cut. Tight enough to mark.

Vera dragged a stool up and sat like an audience at a show. "Read him the top comment on item twelve."

Renata leaned close to the screen. Her breath warmed my ear while my own recorded moans looped in the background.

"I want this bitch on a leash in my kitchen."

She let the words hang. My cock leaked in the cage, one clear drop that spread on nylon.

"You hear that, Miles? That's a man in Omaha talking about your ass in satin. He paid twelve dollars. You performed for free because you thought silence was the prize."

I tried to answer. Only muffled grunt and spit around the gag.

She yanked my panties down to my thighs. Cool air on my balls, then her hand slapping them once, sharp. Pain flared white and my hips jerked.

"Quiet. Buyers want pretty audio, not yelps."

From the bag she took a wand, pink head, corded. No subtlety. She pressed it to the cage through metal bars. Buzz hit like a drill on bone. My whole pelvis jumped. I bit the gag and tasted more rubber.

Vera spoke numbers. "Edge one. Hold."

Renata dialed the wand down when my thighs shook. Up when I stopped shaking. Three cycles. Spit stringing to the tile. Sound of the motor whining, my choked breath, the tablet still playing old me begging please please please.

"Take the gag off for speech," Renata told Vera.

Vera did. My jaw ached. "Count your edges out loud," Renata said. "Buyers love data."

"One." My voice ugly. "Two. Three."

"Lie." Vera checked the tablet. "You edged five. Try again or we upload the miscount as blooper content."

"Five," I whispered. Shame burned my tongue worse than gag rubber.

"Thank Vera for correcting you."

"Thank you, Vera."

Renata shoved two fingers in my mouth wet with my drool. "Suck. Get them slick."

I did. Taste of my spit, bitter. She pulled them out and pushed those fingers into my asshole in one go. Burn stretch. I howled.

"Take it, slut. That's the sound Omaha wants."

She worked me open, two then three fingers, knuckles pressing while the wand stayed on low buzz against the cage. Vera narrated stretch metrics like a sportscaster. I hated her voice. I hated that my hole clenched greedy on the fingers anyway.

"You think deleting a file fixes you." Renata curled inside me and my vision pinholed. "You think exposure is a threat. Exposure is your job. You were hired the night you sniffed lace like a dog."

I shook my head. Tears and snot on my lips. "I wasn't hired. I was trapped."

"You walked in twice." She added a fourth finger. Scorch. "You came back to the laptop on day fourteen. That's not a trap. That's appetite."

She was right and I wanted to bite her. I wanted to cum so hard I blacked out. The wand turned high. Cage vibrated. Prostate mashed by her curl. First orgasm ripped through denied, dry and brutal, muscles spasming with nothing but ache and a thin dribble of clear fluid through bars.

"That's one," Vera said. "Dry ruin. Tag it."

"Say what you are," Renata ordered, fingers still buried.

"A product." The word tasted like kitchen tile. "A sold product."

"Louder."

"A sold fucking product."

She pulled her hand out. Gape flutter empty. She replaced fingers with a strap-on, black, thick, no warmup lie. Lube cold on my crack. Head breaching burned worse than fingers. I screamed.

Vera turned my scream into metadata. "Timestamp forty-two seconds. Penetration. Add to rebellion bundle."

Renata fucked me in steady strokes. Slap of her hips on my ass. Wet squelch of lube and stretch. Every thrust knocked the air out of me. The wand she passed to Vera. Vera held it on the cage while Renata plowed my asshole open.

"Omaha is watching the live tier in three minutes," Vera said. "If you finish before go-live, we restart. If you finish after, you thank subscribers out loud."

Live. They would stream this. My rebellion broadcast to the same wallets that already owned item #01.

I fought the crest. Useless. Second orgasm built from prostate and cage buzz, bigger, meaner. "I'm gonna…"

"Beg in buyer language."

"Please let the sissy cum." I sobbed it. "Please let the sold bitch cum for the camera."

Renata slammed deep and held. Orgasm tore me in half. Hips jerking, ass clamping on rubber dick, dry fire again, pain-pleasure so sharp I bit my lip bloody. Copper taste mixing spit.

"Two," Vera counted. "One more before live."

She swapped the wand for a smaller vibe she pressed to my perineum, buzzing where metal and skin met. Renata pulled out to the tip and drove full depth, again, again, faster. Obscene slap-slap-slap echoed off the fridge. The red recording light steady.

Third orgasm stacked before I recovered. Too much. Nerves screaming. I thrashed in the cord loop. "Stop stop stop…"

"We don't stop." Renata gripped my hair. "You stop when the auction ends."

Vera announced go-live. A soft chime. Chat scroll on the tablet reflected in her glasses. Tips pinged. Each ping another nail.

Renata fucked through my aftershocks. Vera made me read usernames between thrusts. PantyPig42 tipped five dollars. I said the name out loud like a confession. SatinDaddy tipped ten. Thank you SatinDaddy. Kill me. Thank you.

Fourth orgasm when Renata yanked the cage aside with a key I did not know she had on her and stroked my bare clitty twice while pounding my ass. Cum shot across tile, white stripe on grey, my voice breaking on "thank you for using me."

She locked the cage again before the last pulse finished. Denial click. Fifth orgasm ruined into ache as she twisted the vibe off and left me clenching on empty rubber.

I hung in the cord, ass gaping, cum cooling on my thigh, chat still pinging.

Renata stepped back. Strap-on glossy with lube. She wiped it on my hair like a towel.

"You wanted leverage." She lifted my chin. "You have subscribers. Sixteen days left on the house-sit. Every day you shoot or you pay rent you don't have. The boxers are gone. The gallery is public. The only thing you still control is how pretty you look when you break."

Vera closed the auction. Sold. Price higher than item twelve.

"Upload complete," Vera said. "Rebellion arc. Mid-season finale pricing."

I could not threaten her. I could not delete me. Strangers owned my mouth on the gag, my ass on the strap, my thank-you to SatinDaddy. My old self had no leverage, only craving where defiance had been an hour ago.

Renata unhooked the cord. My wrists pink. She helped me stand on legs that shook. She straightened my bow panties like a mother fixing a hem.

"We are only just beginning."

She handed me tomorrow's assignment on a hanger. Baby blue, sheer, tagged item #48. Beside it, a printed schedule: morning shoot, laundry room drying rack, face optional per new negotiation scratch-out in red pen.

Vera unlocked the front door for a courier. Package for the duplex. Next door's mail slot rattled. Renata called through the wall without looking at me.

"Fresh drawer for the new tenant moving in Monday. Same camera angle. Don't touch their cotton, Miles. You have your own rack."

The courier left. The red dot blinked. Day fourteen was almost night. Sixteen days to month's end. I took the hanger. My ass throbbed. My mouth still tasted rubber and copper and the words sold product.

I walked to my closet, not hers. The shrinking space with my numbered panties on hooks drying in plain air. Forward was the only direction that paid her. I hung item forty-eight and waited for the shutter sound I now knew meant cash.


Chapter 6: The Prettier Pair

Her fingers hooked my waistband before I finished thinking I should stop her. My face in the mirror caught me first, mouth slack, eyes too bright for a man who'd spent half the night staring at subscriber counts on a stolen laptop. The ritual had trained my hips to lift on their own. Fabric slid down my thighs. Cool air hit the metal at my groin. I should have been furious. Thirteen days left on the house-sit, and the drawer had never been a mistake.

She didn't rush. She never did after a bad night. Garter first, elastic biting soft skin above my knees. The clip snapped and my breath jumped. Gingham next, the skirt settling with a weight that pulled my posture straighter whether I wanted it or not. Ruffled ankle socks, lace at the cuffs. She held two pairs of panties on her palm. One plain white cotton. One pink with a satin bow and a ruffle at the back.

My hand moved before my brain caught up. I took the pretty one. Satin slid between my fingers, already warm from her skin. She said nothing. She watched my reflection want it.

