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Chapter 1: Table for One

The headlights swept the iron gate at dusk and the gravel crunched under my tires before I killed the engine. I sat a second with my hands on the wheel. Twenty-one days. A residency contract I had signed at a launch party where every camera in the room had been pointed at my pen. Vanity. The kind that made you sign before you read the second page because your name on the invitation meant you still mattered.

Chef Renata had sent the invite six months after I closed her first restaurant with three paragraphs and a half star. Revenge dressed as hospitality. I told my editor it was research. I told myself I could walk away whenever I wanted.

Cold air hit my face when I stepped out. The gate swung shut on its own and the deadbolt shot home. The metal snap went through my teeth and down my spine.

A woman in a white chef's coat waited on the stone steps. She did not offer her hand.

"Aldous. You're on time."

Chef Renata. I had memorized her face from a press photo years ago, thinner then, hunted. Now she stood square in the doorway light like she owned the county.

"Show me the table," I said.

She turned without answering. I followed her into a house that smelled of reduced stock and burnt sugar, heat rolling out of a kitchen I could see through a glass door and never reach. My shoes clicked on bare floor. Ahead, one room. One table. One chair. One place setting, bone china, a single fork laid straight as a ruler.

No windows to the outside. A steel scale bolted to the floor beside the chair, digital readout dark.

"Sit," she said.

I did not sit. "Where's my room? Where's the staff?"

"There is no staff for the residency guest. There is you, this table, and my kitchen. Twenty-one days. You signed."

"I signed a cultural immersion."

"You signed my house." Her voice stayed flat. "Day one of twenty-one. Twenty days after tonight if you count the morning weigh-in as the start of day two. Sit, Aldous. Or stand until your legs give out. The first course is already plated."

My cock stirred at the order in her mouth, faster than thought. Shame burned my ears hot. I was thirty-eight. I had ended careers with adjectives. My body had no business twitching because a chef I had ruined told me to sit.

I sat.

The scale sat close enough that my knee almost touched the platform. She noted that with one glance and went back through the kitchen door. The lock on that door clicked. Mine, I thought, was still the front deadbolt only.

She returned with a tray. One bowl. Steam lifted off saffron broth the color of wet gold. She set it in front of me and placed the fork on the right, then lifted it again and laid it on the tray instead.

"You don't touch utensils here," she said. "I feed the residency guest. That is the contract clause you initialed on page four."

"I initialed a tasting protocol."

"You initialed my protocol." She dipped the fork, blew once, held the bite near my mouth. "Open."

I could refuse. I could stand, find a lawyer, eat the breach fee and the headline. OPEN CRITIC ABANDONS RESIDENCY. My editor would love it for a day. Renata would post the contract scans. I had initialed hand service. I had initialed daily weigh-ins logged in her ledger. I had initialed that I would not enter the kitchen.

I opened my mouth.

The broth was obscene. Fat and acid and heat that spread under my tongue like a slap. I had written that she could not balance flavor. My throat worked around the lie I had published.

"Swallow," she said.

I swallowed. She loaded the fork again. Second bite. Third. My stomach warmed. Sweat pricked at my hairline from the steam and the room's heat.

"You will describe each bite aloud," she said. "Texture. Temperature. Finish. No notebook. No phone. Your voice is the record."

"Silky. Hot. Lemon under the saffron."

"Louder."

"Silky. Hot. Lemon under the saffron."

She fed me until the bowl was empty. I had not touched the fork. My lips were slick with broth and her fingers when she wiped the corner of my mouth with her thumb and put it in my mouth. Salt and stock on her skin. My cock hardened in my trousers and I hated myself for it.

"Stand," she said. "Scale."

I stepped onto the platform. The display woke. One hundred eighty-seven pounds. She wrote it in a ledger on the sideboard without comment.

"First entry," she said. "We'll see what twenty days make of you."

"That's baseline."

"That's day one." She closed the book. "Second course. You stay on the scale until I tell you to step off."

She went to the kitchen. Pans clanked, a low oven fan, the slap of a knife. The smell of butter and seared meat pushed under the door and made my empty stomach cramp. My erection pressed against the scale's metal edge, stupid and obvious. I shifted my weight and the number flickered.

She came back with a plate of lamb torn soft enough to fall apart at a touch. No fork for me. She carried the plate in one hand and a black silicone cuff in the other.

"Hands behind you," she said.

"This isn't in the contract."

"Page six. Compliance aids at the chef's discretion." She waited. The deadbolt at the front of the house slammed again, a second lock engaging. The sound was the same teeth-rattling snap as the gate.

My pulse jumped. Two locks now. The residency had become a box.

I put my hands behind my back. She buckled the cuff tight around my wrists. Not pain. Just no reach. No fork. No door.

"Step off. Chair."

I sat. She straddled my lap facing me, plate balanced on her palm, and tore a piece of lamb with her fingers. Grease shone on her skin. She pressed it to my lips.

"Eat from my hand, Aldous. Every bite until the plate is clean."

I took it. The meat melted. I had called her lamb chalky in print once. The shame of that sentence sat in my belly next to the food.

She fed me slow. Each bite timed with her eyes on my mouth. When juice ran down my chin she caught it on two fingers and pushed them past my lips. I sucked without meaning to. A groan crawled out of my throat.

"Quiet," she said. "Or I'll gag you for the third course."

My balls drew up tight. I bit the inside of my cheek to keep from moaning again.

The plate emptied. She set it aside and slid off my lap. Cold air replaced her heat and my nipples tightened under my shirt.

"You will do exactly as I say," she said.

She unbuckled my belt. I sucked in a breath to argue and she shoved her hand down my trousers and gripped my cock hard enough to sting.

"You're hard from broth and lamb. From my fingers in your mouth." She stroked once, cruel and dry. "Say what you are right now."

"A critic."

"Wrong." Another stroke. Precum wet her palm. "Try again."

"A guest."

"You're a mouth I fill." She squeezed the head until my vision narrowed. "Say it."

"I'm a mouth you fill."

"Good." She let go and wiped her hand on my shirt. "Stand. Drop your trousers. Underwear off. Hands stay cuffed."

I stood on shaking legs and kicked the fabric down. My cock stood out, flushed and leaking. The dining room air was cool on my ass and balls. She opened a drawer in the sideboard and took out a chrome cock ring and a small bullet vibrator.

"Step wide. Feet on either side of the scale platform."

I obeyed. She knelt, snapped the ring around the base of my cock and balls, tight enough that blood pulsed slow and my shaft swelled darker. She pressed the bullet to the underside of the head and turned it on.

The buzz hit like a fault line. My knees buckled. I caught myself on the chair back.

"Stay up," she said. "You come when I say. You thank me when I say. You don't thrust. You don't touch. Understood?"

"Yes."

"Yes, Chef."

"Yes, Chef."

She held the vibrator in place with two fingers as her other hand went to the ledger and turned a page. She wrote while my cock jumped and leaked on the scale platform, fat drops hitting metal with soft ticks under the buzz.

"Please," I said before I could stop.

"Please what?"

"Please let me come."

"You're not ready." She moved the bullet to my balls. The ring made every pulse a throb I could not escape. "Count backward from ten. Out loud. If you miss a number I stop for five minutes."

"Ten. Nine. Eight."

My voice broke on seven. She pressed harder. Six. Five. Saliva ran down my chin because I could not close my mouth around the noise I wanted to make.

"Four. Three. Two."

"One," she said for me, and lifted the vibrator a millimeter off my skin.

I sobbed. Actual air, actual sound. The critic who had never begged in print begged a woman he had bankrupted.

"Good boy," she said, and the words hit my cock harder than the toy. "You will do exactly as I say. Come now."

She mashed the bullet to my frenulum. The orgasm ripped out of me violent and humiliating, cum streaking the platform and my thighs in hot ropes while my cuffed hands fought air. I counted nothing. I could only gasp her title like a prayer I hated.

"Chef. Chef."

"Louder."

"Thank you, Chef."

She did not stop the vibrator through the aftershocks. The ring trapped blood and sensitivity until the pleasure turned sharp. I jerked away and she caught my hip and held me in place.

"One," she said. "You owe me one more before second course digestion is logged. Breathe."

"I'm too sensitive."

"You're a residency guest with a ledger entry pending." She spat on my cock, slick and obscene, and worked the spit with the bullet until the slide made a wet sound in the quiet room. "Ask for the second one. Ask like the hole you are."

My mind flashed the headline I could still write. WALKOUT. EXPOSE. Instead my own voice cracked.

"Please make me come again. I'm your hole. Feed me and use me."

"Better."

She fed a piece of bread soaked in pan juices into my mouth with her left hand while the right never left the toy. Chewing while coming apart. Crumbs on my tongue and vibration on my cock. The dual drag broke me faster than the first time.

The second orgasm was longer, meaner, legs shaking so hard the readout flickered when my foot brushed the edge. Cum pooled on the platform, thin and spent, mixing with the first mess. She watched my face the whole time, cataloging it the way I used to catalog a failing sauce.

When I hung slack, she turned the vibrator off and wiped the platform with a dish towel, then my thighs, clinical as plating a rim.

"Step off. Sit. Mouth open."

I sat. She uncuffed me long enough to strip my shirt and cuff me again, arms locked to the chair slats behind me. Naked from the waist up, trousers at my ankles, cock still ringed and softening sticky.

She brought a third dish. Raw oysters on crushed ice, brine sharp as vinegar. She held the shell to my lips.

"You taste the sea. You say thank you for each one."

She fed me twelve oysters. Twelve thank-yous. My voice went hoarse. The smell deepened behind the glass, onions going down somewhere I could not follow.

After the last oyster she set the shell on the tray and picked up the ledger.

"Day one. Evening service. Hand-fed. First orgasm denied until requested. Second orgasm commanded. Weight one eighty-seven. Compliance cuff used. Cock ring and external vibrator. Guest verbalized role."

She read it aloud like a service note. My face burned. This would stay in her book. Twenty days of entries.

"You can't publish that," I said.

"I can do whatever the contract allows on day twenty-one." She tapped the page. "You initialed serialized excerpts for private culinary subscribers. Page nine."

I had initialed page nine. I had thought it meant recipe development.

The front deadbolt clicked again. A third lock. I had not heard anyone enter.

"Who…"

"No one you need to meet on day one." She capped her pen. "Midnight kitchen closes. You sleep in the room behind that door." She pointed to a narrow door I had missed, flush with the paneling. "You will use the bucket in the corner if you need to piss. You will not flush without my say. You will be on the scale at seven for the morning log. Naked. Cuffed if I choose."

"This is imprisonment."

"This is residency." She leaned in, breath smelling of oyster brine and coffee. "You came because you wanted to prove my food could not touch you. Your cock came twice on my scale because my fingers fed you lamb. Tomorrow the portions double at lunch. You will eat every bite from my hand or I stop feeding you and strap the gag on for the remainder of the day. You will do exactly as I say."

She unlocked my cuffs, handed me a folded blanket and a pillow with no case, and walked to the kitchen door. It locked behind her.

I stood naked in the dining room with cum drying on my legs and the smell of her food in my hair. The single chair faced the empty place where a second diner might have sat if this were a restaurant. Only my name was on the menu tonight.

I picked up the ledger when her footsteps faded. The ink was still wet on day one. Tomorrow's line waited blank. Twenty days.

I stepped onto the scale one more time before I went to the sleep room. One hundred eighty-seven pounds. The number held. My body had not changed yet. The man who judged had already started to break.

In the narrow bed I lay with the blanket scratchy on my skin and listened to the kitchen vents hum through the wall. Heat pulsed through the plaster. Somewhere she was still cooking for an audience I could not see, plating portions I would eat tomorrow from her fingers whether I wanted to or not.

My cock twitched once in the dark, traitor, hungry for the fork I was not allowed to hold.

I counted the locks in my head until sleep took me. Three at the front. One on the kitchen. One on the sleep room she had locked from outside after I entered.

Day two would start on the scale, naked, logged.

I had signed for twenty-one days.

I had twenty left.


Chapter 2: Portioned by Her Hand

The cream card sat dead center on my empty plate, my name typed at the top and a blank column beneath it that would swallow every gram I took in for the next nineteen days. I had signed the residency contract because vanity loved a locked door and a story no one else could tell; now the ledger owned the plate before breakfast even arrived.

Chef Renata pulled out my chair without looking at me. A printed chart lay beside the silver, columns for date, weight, portion, remark, dessert. The smell from beyond the dining wall hit first, butter browning, stock reduced to glue, garlic crushed under a blade I would never hold. My stomach cramped and my dick stirred in the same breath, flesh answering procedure my brain hadn't approved.

"Step on the platform, Aldous."

The steel plate was bolted into the oak floor. I stripped to nothing because the chart said weigh-in naked and arguing would only ink more lines beside my name. The digital readout flickered. She wrote the number down without comment, pen scratching like a verdict.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She cinched a cloth measuring tape around my ribs, then my hips, then the swell above my navel where last night's first course already sat heavy. Each reading went on the card. I tried to joke about critics and calories. She tightened the tape until I sucked in and still could not shrink the truth.

