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Discipline Me, Daddy



Polly Bane


Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

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

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

Image Disclaimer

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

Copyright

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


Chapter 1: Ink Still Wet

Ikept reading.

“…Clause 4(b): the undersigned grants standing permission for use of her body at any time during the active term, without prior request, without pause for confirmation, and without the right to refuse a lawful order issued under this instrument…”

My voice stayed bored on purpose. Smart. A little mean. The kind of tone I used in boardrooms when a man talked too long. His hand closed over the back of my thigh anyway, hot palm flat on bare skin under the hem of my skirt, and the sentence kept going because he had told me not to stop.

“Keep reading, Delaney.”

I swallowed. My throat clicked. The paper shook once in my fingers and I forced it still.

“…Use may include penetration of mouth, cunt, or ass, the application of implements, and the denial or forcing of climax as determined solely by the Dominant party named herein…”

His thumb stroked once, high enough that the muscle jumped. Heat punched through my belly so fast I almost laughed. Wrong. Too fast. I had walked into this study thinking I was here to play a weekend game, to try on a script and walk out Monday with a dirty story and my pride intact. The ink on page one was still wet from my name. I was twenty-six years old and I had signed like I was daring him.

Marlow was forty. He looked it in the quiet lines at his eyes and the calm way he stood behind me, close enough that the wool of his trousers brushed my calf. He never rushed.

“Louder,” he said.

I raised my voice. The study was cool; the desk lamp threw a hard circle of light over the contract and left the rest of the room dim. My bare thighs prickled. I had kicked my shoes off by the door like this was a date. Idiot.

“…Clause 5: free-use standing order. Once the signature on this page is complete, the Dominant may take the undersigned at any hour, in any room of the premises, clothed or stripped, for the full seventy-two-hour weekend term, subject only to the hard ceiling set at six o’clock on the evening of day fourteen if the parties extend by initialed slip…”

My mouth went dry on day fourteen. Three days first. Then slips. Then a clock I would set with my own hand if I was stupid enough. Thirteen days after tonight if I kept saying yes. The part of me that ran projects and closed deals wanted to snatch the pen back and walk out into the lane.

His hand slid higher. Fingers pressed the soft crease where thigh met ass. My cunt tightened on nothing. Wet. Already. Shame burned up my neck because I was reading like a secretary while my body dripped for a man who had not even kissed me.

“Continue.”

I did. Clauses on address. On kneeling. On the word Daddy when he required it. On inspection. On silence when told. On the green ledger he would keep of every infraction and every extension. My smart-ass tone cracked on the third page and I hated that he could hear it.

“Turn the page.”

Paper rasped, too loud in the quiet. Somewhere a clock ticked, a fat brass thing on the shelf, each tick a little colder than the last. My nipples had gone tight under the thin blouse. The cool air made them worse.

I read the safe-word clause. Red to stop. Yellow to slow. I said both words out loud the way the line demanded and he made me repeat them clean, no smirk. I gave him both. I meant them. That was the deal I had come for: real rules, real teeth, a weekend that was not pretend.

“Sign the standing-permission page.”

He set the pen in my hand. Black ink. Heavy. I bent over the desk because the page was there and because his body boxed me in without touching more than that one hand still high on my thigh. My name came out neat. Delaney. A flourish I always used on contracts at work, cocky as hell, like I was winning.

The ink shone wet.

“Do not stop reading,” Marlow said. “The paragraph under your name.”

I started the paragraph that explained what I had just given him. His hand left my thigh. Fabric moved. A drawer opened with a wooden scrape. Cold air hit the backs of my legs when he pushed my skirt up to my waist and hooked my underwear aside.

“Standing permission activates upon completion of signature,” I read, voice gone thin. “The Dominant is not required to ask. The undersigned may not require a request. Refusal of a lawful order is an infraction logged to the ledger and may result in…”

Two slick fingers pressed against my asshole.

I jerked. The pen rolled off the page and hit the wood with a hard click. Lube was cold. The ring of muscle jumped and tried to shut him out. He pushed anyway, patient, exact, one finger working the rim until the burn opened and took him to the knuckle.

“Keep reading.”

“…may result in extension by the undersigned’s own initialed request, corporal discipline, denial of climax, or free use without aftercare delay…”

The second finger stretched me. I hissed through my teeth. My cunt leaked down onto nothing, wet enough that a drop ran along my inner thigh and cooled there. He scissored inside my ass, filthy, slick, wet. My face went hot. I kept my eyes on the words like they could save me.

“You thought this was an audition,” Marlow said, calm as weather. “You were cast the second the ink hit the paper. Say what I am doing.”

“You’re… fingering my ass.”

“Crude. Accurate. Again, like the slut who signed.”

The word landed low in my belly. My clit throbbed against the edge of the desk. I wanted to tell him to fuck off. I wanted him deeper.

“You’re fingering my asshole while I read the contract that lets you do it.”

“Good girl.”

He fucked those two fingers into me in a steady rhythm. Each push pushed a soft wet sound past my teeth. My elbows shook on the desk. The clock ticked. My voice broke on the last line of the paragraph and he made me start it over from the top until I finished clean with his fingers buried to the webbing in my ass.

He pulled free. Empty. The ache stayed. A blunt pressure kissed my rim next, wider, harder. Glass. Cold.

“Plug,” he said. “Breathe out.”

I breathed. He pushed. The stretch burned sharp and my mouth opened on a sound I did not choose. The thickest curve of the plug shoved past the ring and seated hard, a heavy base flush to my skin. Full. Wrong. Perfect. My cunt clenched so hard I almost came from the stretch alone and that scared me more than the plug.

“On the desk. Knees. Chest down. Hold the far edge.”

I climbed. Blouse still on. Skirt rucked. Ass up with a plug shining between my cheeks and my wet pussy on display under the lamp. The wood was cold under my tits through the fabric. He pushed my knees wide with his palm.

A wand vibrator clicked on. Low hum first, then a climb. He set the head flat on my clit and held it there.

“Count when I tell you. You will not come until I say. If you do, we start the count over and I open you wider.”

“I can take it,” I said, because my mouth still wanted a fight.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The wand jumped to high. Pleasure ripped straight up my spine. My hips bucked into the head and the plug shifted inside my ass with every jolt. Too much. Too fast. I bit the inside of my cheek and tasted copper.

He worked the plug in short pulls while the wand screamed on my clit. Out a half inch. In hard. Out. In. The wet slap of my cunt against the toy filled the study. Slick. Obscene. My thighs shook.

“Please,” I said, and hated the word.

“Please what.”

“Please let me come.”

“Ask properly. Name what you are.”

My throat locked. The woman who closed deals did not say this. The woman on the desk did.

“Please let your dirty little hole come, Daddy.”

“Granted. Come.”

I broke. The orgasm tore through me in hard, ugly pulses, cunt gushing on the wand head, ass clamping the plug so tight the base dug into me. I cried out against the desk. Spit wet the wood under my mouth. My arms almost gave out.

“That’s one,” Marlow said. “Say it.”

“One.” My voice was wrecked already.

He did not take the wand off. He pinned it harder to my swollen clit and twisted the plug. Nerves lit white. I tried to crawl forward and he caught my hip and hauled me back onto the toys.

“Stay. You wanted a real education. Take it.”

“Too much,” I gasped. “Fuck, too much…”

“Again.”

The second climax hit before the first fully died. Meaner. My whole body locked and shook, a broken sound wrung out of me, wetness spraying the desk edge and running down my thighs in hot streaks. The plug was huge. My asshole fluttered around it in helpless clenches.

“Two,” I sobbed when he made me. “That’s two.”

He shut the wand off. The silence rang. I panted, open-mouthed, drool on my chin, ass still full, cunt twitching in the air. He uncapped more lube. Cold gel poured down my crack and over the plug base. I flinched at the temperature.

“I’m taking this out. Then you take my hand.”

“Your hand?”

“Fist. Your ass. You signed for implements and use. Breathe.”

The plug came free with a wet pop that broke a moan out of me. Air hit the open hole. I clenched and could not close all the way. Empty and aching and exposed under the lamp while he slicked his hand.

One finger. Two. Three. The stretch climbed past the plug and kept going. Four. A long raw sound came up out of my chest. He folded his thumb and pressed, slow and relentless, the widest part of his knuckles at the rim until my body had to choose open or break.

I opened.

His hand sank in past the knuckles. Full. Stuffed. The burn sang all the way up into my belly. I could not think. Could not do anything but hold the desk edge and take it while he seated his fist in my ass to the wrist.

“Look at you,” Marlow said. “Proud little brat with a fist in her hole. Tell me what you are.”

“A hole,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“I’m a hole. I’m your dirty little free-use hole. Please…”

He fucked me on his fist in short, careful thrusts that wrecked me anyway. Every stroke squelched wet inside me. The sound was disgusting. It made my cunt drip harder. He reached under with his free hand and rubbed my clit with two rough fingers in time with the thrusts.

“Three. Earn it. Beg.”

“Please make me come on your fist, Daddy. Please use my ass, please, I can’t, I need…”

“Come.”

I screamed into the desk. The third orgasm cracked me open, ass locking down on his wrist in hard spasms, cunt pulsing empty and greedy, legs shaking so bad I almost slid off the wood. Spit strings hung from my lip. Sweat stuck my blouse to my back. I could smell myself, sex and lube and skin.

“Three,” I choked. “That’s three.”

He worked his fist free with a slow wet pull that left me gaping. The gape stayed. Cool air. My hole tried to flutter shut and failed. Shame hit so hard my eyes burned, and under it my clit throbbed anyway.

Belt. Zipper. The thick head of his cock nudged my open asshole and pushed in on one long stroke, using the stretch he had already made. He bottomed out. Balls against my cunt. I moaned like I had been built for this.

“Fucking take it,” he said, and started to pound.

Hard. Deep. His hips slapped my ass, wet and mean. His cock dragged over every raw nerve. My tits scraped the desk through the blouse. He fisted my hair and pulled my head up off the wood.

“Say the clause.”

I could barely speak. He fucked the words out of me between thrusts.

“Standing… permission… you don’t have to ask… ah… fuck… I’m yours to use…”

“Again.”

I said it again while he railed my ass. The wand came back, pressed under me to my clit, high and cruel. I sobbed. He did not slow.

“Four. Ask for it like a whore.”

“Please force another one out of me, Daddy, please wreck your little slut’s ass, please, please…”

“Come.”

The fourth one took the rest of me. No clean thought left. Just clench, gush, scream, the cock splitting me open while I came so hard my vision spotted and my arms gave out. I drooled on the contract page. Ink smeared under my cheek. He kept fucking me through it until I was twitching and weak.

He pulled out. My empty hole clenched on air, used and open. He flipped me onto my back on the desk, knees shoved to my chest, and drove back into my ass from the front so I had to look at him. The wand pinned my clit again. His other hand slapped my cunt once, sharp.

“One more. You can take one more.”

“I can’t…”

“You will. Count it when it hits. Then you thank me for using your ass on day one.”

He fucked me brutal and steady. The wand buzzed. My clit burned raw under it. I shook my head and my body climbed anyway, shame and need twisted so tight I could not tell them apart. The brat who walked in ready to win a game was gone. In her place was a shaking woman on a desk with a cock in her ass and a contract under her spine.

“Come.”

The fifth orgasm was ugly. Long. It rolled through me in waves I could not ride, just survive, ass milking his cock, cunt squirting onto his stomach, a broken cry tearing out of my throat. I counted because he required it.

“Five. Five. Thank you for using my ass, Daddy. Thank you.”

He buried deep and came hard, hot pulses of cum flooding my stretched hole, thick and wet, so much it leaked around his cock as he kept me pinned. He held there until he finished. Then he pulled free. Cum dripped out of my open ass onto the desk in a slow filthy line. I lay there shaking, skirt still up, blouse damp, thighs wet, the contract stuck to my back with sweat.

Marlow wiped his hand on a cloth from the drawer like this was ordinary work. He tucked himself away. The brass clock ticked on. My hole throbbed open. Cold air made me flinch.

He set a smaller plug on my belly. Warm metal this time, still wet with lube from a jar.

“This stays in. Clean yourself only where I tell you. You will not wipe my cum out of your ass.”

I nodded. Words were hard.

He pushed the plug into my used hole, seating it through the slick mess of his cum. Full again. Claimed. The standing-permission clause sat under my spine like a second heartbeat. He did not have to ask again. Not for the rest of the term. Not unless I used a color. The story I had told myself on the drive over already had a crack down the middle.

Marlow straightened my skirt over the plug base and pulled me upright by the upper arms. My legs barely held. Cum and lube had cooled on my inner thighs. The study air raised goosebumps on wet skin.

“Kneel by the desk.”

I knelt. The plug shifted. I bit back a sound.

He stacked the signed pages, tapped them neat, and set them in a leather folder. The wet smear of my spit on the standing-permission page stayed visible under the lamp. He left it.

“Rule for the next hour,” he said. “You stay on your knees in this study. Hands on your thighs. Plug in. Mouth closed unless I address you. When the clock strikes the hour, you will ask, out loud, for permission to crawl to the guest room and sleep on the floor mat at the foot of my bed. You will ask by clause number. If you get the number wrong, you start the hour over with the wand on your clit and no coming.”

My mouth opened. Closed. Defiant curiosity burned under the ache, ugly and bright. I wanted to know how deep this went. I wanted to hate how wet I still was.

“Yes, Daddy.”

He checked the brass clock, then my face, then the plug base under my skirt with two fingers pressed firm enough to make me gasp.

“Good. Hold position. The weekend has started, Delaney. Do not make me remind you what free use means when I walk back through that door.”


Chapter 2: The Nine O'Clock Bell

Istill had his cum on my tongue when the brass hour-chime in the study struck nine.

Every light in the house died except the desk lamp. I stayed on my knees where he had put me, cheek to the wood, the last unread paragraph of the contract stuck to my lower lip.

My mouth tasted like him. Salt. Bitter. My cunt leaked down my inner thigh from how he had taken me over the pages, and the wet had gone cool in a thin line all the way to my knee.

Marlow set a low wooden stool in front of the desk. No pad. He pointed.

“Nine o’clock. Kneel.”

I wiped my mouth on the back of my wrist and climbed on. The wood bit both knees. My tits hung marked from his hands. Under the lamp the air smelled like sex and wet ink, the same pen I had signed with lying on the blotter.

He opened a drawer. The hairbrush came out first, dark wood, a wide oval back. He laid it where I had to look at it.

From the same drawer he took a black plug and set it beside the brush. Then a wand. A short chain of clamps landed last, the metal clicking once on the leather.

“You will learn the rules with your mouth,” he said. “Then you will prove them with the rest of you.”

My throat worked dry. I had come here for a three day weekend. A script. A game I could leave on Sunday and laugh about on the train. That story was already thin.

“Look at me.”

I did. He stood in the gold circle of the lamp, shirt still open from before, cock thickening again behind his trousers. The last load sat at the back of my tongue and my pussy clenched on empty air, greedy, too fast, before I had decided I wanted more.

“Rule one. You will call me Daddy when you speak. Say it.”

My jaw locked. The word sat in my mouth like a stone.

“Marlow,” I said.

He picked up the hairbrush.

“That is your first miss. Hands on the desk. Ass out.”

I leaned forward on the stool. He set his palm at the small of my back.

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

The brush cracked across my right cheek. Heat flared so hard my breath punched out. He hit the left. Then the sit-spot, twice. My cunt jumped, and a fresh wet line ran down onto the wood.

“Again,” he said.

“Daddy.” It came out rough. My face burned hotter than my ass.

“Rule two. When the bell strikes nine, you kneel here until I release you. Rule three. Your mouth stays available. Rule four. Your cunt stays available. That is the standing permission you already signed. Repeat those.”

I repeated them. My voice caught on “cunt.” He made me say that word twice, then a third time, until it came out plain.

“Rule five. You ask before you come. You do not take it. Rule six. You recite when I tell you to recite. Rule seven. You answer every question with the truth. Rule eight. You take discipline without covering. Rule nine. If you want more time, you write the request in your own hand and you initial it.”

He tapped the brush against my sore cheek.

“All nine. From the top.”

I got through one to four. On five I rushed and slurred “ask” into the next line. On eight I said “without crying” in place of “without covering.”

He waited. The lamp hummed.

“Eight,” I said, too fast. “I take discipline without covering. Nine. If I want more time I write it.”

“You skipped the truth rule. That is an infraction.”

“I did not skip it on purpose.”

“You spoke without being asked. That is a second.”

My nails dug into the blotter. The part of me that still had a Monday desk wanted the hall and the front door. The rest of me dripped onto the stool in a slow tick I could not stop. I could smell myself. Sweet. Dirty. Close.