Last night I'd wanted to burn the building down. Now my cock strained against its lock inside the pink ruffle while she rolled the waistband up my legs. The scent of lotion on her wrists mixed with the faint chemical sweet of fresh laundry from the shared room down the hall. My own smell underneath, sweat and last night's panic, got buried under powder she dusted along my collarbone. Weight layered on me. Gingham, garters, the heavy drape of the skirt. Each piece made me stand smaller in the mirror.

"You know," she said, voice flat as a rent reminder, "item forty-one uploads tonight. Unless you give me a better frame."

The camera on the dresser showed its red dot. It had probably been recording since I lifted my hips for her. Caught in the act wasn't a threat anymore. It was the business model. My throat closed. My dick leaked anyway, a slick thread inside the cage that never made it to the fabric.

"I didn't agree to forty-one."

"You agreed when you picked the bow." She smoothed the ruffle over my ass. "Turn. Slow."

I turned. The mirror showed a stranger in domestic drag, garter straps cutting lines into pale thighs, skirt swaying when I moved. She adjusted the sock ruffles with two fingers, precise, almost kind. That kindness was worse than a slap. My chest tightened. I hated how my body leaned into her touch.

The knock came soft. Three taps. Her bedroom door, the one I wasn't allowed to enter without permission.

She didn't flinch. "Come in, Vera."

Vera. Her name had been on the admin lock, on paperwork I'd glimpsed once. Co-owner of the gallery. A partner. I'd filed it under threat and moved on. The door opened and a woman stepped in, older than me, iron-gray bob, reading glasses on a chain. She carried a tablet and a coffee mug that smelled like burnt roast. Her eyes went to me, head to toe, the way you'd scan a delivery on the porch.

"Morning inventory," Vera said. "Subscribers are restless after thirty-nine. They want want."

Renata's hand stayed on my hip. "Miles is choosing prettier today."

Vera clicked the tablet. "Good. Choice reads on camera. Show me his face when he held both pairs."

She turned the screen. There I was, last night or five minutes ago, time blurred on the feed. My hand reaching for pink satin while my face looked hungry. Not forced. Hungry. The thumbnail sat beside a price tag and a download counter I didn't want to read.

"That's not leverage," I said. My voice cracked. "That's proof I was set up."

"That's proof you sell," Vera said. "Leverage is what keeps you dressing when you know. Different product."

Renata tugged the skirt hem down a fraction. "Kneel on the bench. Face the mirror. Vera's here to grade today's shoot, not to hear you litigate."

My knees hit the padded bench before defiance assembled a sentence. The wood frame creaked. Gingham pooled around me. Vera pulled a chair close, sat, crossed her legs. She smelled like coffee and toner ink. She watched me kneel like I was a spreadsheet row.

"Spread your knees," Renata said. "Show Vera what the pretty pair's holding."

I couldn't close my legs without the garters pulling. I opened them. Pink ruffle stretched between my thighs. The locked clitty made a shameful little bulge. Vera leaned in, not touching, just breathing near my lap.

"Scent check," she said. "Fear sweat or arousal sweat?"

"Ask him," Renata said.

Vera's glasses slipped down her nose. "Miles. Which is it?"

My face burned. "Arousal."

"Say what you're aroused by."

The words stuck. I stared at my reflection, at the bow on my ass in the mirror, at Vera's calm pen tapping the tablet.

"Being watched while I pick lace."

"Louder."

"I'm turned on because you filmed me wanting the slutty panties."

Vera made a note. "Subscriber language. Good. Renata, he's ready for maintenance."

Maintenance. The word landed in my gut like a bill. Renata opened the drawer I wasn't supposed to know about, the one I'd learned was never locked by accident. Lube. Gloves. A black plug thick at the base. A harness on a hook. She didn't ask if I was ready. She coated two fingers and pressed them between my cheeks while I watched in the mirror.

"Relax your hole," she said. "Vera's counting engagement minutes, not whimpers."

I tried to clench. Her fingers pushed anyway, slick, cold at first, then burning as she scissored me open. One finger. Two. My asshole stung and yielded. The stretch ached deep. Vera sipped coffee and didn't look away.

"Breathe," Renata murmured, almost gentle. Almost.

The third finger hurt worse. My reflection gaped, lips parted, eyes wet. I hated that face. My hips rolled back onto her hand without permission. Craving sat under my ribs where rage should have been. Horror from last night had curdled into something that pulsed when she crooked inside me and found the spot that made my locked dick jump.

"Please stop," I whispered.

"Beg clearer," Vera said. "Or we use the plain cotton for forty-one and call it punishment content."

"I want it," I heard myself say. "I want you to open me. I'm your fucking inventory."

Renata withdrew her fingers with a wet sound. The plug followed, blunt tip kissing my rim, then pushing, inch by inch, my ass stretching around the girth until the base seated flush against the ruffle. I moaned. The crinkle of fabric was imaginary; the fullness was real, heavy inside me, shifting when I breathed.

"Stand," Renata said. "Skirt up. Vera needs the gape shot before your muscle closes."

I stood on shaking legs. She hiked the gingham to my waist. Vera stood too, phone now, not tablet, closer angle. Renata spread my cheeks with one hand and eased the plug halfway out, then in, the obscene slick drag loud in the quiet room. Squelch. Slap of silicone on skin. My hole clenched and couldn't hold.

"Hold it open," Renata ordered.

I reached back with both hands and pulled my cheeks apart. The mirror showed everything. Pink panties, black plug, my face destroyed. Vera's phone clicked. Once. Twice. A third time for the drip of lube running down my thigh.

"Upload preview," Vera said. "Comments will eat this alive."

"On your knees again," Renata said. "Mouth on the bench. Ass up."

I folded over the bench. Gingham bunched at my waist. Ankle socks scrunched. She unbuckled the harness from the hook. Rubber cock, matte black, thicker than the plug. She didn't mount it yet. She rubbed the head along my slicked crack, teasing my hole around the plug lodged inside.

"Vera's staying," Renata said. "You take it with her in the room or you take it on the landing where the neighbor's dryer spins your bras. Pick."

The neighbor. Next door. The fresh drawer already stocked for whoever moved in next. I croaked, "Here."

"Thank you," Vera said, deadpan. "Polite sluts retain subscribers."

Renata yanked the plug free. My asshole gaped, empty, clenching on nothing. Air hit the wet rim. Then the rubber head pressed in, stretching me wider than fingers had. Burn. Burn. My knuckles went white on the bench cushion.

"Take it," she said. "Every inch. Tell Vera what you are while I fuck your ass."

"I'm a hole," I gasped. "A paid hole."

She thrust. Half the length sank in one stroke. I screamed into the cushion. The wet sound was vulgar, my ass sucking her in. She pulled back and drove again, deeper, hips snapping, gingham slapping my back. No quick finish. She set a pace that stayed cruel and steady, the same rhythm she'd use to hang laundry. In. Out. In. My prostate lit up each time the head dragged over it.

Vera edged her chair closer. Her knee almost brushed my elbow. "Eye contact in the mirror, Miles. Watch yourself get plowed."

I lifted my head. My face in the glass was ruined, mascara smeared from tears I hadn't caught falling, mouth open on each thrust. Renata's hands gripped my hips hard enough to bruise. The strap-on pistoned, stretching my asshole raw, gape fluttering around the shaft when she pulled out, then stuffed full again.

"Talk," Vera said. "Name the scent."

"Pine soap on the skirt," I choked out. "Her lotion. My ass, open. Lube and shame."

"Shame's not a scent."

"Sweat," I said. "Mine. Sour and sweet. I smell like I want this."

Vera nodded, made another note. "Keep fucking him. Edge him twice before release. Subscribers like the break in the voice."

Renata slowed, cruel tease, grinding deep without moving, rotating her hips so the rubber cock stirred inside me until my thighs shook. My locked clitty dripped steady now, strings hitting the bench. She sped up again, pounding, the slap of her pelvis on my ass cheeks echoing. First edge built in my balls, tight, impossible behind metal. I begged wordless. She stopped dead, buried inside me.