"Breakfast is portioned. I feed you. You do not touch utensils."

She laid the fork on the sideboard out of reach. The first bite was egg yolk and shaved truffle on her fingers, salt and fat bursting on my tongue while her thumb pressed my lower lip open wider than dignity allowed. I chewed because hunger won before pride could finish its speech. She logged grams in the remark column while I swallowed.

"The rules are simple. Praise earns dessert. Criticism earns correction."

Correction, she said, meant more food pushed past fullness until the remark column named you greedy. Dessert meant her palm on your thigh under the tablecloth as you licked cream from her knuckle. I tasted both promises in the truffle oil still coating my tongue.

I gave her the faintest praise I could still call professional, a murmur about balance, about restraint in the seasoning. She watched my face, calm as service at a pass.

"How generous of you."

She doubled the portion on the next spoon. Two fingers this time, scrambled egg and crème fraîche, shoved in before I could refuse. My jaw ached working it down. She added a third spoon, then a fourth, logging each as I breathed through my nose and hated the stretch in my gut and the harder pulse between my legs.

"You game the chart, Aldous. The chart games you back."

By the time the plate emptied I was slick with sweat at the hairline, belly tight, cock leaking against my thigh without anyone touching it. Shame burned my ears. I had demolished chefs for less sincerity than I had just performed with my mouth full.

She wiped my chin with a linen napkin like I was a messy course. "Open."

A chrome spreader gleamed between her fingers, cold metal pushed past my teeth to keep my lips apart as she fed the next round. Egg, then bacon fat rendered to crackle, then sip after sip of rich broth from a ladle she tipped against the spreader until it ran down my chin and dripped on my chest. Scent of smoke and marrow filled my nose. Taste turned obscene, animal, too much salt, too much heat. I gagged once. She held the ladle there until I swallowed.

"Remark," she said.

I shook my head. She wrote criticism in the column and slid a bowl of porridge toward me, oats loaded with cream and brown sugar, portion size that made my eyes sting.

"Correction."

She fed it with the spoon handle hooked behind my teeth, each bite a wet slap of oats on my tongue, sweetness cloying, portion growing because I had refused to praise. My belly groaned. She pressed her palm flat against the bloat as she shoveled another spoon in, and my cock jumped against her wrist through the cloth.

"You're hard from being stuffed like livestock."

I tried to deny it. She gripped my balls through my skin and squeezed until my vision pinholed, pain and want twisted together.

"Say what you are."

"A critic," I rasped, stupid, useless.

"A hole that takes what it is given." She released me and went back to feeding as if nothing had happened. "Say it."

The word tore out of me on a broth burp I could not swallow. "A hole."

She marked praise in the dessert column and produced a ramekin of chocolate mousse. She fed it slow, thumb in my cleft, smearing mousse on my lip, making me lick her skin clean. Dessert was her reward for breaking my own voice.

When the breakfast service ended she uncuffed nothing because I had never been cuffed; the ritual was enough. She led me to the sideboard where a black case sat open. Inside, a silicone plug thick at the base, a remote wand, nipple clamps on a chain.

"Day two procedure. You yield the first inch or you eat lunch doubled."

Defiant curiosity hooked me worse than fear. I wanted to see how far her system would go before I could name it ridiculous. I bent over the sideboard, cheek against polished wood that smelled of lemon oil and last night's wine.

"Lube on your fingers first," she said. "Show me you can follow instruction when it is yours to perform."

My fingers shook spreading gel on the plug. I pressed the tip to my asshole and breathed out. Burn spread slow. She watched the chart, not my face.

"Hold still. This is for your own good."

She pushed the plug home when I stalled, one ruthless inch that made my thighs quake. The base seated flush. She clicked the wand on low and pinned it to my perineum through the plug's buzz.

"Count aloud every time your cock twitches."

It twitched at one. At four my balls cinched up hard. At seven precum strung to the sideboard edge. She turned the wand up and fed me a grape from the fruit bowl, skin popping tart against the fat still ghosting my palate.

"You will come when the log says, not when your body says."

I laughed, broken, wrong. "You cannot schedule orgasm."

She wrote a time in the dessert column and set a timer on her phone. "Watch me."

For eleven minutes she fed me grapes and fig halves, the wand working my prostate through the plug. She described how my remark column would read if I came early, greedy, uncontrolled. I bit my lip bloody. At minute nine she slid her hand around my shaft and stroked once, cruel tease, then stopped.

"Beg in the crudest words you own."

"Please let me cum, Mistress, I'm a stuffed whore, I'm leaking like a broken toy."

The title slipped out before I chose it. She hummed approval and turned the wand higher. My ass clenched on silicone I could not spit out. Pressure built in my spine.

"Not yet."

She fed me a fig stuffed with goat cheese, fingers deep on my tongue, and I nearly came from the choke of it alone. Timer beeped. She gripped my cock hard and jerked me in three brutal pulls.

"Now."

I came across the sideboard, thick stripes of cum on wood where plates should sit, spasms ripping groans out of me while she counted each pulse aloud for the log. "One. Two. Three." Shame ate the pleasure raw. I had not touched myself. The chart had.

She made me lick my mess off the sideboard, salt and wood polish and my own bitter taste, while the plug still buzzed. Second edge started before the first finished twitching. She dialed the wand and clamped my nipples, chain tugging when I flinched from aftershocks.

"Again."

"I can't."

"You can. You will. Name the hole."

"My ass is yours, my cock is yours, I'm a fat little review waiting to be written."

She worked me with her fist, tight, fast, thumb smearing precum over my slit until my knees buckled. The plug shifted inside me, obscene squelch when I clenched. Orgasm two hit meaner than the first, cum splattering my own thigh, my body jerking against the chain that yanked my nipples fire-bright.

"Thank me."

"Thank you for milking me, thank you for logging it."

She wrote orgasm count in the remark column and turned the wand off. My asshole throbbed around silicone. She did not remove the plug.

"Lunch is in forty minutes. You will sit with it inside you and think about faint praise."

I stood on shaking legs, belly full, cock spent and still half hard, nipples pinched purple. The cream card on my plate now had numbers beside my name, weight, portions, correction, dessert, orgasm tally. The blank column had started to fill.

She unlocked nothing. She did not need to. The platform by the table waited for the next weigh-in, the chart waited for the next remark, her fingers waited with the next bite. I had come twice from her timer and her fist while broth still haunted my breath and truffle fat slicked the back of my throat.

Nineteen days left on the contract I signed for vanity. The doors stayed locked. The ledger had eaten my hunger and my release in the same morning.

Chef Renata rinsed the spreader in a crystal glass of water and set a fresh card on my plate for lunch, column empty except for the heading dessert.

"Open wide, Aldous. Correction is already marked for you."

I opened. The first lunch bite crossed my lips before I could ask why.


Chapter 3: Fed His Own Verdict

My fork clicked down mid-sentence. "This is overwrought, sentimental, the sauce is an apology."

The words left my throat the way they always had when I killed a room. Same cold register. Same clean blade. I had written that line about Renata's old bistro six years ago, and the place had shuttered in eight weeks. Saying it aloud in her dining room on day four should have put me back on top.

Chef Renata did not flinch. She set her pen on the ledger beside my chart and wrote while I spoke.

"Overwrought," she said, like she was tasting the syllables. "Logged. Second helping."

She scooped potato from the bowl with two knuckles and pushed it past my lips before I could shut them. Heavy, buttery mash. It hit my tongue and spread, thick and hot, the kind of weight that sat in the gut and stayed. I gagged on pride and swallowed anyway because her thumb wiped my chin and pinned my jaw open for the next lump.

I jerked back. "Stop feeding me like I'm some…"

"Sentimental," she finished for me. Another line in the ledger. "Second helping."

She fed me the sauce this time. Reduced wine and butter, slick on her skin, dripping from the pad of her index finger. I tasted iron under the fat. My own verdict turned into grease I had to lick off her. The dining room smelled like the kitchen I was never allowed to enter, garlic and seared meat rolling out from behind the locked door, and all of it funneling into me while I tried to remember I was Aldous, the man who ended careers with a paragraph.

Seventeen days left on the contract I had signed to prove I could take any table in the world. Vanity. A bet with myself that no chef owned me. The bolted platform by the wall waited like it had yesterday and the day before, cold metal underfoot. I had stepped on it after breakfast. The number had gone up. She had smiled without showing teeth and logged it next to my name.

I pushed my chair half an inch from the table. "The protein is mishandled. Gray at the center. Amateur hour."

Her pen scratched. "Mishandled. Amateur hour. Two second helpings. You gave me a double portion of contempt, Aldous. I pay debts in full."

She came around the table. White coat, hair knotted tight, forearms flecked with flour from whatever she had been building in the kitchen I could only smell. She cupped the back of my head with one hand and held a forkful of gray-edged lamb to my lips with the other.

"Open."

I kept my jaw clenched. A man who had made Michelin inspectors weep did not take instruction from a woman he had buried in print.

She waited. The meat cooled. Fat congealed on the tines.

"You do not get to decide that anymore," she said.

The sentence landed quiet. No shout. No performance. Just fact, like salt dropped into water.

My lips parted before my brain caught up. Shame burned up my neck the second the lamb slid in, chewy, faintly metallic, exactly as I had accused. I had described a flaw and she had made it course two. My tongue worked the bite because she held my head still and counted chews out loud.

"Twenty. Twenty-one. Swallow."

I swallowed. The weight dropped into my belly on top of breakfast's logged portions, a stack of mass I did not need the chart to confirm. My cock stirred in the loose trousers she had left for me, traitor blood, hungry for the wrong thing. I hated how fast it happened. Hated worse that the hate made me harder.

"You wrote that my front of house deserved pity," she said. "Say it again. Loud. So I can log the garnish."

"I will not."

She slid the ledger toward me. Today's column already cramped with my words turned into portions. "Then you sit hungry while I eat. And I add a penalty column for refusal."

My stomach cramped at the word hungry. She had fed me every meal since I arrived. Hand to lip. Bite by bite. My body had started expecting her palm against my face like a leash. The thought made my throat tight with something uglier than anger.

I said it. "The front of house deserves pity."

"Pathetic service. No spine." She wrote. "Second helping."

Finger-fed carrots followed, cooked until they fell apart, sugar and thyme paste smeared across my teeth. I chewed through my own cruelty course by course. Each sentence I had once filed in a newspaper became calories on her ledger. The critic's blade had turned into a funnel. My words did not wound her. They nourished her protocol and fattened the line beside my name.

When the plate emptied she wiped my lips with a linen napkin, slow, almost tender, and that tenderness scared me more than force.

"Stand," she said.

I stood. Legs heavy from sitting, belly thick with the rebellion meal. She walked me to the platform scale bolted to the floorboards and tapped the display awake.

"Step up."

I stepped. The metal chilled my soles. The readout blinked, settled, climbed by a fraction from morning. She logged it without comment, then turned the chart so I could read the fresh ink.

Portion tally: lunch, nine second helpings. Verbal review logged verbatim. Belly weight trending up. Dessert withheld pending attitude correction.

"Dessert is earned," I said. Old habit. Faint praise as a game. Yesterday she had doubled me anyway.

"Yesterday you lied sweetly," she said. "Today you told the truth like a man trying to die on his principles. Truth costs more. Drop your trousers."

My pulse kicked. "We're not…"

"We are exactly where your contract puts you. Clothes off. Cock out. Hands on the wall above the chart."

The wall was cool under my palms. Plaster rough. I kicked the trousers free and stood naked from the waist down in the same room where I had tried to resurrect my authority over lamb and potatoes. Behind me her boots stopped close. Fabric rustled. A drawer in the sideboard opened.

"You came here to judge me," she said. "Instead you will show me what judgment does to your body."

Something silicone and thick pressed between my cheeks. Lube, cold, then the blunt head of a plug nudging my hole. I hissed and tried to step forward. Her forearm banded my hips and held me on the platform.

"Breathe out. Take the weight."

The plug seated with an obscene pop. Medium girth, unforgiving, a fullness that made my thighs shake. She twisted it once and the stretch burned sweet.

"Good," she murmured. "Now you carry a portion inside you too."

She reached around and closed her fist over my cock, not stroking, just holding, measuring pulse against her palm. Precum slicked her knuckles. I bucked into empty air and she tightened her grip at the base, cutting it off.

"You do not come until you apologize for lunch out loud in the words you used at my bistro. Full sentences. While I work you."

"I apolog…"

She turned on a small wand vibrator and pressed it to the plug's base. The buzz traveled straight into my prostate. My knees buckled. Only her arm kept me upright on the scale. The display flickered as my weight shifted.

"Start with overwrought," she said.

"This dish is overwrought," I gasped. The wand dug harder. "Sentimental. The sauce is an apology."

"Again. Like you mean it. Like you meant it when you destroyed me."

My voice cracked on the third repeat. Tears stung the corners of my eyes, ridiculous, obscene, a thirty-eight-year-old critic blubbering with a plug in his ass and a vibrator humming through bone. She worked me in time with the wand, rough, mechanical, milking strokes that had nothing to do with kindness.