He set a blank slip of cream paper beside the contract. A line for a date. A line for a request. A box for initials.

“The penalty for an infraction is not extra strokes,” he said. “The penalty is that you ask for one more day, in ink, in your own writing. Then you read your request out loud. Then I decide if I grant it.”

“The weekend is seventy two hours. I did not come here to add days.”

“Then you should have recited clean.” He uncapped the pen and put it in my fingers. “Write.”

I stared at the slip. My hand did not move.

He stepped behind me. His zipper went down. The head of his cock, still slick from earlier, dragged up the crack of my ass and notched against my wet hole.

“Write, or I use you until you do.”

“That is not in the…”

He pushed in.

One long, mean slide, all the way, stretching my cunt around him until my belly jumped. I made a sound I hated. He filled me so deep the stool creaked under my knees.

“Already soaked,” he said. “You can lie with your mouth. This hole tells on you.”

He fucked me in short, hard thrusts that slapped my sore ass against his hips. The wet sound was filthy, a slick punch every time he bottomed out. I dropped the pen. He put it back in my hand and kept pounding.

“Write the date. Today’s date. Day one.”

I scrawled it. The letters shook. He ground in and held, cock throbbing deep, and my clit rubbed the front edge of the stool.

“Now the request. ‘I ask for one additional day of discipline and use.’ Word for word.”

“Please. I can take the brush. I can take the miss. Do not make me put that on paper.”

He pulled out. The empty ache sent my hips chasing him. I bit down on that, furious at my own body, and pushed back at air anyway.

He pressed the black plug to my asshole. Cold lube first. Then pressure.

“Open.”

“Wait. I have not done that here.”

He pressed. The fat head popped past the ring and I cried out. Burn. Stretch. He fed it in until the base sat flush and my ass gripped the neck in helpless little grabs I had no say in.

“You have now. Write.”

I wrote. Each word cost me. I ask for one additional day of discipline and use. My handwriting looked like mine. That was the part that gutted me.

He picked up the clamps and thumbed my left nipple until it stood, then bit the rubber tip down on it. Pain flashed white. He did the right. The chain hung between my tits and tugged when I breathed.

“Initial.”

I put a D in the box. My own mark. On my own request.

He turned the wand on. The buzz filled the small circle of light. He pressed the broad head to my clit, pinned it there with his palm, and shoved his cock back into my cunt in one stroke.

Plug in my ass. Wand on my clit. Cock stuffing my pussy. The clamps dragged.

Too much. My mouth fell open. Drool hit the slip.

“Read it.”

“I can’t. I can’t think.”

He took the wand off. The cutoff punched through me. I shoved back on him like an animal.

“Read your request, Delaney.”

I read it. Voice cracked. Wet. Wrecked.

“I ask for one additional day of discipline and use. Initialed. D.”

“Ask me to grant it. Properly. Filthy. I want to hear what you are asking to be.”

I swallowed. The taste of his old cum mixed with new spit.

“Please grant it. Please keep me an extra day and fuck me and punish me. I am your hole. I am asking for more.”

“More specific.”

The wand returned, lower, a mean circle around my clit that would not land. He fucked me deep, the plug making every stroke too tight, my cunt squelching around him.

“Please grant the day. Use my cunt. Use my ass. Make me take it. I am a dirty slut who wants to be kept, and I am asking on paper so I cannot take it back.”

“Good. I grant it.”

He said it the way another man would stamp a form.

Thirteen days sat between me and the hard stop at six in the evening on day fourteen. I had signed one of them away with my own pen. The weekend I packed for ended Sunday. I had bought Monday in my own script.

He pulled out, leaving me open and dripping on the stool. A string of my wet followed his cock and broke on the wood.

“Down. Chest on the desk. Ass high. I am going to work this plug out and put my fingers where it was. Then more. You will ask for each one. If you come without permission I add another slip.”

I folded over the blotter. The chain between the clamps clicked on the wood. The slip sat an inch from my mouth. I could smell the wet ink, and my own cunt on his skin when he leaned in.

He twisted the plug. The stretch flared, then the fat of it dragged out of me and I gaped for a second, empty and lewd, sucking at air.

“One finger. Ask.”

“Please put a finger in my ass, Daddy.”

He pushed in. Easy, from the plug. He hooked and rubbed forward, and my clit jumped against nothing.

“Two. Ask.”

“Please, two. Stretch me.”

Two. The burn came back. He scissored. I bit the blotter.

“Three.”

I asked. He gave me three and fucked them in and out until the wet sound changed, thicker, my ass taking him with a slick gulp. My face was in my own request. The letters smeared under my cheek.

“Four. You will feel this.”

“Please four. Please open me. I will be good.”

Four fingers made me shake. The stretch stole my air. He held there, knuckles at my rim, and set the wand on my clit again. He left it.

“You do not come. You beg to come, and I will tell you no until I am ready. Fist next. Ask for it like you mean it.”

“I cannot take a fist.”

“You will ask anyway.”

The wand chewed at my clit. His four fingers worked deeper, twisting, my asshole burning and sucking. Sweat ran between my tits and stung the clamps. I tasted metal and salt where I had bitten my lip.

“Please fist my ass, Daddy. Please put your whole hand in me and use me like a toy. I am a whore who wrote for an extra day so you could ruin this hole. Please.”

He tucked his thumb. Pressure with nowhere to go. I clawed the far edge of the desk.

“Breathe. Push.”

I pushed. The widest part of his hand shoved through my ring and the room went thin at the edges. Full. Stuffed past thought. He was inside me to the wrist and my ass fluttered around him in panicked pulls.

“There. Hold it.”

He flexed. A broken noise tore loose. The wand kept at my clit and my cunt dripped a steady pat onto the stool, a little puddle, the smell of me thick enough to taste when I opened my mouth.

“Now you may beg to come. Once. Make it count. If it is thin I turn the wand off and leave you like this.”

I begged. I used every filthy word I had. I called myself his slut, his hole, his good girl who needed to soak his desk with a fist in her ass and her own request under her mouth. I asked him to let his dirty toy come. I said please until the word wore out.

“Come.”

I broke.

Cunt seizing. Ass locking on his hand so hard it hurt. Clit jumping under the wand. I soaked the wood, a hard gush that hit the stool and his wrist, and my voice went to scraps. Too much. Cannot. Full. Coming. Fuck. I shook through it until spit ran off my chin onto the slip and blurred the word additional.

He kept the wand on past kind, then took it off. He eased his hand out. The drag made me sob once, ugly, no words left. I stayed open, used, a wet ache I could not close.

He wiped his hand on my ass and pushed his cock into my cunt again while I was twitching. Slick. Easy. He fucked me through the aftershocks, hips slapping, the wet mess loud in the quiet house. The clamps bounced. I took it. I was a hole on a stool under a lamp.

He pulled out, climbed the side of the desk, and put his cock at my mouth.

“Clean.”

I opened. I tasted myself, ass and cunt and old cum, as he shoved to the back of my throat. I gagged. Spit ran. He held my hair and used my mouth until he came, hot pulses I had to swallow, bitter and thick, his cock jerking on my tongue.

He pulled free. A last streak hit my lip.

“Stay.”

He capped the pen. He set my slip in a green folder I had not seen him take from the drawer. He wrote a line I could not read from where I knelt.

The clamps came off. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I hissed. He left the marks.

“Thirteen days remain until six o’clock on day fourteen,” he said. “The first extra day is yours because you asked. The door is there. The contract still ends if you walk. If you stay, you kneel at nine tomorrow and you recite clean.”

I stayed on the stool. My ass throbbed. My cunt leaked. The ink on the slip was already dry in the folder.

A knock at the front of the house. Three raps, even, no hurry.

Marlow buttoned his shirt.

“On the stool. Eyes down. She handles the file.”

The door at the end of the hall opened on the night. Rain smell blew in, clean over the sex.

A woman in her late thirties stepped into the edge of the lamp. Dark coat. Leather case. Hair pinned up. She looked at the folder, then at my wet knees, then at Marlow.

“Vivienne,” he said. “Day one. She wrote.”

Vivienne set the case on the desk beside my mouth and clicked it open.


Chapter 3: Fed From His Hand

The arnica gel was already cold on my skin when I woke up.

I lay face-down on the study rug with a folded blanket over my bare back and no memory of who put it there. Marlow sat on the floor beside me, working the gel into the raised welts from the hairbrush, his palm flat and steady, moving in small circles over the heat that had not gone out.

I tried to push up on my elbows. He set two fingers between my shoulder blades and kept me down.

“Stay,” he said. “Coffee first.”

The mug waited on a low tray near my face. He lifted it and tipped it to my lips. Bitter. Hot. I swallowed and coughed, and he wiped the drip from my chin with his thumb like it was nothing, like he did it every morning.

My whole body hurt in that deep, used way that made thinking slow. The welts throbbed under the gel. My thighs stuck together. My pussy was sore and slick from the night before, and my clit pulsed against the rug before I could stop it.

I hated how fast that happened.

“You slept through the night,” Marlow said. “Good. Your body needed it.”

I made a sound that might have been a laugh. “My body needed a taxi home.”

He kept rubbing arnica into the worst stripe across the high curve of my rear. The weight of his touch pressed me into the weave of the rug. Texture under my cheek. Rough. Real. I could have gotten up. My legs worked. The front door sat down the hall the way it always did.

I stayed where he put me.

“Sunday,” I said into the fibers. “I still leave Sunday. That was the deal. Seventy-two hours. Day two. I can still walk out with twelve days left on the ceiling and never sign another slip.”

“Drink.”

I drank. He fed me half the mug that way, sip by sip, and my throat worked for him without asking me first. When the coffee was gone he set the mug aside and reached for a wide wooden brush from the tray.

“Sit up.”

I sat. The blanket slid to my waist. My nipples tightened in the cool air of the study, pink from last night, and I crossed my arms over them like that could undo anything.

Marlow turned me by the shoulders so my back faced him. He started at the ends of my hair and worked the brush through the tangles, strand by strand. The pull on my scalp made my eyes water. The care of it made my stomach drop.

Nobody had brushed my hair like this since I was small enough to sit still for it. I was not small now. I was a grown woman with a job and an apartment and a signed weekend contract that I had treated like a dare.

The brush caught. He freed it. Kept going.

“You are thinking of this as a game you can quit when the fun stops,” he said. “It is a curriculum. Breakfast, then we go over the week.”

“There is no week. There is tomorrow. Then I go home.”

He finished one section of hair and started another. The weight of the brush dragged slow from crown to ends. My scalp tingled. Between my legs, heat built, a low throb that had nothing to do with coffee and everything to do with how carefully he handled me after he had wrecked me.

I told myself the throb was leftover. Residual. My body catching up.

It was not leftover. It was new. Fresh want, arriving while he was being kind, and that was worse than the hairbrush had been.

“Arms down,” he said.

I dropped them. My tits sat bare and stupid under the study light. He set the brush aside, reached around me, and pinched both nipples once, firm, a reminder. I gasped. My hips jerked. Slick slid down the inside of one thigh.

“Breakfast,” Marlow said. “On your knees by the low table.”

The low table sat near the window, away from the big work surface where I had knelt the night before. I crawled to it because standing would have been too much claim. The rug burned against my raw skin. He had laid out toast, soft scrambled eggs, cut fruit. A plate for one.

He sat in the chair. I knelt between his knees. He tore a piece of toast, buttered it, and held it to my lips.

I stared at it.

“I can feed myself.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed under my sternum and stuck. My face went hot. I opened for the toast because refusing was a fight I would lose in a way that left a mark, and I was still trying to keep Sunday clean in my head.

I chewed. He wiped a crumb from the corner of my lips. Next came egg, then a piece of melon, all of it fed to me while I knelt naked and sore with his knee against my bare side. The texture of the toast scraped my tongue. The melon was cold and sweet. My throat worked. My empty, used hole tightened on air every time his fingers brushed my lower lip.

Gratitude rose in me like a sickness. He had covered me in the night. He had put arnica on the welts he gave me. He was feeding me. The part of me that signed the contract for a thrill wanted to spit the food back and call him names.

The rest of me wanted to lean my forehead against his thigh and stay.

I swallowed the melon.

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise landed in my cunt like a touch. I pressed my thighs together. He tapped my knee with two fingers. “No. Knees apart. You stay available while we talk.”

I spread. Air hit the slick mess between my legs. I could smell myself. Thick. Sweet. Dirty.

Marlow kept feeding me while he laid out the curriculum in that calm voice that never rose.

“Morning inspection. Afternoon free use. Evening review. You will learn the nine rules by heart. You will stop performing defiance for sport. You will stop treating the honorific like a joke.”

“I do treat it like a joke,” I said around a bite of egg. “That is half the fun.”

He set the next piece of toast against my lips and held it there. “Eat.”

I ate. Juice from the melon ran down my chin. He caught it with his thumb and pushed the wet back between my lips. I sucked without thinking. His eyes stayed on mine, mild and absolute.

“You think you are negotiating a Sunday exit,” he said. “You are learning the terms under which you will ask to stay.”

“I will not ask.”

He finished feeding me the plate. Every bite went into me by his choice. When the food was gone he wiped my face with a cloth, slow, thorough, like cleaning a mess he owned. Then he stood and pointed at a long padded bench set against the far wall. Leather. Straps dangling. A low wedge at one end.

“Over the bench. Face down. Hips up.”

My pulse jumped. “What is that.”

“An edging bench. You spent last night learning what happens when you break a rule. Today you learn what happens when you behave.”

That should have been a mercy. My body heard it as a threat.

I went. The leather was cool under my belly. He strapped my wrists to the far corners, then my ankles wide to the near ones, so my ass and pussy stuck up and out, open to the room, open to him. The straps bit. The position put weight on my ribs and pulled at every welt.

I tested the buckles. They held.

Marlow walked to a cabinet and came back with a black silicone plug, a bottle of lube, a thick wand with a round head, and a set of metal clamps on a chain. He set them on a side tray where I could see them if I turned my head.

“You stay on this bench,” he said, “and you do not finish unless I allow it. You will beg. You will name yourself. You will take what I put in you. If you break early, we start over.”

My throat went dry. “For how long.”

“As long as the lesson needs.”

He slicked two fingers and pushed them into my pussy without warning. I cried out. Still sore. Still dripping. He worked me in lazy strokes, finding the swollen spot inside and pressing until my hips tried to fuck back on him.

Then he stopped.

I whined. The sound embarrassed me the second it left me.

“Already this needy,” he said. “From breakfast. From having your hair brushed. You are not as tough as you sell yourself, Delaney.”

He added a third finger. Stretched me. The sound of it was slick and filthy in the quiet study. He pulled free and wiped his fingers on my thigh, leaving a shiny streak.

Next came the plug. He poured lube over it, then over my asshole, and pressed the tip there. I clenched. He waited. Pressed again. The burn bloomed as the thickest curve forced me open, and then it seated, heavy and full, a blunt weight that made every breath push against it.

“Breathe around it,” he said. “That stays in while I work you.”

The clamps came next. He pinched my left nipple, rolled it, and set the metal teeth on. Pain lit up white and clean. The right one followed. The chain hung between them and swung when I shifted, tugging both at once. Tears came fast. My pussy clenched on air and leaked down onto the leather.

Marlow switched the wand on. The buzz filled the room, low and mean. He set the round head against my clit and held it there.

My whole body jumped against the straps. Too much. Too fast. The vibration drove straight through and settled hot in my gut. I yanked at the wrist cuffs. The plug shifted in my ass with every spasm. The clamps bounced and bit harder.

“Stay,” he said.

I could not stay. My hips rolled. Slick smeared the leather under me. The edge rushed up so fast I almost broke on it, heat coiling tight, my thighs shaking, a broken sound ripping out of me.

He pulled the wand away.

I sobbed once, raw. The denial left me twitching, empty, the plug a cruel fullness with nowhere to go.

“What are you,” Marlow said.

I shook my head.

He tapped the wand against my clit, one short buzz. “What are you.”

“A slut,” I forced out. “Your slut. Fuck. Put it back.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please,” I said, and hated how small it sounded. “Please put it back. I need it.”

He set the wand on me again. The vibration chewed through the leftover edge and built a new one on top of it. My vision went blurry. Drool ran from the corner of my mouth onto the leather. The chain between my tits swung and yanked. Every time I tried to grind into the wand he adjusted the angle, keeping me right at the brink without letting me tip over.

“You wanted a game,” he said over the buzz. “This is the game. You stay hungry. You stay useful. Free use means I take you when I want, how I want, and you thank me for the use.”

“I am leaving Sunday,” I gasped.