"Not yet," she said. "Ask Vera for permission to cum."

I turned my head. Vera sipped coffee. "Why should I let you?"

"Because I'll tell them I chose the bow. Because I want forty-one to sell. Because I'm your good little toy."

"Wrong tone." Her voice stayed flat. "Try again like you mean it."

"I'm a whore in gingham who gets hard when you grade me." The words tasted like copper. My ass clenched around the rubber filling me. "Please let me cum while you watch. Please."

Vera glanced at Renata. "Once. Make a mess on the cage. Camera on his face."

Renata reached around, vibrator small and brutal, buzzed it against the metal over my clitty while she fucked me in long strokes again. The dual assault broke me. My vision narrowed. Hips jerked back. Too much. More. Brain offline. Body taking over. I came with a locked spasm, cum pumping useless inside the device, dripping clear and thick through the bars onto the bench while my asshole milked the strap-on in frantic pulses. I sobbed once, then twice. The orgasm kept rolling, overstim from the wand pinned to my sensitive head through steel.

"Don't stop," I slurred. "Fuck. Still."

She didn't stop. Second crest rose from nowhere, meaner. Vera counted under her breath, not orgasms out loud for the room, just minutes on her tablet. "Engagement holding."

Renata pounded through my aftershocks until I came again, weaker, messier, whining high in my throat, ass gaping and slick, thighs wet with lube and leaked cum. She stilled, buried deep. Pulled out slow. Cool air on my ruined hole. I stayed bent, shaking, skirt hitched, socks ruined at the knees.

Vera stood. "Preview's enough. Full shoot tonight with the prettier pair. Face optional per tier."

"His face stays in frame until he negotiates," Renata said.

Vera left with her tablet, coffee, and the calm of someone who'd closed a ticket. The door shut. Silence except my breathing and the distant thrum of a dryer in the shared laundry room. My bras out there. My shame out there. Renata wiped the bench with a cloth, then my thighs, matter-of-fact, like wiping a counter.

She helped me stand. Straightened my skirt. Smoothed the bow over my ass. Her palm cupped my cheek, thumb tracing my jaw. Tender. Trap. My eyes stung again.

"You could've fought this morning," she said.

"I know."

"You didn't."

"I know."

She turned me toward the mirror one last time. Gingham. Garters. Pink satin bow. Face of a man who'd picked pretty over plain with witnesses and a red dot recording. Craving had eaten the last defense, the story that I didn't want this. She didn't have to force the wanting anymore. Only aim it.

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

Down the hall, the dryer buzzed. A new tenant's mail had piled by the slot yesterday. She'd already hung fresh inventory on the line for someone else. Thirteen days to month's end. My rent wouldn't be cash. It would be signature and fabric and whatever she asked next.

She unlocked the small side drawer in the dresser, the one beside the camera, and slid a printed card inside. A date. A time. A restaurant name I didn't recognize. Dress code: finished.

"Shower," she said. "Then laundry. Fold what's on the rack before Ohio calls about the lease addendum."

Ohio. Another name on the paperwork. Another hand on the machine. I walked to the bathroom on trembling legs, plug discarded on the bench, ass still twitching, pretty panties soaked through at the front from what the cage couldn't hold. The card's time burned in my head. Forward motion I couldn't walk back from.

I turned the shower on. Steam rose. In the mirror above the sink my lipstick was gone but the want stayed. I stepped under the water and didn't bother pretending I was washing anything off that would stay.


Chapter 7: Confirm the Item Number

The fluorescent panels above the waiting room hummed like a dentist's office, and every time I breathed the lace under my borrowed suit scraped my skin through the thin dress shirt. A clipboard sat on my thighs, Renata's handwriting on the top sheet: sit with knees together, ankles crossed, do not adjust. The receptionist, a woman with a tight bun and a name tag I refused to read, kept cutting her eyes to my posture every time her keyboard clicked. I had pressed my legs so hard together my balls ached above the pink satin thong she had numbered in black ink on the waistband, item #19, the pair from last week's shoot I thought had bought me silence.

Nine days until the month's end. Twelve days since I stopped owning boxers. My phone buzzed once in the inner pocket. Renata: Confirm the number when he asks. Smile like you mean the rent.

The bun woman called my name. I stood too fast and the clipboard slid; I caught it against my chest so the paper wouldn't flip and show the instruction line about spreading for the camera. My neck went hot. The hallway smelled like copier toner and lemon cleaner. Office 4B had frosted glass and a man in a charcoal vest who did not offer his hand.

"Sit," he said.

I took the chair facing his desk. The seat was warm from whoever had been there before me. He had a tablet propped on a stand, and on the screen was me in gingham and garters from three days ago, knees apart, mouth open around the ring gag she kept in the laundry room drawer. My gut dropped.

"I'm Glen," he said, like this was a normal interview. "Renata said you're detail-oriented. I need you to confirm inventory for a compliance check."

Compliance. My resume was still on LinkedIn. I had a client list in Ohio I had not told her about. Glen swiped; item #19 filled the tablet, my ass in the mirror, the thong pulled aside, the steel cage shiny between my legs.

"Read the tag aloud," Glen said. "Exact."

My voice came out thin. "Item number nineteen. Pink satin. Size medium."

"Whose property."

The word stuck. "Renata's."

"And what are you wearing under the suit right now."

I swallowed. The lace was damp already. "Item nineteen."

Glen leaned back. "Stand. Turn. Hands on the back of the chair."

I did it. The suit jacket pulled tight across my shoulders. His breath came loud behind me.

"Unbuckle. Trousers to mid-thigh. Don't cover."

My fingers shook on the belt. I wanted to run. I also wanted him to keep talking in that flat HR voice while my cock strained in its cage. Trousers slid down. Cool air hit my thighs, then the warmer strip where the thong rode up my crack. Glen's phone camera blinked on.

"Confirm on camera," he said. "Item number, location, condition."

"Item nineteen," I said to the lens. "Worn under interview suit. Condition… wet."

"Say why."

Shame punched my ribs. "Because I'm… because the lace rubs when I'm scared."

"Good." Glen pocketed the phone. "Subscription tier five gets live inspection. I paid for the hour. Sit again."

I pulled my pants up with my face burning and sat. Glen tapped the tablet. A payment receipt flashed: LIVE VERIFICATION, TENANT M., DAY 21.

"You work remote for Keller Logistics," he said. It was not a question. "Their offices are on Brookline. You have a stand-up on Thursdays."

My scalp prickled. "How do you…"

"I buy data with my subscription." Glen smiled with nothing behind it. "I could walk into that lobby Thursday wearing this tie and mention item nineteen. Or I could tell Renata you lied on your application about freelance hours."

There was no application. There was only the lease and the camera and the drying rack in the laundry room where my whole wardrobe hung for anyone in the building to see. My knuckles went white on the chair arms.

"What do you want."

"Accuracy." He stood, came around the desk, and hooked a finger under the thong strap where it peeked above my waistband. "Lift your hips."

I lifted. The satin dragged over my cage. Glen pulled the waistband out and read the ink. "Nineteen. Good." He let it snap. "Renata texts when you're done. Go."

The bun woman did not look up when I passed. Outside, the sun was too bright on the sidewalk. I took an Uber back to the duplex with my jaw clenched so hard it hurt, item nineteen slick between my cheeks, Glen's voice looping: Keller Logistics, Brookline, Thursdays.

Renata was in the kitchen when I came in, pouring coffee like I had been to a dentist. She wore a cream blouse and nothing on her feet. The camera above the fridge blinked red.

"Well," she said.

"He knew Keller. He knew my stand-up."

"Then you should have been neater on camera." She set a mug in front of me I did not touch. "Did you confirm the number."

"Yes."

"Out loud."

"Item nineteen. Pink satin. Medium."

"And whose."

"Yours."