"Please."

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"Wrong verb. You beg for permission to swallow more, not to spill. You waste on my floor and I feed you the mess with a spoon."

She released me and fetched a silicone ring from the drawer, snapped it around my balls and base, trapping blood and throb. The ache doubled. I sobbed once, humiliated by the sound.

"Hands stay on the wall. If they drop, I add a midnight porridge course."

The wand never stopped. The plug vibrated inside me until my hole clenched and fluttered around nothing I could control. She fed words into my ear while she worked the toy.

"You said my staff had no pride. Say thank you for correcting your manners."

"Thank you for correcting my manners."

"Thank you for second helpings."

"Thank you for second helpings."

"Thank you for making my criticism fatten your ledger."

The last line came out of her mouth, not mine. She made me repeat it anyway. I did, spit on my lips, voice wrecked. Each thank-you synced with a twist of the plug or a flick of her thumb under my crown. The scale beeped softly when I shifted weight, recording every twitch like the room itself kept score.

When she finally peeled the cock ring off, pleasure hit so hard my vision whited at the edges. She caught my cum in the palm of her hand, thick white stripes across her skin, and held it under my nose before I finished spasming.

"Open."

I opened. She fed me my own cum from her fingers, salty, bitter, the texture of defeat. I gagged and swallowed because the wand pressed harder and the alternative was another logged refusal. My cock jerked dry and still tried to give her more.

"One," she counted. "You owe me four more before dinner service. Wipe your face. We're not finished."

She bent me over the dining table, chart and ledger shoved aside, porcelain clinking to the floor. The plug came out with a wet sound that made my face burn. Cold air on my open hole. Then her strap, black rubber, thick enough to split thought from speech, nudged where the plug had been.

"Lunch review part two," she said. "You grade my ass with your mouth while I grade yours."

She drove in on one long thrust. I screamed into the wood table, ass stuffed full, stretch burning up my spine. No warmup beyond the plug. Her hips snapped, steady, punishing rhythm, balls of the harness slapping my thighs. Every thrust shoved air out of my lungs in grunts I did not recognize as mine.

"Recite the line about gray lamb."

"This, ah, protein is mishandled…"

She angled deeper and my prostate lit up. "Louder."

"Gray at the center. Amateur hour."

"Good pet. Take your punishment cock like the hole you always were under that critic mask."

She fucked me through the sentences until the words dissolved into pleas. She made me count strokes out loud. Ten. Twenty. At thirty I spilled again without anyone touching it, cum streaking the table leg, and she laughed once, short, dark.

"Two. Filthy. Thank me."

"Thank you for fucking my ass."

"Thank you for proving my review correct."

My brain stuttered. She had never claimed to write a review of me out loud before. The phrase sank into my belly next to the lamb.

She pulled out, flipped me onto my back on the table, and straddled my face. Leather and heat, her cunt slick against my mouth, taste sharp and real. I licked because her hand fisted my hair and the alternative was the strap back in my ass.

"Use your tongue like you used your pen. Devastate me."

I could not devastate anyone anymore. I could only lap and choke when she ground down and hold her thighs while she rocked. She rode my face through a long climb, thighs trembling, then stilled and made me look up at her.

"Do you want to come again, Aldous?"

"Yes."

"Say what you are now."

"A logged portion." The words scraped out. "Your second helping."

"Close. Say you are my dish."

I was her dish. The contract, the kitchen smells, the chart, my old cruelty funneled into her ledger, all of it had been carving that truth all afternoon. I said it. She slid the wand between us and pressed it to my cock head while she fed me her cunt again. Dual buzz, wet slap, my hole still loose and leaking from the strap.

I came so hard my back arched off the table. Cum splashed my own ribs. She counted three against my thigh with the side of the wand and did not let it stop when sensitivity turned to pain.

"Four. One more. Give me the last on your tongue."

I begged in broken syllables. She lifted off my face, knelt, took my cock into her throat and sucked with merciless suction while the wand battered my balls. The fifth orgasm ripped out of me empty, painful, thin spurts. She swallowed and held my gaze while I shook.

When my body went slack she cleaned me with the napkin, redressed me in the loose trousers, and set a dessert plate on the table. Chocolate mousse, portion measured to the gram, a single quenelle.

"Dessert for honest work," she said. "You fed me your sharpest review. I fed you the cost. Tomorrow you will weigh in again. Seventeen days remain. You will learn that every cruel line you ever published has a weight, and I own the scale."

She scooped mousse and held it to my lips. I opened without being told. Sweet, cold, dense on the tongue. She logged the dessert in the ledger and wrote one more note beneath today's tally.

Criticism inverted. Weapon surrendered.

I chewed the last bite slow, weight settling deeper, and understood the room had changed while I was busy trying to die on principle. My judgment still moved markets. Only now the market was my body, and she set the price.

She tapped the chart with her pen, already turning toward the kitchen door and the smells I could not follow.

"Midnight porridge if the numbers stall," she said over her shoulder. "Sleep light, Aldous. Day five starts with your mouth and my spoon."


Chapter 4: Mercy at Breakfast

Steam hit my face before I could brace for it. Chef Renata wrung the cloth over the basin, hot water dripping off her knuckles, and the dining room held its breath. No ledger on the sideboard. No fork laid like a verdict. Her voice came out low, almost private, nothing like the table voice that had pinned me to the chair last night.

"Lean back, Aldous."

I should have laughed. The man who walked into this house would have called softness a tactic and refused on principle. My belly still ached from her fingers shoving course after course past my teeth while I choked on my own review aloud. Cramped tight under the linen napkin she'd tucked high. I leaned back anyway.

The warm cloth touched my skin above the napkin. Heat spread in a slow ring. She wiped sweat and grease from my throat, my jaw, the corners of my mouth where sauce had dried. No scrape. No punishment in the pressure. My cock stirred against the chair before I could stop it, and heat climbed my neck because I had come twice from her forcing food down my gullet while I spat poison at her.

She rinsed the cloth, wrung it again, laid it over my forehead. Water ran into my hairline. I shut my eyes. The contract was in my head, the one I'd signed because refusing her residency invite would have looked like cowardice in print. Twenty-one days. Vanity. A locked door I could have walked away from before the ink dried. Day five now. Sixteen left. The countryside outside these walls might as well have been another country.

"Open."

Not a plate this time. A cup. Broth, thin and clear, steam curling into my nostrils. She held it to my lips with two hands, steady. I drank. Salt and marrow. My stomach groaned and then eased, a traitor relief I hated wanting.

"That's a logged portion," she said, quiet as confession. "Four ounces. Morning reset. Write it down yourself in a minute."

My hand shook when she gave me the pencil. The page was already ruled. Day 5. Breakfast mercy. The numbers mocked the critic who used to bury kitchens in a single paragraph. I wrote four. My script looked like a child's.

Renata's palm slid under the napkin, flat against the swell of my gut. Warm through the fabric. She rubbed slow circles, clockwise, the way you might calm an animal you planned to fatten. I went rigid.

"Relax."

"I don't…"

"Hush."

The circles continued. My breath hitched. Fullness from the night before sat heavy, but the touch untied knots inside me. Shame pooled low and dark because I didn't pull her hand away. I let her. The old Aldous would have sneered at anyone who needed a hand on their belly after a meal. That man was rotting in the chair with me, and I missed him like a dead friend I wasn't allowed to mourn out loud.

She peeled the napkin down an inch, checked the skin, red lines from the waistband. No scale yet. Just her eyes. Clinical and tender at once.

"You fought me with your mouth full," she said. "You earned the quiet this morning. Don't confuse it with freedom."

"I won't."

Liar. My dick thickened, pressing the seam of my trousers. She had to see it. She always saw everything.

Chef Renata stood, crossed to the sideboard, returned with a black case I hadn't seen opened before. Not the kitchen toys from the first nights. Smaller. She clicked it on the wood.

"Stand up. Slow. Hold the table if you need to."

Legs unsteady. The room tilted when I rose. She pulled my chair out and pointed at the floor plate I'd only ever approached for weigh-ins. The scale bolted to the boards, brass dial, numbers that had become my scoreboard whether I admitted it or not.

"Step on. Aftercare weight. It still counts."

I stepped. The metal was cold beneath my bare feet, then warming. Needles jumped. She read the dial without touching me.

"Up one point four from last night. Expected. You swallowed your cruelty and my cream both." She wrote in the margin of my log. "Sit again."

I sat. She knelt between my knees, not worship, maintenance. Her fingers worked my belt open, drew the zipper down. My cock sprang free, flushed, leaking at the tip. No column would ever describe this. No reader of my old work would believe the feared Aldous sat spread in a country dining room while a chef he'd destroyed handled his naked prick like kitchen prep.

"This stays out today," she said. "No hiding what mercy does to you."

"Renata…"

"Chef," she corrected, mild. "You don't get my first name until you ask nicely for the next thing you're already dying for."

My jaw clenched. Ask. Beg. The rebellion chapter was over. My throat still tasted like her sauce and my own sentences.

She reached into the case. A stainless plug, weighted base, lubed already. She must have warmed it in the kitchen. The heat of it shocked my hole when she pressed the tip to my ass.

"Breathe out."

I did. The plug breached me, inch by inch, stretch burning then settling into a full ache. She seated it with a soft click of metal on metal when the base kissed my skin.

"Good. That holds your portion where it belongs."

She didn't rush. She fetched a wand from the case, the kind with a round head that hums like a wasp. She left it off for now. She held it against my inner thigh, letting me feel the cool plastic while my ass clenched around the plug.

"Look at me."

I did. Her face was calm. Dark eyes. No triumph in it. That almost hurt worse.

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

The words landed soft and cut deep. I opened my mouth to deny it. Nothing came out except a thin sound.

She clicked it on low. Pressed it to my perineum, buzzing through skin to the metal, vibration rattling my prostate. My hips jerked off the chair. A string of precum slid down my shaft.

"Please."

"There it is. Voluntary. First time you didn't make me take it from you." She turned the dial up. "Keep your hands on the table. If you grab me, I stop and you get the chart at lunch with every ounce named aloud."

I gripped the table edge. Wood dug into my palms. The wand moved in small arcs, teasing around my balls, behind them, never quite on my cock. The plug sat heavy inside me, shifting when I squirmed, friction obscene and constant.

"You grieved him this morning," she said, voice still low. "The judge. I could smell it on you when I wiped your face."

"Shut up."

"Say it."

My eyes stung. Fuck. No. "He's gone."

"Say you wanted comfort from the woman you ruined."

The head buzzed harder. My asshole fluttered around the plug, slick with lube, filthy wet sounds when I clenched. "I wanted…" My voice broke. "I wanted you to touch me like I was worth keeping alive."

"Whore's truth." No sneer. Just label. "You are worth keeping alive because you're my residency. My menu. My logged pounds." She set the wand on my cockhead, high setting now. Pleasure slammed up my spine. I howled, hips bucking, and she pinned my thighs with her forearms, holding me in the chair.

"Take it. Don't you cum yet."

"I can't…"

"You can. You will. Aldous the untouchable doesn't spill on a mercy morning unless I say."

The old name in her mouth was a knife. I bit my lip until blood tinged my tongue. The wand dragged down my shaft, then up, circling the flare. The steel vibrated in sympathy with every pulse of the motor. Sweat ran down my ribs. My balls pulled up tight, ready, denied.

She stood, left me shaking, and went to the case again. Strap harness. Black silicone cock, thick, curved upward. She stepped into the harness, buckled it at her hips, slicked the false dick with lube from a jar. The sight of her ready to fuck me while the dining room stayed quiet made my head go blank with need.

"Come here. Bend over the table. Cheek on the wood."

I moved because my body chose for me. Forearms on the tablecloth, ass in the air, plug still buried. She pulled the plug free with one slow tug. My hole gaped, empty, air cold on wet skin. I whimpered at the loss.

"Ask for the next inch in the crudest words you have."

My pride vomited resistance one last time. Useless. "Fuck my ass with your cock. Stretch me open. I'm your…" I swallowed. "Your fat little hole. Your dish."

"Better."

She pressed the head against my rim. No mercy in the push. The silicone cock speared me, thicker than the plug, the stretch searing every nerve. She fed it to me in steady thrusts, half then more, until her hips met my ass with a wet slap. I groaned into the linen. The table rocked.

"That's penetration logged," she murmured. "Not on the chart. In your body."

She fucked me slow. Long strokes. Drag out almost all the way, plunge back. Each stroke squelched, lube and heat, my asshole clutching then yielding. My cock hung untouched beneath me, dripping on the floor, slapping the wood when she hit deep. Shame and pleasure twisted together until I couldn't tell which fed which.

"You let me wash your face," she said against my shoulder blade, breath warm. "You drank from my hands. You wrote your portion without a fight. That's surrender you gave me free."

"Stop talking."

"Never." She reached under, wrapped her fist around my dick, matched the rhythm of the strap-on. Pumped me in time with the pounding in my ass. "This is what you swore you'd never give. Kindness answered with spread legs and a begging mouth."

"I'm not begging."

"You will."