He turned the wand up a notch. My cry cracked. My cunt fluttered hard enough to make a wet sound. The plug in my ass was enormous. I was going to break. I was right there, right fucking there, and he took it away again.

I kicked against the ankle straps. Useless. I shook with the near miss.

Marlow slicked his cock behind me, the wet drag of lube over thick flesh, and then the blunt head pushed at my pussy and sank in to the root in one long thrust.

I shouted. Full. Stuffed. The plug in my ass made the fit brutal, two hard pressures competing inside me. He fucked me in deep, measured strokes, the slap of his hips against my sore rear filling the room. The wand came back to my clit while he pounded.

“Take it,” he said. “Take Daddy’s cock like the hole you are.”

The word Daddy in his voice made my insides seize. I shoved it away. Still a bit. Still a performance.

He fucked harder. The bench creaked. My strapped wrists went numb. Slick squelched out around his dick with every thrust, loud and shameless. The smell of sex thickened. Sweat ran down my spine into the welts.

He pulled out, leaving me gaping and clenching, and pressed the head of his cock against my plugged ass instead.

“No,” I said, panic flaring bright. “Too much. The plug is already in.”

“The plug comes out. My cock goes in. Then my fingers. Then more. You will take it.”

He worked the plug free. The stretch of it leaving made me moan, raw and broken. My hole fluttered, empty for half a second, and then he was pushing in, thick and slick, forcing my ass open around him inch by inch.

The burn was huge. I bit the leather. Tears ran sideways into my hair. He kept going until his hips met my rear and I was full of him in the place that was a line I had not meant to cross so soon.

He held still. Let me shake around the size of him.

“Breathe,” he said. “Good little toy. You can take more than you think.”

Then he fucked my ass.

Deep. Steady. The drag of him in and out pulled at the rim and pushed the burn into something hotter, something that made my empty pussy drip in long strings onto the bench. He set the wand back on my clit and the two together wrecked me. I could not form sentences. Sounds poured out of me, high and animal. Spit slicked my chin.

He edged me three more times like that, cock buried in my ass, wand grinding my clit, and every time I got close he stopped the vibration and slowed his hips to a cruel, shallow rock that kept me stuffed without letting me finish.

“Say what you are,” he ordered.

“A whore,” I sobbed. “A dirty hole. A thing you use. Fuck, I need to finish, I need it, I cannot, I cannot…”

“You can. You will wait.”

He pulled out of my ass. The sudden emptiness made me cry out. Cool air hit the stretched rim. I was open and could not close. He pushed two fingers into that gape, then three, then four, twisting, working me wider while I thrashed against the straps.

“Push out,” he said. “Let me in.”

I pushed. His fingers folded. The widest part of his knuckles pressed. My body fought it, then gave, and his whole fist sank into my ass with a wet, filthy sound that made my face burn hotter than the stretch.

I screamed into the leather.

Full. Packed. Stuffed past sense. He held his fist inside me and turned it a fraction. The pressure lit up every nerve. The wand came back. My clit jumped under it. I was sobbing, drooling, fucking myself back onto his arm in tiny helpless jerks because my body had stopped asking my brain for permission.

“Look at you,” Marlow said. “Fist in your ass. Clamps on your tits. Dripping like a broken bitch on my bench. And you still think you walk out of here tomorrow and laugh about it over drinks.”

“I do,” I tried. The words came out ruined. “I can. I will.”

He worked his fist in short thrusts. The squelch was obscene. My hole clung to his wrist on every pull. The wand buzzed relentless against my clit. The edge stacked so high I could not see over it. Everything in me went tight, every muscle locked.

“Ask for it,” he said. “Ask like you mean it. Use the word.”

There was only one word he meant. The one I had been tossing around like a joke since I signed. The one that was supposed to stay in quotation marks so I could keep being the cocky woman who tried this on a dare.

The fist turned. The wand pressed. My vision tunneled.

“Please,” I croaked. “Please let me finish. Please, Daddy. Please let your little whore come on your fist.”

The honorific left my lips bare. No spin on it. No smirk. Just the word, raw, and the second it was out I heard what I had done. So did he. The air in the study changed around it.

Marlow made a low sound of approval and drove his fist deeper while he pinned the wand hard against my clit.

“Now,” he said. “Give it to me.”

I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in ugly, full-body spasms. My ass clamped down on his fist so tight I sobbed from the pressure. My pussy gushed, a wet rush that slapped the leather and ran down my thighs in hot sheets. I jerked against every strap. The clamps yanked my nipples. My mind went blank and filthy, reduced to fragments.

Too much. Cannot stop. Full. His. More. Fuck. Fuck.

I kept shaking long after the peak, aftershocks rolling through me while he held his fist seated and let the wand ride me past the edge into overstimulated mess. I tried to twist away. He followed. Another smaller crest ripped out of me, weaker, meaner, and I sobbed through that one too.

Only then did he ease his fist free. The drag of it leaving left me gaping, empty, used. Cool air stung the ruined rim. Cum I had not even registered him spilling earlier leaked from my pussy where he had fucked me before, mixed with my own mess, dripping in a slow filthy line down toward my clit.

Marlow switched the wand off. Unclipped the clamps. Blood rushed back into my nipples and I whimpered. He unbuckled the straps one by one and rolled me onto my side on the bench, a mess of sweat and slick and tears.

He wiped my face with the same care he had used at breakfast. Brought water to my lips. I drank. My legs would not hold me if I tried to stand. My ass ached with a deep, claiming throb. Every breath reminded me how wide he had opened me.

“Sunday,” I whispered, because I had to put the shape of an exit back in the room. “I still… I can still go.”

He brushed hair off my forehead with two fingers. The tenderness landed harder than the fist had.

“You do not get to decide that anymore,” he said again, quieter. “You said the word without performing it. That is the start of the curriculum, Delaney. Not the end of a weekend.”

I turned my face into the leather. The study smelled like sex and arnica and coffee gone cold. Outside the window, the day kept moving toward an evening I had once been sure I would own.

I lay there with his palm warm on my hip and the truth sitting heavy in my gut where gratitude had already made room for it. I had come on his fist with Daddy on my tongue and nothing clever left to hide behind. The joke was dead. What lived in its place was need, plain and ugly, and the slow understanding that the next time I reached for a pen it would not be to mock the terms.

It would be to keep them.


Chapter 4: Bare To The Mailbox

The curtain rings rasped as Marlow dragged every drape in the sunroom wide at ten in the morning, and daylight hit me with my hand still knotted in the last panel I had tried to shut.

“Caught,” he said. “Class is in session.”

Heat climbed my throat. The glass put the whole lane on me. A white truck idled two houses down, and I dropped the cloth like it had burned.

Marlow set the last ring on its hook and turned. He had a black remote in his palm, small as a lighter, already warm.

“You hide from a lesson, Delaney, and the lesson gets louder. Dress off. Now.”

Sunday was supposed to be done. I had put my initials on a slip after breakfast anyway, telling myself I could talk my way to the door. Day four. Ten days on the clock if I did not slip again. Six in the evening on day fourteen, and the whole thing either held or died. I reached for the zipper.

The cotton puddled at my feet. No bra. No panties. The sun laid a hot stripe across my tits and my belly, and my nipples pulled tight in it before I wanted them to.

I should have kept the drape shut. I should have walked. My cunt was already slick.

“Hands on the glass. Feet apart.”

I put my palms on the warm pane. The truck door shut out on the gravel. Marlow’s shoe scuffed behind me, and then cold metal kissed my left nipple.

The clamp bit. I hissed. He fixed the twin on the other side and let the chain hang. The weight tugged each time I breathed.

“Stay.”

A click of lube. His thumb spread me from behind and a blunt plug nosed my hole. I locked my jaw. First night I had told him that place was closed, off the list, never. He pushed.

The stretch burned. My rim fought it and lost, and the thick of it popped through with a wet sound that made my ears ring. The base seated flush. A low buzz woke inside me, deep and mean, and my knees dipped.

“Remote stays with me,” Marlow said. “You stay plugged. You stay bare under the dress I give you. You go to the box at the road and you bring me the envelope with the seal.”

“Someone will see.”

“That is the work.” He lifted a short blue dress from the chair and dropped it over my head. The hem stopped high on my thighs. The clamps showed through the thin cloth. The plug sat in me like a secret with a motor.

He turned the remote. The buzz climbed. A noise left my mouth that I hated.

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

My face went hot enough to sting. Wet slid down my inner thigh in a thin line the dress did not cover. I wanted the floor to open. I wanted him to turn the dial again.

“The truck belongs to Ellis,” Marlow said. “He has carried mail on this lane since before you rented on Oak. You will take the envelope from the box. When he turns to go, you will confess your infraction to his back. Loud enough to count. If he faces you, you fail the class.”

Ellis. That name sat with the diner window and the credit union lot. He would place my voice in one word.

“What infraction?”

“You tried to close my drapes so the lane would not see my girl. Say that. All of it.”

The buzz dropped to a hum. My hole kept clenching on the plug anyway, traitor muscle. Marlow opened the sunroom door. Warm air rolled in off the walk.

“Go.”

Gravel bit my bare soles. The dress lifted in the little breeze and I clamped it down with one hand, then let go because holding it made me look worse. Sun baked the top of my head. The chain between the clamps swung and pulled.

Halfway down the walk the remote kicked. A fat pulse drove up into my gut. I stumbled and caught myself on the fence post, breath punched out of me. Behind the glass Marlow stood with his thumb on the button, calm as a man checking the time.

Ellis was at the box.

Tan shorts. Gray at the temples, thirty years on this route. Sweat dark on the spine of his shirt. He slid a thick cream envelope through the slot and flipped the flag down, then up again, the old habit. I froze on the last two yards of gravel with the plug throbbing in me and my cunt dripping onto the dust.

He turned his head.

I ducked my face and went for the box like I had a right to be there in a dress that hid nothing. My fingers found the envelope. Heavy paper. A raised seal. I pulled it free and held it to my chest.

Ellis shut the box. He took one step toward his truck.

“I tried to close the drapes,” I said, and my voice cracked, so I pushed it harder, ugly and bright in the morning. “So the lane would not see me bare.”

His boot scuffed. His shoulders went stiff. He did not turn.

He walked.

The truck door slammed. Gravel popped under the tires. I stood there with the sealed envelope and the dress stuck to the wet on my thighs and the plug chewing at me, and I came within a breath of going to my knees in front of my own mailbox.

The truck rolled to the next house. Ellis never looked back. That was worse. He had my words now. He would carry them down every drive I had to use.

Marlow clicked the remote on the way up the walk. Two hard bursts. My hole seized. Slick ran. I bit my tongue and tasted metal and kept moving because the lane had windows.

I crossed the sunroom threshold and he shut the door. The drapes stayed open. He took the envelope from my hands and set it on the glass table without breaking the seal.

“Repeat what you gave him.”

“I tried to close the drapes so the lane would not see me bare.”

“Again. Slower. Call yourself what you are.”

The clamps throbbed with my pulse. “I tried to close the drapes so the lane would not see Daddy’s whore bare.”

“Good. On the table. Chest down. Face the glass.”

I bent. The glass was warm on my tits and the chain mashed between them. The dress rode up on its own. He flipped the hem to my waist and the air touched everything I had tried to hide.

A car drifted past on the lane. Slow. I shut my eyes. Marlow’s palm came down on my hip and stayed there.

“Open the envelope,” he said.

“I cannot reach.”

He put it by my cheek. I tore the flap with my teeth and spit a scrap of paper. Inside: a single notarized sheet. Blue stamp. A name I knew from the credit union counter.

Vivienne.

Witness retained. Attendance set. Day fourteen. Six in the evening. Permanent clause to be signed or void. My name in print under the stamp, clean as a title on a car.

This had left the house. A woman who stamped real papers in town held a time for me.

“Ten days,” Marlow said. He turned the remote up. “You will be ready for her, or you will waste the hour.”

The plug kicked hard. I jerked and the clamps yanked. A moan broke out of me against the glass, loud, wet. My cunt cramped shut and dripped on the table edge.

“Please. Not with the window.”

“That is the only place it counts today.” He worked the plug in a circle, grinding the base, and the buzz crawled into my clit from the wrong side. “You told me this hole was closed. You swore it. Today you give it.”

“I cannot.”

“You can. You will ask.”

I shook my head and my cheek squeaked on the pane. He pulled the plug out in one long drag. The empty ache made my eyes water. My rim fluttered, open, dumb.

His finger went in. Then two. Lube ran warm down my crack. He scissored and I made a sound I did not own.

“Ask.”

“Fuck me there. Please. In the window. Use my hole.”

“Name it.”

“My asshole. Please fuck my asshole, Daddy. I am a dirty little toy and I need it.”

Three fingers. The burn went bright. He hooked them and pressed and my clit jumped against the table edge. The remote sat by my wrist, live, and he thumbed it so the plug buzzed uselessly on the cloth, a tease I could not have.

He added a fourth. I clawed the glass. Too big. I had said never. My body opened anyway, greedy and sore, and shame sat on my tongue like salt.

“Fist,” he said. “You take the hand you said you would not take.”

“Marlow.”

“Daddy.”

“Daddy. Please. Your hand. Put it in me.”

He tucked his thumb and pushed. The widest part of his knuckles stretched me past sense. I yelled into the glass. The sunroom threw the sound back. Outside, a mower started three lawns down, and I came around his hand in a hard, ugly clench that milked his wrist and squirted slick down onto the floor.

No count. I could not have given one. My head went white and filthy. Coming. Full. Cannot.

He did not stop.

The wand came out of the drawer. He pinned it to my clit while his fist stayed buried, and the motor was a hot roar. I tried to crawl forward and the clamps caught on the table lip and bit worse. He fucked me with his hand in short, thick strokes. The squelch was loud. Obscene. My hole clung and lost and clung.

“Say what you are.”

“A hole. A whore. A good little toy in the window. Please. Too much.”

“Again.”

“Use me. Split me. Let the lane see Daddy’s bitch take a fist.”

The second orgasm ripped through with no pause after the first. My thighs shook so hard the table walked an inch. Spit ran from my mouth onto the notarized page. It blotted Vivienne’s blue stamp and I could not lift my head to stop it.

He pulled his fist free. The gape held. Cool air hit the open ring of me and I clenched on nothing, ruined, dripping.

Then his cock, thick and already wet from his fist, lined up with that same used hole.

“Last thing you swore off,” he said. “Take it.”

He shoved in to the root.

The burn doubled. I choked on a sob and pushed back anyway, slut-stupid, needing the fill after the empty. His hips slapped my skin. The wand stayed. He reached around, found the chain, and tugged my nipples in time with each thrust.

“Tight little asshole. Sucking me in front of the whole road. You hid from this. Now you drip for it.”

“Harder. Please. Fuck that hole. Breed it. I do not care who sees.”

The words left before I could catch them. He growled and pounded, deep, mean, the wet slap of it filling the sunroom. My tits smeared on the glass. A delivery van rolled by and I came again with my mouth open on the pane, fogging it, eyes on the side mirror as it passed.

Past four. Past whatever came next. The numbers slid off. My brain went to scraps. Full. Cock. Window. More. Cannot stop. Do not stop.

He pulled out, hauled me off the table by the hair, and put me on my knees facing the drape. His cock, slick with me, pushed past my teeth.

“Clean it. Taste your hole.”

I gagged and did it. Spit ran down my chin. The musk of my own ass hit the back of my tongue and my cunt clenched so hard I leaked on my heels. He held my head and used my throat until drool strung onto my tits and the clamps.

“Enough.” He dragged me up, bent me over the arm of the chair this time, still aimed at the glass, and drove back into my ass in one stroke. He jammed the wand between my thighs, trapped there by my own weight.

I screamed. The overstim had no edge left. It was all peak, all too much, my clit raw and jumping. He fucked me through it. Sweat ran down my spine into the place where we joined. The chair feet scraped.

“Thank me for each one you can still name.”

“I cannot name them. I lost it. Please. I am your whore. I am your hole. Keep going.”

He laughed once, low. His hand found the remote on the table and he pressed it to my clit beside the wand, two motors at once, cruel. I broke again, and again, body jerking, piss-warm slick sheeting down my legs, the smell of sex thick in the heat of the sunroom.

“Look at the lane,” he said.

I looked. Empty gravel. Open glass. My own wrecked face in the faint reflection, mouth shiny, eyes blown. Behind that face, the box at the road with its flag still up.

He came in my ass with a hard grind and a curse, cock kicking, heat flooding the sore stretch. He held me there, filled, twitching, the wand still on, and I shook through one more ruined crest that had no start and no end.

He shut the wand off.