She walked behind me. Her hand settled on my shoulder, then slid down to the suit lapel. "Borrowed clothes back on the hook by six. Panties stay on. Closet."

I carried the clipboard to my shrinking closet, the one that used to hold my winter coat. She followed. The space barely fit me standing. Hooks lined the walls with numbered bags, each one a pair I had modeled for strangers. She shut the door until only a strip of light remained.

"Strip to the thong," she said.

Jacket, shirt, trousers, socks. The thong was dark at the crotch. She clicked the closet light on and hung the suit on the outside hook like dry cleaning.

"Glen's clip uploads in ten minutes," she said. "You'll thank him in the caption."

"I won't."

"You will." She opened a drawer built into the wall I had not seen before. A black silicone plug sat beside a small wand and a remote. "Turn. Hands on the wall."

I braced on the slatted wood. She did not ask. Lube cold on my hole, then the plug pushing, thick, stretching me until my breath hitched. She seated it deep and tapped my caged dick through the satin.

"Nine days," she murmured. "Rent or wardrobe. You still think your job is outside this building."

She turned the wand on low and held it to the cage. Vibration jumped through the metal into my balls. I bit my lip.

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

The words landed low. I hated how my hips jerked toward the buzz.

"Please let me cum."

"No." She pulled the wand away. "Again."

"Please, Renata. I need it."

"Need is not beg." The plug shifted when she pressed my lower back. "Say what you are."

"A… tenant."

"Try again."

Her laugh was quiet. The wand stayed off. My ass clenched around the plug and ached.

"I'm your sissy," I whispered.

"Louder."

"I'm your sissy slut in item nineteen."

"Good." She clicked the remote. The plug buzzed inside me, a different pulse than the wand. "Count nine for the days left. Don't miss."

"One." The vibration made my legs shake. "Two." Precum leaked through the cage into the satin. "Three."

She cut the plug off on four. I whimpered.

"You don't get to rush." She knelt, I heard the buckle, and then her mouth was on my cage through the wet thong, sucking the fabric until the lace tasted like salt in my mouth when I gasped. "Hands stay on the wall."

I dug my nails into the wood. She sucked hard, tongue pressing the steel, then stood and left me dripping and empty.

"Bedroom," she said. "Now."

The locked bedroom was hers. She unlocked it for me like a treat. The bed was wide, white sheets, a spreader bar already clipped to the posts. She guided me down on my back, ankles in the cuffs, knees bent, thong snapped aside so the cage lay exposed. She stripped the cage off with a key from her necklace. My dick sprang free, angry red, slick at the tip.

"Don't touch." She strapped a harness around her hips, black rubber cock thick as my wrist. "Glen watches the feed. Wave."

I turned my face toward the ceiling camera. She lubed the rubber and pressed my knees wider.

"No warm-up," I said stupidly.

"You had your warm-up in 4B." The head pushed my hole. Burn. Stretch. I arched off the mattress. "Breathe."

She fed it in inch by inch while the plug remote buzzed in her other hand. Full, stuffed, my ass spread around her. She bottomed out and held there until my eyes watered.

"Thank Glen for inspecting you."

"Thank you, Glen," I sobbed.

"Thank him for knowing Keller."

"Thank you for… for knowing my job."

She drew back and thrust. The slap of her hips on my thighs was loud. No music, no curtain, just wet skin and the creak of the bed. She fucked me steady, mean, each stroke driving the air out of me.

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Please cum. Please let me cum. I'm your hole. I'm item nineteen. Please."

She reached for the wand and pressed it to my dick head while she pounded my ass. The dual buzz unraveled me. I climbed, edge, cliff. She pulled the wand off.

"No."

"Please…"

"Nine days. You don't own your orgasm." She sped up, rubber cock dragging my prostate raw. "Ask for number two before you get number one."

The cruelty made my dick leak harder. "Let me cum once. Then edge me again. Please."

"Beg prettier."

"I'm a broke whore in lace. I confirmed my tag for a stranger who can ruin my contract. Please let me shoot."

"That's two." She counted on her fingers without stopping her hips. "One more."

"I'm a sissy product. A numbered pair. Please, Mommy."

The word slipped out before I could bite it. Her eyes flicked to mine. She did not correct me.

"Hold."

I trembled, full of rubber, wand hovering a millimeter from my slit. Glen might be watching. Keller might be next week. None of it stopped my balls from drawing up.

"Come," she said.

I came so hard my vision whited. Cum striped my belly, my chest, hit my chin. She fucked me through it, prolonging the spasms until I was sobbing and oversensitive.

"That's one," she said. "Thank me."

"Thank you. Thank you."

She did not stop. The wand returned on high. My spent dick jerked like it was new. Pain-pleasure blurred. She rammed my ass three more times, deep, grinding the base against my stretched ring.

"Beg for two."

"I can't…"

"You can." She twisted the plug remote up. The internal buzz synced with the wand. "Beg, and I might let you."

"Please. Two. Ruin me. I'm your filthy little…"

I came again, thinner, louder, a broken sound. Cum pooled in my navel. My ass clamped on the rubber and released, wet noises obscene under her thrusts.

"Three," she said, almost bored. She pulled out, swapped the rubber for the wand handle, and pushed it against my hole alongside the plug. Stretch doubled. I screamed into my arm.

"Too much."

"Count the days left." She worked the wand in shallow thrusts while the plug stayed buried. "Nine. Say it."

"Nine days."

"Eight after tonight."

She yanked the plug free. Gape, cool air, then her fingers, two, three, scissoring me open while the wand buzzed on my dick. I humped air, shame and need tangled so tight I could not separate them.

"Four."

"No more…"

"Yes more." She fitted the rubber cock back in one long shove. "Glen paid for verification. I pay for completion."

Orgasm four ripped through me dry, muscles locking, ass milking her strap, dick dribbling clear sting. She counted it without mercy. "Five if you ask."

I shook my head. My body did not mean it. "Please stop using me."

"Beg, and I might let you."

"Let me cum a fifth time. I'll caption the clip. I'll thank Glen. I'll…"

She stuffed the thong into my mouth. Gag, satin taste, my own mess. She pounded me through a fifth orgasm that hurt, that left me limp and leaking down my ass crack onto her sheets.

She slowed. Unstrapped. Recaged my dick, still twitching. Untied my ankles. The camera light blinked.

"Caption draft," she said, reading her phone. "'Thank you, Glen, for confirming item nineteen at interview. Tenant ready for workplace referral.' Post or I send Keller the uncut."

My throat closed around the thong. I nodded.

She pulled the gag free. "Say it."

"Thank you, Glen, for confirming item nineteen."

"Workplace referral."

My stomach turned. "Tenant ready for workplace referral."

She typed, posted, showed me the subscriber feed with twelve hearts in the first second. Glen commented: See you Thursday, maybe.

Renata brushed cum off my stomach with a tissue like wiping a counter. "Borrowed suit is due on the hook at six. You have a dinner reservation Friday. Wear the blue set. Item twenty-two."

Friday. Dinner. Another stranger's table. I lay in her sheets, cage cold again, ass gaping and sore, nine days pounding in my skull while the duplex hummed around me like a machine that had already swallowed my name and sold the rest on a numbered tag.


Chapter 8: Ink in Her Ledger

The contract sat between the salt and pepper shakers, three pages of tight print and a blank line at the bottom waiting for ink. Her pen lay uncapped on the laminate, nib aimed at my chest like a small weapon. My coffee had gone cold an hour ago; the mug rim tasted like burnt beans and defeat.

"You keep staring at the number like it insults you," she said. She turned a ledger page with one finger. The kitchen fan clicked on and off above the stove, a dry rhythm that made every word land harder. "Twelve percent of gross on gallery sales tagged to your inventory. Not charity. Earnings."

My throat tightened. Twelve percent of money made from photos of me in panties I never chose, shot in her laundry room while strangers paid to own the pixels.

"That's my face on item forty-one," I said. My voice thinned. "That's my ass in the mirror for item nineteen. You're offering me a tip on my own auction."