She angled the cock up, nailed my prostate. Stars burst behind my eyelids, cliché my old self would have mocked, but my body didn't care about wit. My hole spasmed. She felt it, drove harder, strap slapping my cheeks, flesh on flesh, mean and steady.

"Say thank you for the broth."

"Thank you for the broth."

"Thank you for my hand on your gut."

"Thank you, fuck, thank you for your hand."

"Thank you for fucking you slow while you cry."

Tears wet the tablecloth. I hated them. They kept coming. She milked my cock rough, thumb smearing precum over the head, twisting on the upstroke. The strap-on pistoned, relentless now, no longer gentle morning. One long use, drawn out, my knees trembling, thighs slick with sweat.

"I'm close…"

"I know. Hold."

"I can't hold…"

"You will until I feel you give it." She yanked my hair, pulled my head back, spine arched. "Cum for your chef. Cum like the pet you are. Now."

Release tore out of me. Cock pulsing in her fist, cum spattering the floorboards, thick ropes, my ass clamping down on the silicone dick while I shook through it. Sound ripped out of my throat, raw animal. She kept fucking me through the orgasm, prolonging it until oversensitive pain blended with aftershocks and I sobbed her name.

"Renata. Renata."

"Chef," she whispered, and kissed the side of my neck, almost sweet. Almost.

She slowed, stilled, left the cock buried while my hole twitched around it. My cum pooled between the floorboards. The smell of salt and sex mixed with leftover broth steam. She withdrew inch by inch. Empty again, gaping, lube dripping down my thighs.

She helped me sit in the chair. Legs useless. She cleaned me with the warm cloth once more, wiped my cock, my thighs, between my cheeks, no roughness. Portion pencil back in my hand.

"Log the emission. Volume estimate. One line."

My hand barely worked. I scrawled the entry. Day 5. Aftercare. One orgasm. She did not make me count aloud. She watched me write it like a witness.

She placed the ledger on the sideboard where the chart would sit for lunch. The scale waited on the floor, brass catching morning light through the tall windows. Sixteen days on the contract. Sixteen before whatever release I still fantasized about. The door stayed locked. The kitchen beyond the hall hissed with pots I would never enter.

Chef Renata capped the lube, closed the case, and set a fresh card on the sideboard beside the ledger. Cream stock. A name in her script I didn't recognize. Future course. My stomach turned, not from food.

"Rest until noon," she said. "Then we weigh again before the next serving. You'll eat every bite at the table. Mercy was this morning only."

She left. Footsteps faded toward the kitchen. I stayed in the chair, ass sore, belly logged, face still warm from her cloth. I had asked for nothing and given her everything she wanted anyway. The hook of it sat in my chest, heavy as the plug had been.

At noon she would bring the fork back. The numbers would rise. And I would step onto the cold plate willingly, because the man who would have died before comfort was already buried under my skin, and I had stopped digging him out.

I touched the ledger page where I'd written four ounces. My finger traced the fresh line beneath it, the one that recorded what had spilled out of me on her command. Tomorrow was day six. The residency had teeth. I had opened my mouth for broth and my ass for her strap-on without a fight, and the quiet dining room had watched me choose it.

The card on the sideboard fluttered when the draft moved under the door. Another critic's name. Another menu in waiting. I didn't read it. I didn't have to. The house was already planning its next course, and I was still the only one sitting at the table, hardening again at the thought of her hand returning, ashamed that I wanted the chart as much as I wanted her cock.


Chapter 5: Written in Pounds

The chime came from the pass, thin and electronic, and I took it for the portion timer firing early. I was still in the dining chair from last night’s hand-fed mercy, belly slack against the linen, fork marks on my wrists where she’d pinned me gentle and I’d let her. Thirteen days left on the contract if the wall calendar was right. Day eight. I pushed up anyway because that sound meant rules, and rules here always meant my body on the line.

The screen above the pass blinked on without anyone touching it. Black glass, then my face from yesterday’s weigh-in, naked on the bolted scale, belly hanging soft over the readout. Numbers in white. A caption under it in her tight serif: Aldous, day seven, plus four point two. Posted 11:47 p.m. Already sent.

My throat locked. That was my slack gut, my soft tits starting to show, my cock half-hard from her hand on the chart as she logged ounces. On a screen. Dated. Captioned like a menu item.

Chef Renata came through the swing door with a tablet in one hand and coffee in the other. She didn’t look surprised I was staring. She set the coffee at my place like always, steam hitting my nose, bitter and clean.

“You heard the chime,” she said.

“What is that.” My voice came out wrong. Thin.

“Your review.” She tapped the tablet. A list scrolled. Email subjects. Open rates. Little green checks. Last night’s weigh-in sat at the top with a thumbnail of me on the scale, mouth open, begging her to log the number she wanted. That sound had left my throat. Raw. Pathetic.

She swiped. Another clip. Me at the table two nights ago, cheeks stuffed, sauce on my chin, her fork shoving duck confit past my teeth as I gagged and swallowed because the contract said I would eat what she served. Subtitle: portion compliance, day five. Sent.

Another. Audio only on this one. My voice, close mic, whimpering please more I can’t stop please weigh me again. Her voice, calm: open wider, critic. Timestamp. Day six. Delivered to list.

“Who,” I said, and couldn’t finish.

“Chefs you buried.” She said it flat, like reading a prep list. “The ones you called lazy, fraudulent, unfit to hold a knife. They paid for a private service. A serialized account. Weight, intake, compliance, begging. Every night after kitchen close. You’re the only seat in the house, Aldous. They’re the subscribers.”

The dining room shrank. One table. One chair. Me. The scale bolted to the oak like a trophy base.

“The residency doesn’t end in release,” she went on. “Day twenty-one is publication. Full compilation. Every chart, every clip, every pound you gained with my fork in your mouth. The review you never wrote them, written on you instead. Review in pounds.”

I stood so fast the chair legs screamed on the floor. My stomach rolled, last night’s gentle portion sloshing. “Turn it off.”

“No.”

“I’ll sue. I’ll…”

“You signed.” She pulled the cream card from her apron, the one with my name in ink when I walked in proud and hungry to be forgiven in print. “Vanity clause. Voluntary residency. Documented consent to measurement and service. You wanted to be seen taking your punishment. They wanted to see you take it.”

The screen chimed. A new notification. Someone on the list had hearted day seven.

My cock stirred in the open front of the diaper she’d put on me after the tender feeding, warm padding already holding yesterday’s piss and the slick I couldn’t control when she stroked my belly like I mattered. Shame slammed through me, and I tasted copper. I got hard watching my own humiliation go live to the people I’d destroyed.

Renata watched my tent push the printed cartoon on the adult diaper. “There he is. The invisible critic.”

“Stop.”

“We are only just beginning.”

She clicked the tablet. The wall speaker crackled. My voice filled the room, last night’s whisper after she’d cleaned me: don’t stop touching me please I’m sorry I wrote that review I’m sorry, I lunged for the tablet. She caught my wrist, twisted me face-down over the table, cheek in cold butter smear from a forgotten ramekin. Her knee between my shoulder blades. The tablet propped where I had to see the subscriber count tick up as she worked.

“You’ll listen with your hands flat.”

She yanked the diaper down to my thighs. Cool air on my ass, on my balls, on the plug she’d seated this morning without asking, after the gentle night. Black silicone, thick, already buried from kindness I’d mistaken for mercy.

“You’re going to describe out loud what they’re watching tonight,” she said. “Start with the plug.”

“No.”

She cranked the vibrating wand from her belt and pressed it to my sack. Buzz filled my pelvis, cruel and instant. I bucked, cock dripping on the white cloth.

“Name it.”

“A plug in my ass.” The words scraped. “They can’t, nobody should…”

“They paid to see the critic stuffed.” She twisted the plug a quarter turn. Burn. Stretch. My hole clenched and failed. “Louder.”

“There’s a plug in Aldous’s asshole.” I hated hearing my name in my mouth like that. “Subscribers are watching Chef Renata open the fat critic who called them frauds.”

“Good.” The wand moved to the base of the plug. Vibration traveled up my rectum, made my cock jump. “What else.”

“Diaper down. Belly on the table from seven days of forced feeding. Day eight weigh-in tonight gets recorded too.”

She spat on my asshole, worked the plug out slow. Obscene pop. Gape aching empty. She held the plug in front of my face, slick with me. “Lick.”

I turned my head. She grabbed my hair, forced my mouth to the silicone. Salt, musk, my own shame taste.

“Thank the list for the portion,” she said.

“Thank you for feeding the pig critic.” Tears wet the table. My cock leaked a string onto the linen.

She strapped the harness on over her chef whites, black rubber cock thick as her wrist. Lube cold on my cleft. Head nudging my rim.

“Beg them to watch you take it.”

“Please watch me take Chef Renata’s cock in my ass. Please see Aldous the reviewer get fucked open on the table he thought was private.”

She pushed. Inch by burning inch. My ring screamed, then gave. Full split, balls pressed to wood, wand still on my sack. I howled into the butter ramekin.

“Count for the camera she can’t see but knows is there,” Renata said.

“One. One cock in my ass for the chefs I ruined.”

She drew out, slammed back. Table jumped. Plates rattled. The screen chimed again, another open, another heart.

“Two.” I could barely speak. “Two strokes for every star I stole from their menus.”

She set a brutal pace, hips snapping, rubber dragging my walls, prostate hammered, piss leaking from me in a hot stripe on the floor. The wand never moved. Vibration and pounding stacked, my brain fuzzing white.

“Ask for the milking sleeve.”

I’d seen it in the kitchen drawer, clear tube lined with ribs, bolted to a small motor. “Please milk Aldous on camera. Please show them cum dripping out of the broken critic.”

She didn’t stop fucking me. She reached under, clamped the sleeve on my cock, flipped the switch. Wet pump, pull, squeeze, pull. I screamed. First orgasm ripped up my spine without permission, cum shooting in pathetic spurts into the tube as she railed my ass.

“That’s one,” she said for the room, for the list, for god knows who listening. “Hold the second.”

She killed the motor mid-spasm. Edge pain. I sobbed. “Please.”

“Say what you are in pounds.”

“A gaining slut. A serialized dish. Day eight of twenty-one. Thirteen days until they publish my body.”

She rammed deep, held, rotated her hips so the rubber head ground my prostate. Turned the motor back on low. Agony sweet. Second orgasm built from nowhere, bigger, meaner.

“Two,” she counted. “Describe the taste for them.”

“Butter and shame and cum.” The words broke apart. “Salt on my tongue from licking my plug. Coffee she feeds me after she wrecks me.”

She pulled out, flipped me on my back, straddled my chest. Rubber cock slick with my ass, shoved past my teeth. Gag, drool, throat burn. She fucked my mouth while the sleeve worked my cock again, faster.

“Third is in your throat when you swallow.”

I choked, gagged, swallowed around rubber. Spit ran into my ears. The sleeve pulled another load out of me, thinner, painful, oversensitive. She counted three against my forehead like marking a plate.

She lifted off, wiped her cock on my cheek, smearing ass and spit. “Open.”

Anal beads, five glass spheres on a string. She fed them in one by one while the sleeve teased the head of my cock without letting me finish.

“Four when the last one comes out.”

Each sphere popped past my ring. Full, stuffed, belly taut from last night plus this morning’s porridge I hadn’t fought. She pressed my lower gut, beads shifting inside.

“Read the caption they’ll get tonight.”

I gasped. “Day eight. Aldous accepts correction. Ass trained. Mouth open. Weight pending.”

She yanked the beads free in one brutal string. Pop pop pop pop pop. My ass gaped, fluttering. The fourth orgasm hit with the last pop, cum splashing my own chin from the sleeve, body convulsing, hole clenching on nothing.

I lay dripping, panting, subscriber chime going off over and over like dinner bells for vultures.

Renata cleaned the sleeve, logged something on the tablet, turned the pass screen so I had to watch her type the caption live.

Aldous, day eight, corrective service, four releases logged, plug training complete. Pending weigh-in.

Send.

The chime sounded. Delivered.

She hauled me by the collar to the scale. Bolted metal cold under my feet. Belly soft, thighs shaking, ass open and cooling. She dialed the beam until the arm balanced, wrote the number on the chart with her fountain pen, same hand that had fed me gentle hours ago.

“Read it for them,” she said, phone up, red record light on.

I read the number aloud, voice wrecked. Minus dignity, plus flesh. The scale arm trembled.

She held last night’s fork to my lips, cream on the tines, fresh portion steaming.

“Open. This is the bite they’ll clip for the newsletter.”

I opened. She slid it in. Taste flooded, rich and fatty, victory in her sauce. I chewed, swallowed, tears mixing with the mouthful.

The record light stayed on.

She wiped my mouth with her thumb, pushed it between my lips to suck clean.

“Thirteen days to publication, Aldous. Every swallow goes out tonight. Every pound.” She tapped the chart. “You wanted to be the name on everyone’s lips in this industry. You are. Just not the way you imagined.”

The screen chimed again. A reply from the list, one word visible before she swiped it away: finally.

She led me back to the chair, diaper refastened, plug reseated deeper as I twitched from four. She placed the fork beside the plate, same fork, eternal prop.