The quiet rang. His cock slipped free and cum leaked out of me in a slow, thick line, down my thigh, onto the chair leather, onto the sunroom floor. My hole gaped a beat before it tried to close and failed.

Marlow turned my chin toward the glass with two fingers. He did not touch my cunt. He only pointed at the empty lane.

“Ellis runs this route again after lunch.”

My pussy clenched so hard a fresh drip left me and hit the floor between my feet. No hand on me. No toy. His voice and a name and the open drape, and my body answered like a switch thrown.

He saw it. Of course he did. He set the remote on the sill and wiped his cock on the hem of my dress.

I stood there leaking his cum, clamps on, dress rucked, the notarized page on the table with my spit on Vivienne’s stamp. Ten days. A lane I had to drive. A man with my confession in his head. And now this: he could say a name, and I would get wet.

The remote lay on the sunroom sill with its red light still burning, and through the open drape the mailbox flag stood straight up against the empty lane.


Chapter 5: The Green Ledger

The brass lock gave with a thin scrape. The letter opener twisted once more, and the desk drawer slid free easier than it should have.

My breath sat high in my throat. Three in the morning. The house was still. I had come for the contract, the paper that kept me here past the weekend I thought I was playing at. Steal it. Burn it. Walk out on day five with nine days left on a clock I told myself he controlled.

The drawer held no single sheet.

A green ledger lay there instead. Thick. Leather corners soft from use. My name sat on the first page in his clean block letters.

I flipped.

Infractions filled the left column in his pen. Late for breakfast. Spoke without leave. Came without asking. Touched myself in the shower. Each entry had a date. Each entry had a mark: logged, no day added.

My stomach dropped.

The right column was mine.

Extension requests. Ten of them. My handwriting. My initials. My dates. Slip after slip, each one asking to stay longer, each one in ink I did not remember pressing so hard. I had signed them half-awake, half-sore, half-stupid with need, and I had told myself each one was a trap he set.

They were my traps.

I turned the cover further. A spare front-door key sat inside under a strip of white tape. My name on the tape. Plain as a label on a jar.

The door was never locked.

I sat on the floor of the study with the ledger in my lap and the key digging into my palm. Pride tried to climb back up my spine and find a fight. It found paper. My paper. My requests. Nine days hung on the ceiling of the deal, six in the evening of day fourteen, and every hour past the original weekend had been me asking to be kept.

A floorboard creaked in the hall.

I shoved the ledger back. Too late. The study lamp clicked on.

He stood in the doorway in a dark shirt and bare feet, calm as if he had been waiting for the scrape of metal. His eyes went to the drawer, then to my face, then to the key still stuck to my fingers.

“Rebellion,” he said. “On schedule.”

I opened my mouth. Nothing useful came out.

“Bring the ledger to the desk, Delaney. Stand. Read the right column out loud.”

My knees protested. I stood. The green book went down on the blotter. I read my own words in a thin voice. Extension. Initialed. Dated. Extension. Initialed. Dated. Ten times. Each one a small surrender I had dressed up as his cruelty.

When I finished, he pointed at the key.

“What does that tell you.”

“That I could have left.” The taste of old coffee and fear sat on my tongue. “That I did not.”

“That you asked to stay.” He pulled the chair back. “Bend over the desk. Face the window. Nightgown up.”

The study window looked down the short drive to the lane. A streetlamp threw a pale strip across the glass. Anyone walking a dog at this hour would see a woman folded over wood with her hem around her waist.

I bent. Cool blotter under my cheek. The nightgown rode up. Cool air found my bare cunt and the plug seated from earlier, a solid blunt weight that shifted when I spread my feet.

“You came to steal freedom you already held,” he said. “So we correct the story. Loud enough for the lane if the lane cares to listen.”

A drawer to my left slid. Cuffs clicked around my wrists and locked to the far edge of the desk, stretching me flat. Another pair went at my ankles, spreading me wide against the legs of the desk so my hips tilted and my cheeks parted around the base of the plug.

He walked behind me. A metal clamp bit my left nipple. Then the right. The chain between them hung and tugged when I breathed. He pressed a wand’s head to my clit and strapped it there with a leather band around my thighs so I could not squirm free of it.

“Say what you found.”

“The ledger.” My voice cracked. “My slips. The key.”

“Say what that means.”

“I wrote myself into this.” Shame burned hotter than the clamps. My cunt pulsed under the dead wand. “I asked for every extra day.”

“Good girl. Filthy girl. Both.” The wand buzzed to life on low. A flat, mean hum drove straight into my nerves. I jerked in the cuffs. The plug shifted. A wet sound came from me already, slick and shameless in the quiet room.

He worked the plug free with a slow twist. The stretch left me empty and aching. Gel followed, thick and cold, pushed into my ass with two fingers that did not ask. He scissored. I grunted into the blotter. Copper spread on my tongue where I had bitten it.

“You wanted the contract back so you could pretend you were taken,” he said. “You were never taken. You were recorded.”

Three fingers. The burn climbed. The wand’s hum stayed low, enough to make my hips chase it, not enough to break me. My spit wet the paper under my mouth. Somewhere outside a car passed on the lane, tires on damp road, and the sound made my whole body flinch because the window sat right there and my tits hung and the clamps shone under the lamp.

“Daddy.” The word fell out raw. “Someone could…”

“See a little slut learning. Yes.” Four fingers now, knuckles pressing, turning. “Breathe. Push back. You stole into my desk. You earn the stretch.”

I pushed. His fingers sank deeper. The stretch went white and huge. I sobbed once, ugly, and the wand buzzed a fraction higher as reward or cruelty, I could not tell. Slick ran down my inner thighs. The smell of me thickened between the desk and his body.

“Name yourself.”

“A whore.” My face burned. “A hole that asked to be kept.”

“Louder.”

“A dirty little toy who signed her own leash!”

His fingers curled, then withdrew. Before I could close, he bunched them and pressed the whole of his hand against my rim. The burn turned to a bright tearing pressure. I yelled into the blotter. He waited, patient, exacting, and fed me inch by inch until his knuckles seated at their widest and my body locked around his wrist.

Full. Too full. My thoughts scattered. The buzz turned mean. My legs shook in the cuffs.

“Taste this,” he said, and wiped two slick fingers on my lower lip. I licked. Salt and gel and me. “That is what pride tastes like when it finally tells the truth.”

He fucked my ass with his hand in short deep strokes. Each one shoved a broken sound out of me. The desk creaked. The chain on the clamps swung and pulled my nipples taut. Outside, a night bird called. The wet squelch of his wrist working me filled the study, filthy and steady.

I was going to come. The climb was huge and ugly and I had no pride left to hold it back.

He shut the wand off.

I cried out. Empty buzz. Full ass. No release.

“Not yet. You do not get to finish on a lie. You finish on the record.”

He eased his hand free. The gape stayed, open and throbbing, air cold where I should have been shut. I clenched and could not close. He let me feel that for a long count while he unbuckled his belt.

His cock pressed to my stretched rim, thicker after the work of his hand, and he fed it into me in one long slide that punched the air from my lungs. His hips met my cheeks with a slap. The desk jumped. The window glass hummed.

“Look at the lane,” he ordered.

I turned my face. The streetlamp. The dark hedge. The empty road. My reflection faint in the glass: mouth wet, eyes blown, body used over his desk like a lesson left out for anyone.

He fucked me deep and steady. Each thrust set the clamps tugging. Each pull left me gaping for a half-second before he stuffed me full again. The wand came back on, high this time, pinned to my clit so the vibration rattled up through the cock in my ass and shook the strength out of my legs.

“Beg for it in true words.”

“I asked for this.” Spit stringing from my lip to the blotter. “I signed the slips. I want you to wreck me. I want…” My voice broke on a moan. “I want to come on Daddy’s cock while the window is right there. I want to be the slut who stays.”

“Why.”

“Because I like it.” The confession tore out. “Because walking out scares me more than staying. Because the key was always there and I still crawled back to the desk.”

He drove harder. The slap of skin got louder. My cunt dripped onto the rug in thin strings. The taste of my own spit and the leather blotter mixed on my tongue. Sound stacked on sound: the wet drag of his cock, the buzz, my broken little grunts, the faint tick of the study clock counting toward a morning I could no longer pretend was captivity.

“You have nine days left before your own ceiling,” he said against my ear, still thrusting. “Six in the evening on day fourteen. Sign permanent or void. No one is locking you in. Say it.”

“No one is locking me in.”

“Who keeps you.”

“I do.” A sob. “I keep me here.”

“Good.” The wand jumped higher. His pace turned brutal, plowing my used ass without mercy, breeding deep like he meant to leave a bruise in the shape of his cock. “Then earn your orgasm like the author of it.”

The climb returned bigger than before. My belly went tight. My toes curled against the floor. Every nerve ran to the wand and the thick stretch and the shame of the window. I tried to hold a clean thought and found only heat and noise.

“Come.”

I broke.

The orgasm hit like a fall down stairs. My cunt seized around nothing, gushing, spraying the desk leg. My ass clamped his cock in hard pulses I could not stop. I screamed into the blotter, raw and animal, drool soaking the paper, body thrashing in the cuffs while the wand kept buzzing and forced the climax to drag out, peak after peak, until my vision spotted and my legs gave. Cum and slick and lube ran down my thighs. He kept fucking me through it, using the clench, and when my cries turned to weak wet hiccups he buried himself and came with a low sound, pumping hot ropes deep into my wrecked hole until he spilled and filled and leaked out around his shaft.

He stayed seated to the root while the wand finally died. My whole body twitched. The clamps came off with a bright sting. The cuffs unlocked. I would have slid to the floor if he had not held my hip.

He pulled out. Cum dripped from my gaping ass onto the rug in a thick string. He turned me, sat me on the edge of the desk facing him, and put two fingers under my chin so I had to meet his eyes.

“Clean.”

I slid off and sank to my knees. His cock shone with cum and lube. I took it in my mouth and tasted us, bitter and slick, and sucked until he was clean while my own mess cooled on my thighs. The key and the ledger sat above me on the blotter like witnesses.

When he stepped back, he set the green book in my lap again.

“Write tonight’s line.”

My fingers shook. He handed me his pen. On the next blank row, under my earlier slips, I wrote in a crooked hand: Found the key. Found my name on every day. Stayed anyway. I initialed. I dated it day five.

He closed the cover on the wet edge of the blotter.

“The spare stays taped where you found it,” he said. “Use it when you mean to leave. Until then, free use stands. You will present for inspection at dawn with the window raised and the nightgown off. You will recite what you learned before coffee.”

I nodded. My throat hurt. My ass throbbed open. Pride lay somewhere under the desk with the letter opener, small and useless.

He tipped my face up with one finger.

“You thought you were breaking in,” he said. “You were only reading the minutes of a meeting you chaired.”

Heat crawled up my neck again. Outside, the first thin gray of morning touched the lane. A delivery van rolled past, engine low, and I flinched, naked on his study floor with his cum sliding out of me.

He caught the flinch. His mouth almost smiled.

“On your feet. Hold the ledger to your chest. Walk to the front door.”

I did. Bare feet on cold wood. Cum on my thighs. Clamps’ ache in my nipples. He unlocked nothing. The front door swung when I turned the knob. Night air hit my skin. The lane sat quiet and public and right there.

“Stand on the threshold,” he said. “Count to thirty. Loud.”

I counted. My voice carried into the empty street. Twenty-eight. Twenty-nine. Thirty. A porch light two houses down flicked on and off. My cunt fluttered, empty. Shame and want tangled so tight I could not find a seam.

He drew me back inside by the nape and shut the door with a soft click that sounded, finally, like a choice.

“Bed,” he said. “Sleep with the ledger under your pillow. Dream about the pages you have not written yet.”

I started down the hall on unsteady legs. His voice followed, calm and absolute, the trap already set for the morning inspection and every hour after it.

“We are only just beginning.”


Chapter 6: Her Own Fourteen Days

Isat down because the chair was already pulled out, the ordinary way you sit for a bill or a note, and then he turned the blank sheet toward me and set the fountain pen on it, uncapped, the tip still wet with black ink.

My coffee sat cooling by my elbow. I reached for it out of habit. His palm came down on the saucer and pinned it there.

“That can wait,” he said. “This cannot.”

The paper was thick laid stock, the kind you use when a thing is meant to last. The pen rolled once under its own weight and stopped against my wrist. Ink smeared a thin dark line across my skin.

I wiped it on my thigh. My pulse kicked under the smear.

“You went through the ledger,” he said. “You found your own writing. Your initials. Your dates. So we stop pretending the first half of this was mine alone.”

My throat closed. The girl who walked in for a long weekend lived under my ribs, loud and cocky, already arguing that a game was a game. I wanted her gone. I needed her gone before I put a single word on that page, because whatever I wrote would stick.

“If the contract is yours,” he said, “you write the second half. You name what you want in plain language. I will put it down clean. You will initial every line. You will set the ceiling yourself.”

I stared at the blank sheet until the white of it hurt.

“I can walk,” I said. My voice came out thin. “The key was in the cover. The door was never…”

“You can,” he said. “You have been able to every hour since you arrived. You stayed. Now you write why you stay, and how long, and on what terms. Or you leave with the key and nothing else. Choose.”

Heat crawled low in my belly, wrong and early, my body already leaning toward the pen while my brain bargained for an exit that would let me keep my pride. I hated how fast the slick started between my legs. I hated that he could smell it.

I picked up the pen. The barrel was warm from his grip. Heavy.

“Start with what you are here for,” he said. “Out loud first. Filthy and exact. Then I write.”

I swallowed. “I am here to be used. Free use. When you want, how you want. My body on call.”

He wrote. The nib scratched. The sound filled the study.

“Address,” he said without looking up.

My face burned. “Daddy.”

“Continue.”

“I want rules. Hard ones. I want to be told when I am a slut and when I am good. I want discipline that sticks past the weekend.” The last word snagged. Weekend. That soft little lie. “I want more than a weekend. I set fourteen days total from the start date. Day one was the first night. Today is day six. Eight days left after this one.”

His pen moved. He did not praise me. He did not soften it.

“Expiry,” he said.

I licked my lip. Bargaining rose hot and mean in my chest. If I set the end, I controlled the end. If I named the hour, I could race it.

“Six o’clock in the evening on day fourteen,” I said. “If I have not signed a permanent page by then, everything voids. All of it. No extensions after that hour. No mercy clause.”

He wrote that line slower than the others. The pen in my grip weighed exactly what I had just done to myself.

“Safe word stays,” I said. “Red stops everything. Yellow slows. I keep my job. I keep my apartment. I keep a key.”

“Agreed,” he said, and the nib bit the page. “Free use details. Be specific, Delaney. Holes. Hours. Toys. Witnesses.”

My pussy clenched at the last word. “You can put me on my knees any time. Throat first when you want silence. You can take my pussy and my ass. Plugs. Beads. A wand on my clit while you fuck my face. Clamps. Cuffs. I do not get to pick the toy.”

“Witnesses,” he repeated.

I bargained with the air. “If you bring someone in, I stay. I serve. I do not hide.”

A knock at the study door. Soft. Professional.

He did not rise. “Enter.”

Vivienne stepped in with a leather folio under one arm and a faint citrus cologne that cut through the room’s paper-and-ink smell. Tall. Calm. A notary stamp case clipped to the folio’s edge. She took in the page, the pen, my bare knees under the hem of the shirt I had stolen from the laundry chair, and did not flinch.

“You called for a witness on a living draft,” Vivienne said. “I am here.”

My nipples went tight under the shirt. A stranger’s eyes on the wet shine already on my inner thighs. I wanted to cover myself. I stayed still because the page was not done and walking now would make every line I had spoken a joke.

“Sit,” Daddy said to me. Then, to Vivienne, “She is dictating the second half. You watch. You do not correct. When she is finished, you initial the witness block.”

Vivienne took the visitor chair by the window. Crossed one ankle over the other. Opened the folio and waited like this was a title transfer.

I nearly laughed. It was.

“Next term,” Daddy said. “Oral service. You named throat first. Expand.”

I looked at Vivienne’s clean shoes and my voice went rough. “When you tell me to, I get on my knees and suck your cock until you come. I swallow unless you tell me to hold it and show him.” My eyes flicked to Vivienne. “Or show whoever is in the room. I thank you after. I stay available if you want my throat again before I stand.”

He wrote. The scent of his ink mixed with Vivienne’s cologne and the thicker smell of me rising off the chair cushion.

“Free use continuation,” Daddy said. “While we finish this page, you work. Kneel. Belt first.”

I went down between his knees. The carpet bit my shins. My coffee sat forgotten above me, ordinary life cut off mid-sip. My hands fumbled the buckle open. His cock sprang free, thick and already hard, the head glossy. The musk of him hit me low in the gut.