She slid the contract closer. The paper whispered against the table. Warm afternoon pressed through the window over the sink, but my hands stayed cold on my thighs. Under the borrowed skirt from the interview disaster, the lace I still wore bit into my hip bones. The metal cage between my legs had been locked since I came home from the interview, key on her chain.

"Read page two," she said. "Shoot schedule. Tuesdays and Thursdays, laundry room or bedroom set. Wardrobe supplied. You return every piece laundered or you buy it at replacement cost against your cut."

Replacement cost. The vanishing boxers. Five days left on the house-sit clock and rent still impossible in cash. She had been adding conditions all month until the only currency left was fabric on my skin and signatures on her forms.

I pushed the contract back half an inch. Defiance, stupid and late. "I won't sign something that says I volunteered."

Her mouth curved, not quite a smile. She tapped the ledger where my name sat beside columns of dates, item numbers, subscriber counts I had never been allowed to see until today.

"Miles, the interview was Glen's paid slot. He confirmed you said the number out loud. Recording's already clipped for the premium tier." She said it like a weather report. "You told a man in a rented office which pair you had on. You thanked him for the opportunity. On camera."

My neck went hot. The memory of that chair, spread knees, whispered item nineteen, my cock straining useless against pink satin while he took notes.

"I said it because you told me I'd lose every reference in the city," I bit out. "That's not consent. That's a gun."

She leaned back. The chair creaked. From the hallway came the muffled thump of the dryer in the shared laundry room, my hanging things tumbling behind the door, audible to anyone on the stairs. Sound and temperature again, humid cotton heat leaking into the kitchen.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said. Calm. Final. "Sign and you're a partner with a draw. Refuse and you're still item inventory on day thirty when rent clears. The only choice is whether your name sits on the revenue line or only on the tags."

My jaw worked. I could walk. I could grab the backpack in the closet that was barely a closet anymore.

And she would unlock the other unit for whoever moved in next month.

The thought hit wrong, sharp, jealousy like a hook under my ribs. Not fear of exposure. Fear of being swapped out. Another broke tenant in her drawer. Another numbered gallery. Her patience worn in on someone else's waist while my cage went to a new pet.

"You already have a tenant lined up," I said. The words came out before I could stop them. "For the other side. You said it last week."

"I said June," she corrected. "After your settlement. Fresh lease. Fresh inventory seed." She watched my face. "He's in escrow on a job transfer. Cute panic in his eyes when he toured. Same hunger you had when you opened my lingerie drawer."

Don't flinch. Too late. My cock twitched in its tube, traitor blood I couldn't hide.

"I won't be replaced," I said, and hated how it sounded. Bargaining. Pathetic. "If I sign, I'm not training wheels for the next one. I'm the line item that pays. You don't get to cut me out when the new boy blushes prettier."

She stilled. For one breath the fan was the only sound.

Then she stood, came around the table, and set her palm on the back of my neck. Firm. Ownership without hurry.

"Say that again," she murmured. "Tell me what you're jealous of."

"No."

Her fingers tightened. "You want to stay chosen. Say it."

The laundry thumped. Sweat pricked under my arms despite the cool mug under my palms. "I want to stay chosen," I whispered. "I don't want you grooming him while I'm in the closet."

"Good." She released me and pointed at the line. "Ink. Then we negotiate the one term you're still stupid enough to think you have."

I picked up the pen. My hand shook. I signed Miles in the box, the letters ugly and too large. Partner. Participant. No victim left for anyone to rescue.

She dated it, initialed the margin, and clipped the page into the ledger with a sound like a cell door settling.

"Page three," she said. "Rent settlement on day thirty. Outstanding balance converts to wardrobe lease. Your last boxer enters inventory as item fifty-two, retired from wear, shoot only. You will model it once for the archive and never put it on again."

The boxer I had hidden under the floorboard week one. Gone.

"And my cut starts when?" I asked.

"Tonight's upload retroactive to day one." She pulled her phone out, thumb on a slider I couldn't see. "Vera already queued the caption."

"What caption?"

"Partner announcement. Blurred legal name, clear ass in item forty-one. Subscribers love a success story."

My stomach dropped. Public. Permanent. Willing.

I shoved my chair back. "I didn't agree to that tonight."

"You agreed when you signed." No shout. Worse. "Flash of backbone is cute once. Second time is billing."

She opened the bottom drawer by the fridge. Not lingerie. Leather cuff, silicone gag, a thick black plug on a cord, and a wand with a fat head she kept charged for bad days. She laid them on the contract like cutlery.

"Strip to the panties," she said. "Kneel on the tile where it's cold. You're going to hold still while I explain what jealous pets earn."

I hesitated. One heartbeat of the old Miles who would have swung.

Her boot toe nudged my ankle. "Kneel or I call Glen for a verification call while you're dressed."

I knelt. Tile bit my knees through thin socks. Cold spread up my shins while the oven warmth hit my face from the side. I pulled the skirt over my head, left it in a heap. Pink lace, yesterday's humiliation, today's uniform. The cage flashed dull metal between my thighs.

She buckled the cuff around my wrists behind my back, clicked the gag into place with a strap that tasted rubber and soap. The plug pressed to my lips next, slick with lube she squeezed cold from a tube onto my hole before I could clench.

"Breathe out," she ordered.

I breathed. She worked the plug in past the burn, inch by inch, until my asshole swallowed the base and the cord hung down my crack like a leash. The stretch ached deep, a fullness that made my locked cock drip.

"Good hole," she said. Not sweet. Clinical praise that still lit my face. "You're going to stay plugged while I read your schedule aloud. Every time you clench and try to ride it, I add a day to Glen's access."

She dragged the chair close and sat, spreading her legs in soft gray sweatpants I never saw her wear outside the unit. No ceremony. Domestic trap. She turned the wand on low and held the buzz against the cage through the lace, vibration rattling my balls and the plastic tube.

The sound was obscene in the quiet kitchen. Buzz and my muffled groan behind the gag. Wet starting at the tip, unable to go anywhere.

"Tuesday," she read. "Laundry room. Sheer blue, item twenty-two remake. Thursday, bedroom mirror, garter and cage check clip." The wand crept higher, pressing the base of the plug through my perineum. "Saturday, optional live tip goal. You beg on mic if we hit five hundred."

I shook my head. Denial useless. The plug shifted when I moved and punched a nerve that blurred the room.

She pulled the gag down under my chin. "Repeat Saturday."

"If… if we hit five hundred I beg on mic," I gasped. Filth on my tongue because she wanted it there.

"Louder."

"I'm your mic whore for tips," I said, voice breaking. Shame and the wand together turned my skin fever-hot while my knees stayed frozen on the tile.

She stood, stepped out of the sweats, naked from the waist down. Strap harness already on under them, black rubber cock jutting thick. She hadn't dressed for mercy.

"Open," she said.

I opened my mouth. She fed me the rubber dick slow, past gag reflex, spit running down my chin. One hand fisted my hair. The other kept the wand on the lock until I was drooling and grunting like the clips she sold.

"That's the sound they pay for," she said. "Sloppy little cocksucker learning his revenue stream."

She pulled out, strings of spit snapping, and walked behind me. Lube cold on the plug cord. She tugged once, twice, the plug popping free with a wet sound that echoed off the tile. My asshole gaped open, air kissing it, then her fingers, two at once, scissoring me open while I whimpered.

"Stay chosen," she whispered at my ear. "Take the cock."

The strap pushed in. No warm-up beyond fingers. Burn, stretch, my hole forced around girth until my thighs shook. She fucked me in long strokes that dragged loud and slick out of my ass, slap of harness on my cheeks, the wand still buzzing on my cage so every thrust jarred the lock against my clitty.

I couldn't form words. Broken syllables. More. Stop. Neither true.

She set a pace I couldn't match, hips snapping, one hand flat between my shoulder blades holding me down. Kitchen smell: coffee, her sweat, rubber, my own leaking mess cooling on the lace.