“Rest until second seating,” she said. “Subscribers eat twice on holidays. Today’s a holiday because you cried on tape.”

I sat, belly full already, cock sore in the padding, ass plugged, mouth tasting her thumb and duck fat. The pass screen dimmed to standby, my day eight caption ghosted on the glass.

Through the locked kitchen door came the smell of stock reducing, the life I’d never enter unless she carried me. My name glowed on the sideboard card next to a blank cream card with a new name penciled light, waiting.

Renata leaned close, breath on my ear. “Weigh-in at close. Then I film you thanking each subscriber by number. You’ll learn the list by heart.”

The chime prepped itself in silence.

I waited for it, hard and sick and already hungry for the fork, because the whole world I’d terrorized was watching the only menu that mattered now, and I had thirteen days of bites left to be written in pounds.


Chapter 6: His Only Currency

"Name your price." The words left my throat before Chef Renata could lift the fork. "A full column. The front page. Whatever you want said about this place."

She held the tines where they were, an inch from my lips. Butter and reduced stock hung off them in a fat ribbon. My stomach cramped at last night's numbers going out to people who had read my byline for years and hated me for it.

"A rave," I said. "Five stars. I'll call you the best meal I ever had. I'll bury every line I wrote about you."

Renata's eyes stayed flat. She pushed the bite past my teeth. I chewed because my body had learned to chew when she fed me. The taste was obscene, rich enough to coat my tongue and stay there.

"Retraction," I said around the swallow. "Public. Signed. I'll admit I was wrong about your kitchen, your hands, all of it."

She loaded the fork again. Veal cheek this time, falling apart. The dining room smelled like the kitchen I was never allowed to enter, heat and metal and reduction. Eleven days sat between me and day twenty-one. Publication day. Not release.

"Money," I said. "You know what my columns paid. Name a figure. I'll wire it."

She fed me. Declined with silence and another bite. My jaw worked. Saliva ran. The contract I signed out of vanity had no buyout clause I could find on the walls.

"My silence for yours," I said. "No more feed. No more chart. We pretend none of this happened."

She wiped a smear from my chin with her thumb and put that thumb on my tongue. I sucked it clean. Shame hit my groin, cock stirring in the open-front briefs she kept me in for weigh-ins.

"Your opinion," Renata said, "is the only currency you ever had."

She said it like she was reading a label on a jar.

"I still have it," I said. "People listen when I speak."

"Not here." She set the fork down and tapped the scale bolted to the floor beside the single table. "Step on."

I stood. The wood creaked under my bare feet. The digital readout flickered and settled. She wrote in the ledger without looking at my face.

"Two forty-one," she said. "Up from two thirty-eight. The subscribers got that update at midnight. They liked the gain."

My name had moved markets once. Now it moved a number on a chart for chefs I had destroyed in print.

"I can still hurt you," I said. "One column and your restaurant never opens."

"Day twenty-one opens it." She closed the ledger. "Your review in pounds goes industry-wide. Every humiliation you thought was private becomes the menu."

The part of me that used to walk into dining rooms with a notebook wanted to spit at her. I swallowed another involuntary pulse of want instead.

A chime sounded from the sideboard, softer than last night. Renata glanced at the screen, then at me.

"Your bargaining is late," she said. "They're already watching."

The wrong reflection in the black glass showed the feed. My bare gut on camera angle from above. My lips parted for the fork. The caption slot read day ten. Comments scrolled too fast to read, handles I almost recognized from kitchens I had closed with a paragraph.

"Who," I said.

"Guests." Renata straightened my collar, the thin one with the ring for the leash she did not always clip. "Invitation only. Revenge hospitality."

A door at the far end of the dining room clicked. I had never seen it used. It opened onto a short hall and a man in a chef's whites, forty-something, lean, hands scarred from burns. His name tag read Marco. He carried a tablet and did not look at me like a person. He looked at me like a course.

"This is Marco," Renata said. "He runs the subscriber list. He verifies portions."

Marco nodded at her, then at the scale. "They're asking for today's negotiation audio. You promised raw feed."

My throat closed. They had heard me beg. They would hear this.

"Record it," Renata said.

Marco tapped the tablet. The little red dot blinked on the sideboard screen beside my reflection.

"Keep talking, Aldous," Renata said. "Offer them something. See if anyone bites."

"I'll write ten columns praising every subscriber by name," I said to the room, to the lens, to the chefs who hated me. "I'll retire the poison. I'll eat my words in print."

Marco's mouth twitched. "No takers."

Renata speared a potato confit and held it at my lips. "Again."

"Take my archive," I said. "Burn it. I'll sign over the byline."

"No takers."

"Fuck you," I said to the screen, to all of them.

Marco read a comment aloud, calm as service. "He wants to know if the fat critic still gets hard when he's hand-fed."

Heat crawled up my neck. My cock twitched against the thin fabric, traitor.

Renata's hand slid down and cupped me through the briefs. She did not stroke. She weighed me there with her palm, familiar, clinical.

"Answer him," she said.

"I won't."

She squeezed once, base to tip, and my knees buckled half an inch. Marco kept recording.

"Answer," Renata said.

"Yes," I ground out. "I get hard. Happy?"

More comments. Marco paraphrased. "They want the number when you do."

Renata removed my briefs and left me naked from the waist down in front of the table, the scale, the screen, Marco. She guided me onto the scale again. The readout blinked. She wrote.

"Two forty-one," she said into the mic Marco held toward her. "Erection noted. Leak at the tip."

I was leaking. I could smell myself, salt and skin under the food smells.

"Your words are worthless," Renata said to me, quiet enough that the room still heard. "Only this counts."

She led me to the kneeling pad she kept under the table lip. My knees hit the cushion. She buckled cuffs to the table legs so my wrists were spread and my ass presented toward the screen angle Marco adjusted on the tablet.

"This is maintenance," Renata said. "Not a reward. You still eat what I give you after."

She showed me the plug first, black silicone, thick at the middle. Then the bottle of lube. Then the wand she had used on me in earlier days, still smudged with my old mess.

Marco pulled a stool into the corner and sat like it was a tasting. "Subscribers prefer anal on day ten. Confirmed."

"You planned this," I said.

"Day ten is negotiation day," Renata said. "You brought nothing I want."

She worked the plug in slow. One push, breath, another push. My hole burned and yielded. I grunted into the wood of the table. The plug seated with an obscene pop and a fullness that made my cock drip on the kneeler.

"Say what you are for the feed," Renata said.

"A critic," I said.

She twisted the plug. Pleasure cracked through my pelvis wrong, too sharp.

"Try again."

"A hole they're watching."

"Louder."

"I'm a fat hole on a chart for chefs I ruined."

Marco repeated it into the tablet like he was calling an order. Comments lit the sideboard.

Renata turned the wand on low and pressed it to my balls from behind, then dragged it up the underside of my cock where it hung helpless. I jerked against the cuffs. The plug shifted inside me and squelched.

"No coming," she said. "Not yet."

She worked me that way for long minutes. Wand on my dick. Plug twisting in my ass. Marco reading subscriber requests in a flat voice. More lube. Wider stretch. She replaced the plug with two fingers, then three, scissoring me open, the wand buzzing on my frenulum.

"Offer them something else," Renata said.

"I'll suck every cock in the industry if they turn the feed off," I said, voice breaking.

Marco smiled at his tablet. "That's a maybe from table six."

Humiliation lashed me and my hips pushed back on her fingers anyway.

"Filthy," Renata said, and she added a fourth finger, stretch burning sweet. "You'd bargain with your throat now."

She pulled her fingers out and left me gaping, air cold on wet skin. I clenched and could not close.

She strapped on next. Black harness, thick rubber cock glossy with lube. She lined up and pushed in one steady drive. I screamed into the table. The slap of her hips on my ass echoed in the single-table room. The wet sound of lube and stretch filled the mic Marco held closer.

"Take it," Renata said. "Every inch they paid to see."

She fucked me slow at first, drawing out the stretch and the burn, then harder. The table shook. My cock swung untouched, dripping strings onto the pad. The wand stayed on my balls, buzzing, cruel.

"Please," I said.

"Please what."

"Please let me come."

"Offer them your column."

"It's worthless," I said, and meant it. "They already have me. They have the weight. They have the begging."

Renata's hand fisted my hair and yanked my head up so the screen caught my face. Tears and spit on my chin. Marco's red dot blinking.

"Say it for the list," Renata said.

"My opinion is shit," I said. "My words don't matter. Only the scale matters."

She pounded me then, no mercy, strap slamming deep, balls slapping my taint. The wand moved to the tip of my cock and held. Pressure built in two places, ass stuffed full, dick vibrating on the edge.

Marco read aloud. "Table nine wants him to thank each subscriber while he comes."

Renata pulled out halfway and slammed home on the word come. I sobbed.

"Thank them," she said.

"Thank you," I gasped. "Thank you for watching. Thank you for the chart. Thank you for…"

She fucked the air out of me. The orgasm built like a sneeze I could not stop. I tried to hold it. Renata turned the wand to high and drove the rubber cock into my prostate.

I came.

Cum shot across the kneeler in thick stripes, splattering wood and cushion. My ass clamped on the strap and released and clamped again. I howled, broken, hips jerking back into her thrusts as I spilled more onto the floor. The smell of cum mixed with butter and stock and sweat. Marco noted the time on his tablet like a course timer.

"Duration forty-one seconds," he said. "Good for clip."

Renata did not stop. She kept railing me through the oversensitive convulsions, using my hole after I had emptied, stretching me until my cries went hoarse. The wand stayed on my cock head until I was sobbing from too much. Only then she slowed, stayed buried, hand on my lower back.

"Two forty-one," she said softly. "Mess on the pad logged."

She unbuckled my wrists. I collapsed sideways, ass aching, gaping, lube dripping down my thighs. She did not comfort me. She wiped my cum with a linen and set a bowl on the floor.

"Eat," she said.

The bowl held scraps from the service, soaked in jus. I ate on my knees as Marco uploaded files. Renata stood over me, working the fork between my swallows, adding bites I did not earn.

"Any last offer?" she asked.

I shook my head. My voice was gone.

"Smart," Marco said from the corner. "Saves time on the edit."

Renata crouched and lifted my chin.

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

Not as punishment. As fact. The door I came through on day one might as well have been bricked behind me. Eleven days left and my only remaining trade was the fat on my frame and the sounds I made when she filled me.

She helped me stand. My legs shook. She walked me to the scale one more time before bed protocol. The readout ticked.

"Two forty-two," she said. "Gain from stress eating after use. Marco, post the aftercare weigh-in. They pay extra for the drop of cum on the floor in frame."

Marco angled the tablet down. I watched my own streak on the wood through the black glass reflection as Renata wrote the number in the ledger.

Tomorrow was day eleven. The subscribers would want a new angle. Renata's hand settled on the back of my neck, possessive, warm.

"Open wider at breakfast," she said. "They voted for double portions after negotiation fails."

She led me toward the corridor that smelled like the kitchen I would never enter. My ass throbbed with every step. The feed chimed once more behind us, a new comment already climbing the scroll, and I did not look back to read it.


Chapter 7: The Empty Table

The bare chart line sat at day twelve’s weight and nothing else. No fork marks, no portion notes, no grease stain from a night of her hand at my mouth. The dining surface in front of me was wiped clean, wood showing through where crumbs used to live. Behind the kitchen door, butter hit hot steel. Char. Fresh bread splitting open. My stomach cramped hard enough to double me over the empty chair rail.

Chef Renata closed the door on all of it and stood at my shoulder with the ledger open to a blank page.

“Day thirteen,” she said. “Eight left on your contract. You don’t eat until I write something worth reading.”

I had traded reviews for money, retractions, silence, every word I owned. She heard out every offer yesterday and took none of them. My vocabulary was trash on the floor. The number on the scale was the only language left, and today she hadn’t even given me that.

The smell rolled under the door again. Garlic sweating in fat. Yeast. Something sweet with burnt edges. Plates for a room full of guests I would never see. Spit pooled under my tongue until I had to swallow or drool on the bare wood.

“Stand up, Aldous.”

I stood. My thighs rubbed thicker than when I’d signed. The collar chain clicked when she tugged it once, testing.

“Hands on the rail. Don’t touch the surface.”

I gripped the chair back. She walked behind me and lifted my shirt tail, cold air on the roll above my waistband. Her finger traced the chart line off the ledger across my skin, inkless, hip to hip.

“You want what’s cooking,” she said. “I can smell it on your breath. Hunger looks good on a critic who used to skip lunch to stay sharp.”

“I’m not hungry.”

She laughed once, quiet. Her palm spread over my belly and pressed until two-day-old lunch shifted inside me. I grunted. Shame crawled up my neck because the pressure made my dick twitch in my sweats.

“You’re starving. Your body knows. Your cock knows.”

She left me there and opened the kitchen door a crack. Heat and sound spilled out. A male voice inside, low, working. Marco. I’d heard the name once from the hall. She spoke to him; I caught none of the words. The crack closed. She came back with one fork and one bite on it. Crust, soft interior, butter shining in the crumb.