“Ask for it like the whore who is writing her own schedule,” he said.

“Let me suck your cock, Daddy. Use my throat while I finish selling myself on paper.”

“Good little toy. Open.”

I took him in. Salt and heat. He filled my mouth until my jaw ached, then pushed deeper and held. Spit ran from the corner of my lips down my chin. I gagged once, eyes watering, and he kept me there until I breathed through my nose and took it.

Vivienne’s pen clicked once. Recording. Watching.

Shame rolled through me hot enough to make my clit throb against empty air. I bobbed, messy, drooling, the wet gluck of it loud in the quiet room. He fucked my face in short strokes that made my throat flutter. Tears tracked. I kept my eyes up because he had trained that into me already and because Vivienne needed to see I was not pretending.

Daddy pulled me off, a string of spit connecting my lip to his cock. “Next clause. Anal training. Speak while you can.”

I panted. Spit shone on his shaft. “You work my asshole until it takes what you give. Fingers. Plug. Cock. Fist when you decide I am ready. I do not close the door on that. I beg for stretch when you tell me to beg.”

He wrote one-handed. The other fist stayed in my hair and shoved me back down. I choked and took him to the root, nose mashed to his belly, and held while he added lines I could not see.

“Breathe,” he said, and let me up an inch. Air burned in. Then he used my throat again, steady, mean, the head punching the soft place that made me retch and drool all over his balls.

“Name yourself,” he said.

I pulled off enough to speak, voice ruined. “I am your free-use slut. I am a hole you feed when you want. I am the bitch who set her own fourteen days.”

“Again. Cruder.”

“I am a dirty cock-sleeve writing her own leash.”

Vivienne made a small sound that might have been approval. My face went hotter. My thighs slicked together. I hated how hard that tiny sound made me drip.

Daddy stood, cock shining with my spit, and pulled me up by the hair only high enough to bend me over the blotter beside the draft. Paper crackled under my cheek. Ink-scent and dust. He shoved the shirt up my back and spread me with both thumbs.

“Look,” he told Vivienne. “She is soaked and we have not touched her cunt yet.”

“I see it,” Vivienne said. Calm as weather. “She is ready.”

A drawer slid. Lube clicked. Cold gel smeared over my asshole. One thick finger pushed in and I grunted into the paper. The burn was clean and sharp. He added a second and scissored until I pushed back like a greedy thing.

“Toy,” he said, and the blunt silicone of a thick plug pressed my rim. He worked it in slow, steady pressure, and my body fought then took it, the stretch forcing a broken sound out of me. The flared base seated. Full. Heavy. Every breath moved it inside me.

He turned me and sat again, pulled my face back to his cock. “Suck while I finish your terms. If you stop, we stop the page and you leave with nothing but the plug in your ass.”

I sucked. Deep. Sloppy. My nose ran. Spit foamed at the corners. He dictated the lines back in a cooler voice, reading them as law while I gagged on him, and when he paused I mumbled agreement around his cock because my hands were braced on his thighs and I could not hold a pen.

“Permanent option,” he said above me. “At or before the hour you named, you may sign a standing curriculum. Weekends by your arrival. Permission that travels home with you. Discipline as ongoing schooling. If you miss the hour, the whole arrangement ends clean. No claim. No call. Understood?”

I pulled off, gasping, chin wet. “Understood. I built the cliff. I can fall off it.”

“Sign the draft lines.”

He put the pen in my grip. I initialed each block with a shaking hand while his cock rested against my cheek, painting my skin. Vivienne leaned in, checked the dates, checked the six o’clock line, and set her own initials in the witness margin with a neat black stroke.

“Binding as a living draft until day fourteen at the hour stated,” Vivienne said. “I will return for permanent ink if she chooses it.”

“Stay for the maintenance,” Daddy said. “She wrote free use. She gets a lesson in what her words cost.”

Vivienne closed the folio and remained seated. Legs spread a little. Watching.

Daddy stood me up, turned me, and pushed me to my knees again facing him, the plug shifting with a deep full ache that made my eyes flutter. He fed his cock back into my mouth and set a brutal rhythm, hips snapping, using my throat like a sleeve. Each thrust drove the plug’s weight against my insides. Drool hit the carpet in thick strings. I gagged, recovered, took more.

He reached down and thumbed my clit in tight mean circles. My hips jerked. I moaned around him and the sound went filthy and high.

“You do not come until I say,” he said. “You hold. You bargain with your body all you want. I own the yes.”

I tried. God, I tried. The dual press of the plug and his thumb and the cock stuffing my throat stacked too fast. My belly went tight. Panic and hunger braided. I slapped his thigh once in warning and he laughed low and kept me on the edge until my legs shook.

He pulled free. “On your back. Legs wide. Show Vivienne the plug.”

I lay on the carpet. The wool scratched my shoulders. I hooked my knees and held them. Exposed. The base of the plug sat dark between my cheeks. My pussy was swollen and shiny, clit puffed.

Vivienne’s gaze was steady. Professional heat. “Pretty stretch,” she said. “She takes instruction.”

Daddy lubed three fingers and pressed them into my pussy in one thick slide. I cried out. He fucked them in hard while his other hand twisted the plug, working both holes until the wet sound turned to one constant squelch. Then he pulled the plug free with a lewd pop and set the flared head of a longer dildo against my asshole.

“Breathe in,” he said. “Take what you asked for.”

He pushed. The burn climbed. I bore down and the shaft sank inch by inch until my rim gripped the thicker middle and I sobbed once, raw. Full again, deeper than the plug. He stroked it in and out, slow then mean, while Vivienne watched my face break and rebuild.

“Talk,” Daddy said.

“It hurts. It is so deep. My ass is yours. Keep using it. Please…” The word slipped out. I bit it off. “Keep fucking my ass, Daddy. Make it remember the page.”

He dropped to a kneel between my thighs, lined his cock with my pussy, and drove in to the hilt while the dildo stuffed my ass. Both. Stuffed. Split. The stretch stole my air. He pounded in a hard even rhythm that slapped skin and shoved the dildo deeper on every stroke. My tits bounced. Spit glossed my chin.

“Throat is free use too,” he told Vivienne. “If you want her mouth while I ruin her, take it. She wrote it.”

My stomach flipped. Vivienne stood, opened her slacks and freed the strap-on, and brought the smooth silicone cock to my lips. I opened. She slid in with less force than Daddy, testing, then set a pace that matched the fucking below. I was a line of holes on the floor of the study. Used at both ends. The draft with my initials sat above us on the blotter like a judge.

Weight pinned me: knees, cock, the fat toy in my ass, the scent of sex and ink and citrus cologne thick enough to taste. I sucked Vivienne and took Daddy’s thrusts and the dual fill lit every nerve until thought went short and crude.

More. Cannot. Full. Slut. Yes.

Daddy’s thumb found my clit again and rubbed without pity. “Now,” he said. “Come on both of us. Show the witness what a written whore looks like when she breaks.”

I shattered. My pussy clamped hard on his cock, ass spasming around the dildo, throat working Vivienne as I gagged and came in ugly hard pulses that arched my back off the carpet. Slick gushed around his shaft. My vision speckled. I made a broken animal sound around the cock in my mouth and shook through it until my thighs cramped.

Daddy did not stop. He fucked me through the aftershocks, chasing his own, and when he buried deep and flooded my pussy, every spurt of hot cum punched through me. Vivienne pulled back on a low grunt, came behind the harness, and dragged the spit-slick silicone across my tongue and lips; I licked it clean because nobody had told me to stop yet.

Silence after, except breathing.

Daddy eased the dildo out. My rim stayed slack a second before it fluttered. Cum leaked from my pussy down over that aching rim. He wiped his cock on my inner thigh and left the mess.

“Sit up,” he said. “Finish the last line.”

I sat. Shaking. Used. He turned the page and tapped the final blank.

I wrote in my own blocky script: Fourteen days. Hard end at 6:00 p.m. on day fourteen. Terms above are mine. I signed. Dated. Day six, clear as a brand.

Vivienne inked the witness stamp beside it. The stamp came down, dull and heavy. She packed her folio, nodded once to Daddy, and left without offering me a cloth. The door clicked. Her cologne lingered.

Daddy crouched in front of me. He cleaned my chin with his thumb and fed the smear back into my mouth. I sucked it clean because that was the shape of the rules I had just authored.

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

The line landed under my sternum and stayed there.

He put the green ledger on the carpet between us and laid my draft on top of the open page like a second skin. “Every rule you obey from this hour is a rule you wrote. Argue with me if you need the sound of your own voice. Do not argue with the page.”

I nodded. Speech felt thin.

He stood and offered nothing soft for a long moment, then set his palm on the crown of my head, heavy, claiming without a cage. “Eight days left on the clock you built. Free use holds through all of them. Tomorrow you recite what you signed without looking. Fail a line and I add practice until your jaw gives out.”

My throat was already raw. The threat sat in it like a second plug.

I rose on unsteady legs. Cum cooled on my thighs. My ass ached with a deep used throb that pulsed in time with my heart. When I took a step toward the hall, that ache flared and gripped, a hot full ghost of the dildo and his cock and the way I had held myself spread for a man who only came to watch me put my name to it.

I walked anyway. Each step worked the sore rim and pushed a fresh trickle of his cum down my leg, sticky, undeniable, and the throb did not fade when I reached the kitchen and put my hand on the ordinary cool of the counter. It stayed. Deep. Rhythmic. A second clock under the one I had written, already counting the hours I had left to decide whether six o’clock on day fourteen would free me or finish me.


Chapter 7: Refused Every Prayer

The card’s corner dug into the hollow of my throat when I swallowed. Cheap stock. The ink sat raised and warm from his fingers.

“Out loud. Full sentences. Start at the top.”

I stood in the study in last night’s slip. Nothing under it. The kneeling stool waited by the desk. The green ledger sat shut next to the brass clock.

“Seven o’clock. Collar and inspection. Outcome, denied.”

My voice caught on the last word. Every box on the right side of the card already held it. He had typed the day shut before I opened my mouth.

“Keep going.”

“Seven fifteen. Desk use. Outcome, denied. Eight o’clock. Stairs. Outcome, denied.”

I had to stop and wet my lips. The print did not change.

“Nine thirty. Call. Outcome, denied. Eleven. Stool. Outcome, denied. One o’clock. Unattended. Outcome, denied. Four. Review.”

I stopped. The last box carried the same printed word as the rest.

Marlow held out his hand, palm up, and pointed at the blotter.

“Card stays on. Palms on the desk. Feet wide.”

I set my hands on the leather. The slip rode up. Cool air hit my ass and my cunt together, and I was already slick. Too fast. Heat climbed my neck.

He started with my mouth.

His thumb pressed my lower lip down. Two fingers followed, heavy on my tongue, and he rubbed along my teeth, taking inventory.

“This stays open when I want it. Say that.”

I had to talk around his fingers. Spit ran over his knuckles.

“My mouth stays open when you want it, Daddy.”

He pulled free and wiped the spit across my left nipple. The wet cooled on the skin. Then both hands took my tits and rolled each nipple until they stood. He pinched and held. The pinch went sharp. My knees dipped. A thin line of slick slid down my inner thigh.

He let go and crouched.

Both palms on my inner thighs. He spread me until the tendons pulled. He looked. He took his time.

“Soaked. Day eight and you drip for a printed card.”

“I am not…”

“Truth rule. Try again.”

I stared at the blotter. “My cunt is wet because you put a schedule on me, Daddy. I got wet before you put a hand on me.”

“Better.”

He ran one finger up my slit and collected the shine. The pad of it dragged over my clit and my hips jumped. He held the wet finger up between us.

“Name what I have on my hand.”

“My cunt. I leaked on you.”

“You will leak all day. You will ask to come each time in a complete, filthy sentence. I will refuse you each time. That is the lesson.”

Six days sat between now and six in the evening on day fourteen. I had written that stop myself. The ink was mine. The card on my throat was his.

He turned me and put my own hands on my ass.

“Spread. I want both holes.”

I pulled myself open. Air touched the wet. He set a warm palm over my asshole and pressed until the ring winked. Then a thumb in my cunt and a thumb at my ass, pulling opposite ways, and the stretch made me rise onto my toes.

“Hot. Slippery. A body that packed for a weekend and stayed to be checked.”

“Please.”

“Not a sentence.”

“Please inspect me, Daddy. Please put your hands in me and tell me what I am.”

He pushed the same shining finger into my cunt.

Warm. Thick. He hooked forward and rubbed the front wall until my elbows buckled. A second finger joined. He opened them inside me and the wet sound was ugly, a small suck each time he drew back.

“Ask.”

The card scratched when I swallowed.

“Please let your slut come on your fingers, Daddy. Please. I will say it however you want.”

“Denied.”

He said it the way a clerk stamps a form. Then he fucked those two fingers in harder, faster, until my clit throbbed and my thighs shook and I was right there, and he pulled out.

Empty. I made a noise I tried to bite off.

He wiped his hand on the inside of my thigh, a warm smear, and stood.

“Seven fifteen. Desk.”

He opened the top drawer. Leather cuffs came out first, two, joined by a short strap. He buckled my wrists together in front of me and hooked the strap over the far edge of the desk so I had to stretch. Then a steel plug, heavier than the black one from the first night, cold enough that I flinched when he set it on my lower back.

“Hold that still with your skin. If it rolls off, we start the hour over.”

I locked my spine. The metal leached the heat out of me. He uncapped lube and pushed two slick fingers against my asshole.

“Open.”

I pushed. He worked one finger in, then two, scissoring until the ring burned and gave. The plug’s tip replaced his fingers. Pressure. More. The fat middle popped through and I cried out, a raw sound, as the base seated flush. My ass clenched on the neck in little grabs I could not stop.

He turned me enough to check. Thumb on the base. A small wiggle that sent the weight deeper.

“Full. Now the cunt.”

His cock was out. Thick. Already wet at the head. He notched against my pussy and drove in to the root in one shove.

The plug made every inch too tight. I went up on my toes. He held my hips and fucked me in hard slaps that shoved my bound wrists against the wood. The wet punch of it filled the study. My tits dragged on the blotter. The card tapped my throat on every thrust.

The climb started again, mean and fast, my clit rubbing the edge of the desk.

“Ask.”

“Please let this whore come on your cock, Daddy. Please let me soak you while you use my cunt over your desk.”

“Denied.”

He did not slow. He fucked me through the cutoff, through the shake, through the ugly sound I made when the peak sat an inch away and stayed there. Then he groaned, buried himself, and came. Hot pulses deep. He held me on it while he finished, then pulled out. Cum slid down and met the plug’s base.

My legs would not hold a straight line. I was still on the edge, cunt fluttering around nothing, and he had already stepped back.

“Knees. Clean it.”

I dropped. The cuffs kept my hands clumsy. I licked my own slick off his cock, then the last of his cum, salt and bitter, and when I had him shining I looked up.

“Please let your dirty girl come now that she cleaned you, Daddy. I took your load. I am asking.”

“No.”

He unhooked the strap and left the cuffs on.

“Thank me for the use.”

“Thank you for using my cunt, Daddy. Thank you for refusing me.”

The words came easier than they should have. That was the part that sat wrong.

“Eight o’clock. Stairs.”

The front hall was brighter. The runner rasped under my bare feet. He put me on the third step, chest down, ass up, cheek on the worn wood. The grain printed my skin. Warmth from the runner soaked into my tits.

He worked the plug out. The stretch flared, then the thickest of it dragged free, and my hole gaped, wet and stupid, sucking at air.

“Beads. You will ask for each one.”

The first bead was small. I asked. He pushed. My ass took it with a slick gulp.

“Next.”

“Please put the next bead in my ass, Daddy.”

He did. Bigger. The burn came back. I asked for the third, then the fourth. The fifth made me shake. He seated the ring at the end against my rim and patted it once.

Then he stepped down two stairs, lined up, and shoved his cock back into my cunt.

From this angle he hit deep. The beads shifted with every stroke. I clawed the runner. A string of his old cum and my slick slapped between us.

I pushed back for more. The part of me that still packed a Sunday bag tried to lock my hips. It lost.

“Ask.”

“Please let your dirty hole come on the stairs, Daddy. I have beads in my ass and your cock in my cunt. I will say I am a toy if you let me finish.”

“Denied.”

He took my hair and used my body until he came again, this time pulling out and striping my ass, hot ropes that ran down over the bead ring and dripped onto the step. I stayed where he put me, shaking, the climb rotting in place.

He wiped the head of his cock on my hip.

“Name what is on you.”

“Your cum on my ass, Daddy. Running over the beads.”