"You signed," she grunted. "You're not coerced. Say it."

"I'm not coerced," I sobbed, because she demanded it and because part of me meant it now and that part was the worst.

"Say you're her partner slut."

"I'm your partner slut." The tile smeared spit under my cheek.

She reached under me, unlocked the cage with a click I had begged for in worse rooms. My cock sprang free, hard and stupid. She didn't touch it with her hand. She angled the wand direct on the head while the strap hammered my ass, both at once, vibration and stretch until my balls drew tight.

"Don't come until I tell you," she said.

I tried. Edges built and broke. Denial still meant one long torture before release. She slowed, sped, fucked deep and held there while the wand buzzed cruel constant. My ass clenched around rubber, couldn't close, ache becoming need.

"Please," I choked out. One please used.

"Beg in business terms."

"Let your partner come. I need it. I'll do the Saturday mic. Item fifty-two. Anything."

She laughed once, short. "Count five thrusts. Thank me each."

She rammed. One. "Thank you."

Two. My voice shredded. "Thank you."

Three. Slap wet skin. "Thank you."

Four. Vision white at the edges. "Thank you."

Five. She slammed home and shouted "Now."

I came hard, cum spurting onto the tile in thick pulses, ass still stuffed, wand grinding through the spasms until I yelled and drooled and my hole fluttered around the strap like it was milking it. Orgasm ripped long, not a peak but a drawn-out unraveling, legs gone, cheek on cold floor, smell of my own spend mixing with burnt coffee.

She fucked on through it, using me until the aftershocks hurt, then pulled out. Air on my gaped ass. The plug clicked back in, sealing cum and lube inside me.

She wiped the wand off on my panties, tucked it away. Cuffs off. She lifted me to sit in the chair, body heavy, skin a map of hot and cold.

She poured fresh coffee, pushed it to my lips. Bitter heat. Tender trap.

"Drink," she said. "You have five days until settlement. Four shoots left including the boxer retirement."

I swallowed. Hands still shook.

"Glen texts in an hour," she added, phone already chiming once, right on time. "Verification selfie. Gape check optional premium."


Chapter 9: Gratitude in Gingham

Streetlights slid over the gingham at my throat every time the car turned. I kept my knees together on the leather seat. Lace scratched my wrists under the cuffs she had clicked on before we left the duplex. The reservation was under Mila. Not Miles. My name sat in my mouth like a stone I could not spit out.

Renata drove. She smelled like wine and the powder she dusted on my chest through the bra. Her hand left the wheel once and pinched my nipple through the thin fabric until I gasped. "Two days," she said. "Then accounts close. You wear what I put on you tonight like you mean it."

I had signed her ledger three days ago. Partner. Percentage. Schedule. The ink on my palm had faded but the burn had not.

The restaurant door guy looked at my collar, then at her, then at the tablet. "Mila, party of two." Renata's smile stopped at her mouth. She steered me inside by the elbow. Heads turned. Gingham under a cropped jacket. Stockings. Heels she made me walk in from the car. My ass still held the plug she seated at home, fat silicone, warm from my body, shifting when I walked.

Our table was in the back. Candle. Bread that smelled like yeast and butter. A man already sat there, broad shoulders, gray at the temples, hands around a glass of something dark. He did not stand. He watched me approach like he had been waiting years, not minutes.

Renata kissed his cheek. "Glen. Meet the rent."

Glen. The name hit my stomach. The man from office 4B, tier five, live inspection, an hour he claimed he paid for. Except the subscription had been costume. Co-owner. The name on the lease I never read. The other signature on everything that owned me. He had bought an hour of what he already held the deed to.

"Sit," Glen said. Not loud. The word nailed me to the chair anyway.

Renata took the seat beside him, not beside me. I was across from them. Display. The candle threw light on the lace at my neckline. I tasted lipstick when my tongue found my teeth. Cherry. Fake. Hers.

Glen lifted his glass. "You look edible."

"Thank you," Renata said. "He practiced."

I opened my mouth to say I was Miles. Nothing came. What would that buy me. Glen owned half the building. Renata owned the rest of my life. There was no landlord above her to call. No court in the hallway. The whole duplex was the machine and I lived inside the gears.

Glen reached across the table and tilted my chin up with two fingers. His thumb wiped the corner of my mouth. "She marks the inventory. I collect."

He dropped a small velvet box on the white cloth between the bread and my wine. Renata opened it. A ring. Not for a finger. A band of black metal with a tag that already had engraving.

She read it aloud, soft, for the table and for me. "Property of Renata and Glen. Unit B."

My throat closed. Property. Both names. Etched.

"Stand," Renata said.

I stood on shaking heels. She took the band from the box and pushed my skirt up. The plug's base flashed in the candlelight. She did not remove it. She worked the band around the root of my locked clitty above the pink cage, tight, biting skin, clicking the tag against the metal bars. Permanent claiming. Every step would jingle against the cage. Every stranger in the restaurant who heard it would know.

Glen watched my face. "Say thank you."

"Thank you," I whispered. The words tasted like ash and sugar. Gratitude crawled up before shame could stop it. Relief that someone had decided. That I did not have to hold the pieces anymore.

Renata sat me down. Her foot found my ankle under the table. Glen's trapped the other. They caged my legs between theirs.

"Eat," Glen said. "You'll need stamina."

I broke bread with hands that shook. Butter on my tongue. Salt. Under the table Renata's toes slid up my calf. Glen's pressed the plug deeper through the skirt. I choked on a bite. My face went hot.

"You leak on my linen," Glen said. Not angry. Amused. "Mila."

"I'm sorry." Sorry came easy. Too easy.

Renata's phone buzzed. She turned the screen toward Glen, not me. A gallery thumbnail. Number forty-seven. Me in yesterday's shoot, mouth open, eyes wet. Glen nodded once. "Good conversion rate."

They talked about me like I was a bottle of wine. Notes. Finish. Yield. My cock strained against the cage until the new band pinched. A drop of precum slid out and cooled on the metal.

The waiter came. Glen ordered for all of us. Renata fed me a forkful of pasta while Glen described next month's tenant. Fresh drawer. Fresh inventory. Ohio was moving in, she had said at breakfast. Another man. Another unlocked drawer if he was stupid enough.

I wanted to scream that I had been stupid. The scream died and left gratitude again. At least my stupidity had a shape now. A tag. Two owners.

After the plates cleared, Glen stood. "Car's outside. Back seat for you."

Renata led me out through the dining room. Eyes on my gingham. On my throat. On the way my skirt swayed around the plug. The night air hit my cheeks, cold after the heat inside. Their car was black, longer than hers. Glen held the door. I climbed in. Leather again. The smell of his cologne, cedar and smoke.

Renata got in front. Glen got in back with me. The door shut. The lock clicked.

"Knees apart," Glen said.

I spread them. The plug shifted. He pulled a remote from his jacket. The wand buzzed to life in my bag, the one she packed between my thighs before we left. She must have turned it on from the front seat. The vibrator pressed through the ruffled satin she had dressed me in under the skirt, thick pink layers, rustling when I moved. Soft bulk, warm against me. I had leaked into it at the restaurant when their feet pinned me. The shame of the wet spot had made me harder in the cage.

Glen held the wand against the satin and turned it up. The buzz went straight to my prostate through the plug and the layers. I moaned. The car pulled into traffic.

"Count out loud," Renata said from the front. "Every time you drip."

"One." The first spasm ripped through me. Ruined. Cum leaked into the cage and nowhere else. The satin soaked it up. The smell of wet fabric filled the back seat.

Glen did not move the wand. "Again."

"Two." My voice broke. Holes. Toy. Slut. The words she trained into me bubbled up without her asking. "I'm your slut."

"Whose."

"Yours. Both. Property of Renata and Glen."

Glen's hand fisted my hair. He yanked my head to his lap. His zipper came down. Cock out, thick, smell of skin and soap. "Open."

