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Before You Begin

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

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

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

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

Enjoy the story. You are in good hands now.

Polly Bane
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Chapter 1: The Cheapest Steel On Velvet

“…sells steel and calls it science,” I said into the pocket recorder, twenty-eight years old and sure the industry would fold under a clean lede, “and if keyholding is a placebo then the first honest subject is the man who”

The door opened on the unfinished clause. Cold air from the street met warm air from the hall. The click of the latch cut my voice in half.

Cerise stood in the frame. She looked about thirty-four, calm, no smile. Dark hair pinned up. Bare feet on wood. She did not ask who I was. She looked at the recorder in my hand, then at my face.

“Roman,” she said. “Come in. Sit.”

I stepped over the threshold. The studio smelled like soap and metal. Heat clung low near the floor. She pointed to a hard chair at a narrow table and I sat because the piece needed access, not manners. She closed the door. The latch sound was small and final.

She set a tray on the sideboard, then a basin, then folded cloths in a stack. She washed her hands at a sink. Water ran loud. She dried them. She opened a notebook and wrote a time without looking at me.

“Recorder stays on,” she said. “Baseline audio. Name, age, reason for the visit. Speak clearly.”

I set the pocket unit on the table and pressed record again so the red light stayed up.

“Roman. Twenty-eight. Magazine contract. I am here to dismantle the keyholding trade as a placebo racket. Signed deal. Advance spent. Deadline is midnight on day sixty. Kill fee ends me at the magazine for good. That is the clock.”

She wrote while I talked. No flinch. No performance.

“Put the contract where I can see it.”

I laid the signed pages on the table. Her eyes moved down the print, slow. The paper made a dry scrape when she turned a sheet.

“You want to study me,” she said. “You want to prove the cage is theater. Fine. My condition is simple. You are the subject. Sixty days. Day one is today. On day sixty you take the key and you print whatever you like. Until then, you will do exactly as I say.”

Heat climbed my neck. I wanted the line for the exposé and I wanted to watch her fail to own me.

“I am not a client,” I said. “I am the journalist.”

“You are both, or you leave with an empty tape and a dead story.” Her voice stayed flat. “Observer from the outside cannot write what only a locked man feels. You want the industry. You get the protocol. Yes or no.”

My own breath came back off the mic. Outside traffic was a dull wash. Inside, the room ran warmer than the street.

“Yes,” I said. “Sixty days. Subject. Day sixty I take the key and I print.”

She wrote the yes without praise.

“Stand. Jacket off. Belt. Trousers down. Underwear. Keep the shirt if you need the fiction of control.”

I stood. Cloth hit the floor in a soft heap. Cool air touched my cock and balls. I was half hard, traitorous and loud in my own head. She did not comment. She set a velvet tray on the table. Steel pieces sat in a neat row, cheap to ornate, locks open, keys tagged.

“Choose.”

I put my finger on the thinnest band, the plainest hinge, the dullest finish. The cheapest steel on the velvet. I wanted the object small enough to mock.

“This,” I said. “Proof that the hardware is meaningless. Any idiot can wear metal.”

“Baseline selection logged,” she said into the air near my recorder. “Subject chose lowest cost unit to invalidate object weight. Proceed.”

She handed me the cage and the padlock. Her fingers were dry and cool. Mine were warmer.

“You close it,” she said. “I watch. Unimpressed is the point. If I dress you, you can claim force later. If you dress yourself, the piece cannot call it assault.”

I fed my cock into the tube. Soft metal kissed skin. Balls settled through the ring. The fit was tight enough to make heat pool low. I pushed the padlock through the hasp. My hands did not shake for the story. They shook for the click I could already hear in my head.

I closed it.

The lock snapped shut. One hard sound. Cold steel bit warmer flesh. My cock tried to swell and met the wall of the tube. Pressure built fast. Shame and heat braided in my gut.

“Baseline secured by subject hand,” Cerise said. “Timestamp noted. Subject is no longer outside the story.”

I swallowed. She was right, and I hated that she was right on day one.

“On the table,” she said. “Chest down. Ass up. Knees wide. Hands flat. This is measurement, not favor.”

I climbed onto the table. Wood was cool under my palms. My ass was bare to the warm room air. The cage hung heavy and stupid between my legs. She pulled gloves on with two snaps. Then she set a bottle near my hip. Lube clicked open, wet and sharp.

“Anal protocol for arousal map,” she said. “You will answer when spoken to. You will count when told. You will beg when your body makes you. Dirty and honest. No pretty words. You are a locked whore generating data. Say it.”

My face burned against the table.

“I am a locked whore generating data.”

“Louder. For the recorder.”

“I am a locked whore generating data.”

“Look at you already.” She put slick fingers at my asshole and pressed without ceremony. Cold gel met hot rim. I clenched. She waited one breath and pushed in. One finger. Stretch burned. Sound was wet and obscene, a small slick suck as she worked past the ring.

“Tight,” she said. “Arrogant men always are until they open. Breathe. Take it.”

I breathed. She added a second finger. The burn widened. My cock jammed the steel and leaked. Drips hit the wood. She curled and hit the spot that blanked my vision. Something broke out of my throat.

“There,” she said. “Prostate response. Note the pitch of that moan, Roman. You sound cheap already.”

She fucked my ass with her fingers in a steady drive. In, curl, drag. Lube squelched. My balls pulled tight against the ring. Sweat started at my hairline. The room ran hotter by the minute. I pushed back onto her hand before I could stop myself.

“Horny little bitch,” she said. “Humping my fingers on day one with a cage you locked yourself. Tell me what you are.”

“A horny little bitch,” I gasped. “Taking it. Please.”

“Please what.”

“Please fingerfuck my asshole. Please work my hole. I need it.”

“You need data,” she corrected, mean and calm. “You need to come on my hand so the tape has a number. First peak is coming. Do not hold it like a man who still thinks he runs the room. You will come when I drag it out of you.”

She scissored inside me. Pressure stacked. My cock strained in steel. Pre-cum made a wet string. She pressed hard on that swollen place and did not ease off.

“Count it when it hits,” she said. “Out loud.”

The first orgasm ripped through me. No clean arc. A brutal milk from the inside. Cum forced out the cage slit in thick pulses while my ass clenched on her fingers. I shook. I made an ugly sound.

“One,” I choked. “Fuck. That’s one.”

“Logged.” She did not pull out. She slowed, then kept a shallow rub on the oversensitive gland. Too much. Too soon. My thighs jumped. I tried to crawl forward. Her free hand pinned my lower back to the table. Heat and cold mixed: cool wood, hot face, warmer lube.

“Interval starts now,” she said. “Recovery incomplete by design. You do not get a soft landing. Second peak. Beg for it like the slut you are.”

“I can’t,” I said, voice thin. “Too much. Hole’s raw. Cock’s trapped. Please”

“Please is not a full sentence. Say what you want shoved into you.”

Shame burned hotter than the room.

“Please fuck my asshole harder. Finger my hole until I come again. Use me. Milk me. I am your locked whore. Make me come.”

“Better.”

She added a third finger. Stretch tore a shout out of me. Full. Stuffed. She pumped deep, hard, mean. Wet slap of lube and skin filled the studio. My ass opened around her knuckles. Spit hit my hole. She worked it in with her thumb while her fingers kept the drive.

“Listen to that,” she said. “Your ass sounds like a used cunt. Disgusting. Perfect. Push back. Take every inch of hand I give you.”

I pushed back. Steel clinked against the table edge. Another climax built wrong and fast, stacked on the first with no mercy. My cock jerked in steel and spilled again, weaker jets, more force in the gut than in the load.

“Two,” I sobbed. “That’s two. One more. Fuck. One more.”

“Interval noted. Short.” Her voice ran clinical over my mess. “Third crest. Longer. You will stay open. You will not close on me. If you try, I hold you open and you thank me.”

“Thank you,” I said, ruined already. “Thank you, Cerise.”

She slowed on purpose. Long strokes. Deep presses. She edged the third by easing off each time my hole fluttered. I begged in scraps.

“Please. Don’t stop. Fuck. My ass. Please. I need to come. Make your toy come. Choke my hole with your fingers. Harder. Please harder.”

“Say you chose this.”

“I chose this. I locked the cage. I closed the lock. Nothing after is done to me. I did it. I am the subject. Please let me come.”

“Good.”

She drove in hard and held the press on my prostate until the third orgasm broke me open. Longer than the first two. Cruel. My whole body seized. Cum dribbled from the cage in weak, forced pulses while my ass milked her fingers like a greedy mouth. Sound tore out of me raw. Spit strings hung from my lip to the wood. Sweat cooled on my back in the vent air.

“Three,” I said, wrecked. “Three. That’s three.”