“Walk to the kitchen like that.”

I walked. Each step rolled a bead against the next. His cum cooled on my skin and kept sliding. In the kitchen he held a glass to my mouth. Water. My cuffed hands stayed at my waist. A drip ran down my chin onto the card and darkened the typed word. He watched the stain spread and did not dab it.

While I drank he reached between my legs and rubbed my clit with two wet fingers, idle, killing time. The climb slammed back. I choked on the water.

“Ask.”

“Please let me come in your kitchen, Daddy. Please. Your fingers are on my clit and I am going to make a mess on the tile.”

He took his hand away.

“Denied. Nine thirty is the call. Under the desk.”

I crawled under. The rug burned my knees. He had his cock out again, half hard, tasting like my cunt and the soap from his hands. I took him in. He thickened on my tongue.

He pressed a small bullet vibe against my clit and thumbed it on.

Low. Mean. The buzz went straight up. I jerked and he set a hand on my head and held me down on him.

The phone clicked.

“Vivienne,” he said. His voice stayed even. “Ten tomorrow. Yes. The ledger will be open to her page.”

I sucked. I tried not to. The vibe chewed at my clit and the beads sat heavy in my ass and his cock filled my mouth until spit ran off my chin onto his shoe. I gagged once. He did not pause.

“She will be silent until I point. Complete sentences after that. Same as the first file.”

First file. The words landed and I could not chase them because he pushed deeper and the vibe climbed a notch. My hips rolled. I was going to come on the floor under his desk like a dog. I tried to pull off to ask. His hand locked in my hair.

“That hour is closed,” he said into the phone, in the voice he used to confirm a time. “I will see you at ten.”

He hung up. He took the vibe off. The cutoff punched through me so hard I sobbed around his cock.

He pulled me off by the hair. Spit strung from my lip to his cock and broke.

“Now you may ask.”

I had no air. “Please let your cock-drunk slut come, Daddy. I almost finished on the floor while you talked. I am a hole you keep under the desk. Please let me come.”

“Denied.”

He stood, turned my head, and fucked my mouth until he finished, thick and bitter, and made me swallow. A last streak hit my tongue. He held my jaw until I showed him it was gone.

“Eleven. Stool.”

I climbed onto the kneeling stool. The wood bit both knees. He cuffed my wrists to the front legs so I had to stay bent. Then he took the beads out.

One. I gasped. Two. The pop made my cunt clench. Three, then four. Five came last and my hole hung open, a wet gape I could not shut, leaking lube down onto the stool in a warm tick.

He put on a glove. The snap was loud.

“Inspection. You will describe what I am doing while I do it. If you skip a word I start over.”

His first finger went into my ass, easy now. I said it. He added a second. I said that. Third. The stretch returned. Fourth. I had to stop and breathe and he waited with his knuckles at my rim, patient as a clock.

“Fist. Ask for it.”

My mouth went dry. “Please put your whole hand in my ass, Daddy. Please fist me on the stool and inspect how wide this whore opens for you.”

He tucked his thumb. “Push.”

I pushed. The widest part of his hand shoved through and the room thinned. Full. Past thought. He was in me to the wrist. My ass fluttered around him in panicked pulls.

He flexed.

I screamed into the blotter.

He worked the fist in short, grinding moves, in and out a bare inch, while his other hand spread my cunt and two bare fingers hooked my front wall. The glove was slick. My own slick ran over his bare knuckles. The smell was thick, sex and lube, close enough to taste.

“Ask.”

I could barely make a sentence. “Please let me come on your fist, Daddy. I cannot hold it. I am going to break.”

“Denied.”

He held me there, stuffed and shuddering, until the climb turned to a raw ache. Then he eased his hand out. The drag made me sob. My hole stayed open. He left it that way, empty and wet, and stripped the glove.

“One o’clock. Unattended.”

He unlocked the cuffs. He pointed at the study rug.

“On your back. Knees up. Hands at your sides. The door stays as it is.”

The front door stood off the latch. A line of day showed in the hall. I could have stood up and walked. My key was in the bowl by the coats. I had put it there myself.

He set the wand on the blotter, switched off. He set the vibe beside it. He did not hand them to me.

“You may use your hands. You may use anything on this desk. You have twenty minutes. If you come, you will tell me when I return. If you cannot, you will tell me that too.”

He left.

The house settled. A car went down the lane. I stared at the ceiling and put my own fingers on my clit.

I was soaked. Swollen. My ass would not close. This should have taken a minute.

I rubbed. I pushed two fingers in my cunt and thumbed my clit the way I did in my own bed, the way that had always worked. The climb started. It rose. It hung.

It hung.

I pressed harder. I dragged the wand off the blotter and turned it on and pinned it to my clit until the buzz made my teeth hurt. My hips jerked. I was right there. I stayed right there. The peak sat on the other side of a glass I could not break.

I got as far as the hall. The lane was empty. I put my palm on the door and the wood was warm from the day. I let go. I went back to the rug and shoved three fingers in my ass where his fist had been and held the wand on my clit, mouth open, the card bouncing on my throat.

Nothing went over.

A sound came out of me that did not belong in a house with an open door. I bit my wrist to stop it. My cunt clenched and clenched and gave me nothing.

The brass clock ticked the quarters. When the next chime went I was on the rug, shaking, dripping onto the wool, unfinished.

Footsteps in the hall.

Marlow stood over me and looked at the wand buzzing in my limp hand. He turned it off.

“Report.”

My voice was a scrape. “I could not come, Daddy. I tried. I used my hand. I used the wand. It would not go.”

“Who does that belong to now?”

I shut my eyes. The true sentence stuck to my teeth, and I still said it.

“My orgasms belong to you. I cannot finish without you. Even with the door open. Even alone.”

“Look at me when you say the last part.”

I looked. “I cannot come unless you let me.”

He nodded once, as if I had handed him a signed slip.

“Four o’clock is early. We will take review now. Beg, and I might let you.”

I begged. I used every filthy word I owned. I called myself his toy, his used ass, his hole that wrote her own days so he could ruin her on a schedule.

“You will come when I say, as many times as I say, and you will count them. If you lose the count we start at one.”

He hauled me up by the slip and bent me over the desk, this time with my chest on the closed ledger. The leather was warm from the lamp. He pushed the steel plug back into my used ass with one shove. Then the wand, on high, pinned to my clit with his palm.

“Ask.”

“Please let me come, Daddy. I will take it however you give it. I am your slut. I am your hole. Please.”

“Come.”

I broke.

Cunt seizing. Ass locking on the plug. Clit jumping under the wand until I gushed on his wrist, a hard wet pulse that hit the wood and ran. My voice went to scraps. Too much. Cannot. Coming. Fuck.

“Count.”

“One. That’s one. Thank you. Thank you, Daddy.”

He left the wand on.

The second one piled on the first before I had air. Oversensitive. Mean. My clit burned raw and I tried to twist off the head of the wand and he followed me with it and I came again, harder, a raw clench that milked the plug and sent another gush down my thighs.

“Count.”

“Two. That’s two. One more. Please. I cannot.”

“You can. Ask for the third like you want it.”

“Please force a third out of this used cunt, Daddy. Please wreck me. I am a dripping whore on your ledger. Please.”

He pulled the plug, lined up, and drove his cock into my ass.

The stretch tore a sound out of me. He was thicker than the plug, hotter, and he did not wait. He pounded. The slap of his hips on my sore ass filled the room. The wand stayed. I came on the third stroke, ass spasming around his cock, cunt squirting onto the ledger’s edge, my mouth open on a name that was only his.

“Three,” I got out. “Three. Fuck. Too much.”

He fucked me through it. His cock plowed my ass in long, wet strokes that made a filthy squelch each time he bottomed out. I was open for it. I could not close. The fourth built on a body that had nothing left and went up anyway, climbed anyway, because he had it on my clit and his cock splitting me and he said, “Again,” and I had no other trick.

I came a fourth time in broken jerks, almost dry, my hole fluttering and my clit a live nerve. Spit ran off my chin onto the green leather.

“Four. Four. Please. I will be good. Please take it off.”

“One more. You will take five and you will thank me for the fifth.”

He switched it to a pulse and reached under me and pinched my nipple, hard. The fifth ripped out of me in a thin, ugly cry. My knees went. He held me on the desk with his cock buried in my ass and his palm crushing the wand against my spent clit until I stopped thrashing.

“Count.”

“Five. That’s five. Thank you for making me come, Daddy. Thank you for giving it back.”

He dropped the wand. It hit the rug and died. He fucked my ass in deep strokes until he came, filling me, heat I could not hold. When he pulled out, cum leaked from my open hole and ran down over my empty cunt and dripped off my clit onto the floor.

He made me stay bent. Two fingers went back into my ass, scooping his own cum. Two more went into my cunt. He held the shine in front of my mouth.

“This is what a finished girl looks like when she is not allowed to finish herself. Taste the difference.”

I licked his fingers. I tasted him. I tasted me. I tasted the day.

I stayed on the ledger. I shook. I could not have made a fist.

He cleaned me with a warm cloth, rough on the sore parts, careful on the card so the typed word still showed. He left the slip on. He left the collar on.

The brass clock said a little past four. Six days sat on the other side of this room. Six o’clock on day fourteen. My own line. My own stop.

Marlow turned the clock so I could see the face from the floor.

“Tonight you sleep on the stool mat. The plug goes back in after you wash. You will not put a hand between your legs after the lamp goes out. If you try, you will fail, and you will wake me and say so in a complete sentence.”

I nodded. He waited.

“Yes, Daddy. I will not touch myself. If I try and I cannot finish I will wake you and tell you.”

“Tomorrow you will be on the stool at ten with the ledger open to your page. You will wear the plug. You will be silent until I point at you. Vivienne will be in the house. When I point, you will recite every rule, and you will use full sentences while she listens.”

He tapped the stained card on my collar once, a small click of paper on metal.

“Six days, Delaney. Use them.”


Chapter 8: The Second Entry

Iknelt on the study rug with my thighs stuck together and my jaw aching from the day he spent using me without giving me anything back. Cum had dried at the corner of my lips. My pussy throbbed empty and furious, still swollen from hours of being opened and refused.

A woman’s voice carried from the hall.

“Marlow.”

Not Daddy. Not sir. His name, plain, like she had said it a hundred times before and never once needed permission.

The hook by the door clicked. Fabric settled. The coat hung where mine always went.

My spine locked. Heat flooded low and stupid between my legs, the same traitorous slick that had ruined me all day, and beneath it a sharper thing, ugly and small. Someone else knew how to say his name like that.

I wiped my mouth on the back of my wrist and tried to stand. My knees complained. The plug he had left in me shifted deep, a blunt reminder I had not earned free yet.

Marlow’s steps came first. Measured. Then lighter ones behind him.

“Stay where you are,” he said without looking at me.

I stayed.

She entered the study like she belonged in it. Tall. Dark hair pinned back. A black bag under one arm. She set it on the side table and looked at me the way a person looks at furniture they already know the weight of.

“So this is the current one,” she said.

Current.

The word landed in my gut and turned.

“Delaney,” Marlow said. “This is Vivienne. She notarized your weekend papers. She will notarize the permanent page if you reach day fourteen with the clause intact.”

Vivienne took in my bare tits, the plug nestled between my cheeks, the mess dried on my chin. She did not flinch.

“Day nine,” she said. “You’re ahead of my pace. I stalled at six.”

“You… what?”

Marlow’s palm settled on the crown of my head. Steady pressure. “Vivienne sat in that chair four years ago. She is the first entry. You are the second.”

The room went too quiet. My ears rang with my own pulse.

First. Second. A list. A chapter after a chapter.

I had thought the house held one girl who got broken open on these floors. I had built a whole stupid story in my head about being rare.

“I want to see it,” I said.

Marlow’s fingers tightened in my hair. “You will. After you earn the right to look at the record.”

Vivienne unbuttoned her cuffs and rolled them once. Business. Calm. “I’ll wait in the kitchen. Feed her when you’re done. She looks hollowed out.”

She left. The door stayed cracked. In the kitchen the kettle began its climb toward a boil, a thin rising hiss that made the silence in the study worse.

Marlow tipped my face up.

“You are shaking,” he said. “Say why.”

I swallowed. My throat stuck. “Because she called you Marlow. Because her coat is on my hook. Because I am not the only one.”

“Correct.” His thumb dragged over my lower lip, roughing the dried cum. “You are not an exception. You are a curriculum. Now put that jealousy where it belongs.”

“Where?”

“On your knees, mouth open, serving like a hole that wants a grade.”

My cunt tightened on air. Shame rolled hot through my belly. I hated how fast my body lined up for him. The part of me that still believed I was special clawed for air and found none.

He freed his cock from his trousers. Thick. Already hard. The head shone.

“Worship,” he said. “No rushing. You clean, you kiss, you take what I give, and you ask for nothing of your own. Service only. Say what you are.”

My face burned. “I’m a slut here to serve your cock.”

“Dirtier.”

“I’m a used little hole. A toy. Your whore on the rug.”

“Good. Begin.”

I leaned in and licked a long stripe up the underside. Salt. Skin. Heat. He did not thrust. He let me work.

I kissed the head. Opened and took him onto my tongue, slow, letting spit build and run. The wet sound filled the study, soft and filthy. My jaw remembered the ache from earlier and took it again anyway.

Outside the cracked door, a spoon hit ceramic. Vivienne in his kitchen. Pouring. Existing. Having once been the body on this rug.

I pushed deeper. Gagged. Drool spilled over my chin and onto my tits. Marlow’s grip in my hair stayed patient.

“Deeper,” he said. “Choke on it like you mean the apology.”

I forced myself forward. His cock hit the back of my throat. I gagged hard, eyes watering, nose mashed to his belly. He held me there three heartbeats and released. I came off gasping, strings of spit connecting my lips to his shaft.

“Again. And while you do it, tell me what you understand about the ledger.”

I took him back in. Talked around the stretch as best I could, words mangled and wet.

“I’m not special. I’m the second page. She was first. You’ll write more if you want.”

He hummed, low. “Almost. Keep sucking.”

I set a rhythm. Long pulls. Tongue flat. Spit everywhere. My nipples drew tight in the cool air of the study; every time I leaned, they brushed my thighs and sparked down to my clit. The plug shifted when I rocked. My empty pussy leaked down the insides of my legs in a thin, humiliating trail.

Marlow reached to the shelf and brought down the remote. One click. The plug woke to a low buzz.

I moaned around his cock. The vibration rode straight through my guts. My hips jerked without leave.

“Service,” he reminded me. “You do not chase that. You hold still and take it while you work.”

I tried. God, I tried. The buzz made my thighs shake. Slick ran freely now, dripping to the rug in soft ticks between the wet sounds of my mouth.

He clicked the remote higher. The plug throbbed harder, a mean steady pulse against the place that always made me stupid. My eyes crossed. I kept sucking because stopping meant failing in front of a woman who had already passed through this and left her coat on my hook.

“Get the wand,” he said. “From the drawer. Put it in my hand. Do not stop using your mouth more than you must.”

I fumbled sideways, mouth full, found the drawer, found the heavy head of the wand. Put it in his palm. Went back to his cock like a dog returning to a bowl.

He pressed the wand to my clit, air first, then contact. The roar of it hit me full. My whole body seized. I sobbed around his shaft, drool pouring, nose running.

“Stay on me,” he said. “You come when I decide the service is honest. Not before. If you tip early, we start the worship over from spit-clean.”

I held. Barely. The plug buzzed my ass open from the inside. The wand ground my clit into a bright screaming point. His cock stretched my throat on every push I gave myself. I was a mess of holes and noise, and somewhere past the door Vivienne stirred sugar into a cup like this was ordinary.

My thoughts frayed. Too much. Can’t. She’s out there. He had her first. I want, I bit the want down and sucked harder.

Marlow’s breathing changed by a fraction. His free hand cupped the back of my skull.

“Look at me.”

I dragged my eyes up. Watery. Ruined.

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

The line went through me cleaner than the toys. I believed him, and the belief sat heavy and cold beneath the heat.

He fucked my mouth in short controlled strokes, using me, the wand pinned to my clit, the plug chewing at my ass. The wet slap of his hips to my face mixed with the wand’s drone and the distant kettle click as it shut off.

“Say you’re a second entry,” he ordered, pulling free long enough for the words.

“I’m a second entry.” My voice was raw. “A chapter. Not the book.”

“Say you want my verdict more than my attention.”

My stomach turned. That was the knife. Attention I could fight for. Verdict meant I had already given him the right to grade me.

“I want your verdict more than your attention.”

“Mean it.”