She held it an inch from my lips.

I leaned. She pulled back.

“Negotiation day is over. Today you earn bites or you get nothing.”

The fork hovered again. I opened my mouth. She pressed the bread to my tongue, warm, salt, fat. I sucked for more. She withdrew it clean.

“Please.”

The word scraped out before I could cage it. The man who’d written that kitchens should close for arrogance was begging for a crust.

“Please what?”

“Feed me.”

“Beg, and I might let you.”

I shook my head. No. I would not. My stomach clenched around emptiness and the single bite like a taunt.

She set the fork on the empty surface, out of reach. “Kneel.”

The floor was hard under my knees. She circled, boots on stone, and stopped in front of me with a black silicone plug in her hand, thick at the base, already gleaming.

“Spread.”

I pulled my sweats down to mid-thigh. The plug nudged my hole without mercy. One push and the burn spread me open. I hissed. She pushed it to the base and the stretch sat heavy inside me while my belly cramped again.

“Good. Feel empty up front and full behind. That’s today’s menu.”

She clipped a vibrating wand to the plug’s base. Low buzz. My ass clenched and the vibration jumped into my prostate. My dick swelled, useless and leaking.

“Stay kneeling. Watch the bare chart.”

She walked to the kitchen. The door opened wider this time. Marco’s shadow crossed tile. Pans clanged. She returned with a bowl of sauce, red and thick, steam lifting off it. She didn’t offer it. She dipped her finger and painted my lower lip, hot, tomato and basil.

“Lick.”

I licked her finger clean. She did it again. Again. Never letting me bite. Sauce on my chin. My tongue hunted her skin.

“You taste the kitchen you’re not allowed in.”

The buzz climbed. I moaned. Precum darkened the front of my sweats.

“Say what you are.”

“A critic.”

She turned the wand down to a tease. “Wrong meal.”

“A… guest.”

“No seat, no plate.” She tapped the empty surface. “Try again.”

My hole clenched on the plug. The vibration teased my prostate until my balls ached.

“A hungry… thing. Waiting for scraps.”

“Closer.” She lifted the bowl under my nose. Steam wet my face. “What do you want?”

“To eat.”

“Ask like you mean it.”

I swallowed. My pride was a dry bone in my throat.

“Please feed me, Chef. I want your hand in my mouth. I want the bite. I’ll take whatever you log.”

The words hung between us. I couldn’t unsay them. Craving had flipped; I wasn’t enduring the feeding anymore. I was chasing it.

She smiled, small. “Open.”

She fed me three bites from the bowl, fingers pushing past my lips, sauce on my teeth. I sucked hard. She pulled away on the fourth.

“More?”

“Yes. God, yes.”

“Then you take the rest of your meal my way.”

She unbuckled a strap from the sideboard hook. Black harness, thick cock-shaped silicone, already strapped to her hips over her whites. She nudged my chin up with the tip.

“Open wider, whore. This is what critics get instead of stars.”

I opened. She fed the head past my teeth. Gag reflex hit. I choked, eyes watering. She held my skull and pushed deeper, inch by inch, until my nose brushed fabric and drool ran down the shaft onto the floor.

“Take it. You begged for fullness.”

She fucked my mouth slow, then rough. Wet sounds, slap of her hips on my chin. The wand on the plug stayed on low, buzzing my ass while my throat worked. I gagged and stayed open because stopping meant losing bites.

“Look at you,” she said. “Drooling on your knees, stuffed at both ends, begging for table scraps. Count for me when I let you breathe.”

She pulled out. I gasped.

“One.”

“In.”

She plowed my throat again. Spit strung from my lip to the fake cock. My dick leaked untouched.

“Two.”

Third time she pulled out and slapped my cheek with the wet silicone.

“Say thank you.”

“Thank you, Chef.”

“Thank you for what?”

“For using my mouth. For… for feeding me when I beg.”

She fed me two more bites from the bowl, fingers deep, sauce smeared on my face. Then she walked behind me and cranked the wand to high.

The plug vibrated brutal against my prostate. I cried out. My hole spasmed around the silicone.

“Don’t you dare cum yet.”

“I can’t…”

“You can. You will on my count, not yours.”

She tugged the plug halfway out and shoved it back. Squelch. Burn. Stretch. The wand hammered me. My balls pulled up tight. She reached around and gripped my shaft, hard, and stroked twice before letting go.

“Beg for the first one.”

“Please let me cum. I’m your hungry slut. I need it.”

“Louder.”

“I’m your hungry slut! Please, Chef, let me cum on your floor like a dog waiting for food!”

She stroked me fast, thumb on the slit, wand screaming on my ass. The crest hit violent. I bucked in her grip and shot thick ropes across the stone, one, two, three pulses, groaning through my teeth while shame burned hotter than the orgasm.

“That’s one,” she said. “You don’t stop until I say.”

My cock stayed hard, oversensitive. She didn’t give me mercy. The buzz stayed high. She worked the plug in and out, stretch, burn, gape, the obscene wet drag loud in the quiet room.

“Again.”

“I’m still…”

“Again.”

She milked me with her fist, tight, cruel, while the plug punished my ass. The second orgasm ripped out meaner than the first, painful pleasure, cum splattering my own knee, my voice breaking into fragments. Too much. More. Can’t. Didn’t stop.

“Two,” she counted. “Marco heard that. Kitchen door’s open a crack. You like being the dish they smell but don’t serve?”

Marco. The name landed like a slap. Someone else in the house while I came on the floor. I moaned anyway.

She unstrapped the harness and set the wet cock aside. “On the surface. Belly down. Ass up.”

I climbed onto the bare wood, cheek on cold grain where I used to eat. She spread my cheeks and pulled the plug free. My hole gaped, twitching, empty. Cool air on wet skin.

“Eight days, Aldous. Every day you beg louder. Every day I log more.”

Lube cold on her fingers. Two fingers, three, scissoring me open until the burn turned to a dull ache. She added a thicker toy, knobby, and worked it deep while the wand pressed to my taint.

“Take it. You asked to be fed. This is the main course.”

She replaced the toy with her strap, thicker than the one in my throat had been. One thrust seated her to the hilt. I screamed into the wood. She pounded my ass without rhythm, long strokes that punched air out of me, slap of her hips, squelch of lube and stretch.

“Tell me what you want now.”

“Feed me! Fuck me! I don’t care, just don’t stop!”

“You care. Say the truth.”

“I want your hand. I want the bite. I want you to own what I crave.”

She leaned over my back, tits pressed to my spine, mouth at my ear. “Craving’s mine now. Even hunger belongs to me.”

She drilled harder. The wand on my prostate. Her hand on my cock again, edging, stopping, edging. I sobbed into the grain.

“Please, please, I’m going to…”

“Ask permission.”

“Please let your critic cum while you fuck his ass. Please, Chef, I’m your hole, your pet, your fat hungry toy, please!”

“Cum.”

The third orgasm tore through me, ass clamping on the strap, cock jumping in her grip, cum pooling on the bare surface under my belly, smearing the chart line I’d never touch. She didn’t slow. She fucked me through the spasms until a fourth crest built from nowhere, brutal, oversensitive, my hole raw and still taking it.

“Four. Thank me.”

“Thank you, Chef. Thank you for fucking the appetite out of me. Thank you for, oh fuck…”

Fifth hit smaller, meaner, dry ache and a whine. She held me down through it. Then she stilled, strap buried, breath even.

She pulled out slow. My asshole stayed open, leaking lube, pulsing. She wiped her hands on a towel and brought the fork from the sideboard with a full plate behind it. Roast smell. Potatoes. Greens. A meal.

My whole body shook.

“Sit,” she said.

I slid off the wood onto the chair, ass screaming on the seat. She stood close, plate in one hand, fork in the other.

“Open.”

She fed me bite after bite, hand at my lips, logging each portion in the ledger with her other hand. Numbers returning to the page. Weight to come at dusk. I chewed and swallowed and wanted more before the fork left my mouth each time.

When the plate emptied, she closed the ledger and tapped the blank line from morning.

“Day thirteen logged. You asked to be fed. Remember that tomorrow when you try to pretend you’re only enduring me.”

I licked sauce from my lip. My ass throbbed. Cum dried on my thigh. The kitchen still smelled of meals I wasn’t allowed to cook, only consume.

She walked to the kitchen door and spoke through it to Marco. Footsteps retreated. Pans resumed. She looked back at me, fork wiped clean.

“Eight days left on your contract. Tomorrow the surface stays bare until you beg again. Louder.”

I nodded. My mouth still tasted her fingers and my own shame.

She left the wand on the sideboard, still buzzing low, a reminder in the room. I didn’t reach to turn it off. I sat in the chair that had held no plate all morning, belly full for the first time in hours, hunger weaponized into something I had chosen with my own voice.

The chart line on the page had ink again. So would the next one. And the one after that, until day twenty-one, when whatever she’d promised in the contract would break open whether I was ready or not.

I whispered into the kitchen smell, too soft for her to hear, the words I couldn’t take back from the floor.

“Feed me again.”

She paused at the door. Didn’t turn.

“Louder tomorrow, Aldous. The house is listening now.”

The door shut. Butter and char rolled through the crack one more time. I stayed seated, ass open and sore, collar heavy, already calculating how soon I would beg before she made me wait.


Chapter 8: The Next Critic

The cream card sat on the sideboard where the chart usually lived, and the name at the top was not mine.

I had just come back from the bolted scale, bare feet still cold from the metal plate, and Chef Renata was wiping her hands on a towel like the weigh-in was already filed away. Six days left on the contract. Day fifteen logged in her book. She did not look at the card. She looked at my mouth.

"You asked last night," she said. "Open."

My jaw ached with the memory of begging for one forkful while the kitchen behind the locked door hissed and popped with food I would never taste unless she put it there. Shame crawled up my neck before the first bite touched my tongue. My dick stirred anyway, traitor, hungry for her hand more than the food.

She fed me standing. No chair. No table setting. Just her fingers pinching a pale cube of something buttery off a small plate, pushing it past my lips, pulling out slow so I had to suck to keep it. The taste hit sharp, lemon and fat, a sauce I would have shredded in print a year ago. I chewed. She watched my throat.

"Swallow. Say the portion."

"Fifty grams. Protein set. Day fifteen lunch."

She made a mark in the ledger without looking at the card on the sideboard. The pen scratch was loud in the quiet dining room. Somewhere beyond the wall, a pan rang against steel, a sound that meant Marco or whoever worked her kitchen had started the next service I was not part of.

I swallowed again on nothing. "Who is that."

Chef Renata followed my eyes to the cream stock. Different byline. Different city code in the corner. A critic's name I recognized from a rival paper, younger, cruel in a new way.

She said nothing.

That was the answer. My stomach turned, full gut and empty plate at once. I had signed for twenty-one days of private correction, vanity and damage control, the whisper that a destroyed chef could rebuild me if I took the residency. I had not signed to be course one on a tasting menu that outlived me.

"You put it there for me to see," I said.

"I put it where cards go."

Her voice stayed flat, kitchen-calm. She picked up the ledger and tapped the page where my weight sat between yesterday and tomorrow. Two forty-one this morning. She had said it out loud at the scale without drama, the way she logged butter grams.

"Sit on the bench," she said. "Hands on your thighs. You are still mine until day twenty-one."

Until. The word hooked under my ribs. I sat. The wood was warm from morning sun through the one high window. My ass was still sore from the plug she had seated after last night's edging, a dull stretch that flared when I settled.

"I will not be replaced," I said.

The flash came out of nowhere, clean and stupid, the old Aldous who had ended careers with a paragraph. My spine straightened. My hands fisted on my thighs.

Chef Renata set the plate down and stepped close. She did not hit me. She put two fingers under my chin and lifted until my neck burned.

"You do not decide that," she said. "You decide whether you are useful while you are here."

Useful. The word sank through my pride like hot fat through meat.

I jerked my face away. "Take the card down."

"No."

"Then I walk."

The threat was a lie and we both heard it. The contract had teeth. So did the clips of me begging that I still did not know existed. My mouth had asked to be fed on camera I had never seen. The lock on the front door was not the thing keeping me.

She waited. The kitchen sound swelled, boil and chop, heat pressing through the wall. Sweat pricked my scalp though the room was cool.

"You will not walk," she said. "You will compete."

"For what."

"For whether the next name eats at this table or in the kitchen scraps. For whether I keep a critic who learned to open his mouth on command."

Compete. Jealousy burned worse than the lemon butter, worse than the plug, a childish spike that I could not kill because it was true. I wanted to be the only dish. I wanted her fork only on my lips. The man who had reviewed fifty restaurants a year was reduced to fighting a cream card for a place at a single setting.

"I hate you," I whispered.

"Good," she said. "Hate keeps you awake. Now strip. Plug out. I want you clean before I dirty you again."

Defiance had lasted twelve seconds. My hands shook taking off the thin shirt she kept me in. I bent, spread, worked the plug free with a wet sound that echoed off the tile. Cool air hit my open hole. I handed her the silicone, slick with lube and my body.