She stopped before a fourth could start. Fingers withdrew slow. My hole clenched on nothing and stayed open a beat, wet and used. She stripped the gloves. Snap. Trash. Then a cloth, warm water, rough clean-up between my cheeks. The cloth was hot. The air after was cool on slick skin.

“Protocol complete for day one,” she said toward the recorder. “Three forced releases via anal stimulation under chastity. Subject verbal compliance high under shame. Object remains cheapest steel by subject choice. Note: arrogance reduced. Not gone.”

I slid off the table on soft legs. The lock held. My cock was sore and sticky inside it. I pulled my clothes on over the metal. The zipper went up careful. Belt buckle cold in my fingers.

She walked me to the door. On a plain white saucer by the door she set the key. Small. Bright. Easy.

“Take it if you want,” Cerise said. “No fight. No speech. Key is there.”

I looked at it. Day one. Taking it would kill the piece. The exposé needed the inside, needed me locked when midnight on day sixty forced the print. Fifty-nine days sat between me and the deadline.

I left the key on the saucer.

“That is a decision,” I said. It came out thin, so I said it again, firmer, for the tape in my pocket. “I am leaving the key. On purpose. For the work.”

Cerise’s mouth almost moved. Not quite a smile.

“Then hear the instruction for what comes next,” she said. “Tomorrow you return at ten in the morning. Bring the recorder fully charged and a printed copy of your signed contract. Do not unlock. Do not edge. Do not fuck your fist through the cage like a cheating little slut. Do not wash the steel off with oil or soap tricks. You arrive locked, hard or soft, and you ring once. If you touch that key before day sixty, the study ends and your magazine gets nothing but a hole where a story should be. Confirm.”

“I confirm,” I said. “Ten. Recorder. Contract. Stay locked. No key. No touching myself. I come back.”

“You will do exactly as I say.” She opened the door. Street cold hit my face. Warm studio air left my back. “Go write your lede if you still think you own it. Day two starts when you knock.”

I stepped out. The door shut. The latch clicked. Steel sat quiet under my trousers, a fact I had made with my own hands, and the key stayed on its white saucer inside.


Chapter 2: Eleven Techniques, Named Aloud

Isat in the parked car with the printer heat still on my palms and the list shaking between them, day four of sixty and already behind the man I had been when I signed the deal. The magazine advance was spent. Fifty-six days left until the file was due the same night as the salon’s quarterly Reading. Kill the piece and I killed my name at the magazine for good. Keep the deal from day one and I walked out on night sixty with the key and whatever truth I could still stand to print.

My dick ached inside the cheap metal ring I had clicked shut to prove the whole industry was theater. The key waited on her white saucer inside the townhouse. I had left it there on purpose. That choice had stopped being a choice the moment I shut the door.

I smoothed the page against the steering wheel and read the eleven techniques out loud the way I used to rehearse a closing argument before a board that wanted my throat.

“One. Scarcity. Two. Reciprocity debt. Three. Authority costume. Four. Consistency trap. Five. Variable reward. Six. Sensory flood. Seven. Shame pairing. Eight. Foot in the door. Nine. Sunk cost. Ten. Forced naming. Eleven. Care framing.”

I said them again. Harder. Like volume could make them tools instead of traps.

“Scarcity. Reciprocity debt. Authority costume. Consistency trap. Variable reward. Sensory flood. Shame pairing. Foot in the door. Sunk cost. Forced naming. Care framing.”

My mouth tasted like old coffee and the copper bite of fear I refused to call fear. The car held the thick scent of my own sweat under a wool coat, and under that a sour animal note from three nights of half sleep with my cock sealed and useless. I told myself the list was inoculation. Name the move and the move dies. I had built a career on that kind of contempt, on winning by being the smartest person in the room.

I folded the printout, got out, and went up the steps.

Cerise opened on the second knock. She looked thirty-four, calm as a closed ledger, dark hair pinned back, mouth already bored with me. I was twenty-eight and still stupid enough to think that mattered.

“You’re early for a man who claims he doesn’t need this,” she said.

“I need the record,” I said, and held up the paper. “I’m here as the study. You’re the operator. I’m going to name every technique as you use it. Out loud. So the recording gets the mechanism, not the myth.”

She stepped aside. “Come in, Roman.”

The studio still smelled like leather oil and warm skin. The key sat on the saucer exactly where I had left it. The cheap band around my dick was shut. Aftermath of my own cleverness, still humming in the room like a bad joke.

I set the recorder on the sideboard. My pulse climbed. Contempt rose with it. I wanted her to try me. I wanted her tricks to land so I could pin them to the page like insects.

“I will narrate each one as it hits,” I said. “Inoculation by naming. You do what you do. I call it what it is. When I’m done, the industry looks like a script anyone can read.”

Cerise’s eyes brightened in a way that should have warned me. “Keep talking.”

She pointed at the low bench. “Drop your clothes. Leave the device on. On your elbows. Ass up.”

Heat shot through my face. “That’s foot in the door. Item eight. Small compliance first so the next order feels like the same yes.”

“Correct,” she said. “Now do it.”

I stripped because refusing would look like fear, and fear was a loss. Shirt, pants, socks. The metal on my cock looked stupid and small under the lights. I got on my elbows. The air licked cool along my crack. My balls hung heavy and tight.

She moved behind me. A drawer slid open, then the wet click of lube. The scent hit first, clean and chemical, then the warmer smell of her wrist near my hip.

“Item six,” I said, voice rough. “Sensory flood. Smell and touch before thought can brace.”

“Keep talking.”

A slick pressure found my asshole. Not a finger first. Something thicker, blunt, already coated. Her strap. The head of it nudged and held.

“Item one,” I managed. “Scarcity. Limited access. You control when anything enters me. I can’t buy the next inch.”

“Good boy with a list,” Cerise said. “Hold still. This is for your own good.”

She pushed.

The stretch burned in a clean line. My mouth opened. Spit ran over my lip before I could catch it. She fed me more of the shaft until my rim gripped the base and my brain went short and filthy.

Full. Too full. Fuck.

“Name it,” she said.

“Authority costume,” I gasped. “Item three. The voice. The order. The pretend medicine. Care framing starts here too. Eleven. You call pain care so I swallow it.”

She laughed once, mean and pleased. “You’re excellent at this.”

She drew back and drove in. The sound was wet and ugly. My locked cock jerked in its little prison and smeared a bead of pre along the inside. I tasted my own spit and the ghost of her lube on the air.

“Reciprocity debt,” I said, each thrust shoving the words out of me. “Item two. You gave me the bargain on day one. Now every shove feels like I owe you the hole.”

“Name what you are.”

I tried to hold the contempt. It cracked. “I’m a grown man on his elbows taking strap in the ass for a story.”

“Filthier.”

“I’m a whore with a press pass,” I spat. “I’m a bitch with a metal dick. I’m open. I’m taking it.”

“Better.”

She fucked me in a hard rhythm, hips slapping my skin, the harness creaking. Sweat ran down my spine and mixed with the lube until my crack was a mess. The scent of sex thickened, salt and rubber and my own armpit stink. I hated how hard my cock tried to swell inside the ring. I hated how right the list was while it failed to save me.

“Consistency trap,” I said. “Four. I stayed on day one. I left the key. Now each order is just me matching my own last yes.”

“And still you push back with your mouth,” Cerise said. “I like that. Rebellion tastes better when it licks my boots.”

She reached under and squeezed my balls. Pain flared bright. My asshole clenched on the strap and she groaned like I had done her a favor.

“Variable reward,” I choked. “Five. Pain then almost pleasure. Intermittent. Keeps the rat pressing the lever.”

“Say the next one while I open you.”

She angled deeper. The head of the strap raked something inside and my vision sparked. My cock leaked hard. A broken sound left me.

“Shame pairing,” I said. “Seven. You make the flush and the hard-on share a wire. I get stiff when I’m small.”

“Louder.”

“I get stiff when I’m small. I get stiff when you use me. I get stiff naming the trap while I sit in it.”

Cerise leaned over my back. Her breath smelled like mint and heat. “You’re converting your own brain into a handle, Roman. Keep gripping it for me.”

That line landed worse than the thrust. The change happened in real time. Every correct label gave her more surface to hold. Being right cost her nothing. Being right fed her.

She pulled almost out and slammed home. My arms shook. Drool strung from my lip to the bench. The wet slap of her hips on my ass filled the room.

“Sunk cost,” I said. “Nine. Four days in. Device still on. Key still in your room. If I stop now the advance is ash and the magazine is gone. So I take more cock in the ass to protect the money I already wasted.”

“Forced naming,” she prompted.

“Ten,” I groaned. “You’re making me do it. Speech as compliance. The commentary is the leash.”

“And eleven?”

“Care framing. You already used it. Hold still. For my own good. You’re fucking my asshole and calling it hygiene for my soul.”

Cerise made a low pleased sound. “Perfect. Now beg under the right heading.”