I took him back down my throat and spoke the truth into the meat of him, muffled and filthy. “I want you to pass me. I want you to fail me. I want you to decide. Please, I need the grade.”

He clicked the wand up one more notch and drove into my throat at the same time the plug kicked hard.

I broke.

The orgasm tore through me in ugly shudders. My cunt clenched on empty air and gushed, slick pattering the rug. My ass locked around the vibrating plug so tight it hurt. My throat convulsed on his cock. I gagged, drooled, shook, and kept my lips sealed around him because he had not told me to stop.

Short. Crude. Gone.

More. Can’t stop. Hole. His.

He pulled out of my mouth, stroked twice through my spit, and painted my tongue and lips with thick ropes of cum. I held it. Showed him. Swallowed when he nodded.

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise hit different now. Less prize. More report card.

He shut the wand off. Turned the plug down to a faint idle. My whole body twitched in the quiet that followed. Sweat cooled on my back. The study air felt thin.

Marlow wiped my chin with his thumb and fed the last smear back into my mouth.

“Up. Chair.”

I climbed into the wooden chair on shaking legs. He removed the plug with a slow twist that made me hiss; the empty stretch left me gaping and sore. He set the toy on a cloth and cleaned me with warm water from a basin I had not seen him pour, cloth between my thighs, practical and thorough. The care made my throat tight. Tenderness as a trap. I knew it and leaned into his hands anyway.

He dressed me in a soft robe that did not close enough to hide anything. Then he called toward the kitchen.

“Vivienne.”

She returned with a tray. Toast. Eggs. Tea. She set it on the low table and sat across from me like we were colleagues at a bad meeting.

“Eat,” Marlow said.

I ate because he told me to. The food tasted loud after so much salt and spit. Vivienne watched me chew with a small, unreadable mouth.

“I cried for three days after I left,” she said. “Then I came back to stamp other people’s papers. Funny how that works.”

I set the fork down. “Did he keep you?”

“No.” She glanced at Marlow. “I chose the exit clause. He held the door. That is the whole trick. He never locks it.”

My pulse kicked. Day fourteen. Six in the evening. Five days left on the hard ceiling I had been extending with my own initialed slips like a fool feeding a meter.

Marlow rested his palm on the back of my neck. Warm. Claiming without squeeze.

“Show her the ledger,” Vivienne said. “She is ready to hate it properly.”

He crossed to the cabinet, returned with a green book, and set it in my lap. The cover was plain. My name was written on a strip of tape inside the front, and beneath the tape the edge of a key pressed against the paper.

I opened to the first page.

Vivienne’s handwriting. Dates. Extensions. Infractions logged and, next to each, a note in his hand: no day deducted. Requested by subject. Her initials. Over and over.

Then a blank.

Then my pages. My writing. My initials. My requests for more time. Every extension I had told myself he forced.

My ears went hot. The jealousy did not leave. It changed shape. I was not competing with a ghost for his cock. I was competing with a standard, and the standard had a name and a coat and a stamp.

“Final examination,” Marlow said. His voice stayed even. “Day fourteen. You will stand at the study door and recite all nine rules from memory. Fail any one and the permanent clause does not open. Pass, and you sign under Vivienne’s stamp before the hour. The front door will stand wide to the lane while you take what follows. You will ask for release by rule number. That is the test.”

Vivienne tapped the tray. “I’ll be here at five. Rain or not. I brought the seal already.”

I looked at the empty lines after my last entry. Pages left. Room for more of me, or for someone else if I bolted.

The hunger that rose then had nothing to do with center stage. I wanted the red pen. I wanted the pass. I wanted him to look at the work and say it held.

Marlow closed the ledger and took it back.

“You have five days,” he said. “Use them like a student who finally understood the course.”

Tires ground up the gravel drive. A second engine. Heavier than Vivienne’s.

We all three turned toward the sound.

Marlow’s mouth curved, small and unsurprised.

“That will be the printer,” he said. “With the permanent page.”


Chapter 9: Duffel On The Step

He twisted the plug and pulled it out of me. I clenched on air and a wet sound spilled out the open door into the rain.

My duffel sat zipped on the step. Water beaded on the nylon. The green ledger lay shut under my cheek, leather cold against my skin.

“Stay down.”

Marlow set the slick toy on the blotter by my mouth. Sweet lube sat in the air. Below it, my own smell, sharp and used.

He pushed two fingers into my asshole without a pause. I shoved back on them before I could stop my hips. Heat rushed up my face. Thirteen days and my body still answered first.

“Greedy hole.” His voice stayed even. “It wants work on the night I send it home.”

Home. The word hit harder than the stretch. I opened my mouth and no smart line came out.

He added a third finger and screwed them wide. The burn ran up my spine. Rain blew across my calves and made the sweat there itch.

A car hissed by on the lane. The door stood wide. Anyone who turned their head would get me, bare, split on his hand, tits flat to a closed book.

“Say what you are.”

I swallowed. “A slut.”

“Worse.”

“A hole.” My voice cracked. “Your hole. A dirty little fucktoy that takes it in the ass on an open door.”

“Better.”

He reached into the drawer for the wand. The head of it landed on my clit and he flicked it to a low buzz. My thighs snapped tight. Slick ran out of my cunt and down to where his fingers opened me.

“You do not get to finish,” he said. “You get close. Then I take it away. That is the lesson tonight.”

I hated how fast the buzz found me. My clit was already fat from the afternoon. The low hum made my hole clamp on his fingers and he laughed once, small, mean.

“There. Already.”

He worked a fourth finger against the rim. Too much. I tried to crawl up the desk and his other hand pinned my nape to the ledger. The leather stuck to my cheek. I tasted polish and rain.

“Take it, bitch. You asked for every day you spent here. You wrote it. You initialed it. Tonight you learn what the end of a page feels like.”

The fourth finger slid in. I made a raw sound. My asshole burned in a thick ring and I pushed back anyway, shame hot in my throat, cunt dripping onto the wood.

The wand kicked up a notch. My belly went tight. I was there, right there, the shake starting in my thighs.

He pulled the wand off.

The climax broke wrong. It leaked. My cunt fluttered on air and a thin pulse spilled down my thigh, wasted, while I jerked and got nothing. I sobbed once into the leather.

“Thank me.”

“Thank you.” The words came out filthy with spit. “Thank you for ruining it.”

“Again. Properly.”

“Thank you for ruining my orgasm, Daddy. Thank you for making your whore drip for nothing.”

He kissed the air above my hair. Then his fingers tucked tighter, knuckles gathering, and the stretch turned into a fist.

I could not breathe for a second. The burn went white. My rim crawled around his hand, a breath from splitting.

“Look at you,” he said. “Grown woman on my desk with a fist in her ass, crying on a closed ledger. Say it.”

“I have a fist in my ass.” My voice was small and ugly. “I am a broken whore taking a whole hand. I cannot close. Please. Please keep it there.”

He did. He turned the fist a fraction. My guts rolled. The wand kissed my clit again, one second, two, and the climb started faster than before, cheap and helpless.

He took the wand away at the first clench.

Another ruined pulse. Wet. Pointless. I kicked the desk leg and he held me still until the twitch died.

“You smell like a used toy,” he said. “Open your mouth.”

He pulled the fist out slow. The gape stayed. Cool air hit the open ring of me and I whimpered. He wiped that hand on my tongue. I tasted lube and myself, bitter and sweet, the inside of my own hole. I sucked his knuckles clean because he told me to.

“Good little toy.”

He took the beads from the drawer. Six of them, dark, glossy. The first one popped past my sore rim easy. The second made me grunt. He fed them in one by one until the last sat snug and the string hung down my cunt like a taunt.

Then the clamps.

He lifted me by the hair, enough to get at my tits. The first clamp bit my left nipple and I yelped. The second bit harder. The chain swung and tugged when he dropped me back to the ledger. Each breath pulled on the bites.

“On your knees. Face the door.”

I slid off the desk. My legs shook. The beads shifted inside me and I had to stop a sound. He pointed at the open doorway.

Rain. The dark wet lane. My duffel on the step like I had already left.

He stood in front of me and opened his trousers. His cock was thick, dark at the head, a bead of wet at the slit. He smelled like clean skin and salt, and my mouth filled.

“Choke on it.”

I took him. He held my head and pushed to the back of my tongue on the first stroke. I gagged. Spit ran off my lip. He fucked my mouth in short mean shoves while the chain on my tits swung and the beads sat heavy in my stretched hole.

“Eyes up. The lane can have your face.”

I looked past his hip at the rain. A porch light down the road made a smear on the wet. If anyone walked a dog now they would see Marlow’s cock in my throat and the string hanging out of me.

My cunt squeezed. I hated that. I sucked harder.

He pulled out. A string of spit connected my lip to his cock and broke. He wiped the head across my cheek.

“Over the desk again. Ass up. Ask me to breed that hole.”

“Fuck my ass,” I said, and the words scraped. “Breed my ass. Use your whore’s hole and fill it. Please, Daddy. Please put it in.”

He dragged the beads out.

One. I cried out.

Two. My clit jumped like he had touched it.

Three, four, fast, and I almost went over from that alone. He stopped with two still in and put his palm over my cunt, no friction, just a still heat, until the almost-orgasm died and leaked a sad little trickle onto his hand.

“Wasted again.” He made me lick that too. I tasted my own cunt, thin and sharp. “Get used to leaving hungry.”

The last two beads came out. I stayed open. He set the wand on the blotter, humming, and lined his cock up with my hole.

He pushed in on one long drive.

I shouted. The burn was huge. He was thicker than the fist had been at the widest and he did not wait. He bottomed out and the smack of his hips on mine carried out the door with the rain.

“Mine. Say it.”

“Yours.” It tore out of me. “I am yours. This hole is yours. I am Daddy’s dirty little slut and I do not want to go.”

He fucked me.

Hard. Deep. The desk inched. The closed ledger rubbed my tits and the clamp chain clicked on the leather. Each thrust shoved a wet noise out of me, slick and ugly, the kind of sound that has no pride left in it.

He put the wand back on my clit and held it there while he pounded.

Too much. I clawed the far edge of the desk. I was going to come, I was already in it, the shake climbing my legs.

He lifted the wand and pulled his cock out to the head.

The orgasm ripped and went nowhere. My hole grabbed at him and got the ridge of the head only. I gushed down my own thighs, a real mess, and the pleasure broke in half and left me sobbing, empty and full of the need at once.

“Say thank you for the waste.”

“Thank you for the waste.” I could barely get air. “Thank you for ruining another one. Thank you for treating me like a dripping hole.”

He shoved back in.

The smell in the room had gone thick. Sex. Rain. The sweet lube. Sweat on his wrist when he reached around and pinched the clamp chain. I tasted metal from how hard I had bitten my lip.

“You thought the last day would be a reward,” he said, still thrusting, his voice even. “You thought I would keep you on the rug and feed you and let you sign in the warm. That is not how a permanent page works.”

I tried to listen. His cock kept knocking the thought apart.

“I close the book at six. I sign the weekend done. I put your bag on the step and your keys in your hand. You walk out a free woman.” A harder thrust. I grunted. “The permanent clause is not a gift I hand to a girl already in my house. You request it from outside. You stand on the wet stone and you ask. If you cannot do that, the page dies tomorrow at six, and I do not chase you.”

Tomorrow at six. One day. The ceiling I had written for myself.

“I will ask,” I said, stupid with cock. “I will. Let me stay tonight and I will write it, I will…”

“No.”

He reached under me and pressed the wand to my clit again. Brutal. Direct. My whole body tried to crawl off the desk and he held my hip and kept railing my hole through it.

“You will come to the edge and lose it one more time,” he said. “Then you will dress. Then you will go. That is the discipline, Delaney. The door was never your prison. Walking out of it is.”

I broke on the word prison and the wand at once.

He ripped both away.

My orgasm spilled down my legs in useless jerks. I came on a half-thrust and a dead buzz, hole winking, clit jumping against wood, and there was no peak to land on. Only the mess. Only the shake. I drooled on the ledger and could not lift my face.

He fucked me through the after, a few deep strokes that made the gape ache, then pulled out.

I stayed open. The shape of him stayed in me. Cool air. A drip.

He came on the small of my back. Hot stripes. The smell of it hit me a second later, thick, salty. He rubbed a thumb through it and pushed a smear down into my used hole, then wiped the rest on my hip like a mark.

“Stay.”

I stayed. He washed his hands at the sideboard like a man done with a task. The clock on the shelf ticked toward the hour.

He took a pen. He opened the ledger to the last working page, wrote a short line, and signed. The scratch of the nib was small and final. He blotted it. He shut the book again.

“Stand up.”

I stood. Cum cooled on my back and slid. My hole would not close. The clamps still hung on my tits, ugly and red underneath.

He took them off. Blood rushed back and I hissed. He tossed them in the drawer with the wand and the beads and the plug.

“Clothes. The ones you arrived in.”

They were in the duffel. He had already carried it as far as the step. I had to go to the doorway naked to unzip it, rain hitting my breasts, the lane right there. I pulled on underwear that sat wrong over a slick, sore mess. Jeans. A shirt. The bra was a joke. My nipples screamed inside it.

He came up behind me on the threshold and put my keys in my palm. The metal was warm from his pocket. My fingers closed late.

“Look at me.”

I did.

“You have one day,” Marlow said. “The weekend ends tomorrow at six in the evening. If you want the standing page, you come back before that hour and you recite every rule from memory at this door. Then you ask, by number, to be kept. Vivienne can be here by five if you mean it. If you stay in your own bed and play free woman until the clock runs, the ledger stays shut.”

Rain ticked on the duffel.

“I mean it,” I said.

“Then prove it from your own side of the door.” He nodded at the step. “Go.”

I picked up the bag. The zipper tooth caught my thumb. I walked into the rain in shoes that had sat dry in a hall closet for thirteen days, and the water found my hair at once.

I turned once on the path.

He stood in the lit doorway, sleeves rolled, the ledger under his hand on the jamb. He did not call me back. He did not raise a palm. He watched me reach the car like a teacher watching a test leave the room.

I got in. The seat was cold. I put the keys in the ignition and the engine turned over on the first try, which was an insult.

The drive took twenty minutes and each one sat wrong in my chest. Rain on the glass. The smell of my own sex rising off the jeans. His taste still in my mouth, salt and skin. Every bump in the road found the ache he had left in me. I clenched and the gape answered, sore, open, marked.

My building looked the same. The foyer light still buzzed. I carried the duffel up the stairs because the lift was out, same as always, and the old complaint rose and died. I had no room for a broken lift.

My key worked. Of course it worked. The apartment took me in with a stale breath of coffee and the perfume I used to spray on my coat.

I shut the door with my heel and stood in the dark with the bag still in my hand.

The heat was on too high. I dropped the duffel and walked to the sink and drank from the tap. The water tasted like pipes. I wanted his mouth. I wanted the sweet lube in the air and the rain on an open threshold.

I peeled the jeans off. The underwear came away shiny. I put two fingers to my cunt in the kitchen light, not to finish, only to check, and I was still swollen, still wet, still twitching from the ones he had stolen. My hole flinched when I washed it at the sink. The water ran warm and did not rinse him out.

I sat on the bed I had not touched in thirteen days. The quilt had my old shape in it, a dent that belonged to a person who came home from a job and ate toast over the sink and thought a weekend contract was a game she could win.

That person had left clothes folded in the drawer. A badge on a lanyard. A black pen. I opened the drawer and shut it again. My hand did not want those things.

The clock on the microwave said 6:41.

One day.

I lay back. The ceiling had a crack I used to stare at when I could not sleep. It was still there. I was the part that had moved.

I put my palm on my belly and found the smear of him where it had dried on my hip, under the shirt I had not taken off. I pressed it. The skin stung. Once, under my breath, I said the word he had demanded while he was in me.

Mine.

It did not give him back. It sat in the dark and made the apartment smaller.

I got up and unpacked the duffel because I needed my hands busy. Socks. The spare shirt. At the bottom, under the lining, my fingers hit a folded slip. I froze.

I pulled it out.

Blank. No print. Only the line for a date and the line for initials. The same slip I had filled in the study when I wanted one more night, and one more, and one more after that. He had packed a clean one. No note. No instruction.

I sat on the floor with it.

The old trick would be to write the extra day here, on my own rug, and drive over at midnight and slide it under his door like a girl hoping the rules still bent. That version of me had already died on his blotter. He had shown me the ledger. Every extension had been mine. The spare key had my name on the tape. He had only kept the record.

A slip would not save me now. The book was closed. The contract was signed done. The only page left was the one I had to stand in the rain and beg for, rule by rule, like a student who had been sent out of class.

I set the blank slip on the nightstand. I did not touch a pen.