She inspected it, wiped it, set it on the sideboard next to the cream card. My name was not on that card. My plug sat beside another man's byline.

"Bathroom," she said. "Wash. Warm water. Come back dry and hard. You will thank me for the next inch with your voice, not your column."

I moved. The bathroom tiles were ice on my soles. The shower ran hot enough to sting. I scrubbed my ass, my crack, the place she owned, soap and shame and the ghost of last night's denied orgasm. My cock hung heavy, then thickened under the spray because her order sat in my skull. Hard before I wanted it. Again.

When I came back she had moved the bench to the center of the room, cuffs bolted to the legs from the same kit she used on service nights. A thick towel under the leather. A bottle of lube warming in a bowl of water. A black silicone cock thicker than the plug, harness laid out but not on her yet.

"Kneel first," she said.

I knelt. She fed me another bite, smaller, fish and cream, salt bursting on my tongue. I moaned around it like a whore. She pulled her fingers out and slapped my cheek once, light, marking.

"Portion," she said.

"Thirty grams. Supplement."

"Who eats the next residency."

The question punched me empty. I should have spat. I opened my mouth instead. "I do. Only me. Please."

"Please what."

"Please keep me at the table. Please do not feed him. Feed me."

She smiled for the first time that morning, small and cruel. "Lie on the bench. Belly down. Ass up."

I climbed into the cuffs. Wrists locked. Ankles spread. The leather was warm under my chest. My cock pressed into the towel, leaking already. She did not touch it.

She worked one finger into my ass, then two, lubed and patient, stretching the burn I had learned to crave. The wet sounds filled the still room, slick squelch, my hole clenching greedy on her knuckles. Metal clanged in time with her thrusts. Hot wall, cold air on my back.

"You think you are unique," she said. "You are a portion. Logged. Weighed. Serialized."

Serialized. The word snagged. I did not know what she meant yet. The fear of the card needed no translation.

"Three fingers," I gasped. "I can take three."

"You will take what I give. Quiet unless you are begging."

She added the third. The stretch lit my spine. I bit the towel, drool pooling under my cheek. She fucked my ass with her hand, steady, opening me for the toy, for whatever she wanted. My balls pulled up hard. No touch on my dick. I humped the towel anyway, filthy and desperate.

The wand came next. She pressed the round head to my taint, buzzing low, then higher when my thighs jumped. Heat and vibration raced up into my hole around her fingers. I sobbed once, muffled.

"Do not come," she said.

"I will not. I cannot. Please."

"You will ask for the cock in your ass like a good hole."

The words scraped out of me. "Put the cock in my ass. Please, Chef. Stretch me. Use me. I am your hole, not him. Not the name on the card."

She pulled her fingers free. Gape and ache. Cool lube poured down my crack, warm from the bowl. The silicone head pressed my rim, blunt and wide. She pushed in one long inch at a time, no mercy once the head popped through.

I screamed into the towel. The stretch burned sweet. The wand stayed on my taint, buzzing, while she seated the full length and held there, letting my ass flutter and clench around the girth.

"Take it," she said. "Every day you stay useful is a day he waits."

She fucked me slow. Long strokes. The slap of harness on my ass cheeks mixed with kitchen noise, sizzle and shout. Sweat slid down my ribs, tickling, then gone in the draft from the vent. My dick leaked a dark spot on the towel. The wand never moved off the sweet spot under my balls.

This was the respite and it was worse than edging. No frantic peak. Just endless build, her cock pumping my ass while she talked in a low voice about menus and critics and weight targets for the next body.

"He will arrive on day twenty-two if you bore me," she said. "He will sit where you kneel. He will learn faster or slower. That is my choice."

"I will not bore you," I choked. "I will gain. I will eat. I will beg on the floor. Do not replace me."

"Prove it."

She sped up. The wet slap of silicone in my stretched hole filled the room, squelch and gasp. My prostate lit on fire. The wand cranked higher. I pulled against the cuffs until my wrists burned.

"Come for me," she said. "One time. Mess the towel. Thank me."

"I thank you. Thank you for fucking my ass. Thank you for choosing me. Please let me come. I am your slut critic. Your fat whore portion. Please."

The orgasm ripped up from my ass and balls, violent, no counting, no ceremony. Cum pumped out of my dick in thick pulses onto the towel, my hole clamping on the silicone cock while I shook and swore. She kept fucking me through it, prolonging the spasm until I was sobbing, oversensitive, brain blank.

She slowed. Did not pull out. The wand clicked off. Silence rushed in except the kitchen and my ragged breath.

She leaned over my back. Her tits pressed my shoulder blades through the chef's coat. Her lips brushed my ear.

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

My ass still held her cock. Cum cooled on my belly. The cream card waited on the sideboard with another man's name.

"Stay inside me," I whispered. "Do not pull out yet. I need."

"You need what."

"To be kept. To be the one you weigh. To be logged tomorrow."

She kissed my neck, almost tender, trap soft as the towel under my spent cock. "Day sixteen starts at dinner. You will eat every gram. You will ask for more. You will tell me why the next critic should starve."

"Because I am yours," I said. "Because I opened my mouth first. Because I will be fatter and better and more shameful than he ever could."

She pulled out slow. My hole gaped, leaking lube. She plugged me again with something smaller, a warm seal, maintenance after use. She uncuffed me and turned me over. My chest heaved. She fed me water from a cup, then a finger of icing from the same plate, sweet on my split lips.

"Portion," she murmured.

"Dessert. Unlogged taste. Your mercy."

"Mercy is a word critics use," she said. "You use thank you."

"Thank you."

She wiped my face, my cock, the towel between my legs with clinical care. The intimacy hurt more than the fucking. I was cleaned like equipment between services. Polished for the next guest unless I earned otherwise.

I sat on the bench, plug seated, thighs sticky, while she picked up the cream card. She read the name once, then slid it into a drawer beneath the chart. Not thrown away. Stored. Ready.

"When does he sign," I asked.

"When you stop asking and start earning," she said. "Six days. Walk to the scale. I will log the post-orgasm drop or gain. Then you will kneel in the kitchen doorway and smell what he will want if you fail."

My legs wobbled standing. The floor scale was cold again under my feet. She wrote the number, murmured it aloud for the empty room and whatever recorder I still could not see. Two forty. Point four down. Sweat loss. Shame loss. Nothing safe.

The kitchen door stayed locked. Marco's footsteps paced on the other side. Pans. Steam that warmed the air at the crack under the door. Chef Renata put her hand on the back of my neck and guided me to kneel where the smell was strongest, butter and stock and fire.

"Breathe it," she said. "That is what competition smells like."

I breathed. My spent cock twitched in its mess. The drawer with the card clicked when she shut it. Six days to beat a man I had never met for a table I had once thought was punishment leading to freedom.

I stayed on my knees. I did not ask to stand. I wanted the next log entry to be mine more than I wanted the door.

"Chef," I said.

"Yes."

"When you hand-feed him, if you do. I want to watch."

She paused. The neck grip tightened, not cruel, claiming.

"That can be arranged," she said. "If you are still on the menu when he arrives."

The hook went in clean. I leaned into her hand and let the kitchen heat wash my face while my ass held the plug and my mind already raced ahead to day sixteen, to grams and begging and the war I had not known I was fighting until the cream card sat in the ledger with another man's name where mine should be.


Chapter 9: Thank You Chef

The numbers on the scale glowed green in the dark dining room. Two hundred sixty-eight. Bigger than any score I had ever put in print. My mouth stayed shut. No fight. No correction. The contract on the wall still said day eighteen. Three days left before whatever day twenty-one meant now.

Chef Renata stood at the ledger on the sideboard, pen ready. She did not look at me yet, only at the readout, like it was a course she had plated herself.

"I kept my own tally," I said. My voice came out thin. "Every night. In my head. So some part of the story was still mine."

She turned. White coat, black apron, fork in her belt like always. "And tonight?"

I stepped off the metal plate. The floor was cold under my bare feet. "Tonight I stop."

She held the pen out. "Then give me the number. Out loud. Your last private line."

"Two hundred sixty-eight."

She wrote it. Slow strokes. The scratch of ink was louder than my breathing. My dick stirred in the open front of the adult diaper she'd had me in since afternoon service, and heat crawled up my neck because gratitude hit before shame could armor me.

Thank you, I thought. For the meal. For the weight. For taking the pen.

I said, "Thank you, Chef."

Her eyes narrowed. "For what."

"For feeding me. For logging it. For…" I swallowed. "…for writing what I am."

Marco came through the kitchen door with a tray. Steaming bowl, small plate, a ramekin of cream. He set it on the single table without looking at my face. He had been in the house before. A line cook she trusted. Another pair of eyes on the dish.

"The final weigh-in portion," Chef Renata said. "Before the subscribers get tomorrow's closing entries. Sit."

I sat. The diaper bulk spread my thighs on the chair. The smell of the kitchen rolled off the tray: reduced stock, butter, something sweet underneath. My stomach cramped and opened at once.

She fed me herself. Fork to my lips. I took the bite. Savory, rich, coating my tongue. She fed me again. Each swallow went down with a count she spoke aloud for Marco's notebook.

"Portion eighteen dash four. Sixty grams protein. Forty grams fat."

Marco wrote. I chewed. The shame of being tallied in front of him made my balls ache.

"Say it," she said, fork hovering. "What you are on the chart."

"Aldous the critic is closed," I said. The words tasted like the cream she wiped on my lower lip with her thumb. "The chart owns what's left."

Marco's pen stopped. He glanced at Chef Renata. She nodded once. He went back to writing.

She fed me until the bowl was empty. My belly pushed the diaper tight. I breathed through my nose, full, slick inside the padding where I had leaked earlier without telling her.

"Stand," she said. "Strip the diaper. Leave it on the chair. I want the scale bare."

I peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my skin. Urine smell and my own musk mixed with dinner on my breath. I waddled to the scale naked except for the collar. The readout flickered. Two hundred sixty-nine.

"Plus one from service," she said. "Marco, witness."

"Witnessed," he said, flat.

She opened a drawer in the sideboard I had never seen unlocked. Black case. Branding iron, small, the handle wrapped in leather. My pulse knocked in my throat.

"Rung nine," she said. "You surrendered the count. Now you surrender the name."

"No," slipped out before I could cage it. Old Aldous, the one who ended careers with a paragraph.

She plugged the iron into the wall socket. The tip began to orange. "You will thank me again when it's done. Or Marco logs refusal and tomorrow's edition says you broke at the end."

Three days. The subscribers. The review in pounds. I spread my feet on the scale bolts.

"Where," I whispered.

"Left hip. Where your byline used to sit in the mirror when you liked yourself."

She pressed the hot tip to my skin. I screamed. Smoke. Sizzle. Pain white and clean. The mark was her initial inside a circle, small and deep. Tears ran into my mouth, salt on top of dinner.

When she pulled the iron away, my legs shook. "Thank you, Chef," I choked out. And I meant it. That terrified me most.

"Mine," she said. "Say it."

"Yours."

"Mine. Say it."

"I'm yours, Chef. Yours."

Marco closed his notebook. "Logged."

She snapped the case shut. "On the table. On your back. Marco holds the wand. You do not come until I say, and you will thank me for each one."

They flipped me onto the wood. My branded hip flared against the table. Marco knelt at my head, remote in hand. Chef Renata strapped a gag harness on me, bit between my teeth, and lubed the thick plug already hanging from a chain at my ankles.

"Ass up. Hips on the edge."

I lifted. The plug head pressed my hole. She worked it in without mercy, inch by stretch, until my rim burned around the widest part and it seated with an obscene pop. My prostate jumped.

Marco clicked the wand on low. Buzz against my sack first, then she guided it to the base of my shaft where I was already dripping.

"Count in Marco's book starts at zero," she said. "You beg in writing."

She held a slate and chalk in front of my face. I scribbled: please let me cum.

She laughed once. "Not yet. You're a fat little toy now. No critic left to edit you."

She cranked the wand. My hips jerked. The plug shifted inside me, pressing deep. Marco watched the slate, not my face, like I was inventory.

Edge one built fast. My thighs quivered. She killed the wand at the last second. "Zero orgasms. Thank me for denial."

I moaned around the gag and wrote: thank you Chef for denial.

"Read it aloud when I take the gag out. For now, take more."

She swapped the plug for a longer silicone cock on a harness she wore under the apron. No preamble. She buried it in my ass in one stroke. The table jumped. Pain and fullness split me open. She fucked me hard, apron flipped up, her clit grinding the harness base each thrust.

Marco turned the wand to high and pinned it under my balls. The vibration traveled up through the shaft of her rubber cock in my guts. I drooled around the bit. Squelch and slap filled the room.

"First climax," she said. "Now."

My orgasm ripped out of me stupid. Cum shot across my belly in thick ropes, untouched, while she kept pounding my ass. I spasmed, hole clenching on her, shame and pleasure mashed together until I could not tell them apart.

"One," Marco said.

She did not stop. "Thank me."

I spat the gag. "Thank you, Chef. Thank you for making me cum like a hole."

"Again."