My pride reared up one last time. “I don’t beg. I document.”

She stopped buried to the hilt. No motion. Just full stretch and the throb of my unused dick. The denial was a wall.

“Then the document ends incomplete,” she said. “And you walk out hard, empty, and still mine on paper.”

My throat worked. Contempt and need twisted until I could not tell which one made me speak.

“Item five,” I said. “Variable reward. I’m asking under it. I’m asking because you paused. I’m asking because the pause is the training.”

“Ask properly.”

“Let me finish,” I said. The words came raw. “Let this locked slut finish on your strap. Let me cum with my cock trapped and my hole full. I’ll say I’m your toy. I’ll say I need it. I’ll say the list didn’t save me.”

“Again. Dirtier.”

“Please.” One. I burned it carefully. “Fuck my ass until I break. Make your good little toy shoot without using his dick. I need permission. I need you to decide. I’m begging like a hole with a mouth.”

She stayed still. My rim fluttered around the shaft. Sweat stung my eyes. The taste of salt and shame sat on my tongue.

“One more,” she said. “Name the technique that makes the beg count.”

“Consistency trap,” I whispered. “I already obeyed. Begging is the next match to the last yes. Foot in the door. Eight. I opened. Now I’m asking you to walk through.”

Cerise’s hand settled on the back of my neck. “You may.”

She drove into me hard and fast. The bench scraped. My whole body lit. The orgasm hit from the inside out, a filthy seizure that tore through my gut and forced thin spurts from the tip of my sealed cock into the metal. Cum slicked the inside of the device and dripped in a slow string toward the floor. I made a noise I did not recognize. Thought came in short crude pieces.

Full. Owned. Right about her. Still losing.

She fucked me through it until my legs tried to fold, then eased out. My asshole stayed open a second and released a wet sound that made my ears burn. The empty ache that followed was worse than the stretch.

“Taxonomy,” she said lightly. “Finish it while you dress.”

I stood on shaking legs. Cum cooled on the metal and on my thigh. My hands fumbled for clothes.

“One scarcity,” I said. “Two reciprocity. Three authority costume. Four consistency. Five variable reward. Six sensory flood. Seven shame pairing. Eight foot in the door. Nine sunk cost. Ten forced naming. Eleven care framing.”

Cerise wiped the strap with a cloth, unhurried. “You named every one as it landed. You obeyed every one as you named it. From tonight, Roman, your intelligence is not armor. It is inventory. Being correct only gives me cleaner purchase.”

I hated that she was right. I hated the truth of it in the loose burn of my ass and the sticky trap around my cock. While the moves were happening I could label them and still not disbelieve them. That was the new damage. That was permanent.

I buckled my belt. The recorder light still glowed. Fifty-six days. The Reading night waiting at the far end like a blade. The deal still held: night sixty, I take the key and print what I like. If I could still tell what I liked from what she had taught me to need.

At the door I stopped. The ask left my mouth before I finished dressing it in strategy.

“I want another session sooner than we set,” I said. “Not the scheduled gap. Sooner. For the piece.”

Cerise looked at me the way a person looks at a line item that has just updated.

“That’s one,” she said, mild as tea.

“One what?”

She did not explain. She only opened the door for me.

I stepped into the hall with the printout crushed in my fist and the smell of lube and spent sweat still on my skin. I had won every label and lost the use of winning.

Footsteps hit the stair from below. A man I had never seen, older, maybe forty, coat damp from rain, stopped on the landing with a small black case in his hand. He looked past me to Cerise and nodded once, professional and unsurprised.

“You’re early,” Cerise said to him. “Roman was just leaving. Come in when the hall is clear.”

The stranger’s eyes flicked to the metal outline under my pants, then away, polite as a knife.

I went down the steps with day four burning under my ribs and fifty-six days left to find out what “one” counted toward, and who else she let through that door while my so-called inoculation was still drying on her floor.


Chapter 3: Seven Stops, Nothing Printable

The hall cleared without me. A man in a damp coat took the stairs with his eyes on the carpet and never gave a name. I stayed where the staff put me, phone open, day eleven staring back like a debt notice.

Three lines. No greeting.

First look due day fourteen. Two thousand words. If you cannot deliver, say so now.

I typed that I had access and the material was coming. Deleted it.

I typed that the subject was cooperating on schedule. Deleted it.

I typed that the cage stayed on and the key stayed hers and I was still in control of the piece. Deleted it.

I typed that I needed more time. Deleted that too. Forty nine days to the deadline I had already sold, advance spent, kill fee equal to exile from the magazine. Day sixty was the Reading, the night I was meant to take the key and print whatever I liked. On day eleven I had nothing a sober editor would touch.

I went to the studio for extremes. On the record. Quotable. I wanted the dirty theater, the speech, the numbered cruelty I could turn into copy before day fourteen came due.

She did not give me a speech.

She walked me past the mirror wall and pointed at the bench like it was furniture I already knew. Leather straps. A wedge that lifted my hips. A low stool for her knees. She was thirty four and moved like she had done this to men my age for years.

“Clothes off. Notebook open if you insist. You get one hour. You get nothing I would let a stranger print.”

I stripped. Twenty eight and negotiating with my own dick while the steel cage sat heavy on it, warm from my skin, the ring snug behind my balls. The padlock clicked when I shifted. My notebook hit the floor open to a blank page. I lay back. The straps took my wrists. The wedge took my lower back. My thighs spread because she put them there. Weight of the cage. Texture of the leather. The faint grit of talc on the bench under my spine.

She sat. She oiled two fingers. She did not look at my face.

“Clock starts. You talk if you want. I will not.”

Stop one was pressure only. She worked the skin behind my balls with the pad of her thumb, slow circles, enough to make my cock swell against the steel until the metal bit. I tried to lift into it. The straps held. A thin line of precome wet the bars and stuck to the head. She stopped the second my breath broke. Hand gone. Air on wet skin. I twitched and got nothing.

“Fuck,” I said. “Do that again.”

She wiped her thumb on my thigh and waited until my hips settled. Then she did something smaller. Stop two. Two knuckles rolling the seam of my sack, light enough that I had to strain for it, heavy enough that my thighs shook. The cage pulled when I thickened. My hole clenched around empty air. She watched my stomach jump and took her hand away at the first true push toward a peak. My cock pulsed once in the steel and leaked. No release. Just waste.

I wrote nothing. There was nothing to write. No monologue. No list. Just the weight of her palm when it returned and the way my body chased it.

Stop three used the brush. Soft bristles under the steel, along the slit where precome kept beading. Texture like a whisper that made me swear anyway. She counted nothing out loud. She only watched the mess string from bar to bar and stopped when my toes curled. I gasped and tried to finish on the aftershock. There was no aftershock. She sat back on the stool with oil shining on her fingers and let me hang.

“Say what you came for,” she said, mild as weather.

“Something printable. Extreme. On the record. Readers eat that shit.”

“Then starve them.”

Stop four was meaner. She cupped my balls and rolled them in her fist, steady squeeze, then a finger pressed behind them where the root of my cock lived, trapped and stupid. Pressure built in a thick line up through my gut. My mouth fell open. Spit ran to my jaw. A wet noise came out of me when she dragged her finger back and forth over that spot, and I hated how filthy it was, how small. She stopped with me right at the edge, hips jerking against the wedge, cage shiny with slick. My orgasm started and died when her hand left. A dribble of thin cum forced through the cage tip and ran down the steel onto my stomach. Ruined. Wasted. She watched it drip and did not clean it.

“Well-trained little mess,” she said. “Drips on command and still thinks he is writing a story.”

“I am writing a story.”

“Show me a sentence.”

The page stayed white. My hands were strapped. Even free they would have shaken.

“There is nothing on it because there is nothing in you yet worth printing,” she said. “Not here. Private is where I build you. It is not where you get finished.” She let that sit until I heard the shape of it. “There is a room for the finishing. A night. People who read men like you the way you think you read me. When I decide you are ready, you will be edged where they can watch, and you will thank me for the audience before it is done. Today is only rehearsal.”

The threat did more to my trapped cock than her hands had all hour. She watched it swell against the steel and leak, and she smiled like a woman reading a confession off my skin.

She oiled again. Stop five. This time she took the whole package in her hand, cage and balls together, and worked me with a slow pump that never quite became mercy. The metal dragged on swollen flesh. Every upstroke made me grunt. Every pause made me chase. Heat stacked low and dirty. My asshole fluttered. Sweat ran into the small of my back and pooled under the leather. I was going to come. I could taste it. My vision narrowed to her wrist and the mess on my belly.

She stopped.

I broke.

“Unlock me,” I said. “Tonight. I will write the piece any way you want. Soft. Hard. Flattering. I will bury the exposé language. I will make you a saint or a monster, your call. Just open the fucking cage and let me come.”