My clit still throbbed when I walked. I took a shower so hot it made the clamps’ ghosts burn, and I washed his smell off my back, and then I stood in the steam and missed it so hard my throat hurt. I put my forehead on the tile. Water ran into my mouth and I swallowed it like it could be him.

Out. Towel. The bed again.

I tried to list the rules in my head.

Address. Permission. Body available. Truth. Inspection. Gratitude. Written requests. The door. The last one slipped. I reached for it and got fog. Panic ran down into my hands. I sat up and said them out loud to the crack in the ceiling, counting on my fingers, and I still lost the ninth in the middle and had to start over.

I would lose the door over a blank spot in my own skull.

I said them again. Slower. The missing one surfaced on the fourth pass, small and obvious, and I laughed once, a dry ugly sound, and then I said all nine in a row without a hole in the list.

My voice in this room sounded like a stranger practicing.

I lay down after that. Sleep did not come. The ache in my hole kept the time. Every clench said he had been there. Every empty minute said he had sent me out anyway.

I turned my face into the pillow. It smelled like laundry soap from a life that no longer fit my mouth.

Twenty-four hours, minus the drive, minus the shower, minus the time I had already wasted staring at a crack. Tomorrow I would have to leave this bed and go back to a door that would not open for my key. I would have to stand in the wet and speak from memory while he listened from the other side. I would have to ask, by number, to be kept.

The proud version of me, the one who had signed on a dare, would have called that theatre. She would have stayed here and made coffee and called it freedom.

She was the one I was grieving, and she was late, and she had shown up at the wrong address.

I put my hand on the blank slip and left it blank.

In the morning I would dress in the clothes that made me look like I paid rent. I would drive the same twenty minutes in the other direction. I would park at the lane and walk up to the study door with rain in my hair and no bag in my hand, because I was not arriving for a weekend this time.

I would recite until my voice went raw.

I would ask him to open.

And if he did, I would get on that desk over the shut ledger and I would sign the page that did not run out at six, with my own wet hand, on purpose, while I still had an hour left to be a coward and drive away.


Chapter 10: The Permanent Page

Ashoe scraped wet stone behind me while rule one was still in my mouth.

I turned with rain in my eyes. A woman in a black coat stood in the lane, a leather case hugged to her ribs, the clasp already unlatched.

“Keep going,” she said. “He told me not to knock.”

The study door stayed shut in my face. Water ran off the eave and down my collar. My coat stuck to my tits. My cunt was already wet, and I was not even inside yet.

Five twelve. The hall clock behind the wood gave a thin, late chime. Forty eight minutes until the page died.

“Rule one,” I said, louder. “I call you Daddy.”

Silence.

“Again,” Marlow said through the door. Calm. Close. “You swallowed the last word. I do not open for a mutter.”

I put my palm on the paint. Cold bit my skin.

“Rule one. I call you Daddy.”

“Once more. Face the lane while you say it.”

I turned. The woman did not look away. My nipples went tight under the soaked shirt.

“Rule one. I call you Daddy.”

The latch did not move.

“That was three,” he said. “Now give me the rest, in order, or you drive home with a dead page.”

My car sat at the curb. The keys cut a groove in my fist. Monday had my name on a shift roster. I could have shut my mouth and let six o’clock bury the whole thing.

I did not shut my mouth.

“Rule two. My cunt stays available for your use when I am here.”

“Louder.”

“Rule two. My cunt stays available for your use when I am here.”

Rain ran between my lips. The woman in the coat shifted the case to her other arm. I wanted to cover myself. I kept my hands at my sides.

“Rule three. I ask before I come.”

“Rule four. Every request goes in the ledger in my own hand.”

“Rule five. I tell you the truth about what I want.”

My voice cracked on want. I said it again anyway.

“Rule six. I take my discipline with my face uncovered.”

“Rule seven. The front door stays unlocked.”

“Rule eight. I come to this house by my own choice.”

I swallowed rain and spit.

“Rule nine. If I want to stay past the expiry, I ask for the permanent page out loud.”

The latch turned.

Marlow stood in the gap in a white shirt, cuffs rolled, the ledger already shut on the desk behind him. He looked at my wet mouth, then past me to the woman in the lane.

“Come in, Vivienne. Leave the front door wide.”

She stepped around me and crossed the hall. Hinges complained. Rain blew in from the lane and darkened the rug. Anyone walking past could see the desk, the chair, me.

I had one foot on the step.

“Delaney,” he said. “Coat off. Then you bend over that book.”

I stripped the coat and dropped it. The shirt clung. He hooked two fingers in the neckline and tore it down the front. Buttons hopped across the floor. My tits spilled out, cold, nipples already hard. He thumbed one until it ached, then the other.

“Jeans.”

I shoved them down with my underwear. The denim stuck at my knees. He left it there, a wet bind, and put his palm on my nape and walked me to the desk.

The closed ledger hit my hip bones. Heavy. The leather cover stuck to wet skin. He pressed me down until my cheek met wood and my tits flattened against the grain.

“Vivienne,” he said. “The clamps. Then the wand. She came here dripping. We will use that.”

Metal clicked. Vivienne set the case on the chair and took out two rubber-tipped clamps on a short chain. She did not ask. She handed them over like pens.

Marlow lifted my left nipple and let the first clamp bite. Weight dragged the tip down. The second clamp took the other. The chain hung and swung when I breathed. I made a sound I did not mean to make.

“Name it,” he said.

“It hurts.”

“Name what you are, bent over my book with your cunt in the air and the lane looking in.”

My face burned. My pussy grabbed at nothing and leaked down my thigh.

“A whore,” I said. “Your whore. A hole you can use.”

“Again. Filthier.”

“I am a dirty cunt on your desk. I came back so you would fuck me where people can see.”

“Good.”

He kicked my feet wider. The jeans at my knees kept me from spreading far. His fingers split my pussy lips and dragged through the slick. Two fingers shoved in to the knuckle. The wet sound was ugly. My cunt sucked at him like it had been waiting in the rain.

“Rule two,” he said. “Say what this is for.”

“Rule two. My cunt is for your cock. Free use. Whenever you want it.”

He worked his fingers in and out until spit and juice ran over his hand. Then he pulled free and wiped it on my mouth.

“Lick.”

I licked. Salt. Me. I wanted to hide my face. Rule six sat on my tongue and I left my cheek on the wood.

A drawer opened. The wand landed on the desk by my wrist, the fat head scuffed, the cord plugged into the wall. He thumbed it to a low buzz that made the wood tremble under my teeth.

“You will thank me when it is done.”

I tried to turn my head. He held my nape.

“Yes, Daddy.”

His belt came undone. The sound was small under the rain. His cock slapped the inside of my thigh, hot, heavy, already wet at the tip. He dragged the head through my folds and found my hole and pushed.

One long drive. He filled me to the root. My cunt stretched around the thick ridge of him and the ledger creaked under my hips. I grunted into the desk. He did not pause. He drew back and slammed in again, a hard wet punch that shoved my tits along the wood and made the clamp chain jump.

“Take it.”

I took it. He fucked me in a steady, mean rhythm, hips slapping my wet skin, cock plowing deep enough that my stomach jumped. Each thrust smeared me on the closed book. The cover stuck and peeled and stuck again.

He set the buzzing head of the wand against my clit and pinned it there under my own hand.

“Hold that. If you drop it I start you over and the clock does not care.”

The buzz hit my clit and my knees tried to buckle. He kept pounding. The wand mashed it into a fat, stupid pulse. My cunt squeezed his cock in helpless pulls. Slick ran down and slapped between us.

“Rule three,” he said. “If you need to come, you buy it with the number. No number, no release.”

“Rule three,” I gasped. “Please. I need to come on your cock.”

“What are you?”

“Your slut. Your used little toy. Please, rule three.”

“Come.”

I broke. My cunt clamped down and fluttered and gushed around the shaft driving through it. Spit ran out of my mouth. The clamps tugged my nipples through the spasm. I shook on the ledger and the wand stayed mashed to my clit and the orgasm would not finish, it piled, it kept wringing me.

He did not pull out. He did not turn the wand down.

“Again.”

“I cannot.”

“You can. Rule three or you hold it until six and lose the page.”

“Rule three. Another. Fuck. Another.”

The second tore through while the first had my thighs jumping. Too much. Clit screaming under the head of the wand. His cock kept stuffing me open, wetter now, my own cum frothing at the stretch. I drooled on the desk. My thoughts went short.

More. Cannot. Full.

He reached back without slowing and pressed a slick thumb to my asshole. The pad circled the tight ring and pushed in. I clenched. He waited, then fed the thumb deeper and fucked me through it, cock in my cunt, thumb in the other hole, wand grinding my clit raw.

“Loose,” he said. “You came here to be kept. Kept things open.”

He pulled his thumb free. A drawer again. Cold lube poured down the cleft and ran over my hole. He worked one finger in, then two, scissoring while his cock kept using my pussy. The burn made my eyes water. I kept my face on the wood.

Three fingers. The stretch turned sharp. He twisted them and my asshole sucked and tried to push him out. He did not leave.

“Tell Vivienne what I have in you.”

I looked toward the doorway. She stood on the wet rug with the stamp block in her palm, rain blowing across her coat, eyes on the place where I was split.

“His cock is in my cunt,” I said. My voice came out scraped. “His fingers are in my asshole. He is opening me.”

“How many fingers, Delaney?”

“Three. God. Three.”

He added a fourth. The burn went wide. I made a broken noise. The wand slipped. I slammed it back against my clit before he could speak.

“Good girl,” he said, and the praise landed dirtier than the names.

He pulled his cock out of my pussy with a slick pop. Empty. Dripping. He lined his fingers again and tucked his thumb and pressed.

“Fist,” he said. “You asked to stay. This is what staying costs in my house. Breathe and take the widest part.”

I could have said no. The lane was right there. My keys were in the coat on the floor.

“Please,” I said. “Put it in. Use my hole. Keep me.”

He pushed. Knuckles stretched me past sense. The ring burned and then gave, a thick, ugly slide, and his hand sank into me to the wrist. Full. So full my belly jumped. I clawed the far edge of the desk. The ledger skidded under my hip.

“Clench.”

I clenched on his fist and could not close. The gape fluttered around his wrist. He fucked that fist in short, heavy pumps. Each one shoved a sound out of me. Wet. Obscene. My asshole clung and failed.

“Look at you,” he said. “Proud mouth, ruined hole, dripping on my records. Say you want this in daylight.”

“I want this in daylight. I want your fist in my ass. I want you to wreck me and stamp it.”

He worked me until my thighs shook and the rim would not close when he eased back an inch. Then he drove in again. The wand never left my clit. I came without getting the number out in time and he clicked his tongue.

“Stolen. That one does not count. Ask properly.”

“Rule three. Let me come on your fist. Please, Daddy, I am your hole, let me come.”

“Take it then.”

I lost the shape of it. Past four. Past whatever came next. My cunt spasmed on air and leaked a thin pulse down to where his wrist spread me. My clit jumped under the wand in mean little twitches. I drooled. I sobbed. I shoved back onto his fist and hated how easy it was and did it again.

Brain gone. Used. More.

He pulled his hand free. The leave was worse than the fill. My asshole stayed open, a sore, wet mouth that would not shut. Cool air touched the inside of me. I tried to close. Nothing.

He set his cock to that gape and drove in.

The slide was filthy, too easy, then deep, his hips flush to my used rim. He groaned once. Then he fucked my ass the way he had fucked my cunt, long strokes, the wet slap of skin, the squelch of lube and my own mess. The clamps danced on my tits. The chain tapped the desk.

“Hold the wand. Higher.”

I mashed it harder. My clit was swollen and mean. Each thrust shoved me onto it. I came again and the count was a smear. I tried to say rule three and only got the number out in pieces.

“Three. Three. Fuck. Three.”

“Still asking. Good.”

He reached under and shoved two fingers into my empty cunt while he pounded my ass. Stuffed both ways. The desk jumped. The front door stood wide. A car hissed past on the wet lane. I pictured a face in that gap and came anyway, messy, loud, my holes grabbing at whatever filled them.

Vivienne turned a page in her folder. The paper sound cut through the slapping.

“Eleven minutes,” she said.

Marlow did not slow.

“Delaney. Release is requested by number. All of it. Start at one and ask me to keep you.”

I could barely stand on my toes. His cock dragged my rim raw. The wand buzzed my clit into static.

“Rule one,” I said, wrecked. “I call you Daddy. Release me by keeping me. Please, Daddy, keep me.”

“Rule two.”

“Rule two. My cunt and my ass are yours to use. Free use. Standing. After I drive home. Please do not let the page die.”

He slammed deep and held. My hole fluttered around him.

“Rule three.”

“Rule three. I will ask before I come. I am asking now. I am asking every time. Let me come and let me stay.”

“Come.”

I did, a raw, ugly clench that milked his cock and ran fresh slick down my thighs. He fucked me through it.

“Rule four.”

“Rule four. I will write every request in my own hand. I will write this one. Let me sign. Release me onto the permanent page.”

“Rule five.”

“Rule five. The truth. I want this. I wanted it in the rain. I wanted it when you sent me home last night. I am wet because I came back on purpose.”

My throat closed. I pushed the rest out.

“Rule six. Face uncovered. Look at me while I beg. I will not hide.”

He fisted my hair and lifted my cheek off the wood. The lane, the rain, Vivienne, his shirt, my wrecked tits and the swinging chain. I kept my eyes open.

“Rule seven. The door stays unlocked. I do not want a lock. I want to be able to walk in and I want to be able to walk out.”

“Rule eight.”

“Rule eight. I arrive by my own choice. I am here because I drove here. Keep me on those terms.”

He pulled his cock out of my ass and shoved it back into my cunt in one stroke, filthy with lube, and started to pound again, chasing his own finish now, the desk screaming under us.

“Rule nine,” I said. “I want the permanent page. Out loud. I am asking. Stamp me. Keep teaching me. Let me go home after and still belong to this desk.”

“Hold still.”

He buried himself and came with a low sound, cock kicking, heat spilling into my cunt in thick pulses. He kept me pinned on it while he emptied. The wand buzzed on. I jerked and came around his spurting cock with no number left in my head, just shaking, just full, cum leaking out around the seal of him and running onto the closed ledger.

He shut the wand off.

The quiet was huge. Rain. My breathing. A wet drip on leather.

He pulled out. Seed spilled down my thigh in a warm line. My asshole still would not close. I stayed bent because my knees had no plan.

“Up,” he said. “Sit. You have a minute.”

He lifted me and turned me and sat me on the edge of the desk, on the shut book, in my own mess. The clamps came off. Blood rushed into my nipples and I hissed. He put a pen in my fingers.

Vivienne set a single thick page on top of the ledger, beside my dripping cunt. A line waited at the bottom. The heading was plain. Permanent clause. Standing curriculum. Door unlocked. Arrival by choice. Discipline as continuing education. Permission that survives the drive home.

“Read the last sentence,” Marlow said.

I read it. My voice was hoarse.

“The only hand that ends this is mine.”

“Sign.”

The hall clock gathered itself.

I wrote my name. The ink went wide where my fingers shook. I dated it. I initialed the margin the way I had initialed every stupid extension, only this line had no sunset on it.

Five fifty nine.

Vivienne inked the stamp. The hour chime started, a deep bronze count, and she brought the block down on the wet signature at the first note. The mark sat red and square over the tail of my name.

Six o’clock.

The weekend ended.

No one locked anything. No one put a collar on me. Marlow stepped back and found my ruined shirt and put it around my shoulders like a towel. I slid off the desk. Cum ran down the inside of my thigh and spotted the rug. I pulled my wet jeans up anyway. The seam pressed my sore clit and my used hole. I zipped them.

Vivienne wiped the stamp, closed her case, and nodded once at the page.

“Filed copy is yours,” she said to him. “Original stays in the book.” She looked at me, rain still on her coat. “You keep your own keys. That was in the clause.”

She left through the open front door. Her shoes clicked down the lane and faded.

Marlow took the spare key from the tray on the shelf and set it in my palm beside the ones I had carried from my apartment. Same cut. My name was on the old strip of tape from the night I broke into this desk.

“Your place stays yours,” he said. “Your job too. You work Monday. You sleep in your own bed when you want it. You come here when you arrive. I will be at this desk.”

He lifted the ledger, heavy with every page I had written, and held it out.

“Title the next blank one.”

I took the book. It weighed more than the key. I sat in his chair in my torn shirt and opened past the stamped sheet. The next page was clean. I uncapped the pen. My handwriting came out crooked where my wrist was stupid from holding the wand.

I wrote the title.

Standing Permission.

Empty pages lay under that line, still bound, still blank.


THE END
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