I took him in my mouth. Salt on my tongue first, then musk. He fed me inch by inch while the wand screamed on my clitty through the satin. Gag. Drool. Slick sounds. Renata counted from the front. "Three. Hold it, Mila."

I came ruined again around the cage, shaking, satin rustling, throat full of Glen's dick. He thrust shallow, cruel, not letting me breathe right. "Thank us."

I pulled off gasping. "Thank you. Thank you for owning me."

He shoved me back down. I choked and swallowed when he spilled, bitter, thick, coating my tongue. Count four drowned in a gurgle. Cum slid from my lips onto the gingham.

The car stopped. Not the duplex. A garage under a building I did not know. Glen zipped up. Renata opened my door.

"Out."

Concrete. Oil smell. A service elevator. Glen keyed it to a penthouse floor. The doors opened on a loft, windows full of city light. One bed. Mirrors on the ceiling. Camera on a tripod, red light already on.

Renata stripped my jacket. Glen peeled the skirt down. The ruffled satin sagged, soaked through, heavy with cum-warmth. She dragged it down my thighs and let it drop. Plug still in. Cage dripping. Tag clicking.

"Presentation," Renata said.

She dressed me again from a bag. Fresh gingham. Shorter. No panties. Only the plug and the cage band. Glen fitted a blindfold. Leather. Darkness.

Hands guided me to the bed. Cuffs on wrists and ankles. Spread. Cool air on my hole around the plug.

"Tonight you learn there is no outside," Renata said close to my ear. Her breath smelled like the wine. "No appeal. No higher court. This building. This body. Our names on the tag."

Glen's voice from the foot of the bed. "We profit together. You perform together. Gratitude keeps you pretty."

The blindfold stayed. A cap snapped. Lube. Fingers at the plug. He dragged it out slow. My asshole clenched empty, obscene, gaping when he pushed two fingers in. Stretch. Burn. Then three. Then his cock replacing them, one hard thrust, seating deep.

I screamed into the gag Renata buckled between my teeth. Spit ran down my chin. He fucked my ass like he owned the hole. Because he did. Renata's wand found my cage again. Buzz. Buzz. Buzz.

"Beg for five," she said.

I begged around the gag, filthy, broken words. "Please fuck your property. Please use the slut. Please let me cum."

Glen pulled out. Something thicker pressed. The head of a strap-on, Renata's, from the sound of her harness buckling. She drove in while Glen held my ankles apart. Two of them. Alternating. Cock then rubber then cock. My ass burned open. Sweat pooled under the gingham on my chest.

They made me taste myself. Renata's fingers in my mouth after they came out of my hole. Salt. Lube. My own shame.

"Look at the camera," Renata said. Blindfold off. Red light in my eyes. Glen in frame behind me, still hard. Renata beside my face.

"Say the tag," Glen said.

"Property of Renata and Glen. Unit B."

"Mine. Say it."

"Yours. Mine. I'm yours."

He slammed in again. I came so hard my vision whited. Ruined spurts through the cage onto the gingham skirt bunched at my waist. Five. Six. I lost count. They did not stop. Anal beads next, Glen pulling them one at a time while Renata milked my prostate with a vibrating plug thinner than his cock. Each bead pop made me sob thanks.

When they finally let me down, my legs would not hold. Glen carried me to a chair. Water at my lips. I drank. Gratitude again. For the water. For the chair. For the tag biting my skin.

Renata knelt in front of me, rare, and wiped my face with a cloth. "Two days left on the house-sit. Rent settles at month end. You negotiate in panties and shoots, or you walk with nothing."

"I can't walk," I said. True. My ass throbbed. My mouth tasted like both of them.

Glen leaned on the doorframe. "Then negotiate like a willing product. Tomorrow we shoot the lease paperwork. Gingham for the stills. Face in frame this time unless you earn your term."

Face in frame. The one thing I had left to trade.

Renata stood. She held out her hand. Not help. Command. I took it. I stood.

In the elevator down, Glen's hand rested on the small of my back. Possession. Public if anyone had been there. The garage smelled like exhaust and cum on my breath.

Renata drove us home. The duplex lights glowed as we pulled in. Unit A dark. Unit B, my closet, my laundry line of lace drying in the shared room. Ohio's moving truck would be here in days.

She walked me to the laundry room before we went inside. Made me press my forehead to the cool metal of the dryer while she ran the wand over my cage one last time. Eight. I bit my lip bloody to stay quiet. Neighbors' windows close.

"Good pet," she murmured. "Tomorrow Glen signs with you at the table. Tonight you sleep in my bed. Key stays on my chain."

The bedroom key. The thing I wanted to bargain for at month end. She was offering it early. Payment for gratitude.

I followed her upstairs. Gingham stained. Ass open. Tag clicking with every step. Gratitude sat where panic used to live. My old self had died at the restaurant table when Glen said edible. I had thanked them for killing him.

Renata locked the bedroom door behind us. Two days on the clock. Glen's cum still on my tongue. Her ring band on my clitty. I crawled onto her sheets when she pointed, and I whispered thank you into the pillow while she turned out the light.

Outside, the duplex stood quiet. Whole building. Their machine. I was inside it on purpose now.

She settled behind me, knee between my thighs, hand on the tag. "Sleep, Mila. Lease day comes fast."

I closed my eyes. Forward motion pulled at me even in the dark. Paper to sign. Face to bargain. Ohio's drawer waiting next door. I had two days and no self left to spend. Only gratitude, and the wet ache between my legs that already belonged to them both.


Chapter 10: The Wardrobe Lease

The last square on the kitchen calendar had no number in it. Just a blank white box at the end of thirty days I had counted down in ink that smeared when I washed dishes. On the counter sat the rent envelope, open, empty. No check. No cash. No excuse left. On top of the flap someone had folded my last pair of boxers, gray cotton, the waistband stretched from a life that did not fit me anymore. They waited there like a receipt I could not pay any other way.

Renata came in from the laundry room with a camera strap over her shoulder and a clipboard under her arm. She set the clipboard next to the envelope and tapped the boxers with one fingernail.

"Final inventory," she said. "Strip. We shoot the retirement, then we settle accounts."

Glen stood by the fridge, arms crossed, saying nothing the way he had at the restaurant when she introduced me as finished work. His eyes stayed on the boxers, then on me. My throat went tight. I had thanked them both at that table. The words had left my mouth before I could grab them back. My skin still remembered the lace under the gingham and the heat in my cheeks when strangers looked.

I pulled my shirt off. The lace bra underneath bit my ribs, familiar weight. Renata held out her hand for the skirt. I stepped out of it. Cool air hit the nylon panties she had picked that morning, pink with a satin bow that sat over my locked clitty. The metal bit when I breathed wrong. Thirty days of that bite and I still got hard inside it every time she looked at me like inventory.

"Hold the boxers up," she said. "Face the lens. Smile like you are proud to lose them."

The camera clicked. Flash. My arms shook holding cotton against my chest while lace framed my nipples through thin cups. Click again. She made me turn, made me bend, made me spread my knees on the linoleum so the shot caught the panties and the bow and the shame slick between my thighs.

"Say the number," Glen said. His first words all morning. Low, flat.

"Item fifty-two," I said. My voice cracked. "Last boxer. Retired."

Renata wrote on the clipboard. Pen scratch loud in the small kitchen. "Upload goes live tonight. Subscribers get the full set. You will thank me when it is done."

My clitty throbbed against the cage. I hated that she was right about the thanks. I hated worse that my mouth wanted to say it early.

She tossed the boxers into a clear bin by the door. Label: ARCHIVE. They landed on a pile of numbered tags I had worn for the camera since day one. Each pair I thought bought silence. Each shoot sold while I posed for free.

"Lease," she said, and slid a paper across the counter. "Wardrobe in lieu of rent. Twelve months. Renewal automatic unless I terminate you."