She looked at my face for the first time in minutes. No smile. No triumph I could quote.

“No.”

“I will rewrite the whole first look. Two thousand words of whatever you dictate. You own the angle. You own the quotes. You own my byline if you want it.”

“You do not get to decide that anymore.”

The line landed in my chest like a second lock. She put her hand back on me at the same pace as before. Same slow pump. Same refusal to rush. My bribe sat in the air between us and rotted. She had not even raised her voice. She had declined to be bought with the only asset I walked in holding, and my cock jerked in the steel for her like a dog.

“Please,” I said, and hated the word the second it left.

“Beg dirtier or shut up.”

“Let me come. Use my mouth. Fuck my face. Sit on me. I will lick your cunt until my jaw locks. I will take your strap. I will call myself your whore on tape if you want a recording. Just unlock me.”

“Still no.”

Stop six. She abandoned my cock and went lower. Two slick fingers pressed my asshole and slid in without asking. The stretch burned sweet. She crooked them and found the spot that made my locked dick jump hard enough to clack against itself. In and out, thick wet sounds, spit from her other hand to keep it filthy. I bore down and took it. She fucked my hole with short strokes timed to keep me climbing and never arriving. My balls drew tight. Precome poured. I bargained louder.

“Take the article. All of it. Outline, notes, the advance story, the salon piece. It is yours. Kill it. Rewrite it. Burn it. I will miss the day fourteen slot and tell them I failed. Just give me one orgasm with the key in the lock.”

“I did not ask for your article.”

“Then what do you want?”

“Keep offering. It is educational.”

She scissored her fingers. My spine arched. Another ruined crest hit me sideways, a half come that forced a few thick spurts through the cage and left me shaking and unfinished, hips snapping at nothing. Cum cooled on my stomach in a sticky film. She pulled her fingers free and wiped them on my mouth.

“Clean.”

I licked. Salt and oil and my own shit-slick shame. She watched me do it like inventory.

Stop seven. She went back to the cage with her whole attention. Palm, fingers, the brush again, then her fist closed around the steel and my balls together, pumping, squeezing, working me with a steady mean rhythm that had no speech left in it. One hour of this. Seven stops. Nothing a reader could print. The notebook lay where it fell, open and blank, a joke. I offered things she had never named.

“I will cancel other work. I will clear my calendar for you. I will crawl in here every day you allow. I will stay caged past day sixty if you say so. I will hand you the key night and never ask it back. I will tell my editor I am compromised. I will say I fucked my source. I will say I begged. I will put my real name on it if you want me ruined in public. Just do not stop. Do not stop. Let me finish. Let me finish for real.”

“Slut,” she said, almost gentle. “Listen to yourself.”

“I am listening. I hate it. I still want it.”

“Then take what I give.”

She sped up a fraction. Not kindness. Precision. The edge rose like a fist in my gut. My thighs shook against the straps. My hole clenched on the ghost of her fingers. Spit ran from the corner of my mouth. The cage was slick and heavy and cruel. I was going to blow and she was going to ruin it and I chased the peak anyway, like a bitch in heat.

“Come,” she said. “Now. And fail at it.”

The orgasm hit and she ripped her hand away at the crest. My cock jerked inside the steel, spurting in ugly aborted pulses, cum forcing out the tip in thin ropes that striped my stomach and dripped into my navel. No thrust. No ride. No finish that satisfied. Just the body dumping what it could while she sat on the stool and watched the mess waste itself. I sobbed once. Actual noise. Ugly. My hips kept twitching after the last dribble, trying to fuck air. Nothing left to give. Not empty in the way I needed.

She checked the wall clock.

“Hour’s done.”

Straps off. She did not uncage me. The padlock stayed shut. The key stayed on the chain between her breasts, warm from her skin, out of my reach. I sat up shaking. Cum tacky on my belly. Asshole sore. Mouth tasting like her fingers. My notebook on the floor with zero lines that mattered.

“Get dressed. Write what you can.”

“There is nothing.”

“Then that is your material.”

I stood. My legs argued. The cage pulled when I bent for my pants, a dull thick reminder that I had offered her the piece and she had refused it like trash. Not because it was worthless. Because she was not collecting pages. She was collecting the part of me that would trade them.

At the threshold I stopped. Day fourteen sat three days out with a two thousand word hole in it, the Reading waiting at the far end of the longer clock like a blade. I had walked in holding one clean asset, the right to decide what got printed, and I had thrown it at her mid edge like cash on a dresser. She had left it on the floor with my blank notebook and kept working my cock until I offered more.

She had heard me. That was the new fact. I would trade the piece for one orgasm. I had said it out loud while cum cooled on my skin. Professional integrity was no longer a theory I could defend in a meeting. It was a thing I had tried to sell, and the buyer had declined, which meant she wanted a surrender I could not hand over on purpose.

I left without a quote. Without a scene. Without a single sentence my editor could run. Behind me the studio stayed quiet. Ahead of me the inbox waited with its three hard lines. I did not open it again on the walk down. I knew what I was going to do, and it sat heavier than the steel between my legs.

I would miss day fourteen. I would let the first look die empty before I invented her. Before I made her printable. Before I turned what she did on that bench into a lie tidy enough for strangers. If the magazine wanted words, they would have to wait for whatever was left of me when the hour, and the next one, and the ones after that, finished taking them.


Chapter 4: Filed From Her Desk

Isat at her desk with the first look blank on the screen and my hands frozen over the keys when the remote found me.

Day fourteen. The piece the magazine had bought should already have been gone. It was not. I had sat in this warm studio for an hour pretending the draft would write itself while Cerise worked three feet away, lamp light soft on the wood, two grown people in a quiet room that had no business feeling like a trap.

She was thirty-four. I was twenty-eight. The age of the room did not matter. The age of what she held did.

The plug in my ass kicked once, low and mean, and I made a sound I had not meant to make. My hips jerked. The cursor blinked on an empty line. Heat poured into the base of my spine, thick and slow as oil.

“Caught you,” Cerise said. She did not look up from her own laptop. “Mid-keystroke. How honest of you.”

I tried to type. Another pulse hit, deeper, and my locked prick strained against the metal. The buzz spread through my gut. I gripped the edge of the desk.

“Day fourteen,” I said. My voice came out thin. “I was supposed to file.”

“You were supposed to,” she agreed. “You left it empty. Now you write it here.”

She stood, crossed behind me, and set a mug of tea at my elbow. The ceramic was hot against my arm. Then she reached under the desk and checked the remote’s dial with one thumb, unhurried.

“Blank draft. Her desk. My rules.” She tapped the screen. “You write the first look while I work. I read over your shoulder. I do not coach. Whatever comes out is what you file.”

“Cerise…”

The plug rolled a slow circle of vibration through my prostate and I bit down on a groan. Sweat pricked under my shirt. The studio lamp threw a circle of heat across my hands.

“Roman,” she said, mild and filthy at once. “Sit still and use the keys. You wanted material. Here is the hour.”

I started typing because my body needed something to do that was not humping air. The first sentences were trash. She stood close enough that her hip put heat on my shoulder. She did not speak. She only watched the words appear and sipped her tea.

The remote stayed on a low thrum. Not enough to tip me. Enough to keep me clenching around the plug. My balls ached. My locked meat dripped into the metal, and the drip crawled shameful over skin that could not get free.

I wrote about the studio. About a professional keyholder who accepted only the men she meant to keep. About the way control sat in a room like furniture you could not move. I wrote that the practice was real. That it worked. That I had walked in to tear it down and was instead learning the shape of my own need from the inside.

None of it was a debunking. All of it was true.

Cerise’s breath warmed the shell of my ear when she leaned in to read a paragraph. She still said nothing. The silence was worse than mockery. Every honest line was stripping in front of her on purpose.

The vibration climbed a notch. My thighs shook. I kept typing.

“Good boy,” she murmured at last, so soft it almost did not count as praise. “Keep going. Do not stop for your slut hole.”

“I’m not…”

Another jump on the dial. The plug buzzed hard against that deep place and my sentence broke into nonsense for three keys. Spit wet my lower lip. I wiped it with the back of my hand and forced the words back into order.

“You are,” she said. “Look at the state of you. Hard in steel. Ass stuffed. Writing pretty for me while you leak. Now name what you are.”

I swallowed. The craving worked under my ribs like a second pulse, thicker than fear. “I’m a locked bitch at your desk.”

“Louder.”

“I’m a locked bitch at your desk.” My face burned, hotter than the room. “Please. The remote. It’s too much if you want clean copy.”

“I want honest copy.” She turned the dial a hair higher. “You can come on the keys when I say. Not before. And you will keep writing through it.”