The wand never moved. She angled deeper, hitting the spot that made my vision gray. Second crest stacked on the first, oversensitive, cruel. I sobbed. "Please, too much."

"You're not too much until I say. Beg on the slate."

I wrote: i am your fat cum slut please ruin me.

She read it to Marco for the log. He wrote without expression.

Second orgasm tore me longer than the first. Less cum, more dry hitch, muscles locking, ass gaped when she pulled out to swap for a stainless plug that vibrated on its own.

"Two," Marco said.

Chef Renata climbed onto the table, knees by my ears. She yanked my hair. "Open. Taste the kitchen on me."

I licked her pussy, salt and stock and her own sharp flavor. She ground down while Marco held the wand to my taint and the plug buzzed inside me. Third orgasm hit while my tongue was inside her, muffled scream into her clit, body jerking, cum smearing the table under me.

"Three."

She slid off my face, slick on my chin. "Turn over. Present."

They rolled me. My branded hip stuck to cum on the wood. She fitted a milking sleeve over my softening dick and turned a crank on the side. Suction pulled blood back into me against my will.

"No," I whispered. Old reflex. Dead critic. Useless.

"Yes," she said. "Four is for the subscribers. They get audio tomorrow. Marco, mic."

Marco set a small recorder on the ledge. Red light. My name was not used. Only portion numbers and gasps.

The sleeve worked me steady while she fed anal beads into me one at a time, popping each past the rim, then yanking them out slow on the edge of four. Each pull made me arch. Each push made me whine.

"Say what you are for the recording."

"A fat dish," I gasped. "Chef Renata's dish. No byline. Only weight."

"Louder."

"ONLY WEIGHT."

Fourth orgasm milked out of me into the sleeve, thin and painful, raw head flashing white. I thanked her without being asked. "Thank you, Chef. Thank you for emptying me."

She removed the sleeve. Cum dripped into a ramekin she capped for the ledger. "Sample eighteen dash four."

Marco logged it.

Fifth was her fist. Lube cold on my hole, then fingers, then her hand working in past the wrist while the wand stayed on my cock head on the lowest setting that still hurt. Stretch burned. I panted, branded hip pulsing in time with her wrist turning inside me.

"Last one," she said. "You give me the number again. While I fist your ass."

"Two hundred sixty-nine," I screamed.

"Whose number."

"Yours. Your log. Your review."

She punched her hand deeper. Fifth orgasm was almost dry, whole body convulsing, ass clenching on her forearm, tears and spit on the table. Marco said, "Five," like closing a ticket.

She withdrew slow. I gaped, air cold inside me. She showed me the slate. My chalk marks, her ink in the ledger, Marco's numbers, the ramekin of cum, the recorder still red.

"You stopped counting," she said. "Good. Tomorrow I draft the final installment. Day nineteen service starts at dawn. You'll eat what I say, weigh where I say, and thank me when I write it down."

I lay on the table, hip burning, belly full, ass open, dick raw. Gratitude sat in my chest like another portion I could not refuse.

Marco left the way he'd come. The smell of dishwater followed him.

Chef Renata cleaned the branding iron, capped the ramekin, and added a line to the ledger I was not allowed to read upside down. She came back and pressed her palm over the fresh mark on my hip. Heat through pain.

"Three days," she said. "Publication does not free you. It announces you."

I nodded against the wood.

She leaned close. "Ask me to keep you on the menu when the next critic's card arrives."

My throat closed. The cream card ghosted back into my head. Another name. Another course.

"Please keep me," I said. "After day twenty-one. Please keep serving me."

She kissed my forehead, mother-cruel. "We'll see if the dish still pleases."

She unlocked the dining room door to the hall for the first time in weeks, just a crack, cold night air threading in. Not freedom. A preview.

"Sleep on the scale tonight," she said. "Bare. So you remember who weighs you now."

I lowered myself onto the metal plate. The readout dimmed to a soft green. Two hundred sixty-nine.

I did not check the math in my head. No private tally. No last edit.

I whispered into the dark, "Thank you, Chef," and stayed where she put me, waiting for dawn and day nineteen, while the house smelled like kitchen, cum, and burned skin, and the circle on my hip throbbed with every breath.


Chapter 10: Day Twenty Two

The phone on the sideboard would not stop. Buzz, buzz, buzz, each one a little harder than the last, and my name sat in the preview lines between hashtags I used to put other people's careers under. Dawn had barely cracked the window over the dining room table. I had not left the chair all night, belly heavy from the final service, ledger number burning in my skull like a brand I had handed her myself.

Chef Renata came in barefoot with coffee. She did not look at the screen. She looked at me.

"Day twenty-one," she said. "Publication."

The deadbolt clicked. Soft. A sound I had not heard in three weeks.

My throat went tight. The lock had turned. The door to the gravel drive stood there, ordinary wood and brass, no chain, no keypad. Cold air slipped through the gap when she pulled it open an inch. I could walk. I could walk right now with every chef in the country reading how many pounds I gained on her fork, how I begged for cream, how I came with her fingers in my mouth and a number on the scale.

She set the phone face-up between the salt cellar and the empty wine glasses. The subscriber post went public. The review in pounds went live to the whole industry that used to flinch when I walked into their dining rooms.

"Read it aloud," she said.

I did. My own sentences came back wrong. Not cruel. Precise. Week one, appetite broken open. Week two, shame logged nightly. Week three, gratitude. My voice shook on that word and my dick stirred in the loose pants she kept me in, traitor flesh, hungry for her hand even while the world opened the door and laughed.

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

The line landed flat, chef-calm, like she was reducing a sauce.

I swallowed. "It's done."

"No." She tapped the screen. Comments already stacking. Screenshots. A thread from a kitchen in Lyon I had closed with half a paragraph. "Now you choose."

She nodded at the open door. Then at the single table. Then at the scale bolted to the floor between the sideboard and the kitchen pass I had never been allowed to enter.

"Leave as the exposed man everyone is reading. Or stay as my permanent booking. Same table. Same chart. Same fork. No contract end date."

My chest rose and fell too fast. Freedom tasted like metal. Like the plate under the scale's feet. I stood on legs that had softened under her portions, and the floorboards creaked beneath new weight. Texture everywhere, the nap of my shirt on nipples she had clamped raw last week, the drag of inner thigh on inner thigh, the warm slide of fat I used to pretend was temporary.

"I could go," I said. Stupid last twitch of the man who wrote verdicts. "I could publish a rebuttal."

She smiled without teeth. "With whose hands? Whose mouth? Whose ledger?"

The phone buzzed again. Marco, from the list, had quoted the review and added a knife emoji. My face burned. My cock thickened anyway, shame pumping blood where pride should have shut it down.

Chef Renata closed the door. Not locked. Just closed.

"Get on the scale," she said. "One last public number before you decide."

I stepped onto the metal plate. The bolt bit through my arches. The dial jumped, groaned, settled. Two hundred seventy-one pounds. Heavier than last night. Heavier than the chapter she sent at midnight. The industry was getting the director's cut in real time.

She wrote it in the ledger with the same pen she had used since day one. Ink wet. Line straight. Day twenty-one beside the door that was no longer holding me.

"Strip," she said.

I peeled the shirt over shoulders that had rounded. Pants down. No underwear. She had stopped allowing it weeks ago. Cool air hit my gut, my softening chest, my bare ass. The window faced the drive. Anyone could walk up. Anyone with a subscription and a grudge.

She locked a collar around my throat, adult leather, heavy ring at the front. Click. Then cuffs behind my back, wrists to elbows, rope biting the meat of my arms. She walked me to the table, bent me over the linen I had eaten on for twenty-one days, cheek to cloth that smelled of butter and my sweat.

"You want peace," she murmured at my ear. "Peace is a hole that knows what it is."

She spread my cheeks with two fingers, spit on my asshole, worked a stainless plug from the sideboard drawer into me inch by inch. Cold metal warmed fast inside the stretch. I grunted. It seated thick, a fullness I had learned to need.

She did not rush. She set a wand on the shelf beneath the table, pressed the head to the base of my balls from behind, and turned it on. Low. A blunt buzz that climbed my shaft without touching it. My hole clenched around the plug. Shame dripped out my tip, clear and obscene.

"Stay or go," she said. "You decide after I finish with you."

"I stay," I blurted, too fast, and she laughed once.

"You stay when I say you have earned it. Not when you panic." She cranked the wand. Higher. My knees bucked. "Repeat the offer."

"Leave…" I panted. "Or permanent booking."

"And?"

"Or stay as your dish."

She slapped my ass, hard, skin rippling. "As my table's standing reservation. Say it."

"I'm your standing reservation." The words made me harder, leaking on the tablecloth. "Your fat critic. Your logged meal."

"Good." She lubed a strap-on, black silicone, thick veined cock that had ruined my ass on day fourteen and every week since. She notched it at my rim beside the plug, pulled it free with a wet pop, and pushed the dick in one long stroke.

I screamed into the linen. Stretch burned sweet. The wand hammered my balls. She fucked me slow at first, dragging every inch over the spot that made my vision white out, then faster, hips slamming, balls slapping my taint, wet sounds loud in the quiet house.

"Count your orgasms," she ordered. "Out loud. For the subscribers who are still reading."

"One," I gasped when she angled up and my prostate lit. Cum spurted untouched onto the table, thin ropes pooling on white cloth. "One, I'm coming, fuck, one."

She did not stop. The strap-on pistoned, splitting me open, using the mess I had already made as lube. My asshole gaped and grabbed, obscene squelch each time she withdrew.

"That's two," she said, voice bored, chef counting reductions. "You drip like a broken faucet. Ask for three."

"Please," I sobbed. "Three. Make your reservation come again. Use the hole you published."

"You publish yourself now." She grabbed my hair, yanked my head up so the window was in my line of sight. Drive empty. For now. "Say what you are for the record."

"I'm a fat whore on your table." Tears and spit on the cloth. "A reviewed ass. A pound-score slut."

She pounded harder. The wand bit cruel. My whole body seized, second orgasm ripping through me meaner than the first, cum pumping in weak pulses while my hole spasmed on her rubber dick.

"Two," I cried. "That's two. Too much."

"Three is when you choose with your feet." She reached under me, wrapped her slick fingers around my shaft, milked me rough while she fucked, twist at the head, pull at the root, wand still buzzing my balls. I howled. Third crest built brutal, oversensitive, pain braided with need.

"Don't stop don't stop don't…"

"You will thank me when it is done," she said again, and crushed my clit, no, my cockhead, stupid body, same broken noise, and I came a third time, gushing on her fingers, ass clenching so hard she had to force the next thrust.

She rode me through it, relentless, fourth build starting before three finished twitching. She shoved a gag of rolled linen between my teeth, not kind, just effective, and kept railing my ass until I was babbling around fabric, counting wrong, losing numbers, only knowing her hips and the weight of my belly pressed to the edge and the ledger on the sideboard.

When she finally stilled, I was shaking, ass gaping, cum cooling on my thighs and the floor. She pulled out slow. Air hit the open hole. I whimpered.

She uncuffed me. Collar stayed.

"Stand," she said.

I stood on jelly legs. She wiped her strap-on on my hip, degrading swipe, then pointed at the scale.

"The door is open," she said. "The review is public. You can walk out and be the man they are all sharing. Or you can give me day twenty-two."

I looked at the door. I looked at her hand, fork already in it from habit, small portion of scrambled eggs and cream on the tines. My mouth watered before I could stop it.

I walked to the scale. Bolt cold under my feet again. Dial climbed. Same number. Two seventy-one. I had not lost a pound in the walk across the room. I had only changed direction.

"Log day twenty-two," I said. Voice steady. The peace she had named sat in my chest, heavy as the portions, ugly and complete.

She opened the ledger to a fresh page. Day twenty-two. She wrote the number. She fed me the eggs from her fork while I stood on the plate, chewing, swallowing, eyes on the ink drying beside yesterday's publication line.

"You choose the chart," she said.

"I choose the chart."

"You choose the fork."

"I choose the fork."

"You choose my hand."

I swallowed the last bite. "I choose your hand."

She kissed my forehead, domme quiet, no audience now. Then she led me, still collared, cum drying on my legs, to the chair at the table. My chair. The only seat in the dining room.

On the sideboard, next to the phone still buzzing with the industry I would never review again, a fresh cream card waited, stiff cardstock, her handwriting neat. A new name. A new critic. Invitation to residency, twenty-one days, signature line blank.

She slid the card toward the center like a dessert plate.

"Standing reservation," she said. "Table for one. Until I say otherwise."

I sat. Belly on my thighs. Collar ring cold against my throat. Through the kitchen door I caught garlic and stock, the professional heat I would smell and never enter, because my kitchen was the linen and the scale and her ledger.

I would file no more columns. My only verdict was the number under my feet and the words she wrote and the body I had let the world read. I signed nothing. I had already signed by stepping on the plate and asking for twenty-two.

The phone buzzed. Another notification. I did not look.

Chef Renata picked up the fork, loaded it with cream from the dish, and held it to my lips.

"Open," she said.

I opened. I ate. The residency continued. The door stayed unlocked. I stayed anyway.
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