The words blurred. Fabric lease. Body lease. I read the clauses anyway. Mandatory fittings. Laundry room display hours. Chastity maintenance. Photo sessions on demand. No boxers. No denim. No refusal that did not come with a penalty I could not afford.

I had performed coercion long enough. The theater tired me more than the cage did.

"I'll sign," I said. "Two terms."

Renata's eyebrow lifted. Amusement, not anger. Glen uncrossed his arms.

I put both palms on the counter. Steady. "My face stays out of frame. Every shoot. Cropped, masked, angled. No identifying shots."

"Bold," Renata murmured.

"The bedroom key," I said. "The one you keep locked. I want it. I sleep there when you say, on your schedule, but I want the key in my hand."

Silence. The fridge hummed. My pulse hammered under the bra strap.

Glen looked at Renata. She turned to me, head tilted, measuring product value against cornered prey.

"A willing asset earns more than a trapped one," she said finally. "Face stays out. Key is yours on nights I assign. You still report for fittings and shoots. You still wear what I set out."

I signed. Ink wet on the line. My name looked small. Miles. Tenant. Property of fabric and lens.

She unlocked a drawer by the sink and took out a brass key. Heavy in my palm, teeth digging into my skin. Texture I could not fake. Weight that meant I had chosen the door instead of the street.

"Good," she said. "Now we seal it properly."

She pointed at the bedroom down the hall. Not her locked master. The shrinking closet that had become my room. Glen followed us. Renata shut the door and locked it from the inside with a twist of the deadbolt I had never controlled until today.

"On the bed. Face down. Ass up."

I climbed onto the narrow mattress in panties and bra. Sheets smelled like detergent from the laundry room line, sun and starch. She pulled the panties down to my knees. Cold air on my asshole. I clenched. Useless. They had trained that clench out of me weeks ago.

A plug sat on the nightstand, black silicone, thick at the base. Renata lubed it without ceremony and pressed the tip to my hole.

"Breathe open, slut."

I bore down. Stretch burned. The plug slid in inch by inch until my rim gripped the widest part and held. Full. Heavy inside me, changing how I lay on the bed.

Glen held my wrists behind my back. Zip ties clicked. Plastic cut into skin. Renata strapped a ball gag into my mouth, rubber filling my jaw, drool already pooling under my tongue.

"You're signing with your holes today," she said. "Every orgasm gets a thank-you. Count them. Glen counts too. Disagreement means we start over."

She turned on a wand, pink head buzzing. Pressed it to the cage through the metal bars. My clitty swelled and leaked. Pre-cum strung through the gaps. The vibration rattled my teeth around the gag.

I moaned. Shame and need mashed together until I could not tell which squeezed my lungs harder.

"One condition you negotiated," Renata said, voice sweet over the buzz. "Let's see if you still want it when you are dripping like a whore."

It circled. Not enough to finish. Too much to think. Glen's hand fisted my hair and yanked my head back.

"Ask for the bedroom key in your slut voice."

I garbled around the gag. Spit ran down my chin. She pulled the gag strap loose enough for words.

"Please," I gasped. "Let me keep the key. Please let me stay in your bedroom when you assign me. I'm your sissy. Your inventory. Your…"

"Louder."

"I'm your fucking panty whore," I blurted. Heat flooded my neck. My asshole clenched on the plug. "I need the key. I need you to own me on paper and in lace. Please, Renata."

She shoved the wand harder. The cage sang. My balls drew up. Orgasm climbed like a fist inside me.

"Come for the lease," she ordered. "One."

I shattered. Cum shot through the bars in thin stripes on the sheet. My hole spasmed around silicone. Glen counted, "One," like a clerk.

Before I finished twitching, Renata pulled the plug free. Gape burned open. She replaced it with a strap-on, thicker, latex slick, no pause for mercy.

"Take the contract in your ass."

She drove in. Slap of hips on my thighs. Wet sound of lube and stretch. I screamed into the gag. Each thrust drove the air out of me. The wand stayed on my cage, merciless, turning oversensitive skin into raw nerve.

"Beg for number two."

"I, can't…"

"You can." She rammed deep. "Beg or we rip the signature off."

"Please fuck your sissy," I sobbed. "Please make me come on your dick. I'm signing away my last boxer. I'm yours. Breed my ass. Ruin me. Please…"

Glen yanked the gag free. Drool splashed the pillow.

"Thank who?"

"Thank you, Renata. Thank you for the lease. Thank you for, oh god…"

She pounded until my prostate lit up white behind my eyes. Second orgasm ripped out meaner than the first. Cum pooled under my belly, sticky on the sheet. Legs shook. She did not stop thrusting.

"Two," Glen said.

Renata laughed, breathless. "Greedy little asset."

She pulled out. Gape fluttered, empty, obscene. Before I could catch breath she flipped me onto my back, bra shoved up, nipples exposed. Clamps bit down, silver teeth, chain between them. Pain lanced straight to my cage.

"Hands on the chain. Tug when you get close."

I fisted the chain. She knelt between my spread legs and took my caged clitty into her mouth through the bars, tongue working metal and skin. The wand buzzed against my taint. Plug back in, different shape, beaded, each sphere popping past my rim while she sucked.

Third build came fast, cruel on wrung-out nerves.

"Say what you are for the subscribers."

"Panty model," I choked. "Numbered inventory. Faceless whore they jack off to. I, I used to wear boxers. Now I leak in lace for money you keep."

"And you want that."

"I want…" My back arched off the bed. Chain yanked clamps tighter. "I want to stay. I choose it. I choose you. Key. Lease. All of it."

She sucked hard. Wand pressed. Beads pushed deep. I came screaming, third time, thinner spurts, body still trying to give what was already spent. Spasm after spasm while she counted "Three" against my thigh.

She unclamped me. Blood rush made me howl. She wiped my cum with the signed lease corner, smearing ink and fluid together, then made me lick the corner clean.

"Taste your contract," she whispered.

Salt and paper. My own shame on my tongue.

Glen cut the zip ties. Blood returned to my wrists in pins and needles. Renata handed me the key again, closed my fingers around it.

"Bedroom nights I assign," she said. "Face out of frame. You perform gratitude without me asking. Deal."

I nodded. Could not speak. Peace sat in my chest strange and heavy, not freedom, ownership of the yes I had stopped pretending was forced.

We walked back to the kitchen. My legs wobbled in panties pulled back into place. The empty rent envelope still lay there. Settled without a dollar.

Renata opened the side drawer by the phone nook. The one she had left unlocked on day one when I snooped. Fresh packaging crackled inside. New tags. Blank inventory numbers waiting.

Footsteps on the porch. A knock. Neighbor moving in next door, right on the month's turn.

Renata slid the drawer wider. Camera red light already blinking in a corner I had missed until the reveal. She called through the door, "Come in, honey. First inspection is free."

A man's laugh, nervous under the politeness. Ohio, right on schedule, his moving truck double-parked where I could glimpse it through the curtain. New tenant. Fresh bait. Same machine.

I looked at the key in my hand. Brass teeth. Weight real.

Renata winked at me over her shoulder, drawer open, panties still tagged for the taking.

"You will thank me when it is done," she said again, soft, to the room, to the neighbor, to the lens.

I did not wait for the end of the sentence. "Thank you," I said, steady, mine, chosen. "Thank you, Renata."

The camera blinked once more. The lease dried on the counter with my cum stain faint on the corner. Day thirty had no number because the count was over. I had nothing left to pay except fabric and pose and the nights she gave me through a door I finally held the key to.

Glen poured coffee like any other morning. The bin of archived boxers sat by the door. My last pair on top, gray cotton, dead weight of a man I buried at a restaurant table when I said thank you to the owners of the building.

I tightened the bra strap. Lace settled. My clitty ached in its lock, spent and still eager.

Outside, Ohio's movers bumped the hall. Renata hummed, tagging the first new pair for the drawer.

I slipped the key into the pocket of my skirt, right next to my thigh. Metal warmed against skin through nylon.

Accounts settled. I stayed.


THE END
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