I wrote. Paragraphs stacked. She paced once behind me, then settled on the arm of her own chair, remote in her palm, reading every line as it landed. The first look took shape under the lamp: measured, sharp, unwillingly respectful. A man admitting the cage worked without ever naming the metal. A man describing surrender as a craft. I hated how good the sentences were. I needed them to be good. Craving made me careful.

The plug’s rhythm changed. Slow waves. Build, ease, build. My asshole fluttered around the toy. My breath fogged the edge of the screen. Precome slicked the inside of the device until every shift was wet and obscene.

“Beg for the next step,” Cerise said.

“Please,” I said. “Please use the remote. Please fuck my hole with it. I need more.”

“Need, or want?”

“Both. God. Both. I’ll say anything.”

“Then say the filthy part.”

I stared at the honest paragraph I had just finished and my voice went raw. “Please ruin me with that toy until I cum writing for you. Please treat me like a hole that types.”

She smiled without kindness. “There he is.”

The climb was one long road. No stacked peaks. No counted stops. Just a steady, cruel rise under the desk lamp while my fingers kept moving on the keyboard because she had told them to. Sweat ran down my spine. My shirt stuck. The plug ground into my prostate in fat pulses that made my vision soft at the edges.

Cerise set the remote on the desk where I could see her thumb, then reached down and unfastened my trousers enough to free the locked length into the air. She did not unlock me. She only wrapped a palm around the metal and the trapped flesh inside it and held the heat there, still, like a claim.

“Write the close,” she said.

I wrote the close. My hips twitched into her hand. She squeezed once, mean, and the plug surged.

“Cerise. Please. I’m right there.”

“Ask properly.”

“Please let me cum. Please. I’ll file whatever is on the screen. I’ll be good. Just let me fucking cum.”

She turned the dial up and left it. The vibration went deep and relentless. My hole seized. My locked prick jumped in her grip like it could fuck its way out of steel. The orgasm hit as a full-body lock, long and dirty, rolling up from my ass through my gut and out in thick pulses that had nowhere clean to go. Cum forced out past the confinement in messy spurts that striped the desk edge and the side of her hand. I made a broken noise and kept trying to type through it, letters smearing, sentence half-finished, body jerking in the chair while the plug milked me past sense.

“That’s it,” she said, low and pleased. “Good little toy. Empty it. Look at the mess you made on my desk.”

I shook. Drool hit my chin. The aftershocks kept hitching my hips. The screen showed the draft, cursor blinking in the middle of a clean last line I had somehow finished.

She wiped her hand on my shirt like it came with the desk. Then she turned the remote down to a soft idle that left my hole fluttering and oversensitive.

“File it,” she said.

I stared at the Send button. The piece was honest. It was good. It would not kill her practice. It would not free me in print. Forty-six days sat between me and the real deadline, the night I was supposed to take the key and print whatever I liked. Filing this now meant the magazine got something true that protected her instead of gutting her.

I filed it anyway.

The soft click of success sounded small in the warm room. My spent body sagged. Cum cooled sticky on the wood. The plug still hummed just enough to keep me aware of every inch of my used hole.

Cerise poured fresh tea. She sat across from me this time, not behind, and nodded at the second mug until I wrapped both hands around it. The heat of the cup steadied me more than it should have.

“What do you want,” she asked.

Not a trick voice. A real question. Negotiation lay between us like the lamp, plain and dangerous.

I drank. Tea scalded my tongue. I welcomed it. “A standing Wednesday. Same time. Here.”

“And?”

“Permission to keep the recorder running at home.” My ears burned saying it. “I want the tape on when I’m alone. I want… I want the protocol to follow me out of this building.”

She watched me over the rim of her cup. The remote rested near her saucer like a second mouth.

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

I could have lied. The craving would not let me. “I want it. I want you in the hours you’re not in the room. I want to belong when no one is watching.”

“The standing Wednesday,” she said. “Granted. Home recorder. Granted.” She set the cup down. “One condition you did not ask for. Every morning, the first thing you thought about on waking. You report it to me before you leave the bed. Text. Voice note. I do not care which. No edits. No prettying. The first thought, raw.”

My stomach dropped warm and cold at once. That was my head. That was the private minute no one had ever owned.

“That’s…”

“That is the price of the hours you requested,” she said. “You asked for the arrangement to leave the building. This is how it leaves. Your apartment. Your first waking minute. You sign the mornings over and you do not get them back. Forty-six days is a long time to own your own skull if you keep it. I am taking the part you cannot hide.”

I should have bargained. I should have remembered the exposé, the spent advance, the kill fee. Instead I heard my own voice, small and hungry.

“Yes. I’ll report. Every morning. First thought. No edits.”

“Say the whole deal back.”

I swallowed tea and shame together. “The standing Wednesday at the studio. Recorder live at home. Every morning I tell you the first thing in my head when I wake. The protocol runs when you’re not there. I belong to you outside these walls.”

“And if you lie in a morning report?”

“You’ll know.” My throat worked. “And you’ll punish the lie.”

“With the remote,” she said. “And worse. You will not enjoy the worse as much as you think you will.”

She stood, collected the remote, and reached between my legs again. This time she pressed the plug deeper with two firm knuckles until I gasped, then eased the setting to off. The sudden quiet inside my ass rang loud. She cleaned the desk edge with a wipe, efficient, and fixed my trousers like I was a client who had finished a session instead of a man who had just given her the keys to his waking mind.

“On your knees,” she said. “Before you go. Maintenance.”

I dropped. The floor was hard. Her boots were warm from the room. She unfastened her trousers just enough to free the slim strap she wore under them, already slick at the tip from earlier, and fed it between my lips.

“Mouth,” she said. “Slow. You already came. This is not for you.”

I opened for it and took the strap down until my nose met her pelvis. The silicone carried her body heat. She held my hair and fucked my throat in unhurried strokes, not rough for show, just deep and certain, while spit ran down my chin and dripped onto my shirt. Gag wet. Slurred breaths. The sound of it filled the quiet studio. She talked the whole time, mean and low.

“That’s a good hole. Take it. You write like a journalist and suck like a whore who finally stopped pretending. You filed a clean piece with cum on my desk. Say thank you.”

I pulled off just enough to speak, spit stringing from my lip to the strap. “Thank you.”

“For what.”

“For using my mouth. For the remote. For taking the mornings.”

She pushed back in until I choked and held me there a beat, then let me breathe. “Again.”

“Thank you for taking the mornings. Thank you for making me a toy that reports.”

She fucked my face until my eyes watered and my jaw ached, then pulled free and wiped the strap on my cheek. “Up.”

I stood on shaky legs. She packed the strap away, washed her hands, and set a small digital recorder on the low table by the door. The red light glowed. The mic faced the room like an eye that did not blink.

“It stays live when you leave,” she said. “You take the twin unit home tonight. Same rule. Always on. Wednesday is already on the calendar. Your first morning report is tomorrow. If the first thought is my plug, my key, my cunt, my name, you say it. If it is the magazine, you say that too. I own the truth of the minute. Not the performance.”

I nodded. The words were used up.

She walked me to the door with a hand at the small of my back, warm through the shirt. Outside air would be cooler. I already missed the lamp heat. Craving did that. It made comfort out of capture.

At the threshold she paused long enough to press the clean remote into my pocket. “Practice unit. Paired. I keep the master. If I buzz you on the train, you sit still and take it. If I buzz you in your kitchen, you answer the thought out loud for the recorder. Clear?”

“Clear.”

“Good. Go home, Roman. Sleep in my rules.”

I left.

Behind me the studio stayed lit, tea cooling on the desk, the filed piece already out in the world doing work I could not call back. In my pocket the practice remote held the heat of her hand. On the table by her door the live recorder kept its red eye pointed forward, patient as a loaded gun, already aimed at Wednesday and every morning I had just sold.


Chapter 5: The Pencil In The Margins

The remote buzzed on the train and I did not flinch. My thighs locked. My breath stayed quiet. Around me people stared at phones and windows while the chastity device under my trousers woke like a private joke. I sat still until the pulse died. Then I opened the recorder app the way Cerise told me on our standing Wednesday and spoke into my collar for the kitchen thought she collected every morning.

“I thought about being watched,” I said. “I thought about you listening.”

The line lit. Her voice came clean and mean.

“Seven,” she said. “Unmarked door on Mercer. Black coat. No bag. Vespers dress. You will stand when I stand. You will speak when I hand you the floor. Confirm.”

“Yes, Cerise.”

“Good boy. Bring the face you use for editors. Leave the rest of the attitude at home.”

I rode the rest of the way tasting copper from biting my cheek. Thirty days left on the magazine clock. The advance was spent. The kill fee would end me at that desk for good. Day sixty was the salon Reading night, the hour the key was meant to come off and my copy to go to press uncut. That deal sat in my gut like a stone I kept swallowing.

At seven I found the unmarked door and the coats. A woman in a dark suit took my name without writing it down. Everyone admitted past her was a vetted member, verified an adult against the salon’s roll before a coat came off; the room kept no one who had not cleared that check first. She opened a second door and the room beyond it sat low and warm, candles, soft chairs, a long table, quiet talk that stopped when I stepped in.

“Roman,” she announced, clear enough for the whole salon.

I had never given that name to anyone in this place. Roman was the byline on the contract. Roman was the man who signed for sixty days and took the money. Hearing it in a stranger’s mouth pulled the heat out of me.

Cerise waited near the far end, thirty-four and sharp in black, the kind of pretty that looked like a verdict. She did not smile. She held out a hand and I walked to her like the floor had a track.

A man rose from a chair, grey at the temples, easy smile, adult and sure of the room. He clasped my shoulder.

“Roman. At last. Cerise, thank you for the pitch. He is exactly as advertised.”

The words landed and would not fit anywhere. Pitch. Advertised. My mouth tried a polite shape and failed.

“Sit,” Cerise said.

I sat. She set a bound proof in my hands. Cloth cover. My title. My essays. My sentences stacked in the order I had fought for years to print. The weight was wrong in a way paper should not be.

“Open it,” she said.

I opened it. Pencil filled the margins in her hand, small and exact. Beside a paragraph on power and consent she had written the objection I made in the studio on day twelve. Beside the piece on control and money she had written the line I spat about purchase and exit. Page after page. Every pushback. Every clever refusal. Every little speech I thought was mine. Written next to the text that would drag each one out of me.

My throat closed. Taste of old coffee and panic. Someone nearby laughed soft at a joke I was not in. Glass clinked. A chair creaked. All of it too loud.

“Read,” Cerise said. “Aloud. From the mark.”

A woman to my left leaned in. Another member turned his chair. The low room became a ring. I started reading because refusal would have been a scene and the scene was already me.

I read my own words under salon light while they watched my mouth. Cerise’s pencil notes sat in the corner of my eye like a second voice. When I hit a margin line she tapped the page with one finger.

“That one. You said that in my studio. Word for word. Keep going.”

I kept going. My dick tried to lift inside the locked steel and found nowhere to go. Shame ran hot under my skin. The hitch in my breath carried. My hands shook on the proof.

Halfway through the third essay my voice broke.

“How,” I said.

Cerise took the book, turned it, and held a page open for the room.

“I wrote to your magazine under a member byline,” she said, voice even, almost bored. “I proposed a skeptic be embedded. I named you. I described the arrogance, the prose, the need to win on paper. They sent the pitch to your editor. Your editor sent it to you. You thought you found a story.”

The member with the grey temples nodded, pleased.

“Best pitch all year,” he said.

I looked at Cerise. The room leaned closer. My ears rang.

“I did not find you,” I said. The words came out flat, like something I was reading off her page. “I was invited. My skepticism was the bait.”

A soft sound moved through the salon. Approval. Hunger. Someone murmured my byline like a toast.

Cerise set the proof on the table in front of me.

“Again,” she said. “Louder. So they hear the whole truth.”

I swallowed. My cock ached useless against the device. My balls hung heavy and stupid.

“I did not find her,” I said. “I was invited. My skepticism was the bait.”

“Good,” Cerise said. “Stand.”

I stood. She walked around me once, slow, then stopped at my back and spoke past my ear into the room.

“This one files honest when he thinks he is still in charge. He begs when he learns he never was. Watch.”

Her hand slid down my front in full view of the table. Fingers found the lock through cloth and pressed. A short buzz hit and my knees nearly went. A woman across from me smiled with her teeth. The grey man sipped something dark and did not look away.

“Take your trousers down,” Cerise said. “Belt. Zip. All of it to your thighs. Shoes stay on.”

I glanced at the faces. Terror of being seen thinned my vision. I did it anyway. Belt. Button. Zip. Fabric to mid thigh. The steel on my dick caught candlelight. Someone exhaled. Someone else said, low, “Pretty.”

Cerise crouched in front of me like I was furniture she owned. She unlocked the device with a key on a thin chain at her throat. The shell came off. Air hit my skin and my cock jumped out thick and wet at the tip, shameless in front of strangers.

“Look at that,” she said. “He gets hard for an audience. Say what you are.”

My face burned. “A slut.”

“Worse.”

“A locked whore who got hard the second people stared.”

“Better. On your knees.”

I dropped. Carpet bit my kneecaps. She stood, lifted her skirt, and the room saw the strap she wore under it, dark silicone, thick, already slicked. She took my jaw in one hand.

“Open. You will suck this in front of them until I say stop. If you gag, you stay on it. If you drool, you thank me. If you try to hide your face, I will make you face the long table.”

I opened. She pushed in. The taste of lube hit my tongue, bitter and clean, then the blunt head filled my mouth and kept going. My throat seized. Spit ran. She held me there while a woman at the end of the table counted under her breath like it was sport.

“Listen to him,” Cerise said. “Wet little choke sounds. That is what a writer sounds like when the page owns him.”

She fucked my mouth in short hard strokes. Gag. Pull. Gag. Spit strung from my lip to the shaft when she drew back. I coughed and she put it straight back in. My eyes watered. My dick slapped my stomach untouched, leaking a thin line that cooled as it ran.

“Hands behind you,” she said.

I locked my wrists at the small of my back. Someone behind me said, “God.” Someone else laughed soft. My own gagging filled the room, ugly and wet.

Cerise pulled free and wiped my chin with two fingers, then shoved those fingers in my mouth.

“Clean. Now turn. Chest on the table edge. Ass out.”

I obeyed. The wood was cool under my sternum. My bare ass faced the chairs. Papers and glasses sat inches from my cheek. Wax and wine and my own spit.

She slicked her fingers and pushed one into my asshole without warning. I grunted. A second finger stretched me open while the salon watched the way my back jumped. She scissored inside me and spoke over my head.

“He used to think refusal was a style. Every no he gave me in the studio is in that proof. Pencil in the margins. He was courted before I touched him. Every pretty speech was inventory.”

Fingers left. The strap lined up. She drove in and the burn ripped a sound out of me I did not choose. Full. Deep. My cock jerked against nothing. She set a pace that knocked the table edge into my ribs in a dull rhythm and carried the wet slap of her hips on my ass out to the chairs.

“Tell them who wrote the assignment,” she said.

“You,” I gasped. “You wrote it. You named me.”

“Tell them what the last thirty days were.”

I tried to hold a better sentence and failed. Heat stacked low in my gut. My prostate took every thrust like a switch she kept hitting.

“A setup,” I said. “A frame. Not a story I chose.”

“Filthier.”

“I was bait. I walked in hard and stupid. I thought I was hunting. I was the piece.”

She reached under and gripped my dick, tight, mean, stroking in time with the strap. My balls drew up. The room narrowed to the taste of my own spit and the wet sound of her fucking my ass open.

“You do not come until you say the sentence clean,” she said. “The true one. Loud.”

I shook. The edge of release sat right there and she kept me on it with a cruel thumb under the head, stopping the climb each time my hips tried to finish.

“Please,” I said. “Cerise. Please. I need to come. I will say it. I will say anything.”

“Then say it, whore.”

I sucked air. My voice cracked across the table.

“I did not find you. I was invited. My skepticism was the bait. Every refusal on the saucer was already on your page. I never chose any of this. You wrote me first.”

“There is the whore I ordered,” she said, and her fist stripped my cock hard while the strap pounded my ass.

The orgasm tore through me in one long brutal wave. No small spikes. One break. My vision went white at the edges. Cum shot across the wood and the proof’s lower edge and my own wrist when my arm slipped. I sobbed and begged and thanked her in a mess of sound while my hole clenched on the silicone and my dick kept pulsing weak wet spurts until there was nothing left but shivers. Spit swung off my chin. Sweat ran into my mouth, salt and shame. The salon was quiet enough to hear me drip.

Cerise left the strap buried to the base and leaned over my back, her mouth at my ear, her words pitched to carry.

“You can lose the piece,” she said. “You can lose the idea that any of the last thirty days belonged to you. Authorship is a story men tell themselves. I keep the pen.”

She pulled out slow. My ass stayed open a second and then clenched on empty air. She wiped me with a cloth from her bag like cleaning a tool, locked the chastity shell back on my soft spent cock, and tugged my trousers up herself. Belt. Zip. Neat. I stood on soft legs. Cum cooled on the table under the candlelight. A woman lifted her glass to Cerise. The grey man nodded once, satisfied.

Cerise closed the proof and set it against my chest until I took it.

“You will carry this home,” she said. “You will read every margin note out loud into the recorder before you sleep. Tomorrow you will bring a clean page to the east room at nine. One member will sit witness and keep the record while you kneel and answer in ink. You will not edit a word. Do you understand.”

My mouth was raw. My ass throbbed. Terror sat under the float of afterglow, bigger now, because the trap was not the sex. The trap was the book in my hands and the days behind me rearranged into her handwriting.

“Yes,” I said.

“Say the full yes.”

“Yes, Cerise. East room at nine. Kneel. Hold still. Answer in ink. No edits.”

She touched my chin, almost gentle, then made it a grip.

“We are only just beginning.”

I had to answer before the coats. The suit at the door was turning with my jacket in her hands. Cerise waited. The room waited. Thirty days left on a clock that did not belong to me.

“Yes,” I said.


Chapter 6: Order Of Operations

Iarrived at nine with the notebook she had told me to bring and nothing clever left in my mouth.

The east room smelled like her soap and warm paper. Wren was there ahead of me, thirty one and sharp, seated by the wall with a tablet on her knee. She did not look up when I came in. She did not need to. She thumbed one clipped word into the screen, my whole arrival filed in a single syllable, the way she rendered every man who came through that door. The room knew I was late by the breath it took me to shut the door.

She pointed at the floor without lifting her pen.

“Kneel. Hold still. You answer in ink when I ask. You do not speak unless I open the gate.”

I went down. My knees found the mat. The cage sat heavy between my legs, a blunt weight I had stopped pretending I could bargain with. Day thirty three. Twenty seven left until midnight on day sixty, until the key and the Reading and the pages I had been paid for. The advance was gone. The kill fee would cost me the magazine for good. I had signed for that clock myself.

She wrote. The pen scratched. My jaw worked on nothing.

“Date,” she said.

I wrote the date on the first clean line.

“Why you are here.”

I wrote: because I said I would.

She snorted once. “Truth, Roman. Not polish.”

I crossed it out. Wrote: because I cannot stay away and I hate that.

Wren’s stylus moved. My ears went hot. A witness for a simple morning. That was the point.

“Good. Stay.”

I stayed. Breath. Weight of the cage. Scent of ink and her skin. She let the quiet stretch until my shoulders shook from holding them in place.

Then she set the pen down, pushed her chair back a fraction, and opened her knees.

“Mouth,” she said. “Slow. You do not rush me. You do not come up for air until I am finished writing. If you gag, you swallow it and keep going.”

I crawled the half step. My hands stayed on my thighs the way she liked. Her cunt was slick when I put my tongue to it. Salt. Heat. The soft fold of her under my mouth. I licked from the bottom up in one long pass and she made a small sound that was not praise, only notice.

The pen picked up again above my head.

I worked her with care. Flat tongue. Then the tip on her clit in a steady circle. I breathed through my nose and took the smell of her into my lungs like it belonged there. Wet sounds filled the quiet. My spit mixed with her. Drool ran down my chin onto the mat. She shifted her hips once and settled her weight on my face harder, using me like a seat she had paid for.

Wren kept writing. Keys clicked, soft and quick. My face burned. Being watched while I ate like a whore should have killed the want. It fed it instead.

“Deeper,” she said, still writing. “Tongue inside. Fuck me with it. Slow.”

I pushed in. Her walls closed around the muscle. I fucked her in short strokes, then longer, then sealed my mouth over her and sucked until my jaw ached. She stayed almost silent. The pen did not stop. That was worse than dirty talk. I was furniture that licked.

My own shaft strained useless inside the cage, a blunt pressure with nowhere to go. Grief rose with it, thick and stupid. The man who used to walk into rooms and own them was on his knees with his tongue buried in a keyholder’s cunt while a third adult took notes. I should have wanted out. I wanted more of the weight of her on my face.

She rolled her hips. “Clit. Harder. Do not get fancy.”

I obeyed. I sucked her clit between my lips and lashed it. Spit ran. My nose mashed into her. I gagged once when she rocked forward and filled my mouth with slick, and I swallowed and kept going like she had ordered.

“Look at you,” she said, mild and mean. “Twenty eight years old and drooling on my chair like a trained bitch. Say what you are. Ink first, then out loud.”

I fumbled for the notebook without lifting my mouth fully. She let me enough air to scrawl: her whore. Her hole for the morning. Then I said it against her wet flesh, the words muffled and filthy.

“Again. Clear.”

“I am your whore,” I said, mouth shiny. “I am a hole for your cunt. Please use my face.”

“Beg properly.”

“Please let me keep licking. Please come on my tongue. Please treat me like a good little toy that only exists to get you off.”

Wren’s stylus paused, then moved again. Shame punched through me hot. My balls drew tight under the cage.

She took my hair in one hand and held my head where she wanted it. The pen stayed in the other. She fucked my mouth in small, unhurried rolls, grinding her clit against my tongue while ink kept hitting paper. No rush. No stack. One long climb I could feel in the way her thighs tightened and her breath shortened above me.

“Stay open,” she muttered. “Take it. Fucking take it.”

I stayed open. I let her use my face until my jaw screamed and my throat clicked with spit. The sounds got louder, lewd and frank. She cursed under her breath once, mean and pleased, and then her whole body went rigid.

She came on my tongue in a hard, slow pulse. I tasted it. I kept licking through the shake and the flood while the pen dragged a crooked line across whatever she had been writing. She did not drop it. She rode the last of it out on my mouth with her hand still in my hair and her grip mean.

When she finished she pushed me back with her heel against my chest. Not hard. Final.

I knelt there with my mouth raw, chin wet, jaw throbbing, lips thick. The cage bit. She wiped my face with two fingers and pushed them into my mouth.

“Clean.”

I sucked them clean. Salt. Her. Me.

“Pages,” she said.

I handed her the notebook. She flipped, read, initialed the bottom of the page, and tore free the sheet she wanted. She set it on my wet palm.

“Go home. Do not message me. Do not wait by the door like a dog with a question. You had your orders. You filled them.”

I stood on stiff legs. Wren finally looked at me, calm and adult and unimpressed.

“He drools neat,” she said. Two words, the way she said everything, a man weighed and shelved in a breath.

“He is learning,” the keyholder answered. Then to me, quieter, with the same plain force she used on everything: “You belong in this room now.”

The words landed heavier than the cage. I took them with me out into the hall, out into ordinary light, with the taste of her thick on my tongue and the signed page stuck to my damp hand.

My apartment at four in the morning was empty in the way only a place you avoid can be empty. The draft sat open on the laptop, pale and accusing. Half a structure. Quotes I had not filed. A title I kept changing because every version sounded like a man who thought he was the one doing the looking.

I put the headphones on.

The day one tape. My voice, bright and cheap with confidence I no longer owned.

“She is a professional,” past me said, amused. “Thirty four, carefully branded. The men pay to hand over the key and call it research. I will take the tour, take the notes, write the piece. Sixty days. Easy money if I am smart.”

I sat on the floor with my back to the couch and listened to myself sell my own undoing like a product demo. The cage pulled when I shifted. My mouth was used and sore. Grief for that old voice came up so sharp I pressed my palm to my eyes.

I hated him. I hated how free he sounded. I hated that he was already spent currency and I was what was left.

Three days of silence followed.

No knock. No text. No summons to the east room. The clock counted without her help. Day thirty four. Thirty five. Thirty six. Twenty six days left, then twenty five, then twenty four, if I did the math right in the dark and refused to write the numbers down where they could look back. The draft glowed at night and went dull in the day. I did not file it. I walked rooms in my own place like a guest who had overstayed.

On the afternoon of the third quiet day I went to her building without an appointment.

She opened the door in work clothes, hair up, a folder under one arm. Not session dress. Real life, interrupted.

“Roman.” Flat. “This is not your hour.”

“I know.”

“Then leave.”

“One question. Not a session. Please.”

She looked at me for a long second. Then she stepped aside. The studio smelled like paper and the same soap. No mat out. No tools on the table. Just her office and the fact of me standing in it with nothing bought and nothing clever.

She set the folder down. “Ask.”

My throat was dry. Three days on, the taste of her woke under my tongue when I swallowed.

“Do you like me,” I said, “or do you only like the work.”

She did not smile. She did not soften her shoulders. She answered the way she answered everything that mattered.

“The reading came first,” she said. “I read you before I wanted you. Your essays. Your tells. The way you dress contempt as rigor. I wanted the work of you before I wanted the man. Then the wanting came. Both are true. I will not pretend the order was different to make you feel safer.”

The honesty hit like a hand to the sternum. I nodded once because my mouth would not do anything clean.

“Sit,” she said.

I sat. She took a recorder from the drawer, one of my small black ones, from back when I thought I was collecting her and not the other way around. She set it between us.

“Play day one. The first hour. Out loud. In this room.”

My hand shook when I pressed it.

My own voice filled the space, younger by a month and a lifetime. There he was, the man who had walked in to cage a story. He joked. He probed. He rated her control like a product feature. He said the word “subject” about men who knelt. He said he would never.

I could not stand him.

I stopped the tape halfway through a sentence where he called the whole thing a parlor trick with better lighting. My eyes stung in a way that had nothing pretty in it.

“That is who you brought me,” she said. “That is who I read. That is who I chose to keep working.”

“I hate him,” I said.

“Good. Hate is useful when it stops defending him.”

I stared at the recorder. The archive of my own skepticism sat in a case by the wall, every file labeled in my careful hand from the weeks when I thought labels were power. Day one through the Vespers night. Every doubt I had spoken into plastic as if plastic could save me.

Grief moved through me slow and complete. Not panic. Mourning. The man who could have gone back to being free was on that tape, and the only way to keep him was to take the files home and polish them into an exposé by midnight on day sixty. The only way to bury him was to leave them here.

I stood. My legs shook under me.

At the door I stopped with my hand on the frame. The heat in my throat flared when I swallowed, a leftover from her cunt and her orders and the way she had used my mouth like it was already hers.

“Keep the recordings,” I said. “All of them. The day one files. Everything I made when I thought I was hunting you. I do not want them in my place anymore. I do not want to be able to put that man back together.”

She studied my face. Then she nodded once, plain.

“Bring the case tomorrow at nine,” she said. “You will kneel and hand it over. I will lock it where you cannot reach. After that, the evidence of who you used to be is mine. You do not get to borrow him when you get scared.”

“Yes.”

“Say what you just did.”

“I am giving you the archive,” I said. My voice rough. “I am done defending him. You keep who I was.”

“And who are you now.”

I met her eyes. The cage pressed. My jaw remembered her. Twenty seven days waited out there with a magazine deadline and a key and a room full of people who already knew my name.

“Yours,” I said. “In the ways that count. Still learning the rest.”

She almost smiled. Almost. “Tomorrow. Nine. East room. Do not be late, and do not bring me a speech.”

I left.

The afternoon air hit my raw mouth and woke the old heat, a low throb in the soft place behind my tongue that would not fade on the walk home. Every swallow reminded me. Every block pulled me toward the next unmarked day, toward nine o’clock and a case full of the man I used to be, half handed over, almost gone.


Chapter 7: The Fit He Envied

Istood in the east chamber at nine sharp with nothing left to say.

She checked the little brass clock once, then tapped a finger on the paper she kept for me. Twenty days to file. Midnight on day sixty. The magazine. The advance already burned. The Reading that same night. She pointed at the cloak and I went.

The air in the cloak was warm and thick with wool and polish. A man in his forties was buttoning a dark jacket. His wrists looked soft. His face did not. He glanced at my cheap steel and smiled without cruelty.

“How long have you been in?” he asked.

“Forty days,” I said.

He laughed, kind and low. “Forty. Still loud in the pants, then. Give it time.”

I wanted to hate him for that. I could not. The laugh sat under my ribs like heat.

A woman I did not know took my coat. She was maybe fifty, all business, and her palms were dry when she turned me. “Hands out,” she said. I put them out. She ran her thumbs along my fingers, checked the nails, pressed my palms flat. Warm skin. No rush. Property getting signed in.

“Posture,” she said.

I locked my spine. She walked around me once. Then she crouched and laid both palms on the cage. Cheap steel. A little too big. It shifted when she moved it. She clicked her tongue.

“Still the starter,” she said, not to me. “Hold still.”

Her fingertips traced the ring, the bars, the skin that had gone tender from rub. The metal had held the heat of my body. Her touch made that heat sharp. My cock tried to swell and hit the bars and failed, a dull throb that made my jaw tighten.

She stood and pressed two white tapers into my grip. Wax. Smooth. Still slightly warm from wherever they had been stored.

“Vespers,” she said. “Do not drop them.”

I carried the tapers into the salon. Candles already burned along the walls. The dais was lit. Women sat in a loose curve of chairs. A few kept men knelt at boots and hems. The air smelled of wax and skin and the faint salt of bodies that had been waiting.

She took her place without looking at me long. I knew the seat at her left. I went to my knees there and held the tapers upright. My arms started to ache almost at once. Good. The ache gave me something to pin the rest of me to.

“Watch,” she said. “Only that.”

A senior member led her man up onto the dais. He was forty-two, older than me by a decade and more, clean, stripped to the waist, calm in a way I hated on sight. His cock sat in a smooth, fitted piece, close and quiet against him. No rattle. No cheap shine. When he walked, it did not announce him.

The senior member was tall, grey at the temples, fifty-five years old. She put her kept man on his back with a shove that still looked fond. “Open,” she told him.

He opened his thighs. She worked him with her hands first. Oil. Slow circles around the base of the cage. She unlocked him with a key on a thin chain and his cock came free hard and flushed, the head already wet. The room made a soft sound, not applause, more like people settling in to count.

“You will take what I give,” she told him. “You will not spend until I say. When you spend, you say the number.”

She worked him hard and mean, thumb grinding under the head, fist twisting on the upstroke. He shook. She stopped. He gasped. She started again. Edge. Hold. Edge. His hips tried to fuck her grip and she pinned him with a forearm across his belly.

“Beg like you mean it,” she said.

“Please,” he croaked. “Please, Mistress, I need to cum, I need it, please use my cock, please.”

She laughed once. “Slut.” Then she fucked him with her fist until his whole body went tight and she said, “One.”

He came hard, thick ropes over his stomach, shaking, saying “one” like it hurt to give it away. She did not stop. She kept stroking through it while he yelped and tried to close his legs. She forced them open with her knee.

I held the tapers. Wax softened against my fingers. My own cock shoved uselessly at steel. I wanted what was happening up there so bad my eyes watered.

She edged him again while he was still dripping. Two fingers under his balls, tight, mean. Her other hand stripped his cock raw and shiny. He begged in broken scraps. “Too much. Please. I can’t. Please make me. Please stop. Please make me.”

“Which is it, whore?”

“Make me,” he sobbed. “Make me cum. Use me.”

“Two,” she said, and ripped the second orgasm out of him. He arched, a raw noise tearing out of his throat, cum weaker this time, body jerking like she had a wire in him. The salon tracked it. Someone whispered the number with him. Someone else smiled.

My knees hurt. My arms burned. Every pulse beat against the steel. I stayed on his face. The shame in it. The relief. The way he looked at his keyholder, like she had invented air.

She gave him almost no rest. Spit on her palm. Faster. Crueler. He thrashed. She pinned him with her weight and kept working him raw until he cried open and ugly.

“Give me the word for what you are,” she ordered.

“Your hole,” he gasped. “Your toy. Your locked bitch. Please, three, please give me three…”

“Not yet.”

She denied him right at the brink, fist frozen, and he wailed. The sound hit me low. I bit the inside of my cheek. The tapers dipped. Hot wax hit my knuckle. I corrected my grip.

She started again. Slow. Then hard. Then slow. He jerked in her fist, angry red, shiny with spit and old cum. When she finally said, “Three,” he broke on it, a dry, wrenching climax that read as pain first and pleasure second. He counted it out loud through clenched teeth. “Three. Three. Fuck. Three.”

She still was not done. She cleaned him with a cloth, then put two oiled fingers in his ass while her other hand worked his spent cock again. He sobbed. He took it. The room watched the stretch of him around her knuckles, the wet sound, the way his stomach jumped.

“Beg for the fourth like a good little toy,” she said.

“Please fuck my ass and milk my cock,” he said, voice wrecked. “Please force it. Please ruin me. Please four.”

She hooked her fingers and worked him without mercy. He came a fourth time with almost nothing left to give, body seizing, mouth open on a silent scream that turned into the word “four,” pulled out of him by the root.

Then a fifth, meaner, dragged longer. She edged him through dry shudders until he shook his head and said please to nobody. When she took the fifth from him he barely made sound. He mouthed the count. She made him say it clear.

“Five,” he croaked. “Five. Thank you. Five.”

Applause did not happen. Approval did. A low murmur. Warm. Satisfied.

She wiped her hands, then locked him back into the fitted piece. The click was soft. The steel sat close, clean, made for him. When she tugged his trousers up over it, nothing showed. No bulk. No rattle. Silent under clothes.

That was when my stomach turned over.

She called me with two fingers. “Roman. Stand. Bring the tapers.”

I rose on stupid legs and carried the candles to the foot of the dais and waited. She took them from me and set them aside. Then her hands were on me in front of everyone.

Inspection. No kindness in it. She turned my hips, pushed my shirt up, thumbed the skin above the cheap ring. She cupped my balls through the open bars and weighed them. Warm palm. Firm. She rocked the steel until it scraped and I hissed.

“Speak to the room,” she said. “What do you want that you are not getting.”

My throat closed. Faces. Eyes. The kept man still breathing hard on the dais, quiet in his proper piece.

“I want…” My voice scraped. “I want out of this cheap steel.”

“Louder.”

“I want this cheap steel off me.” Heat crawled up my neck. “I want something that fits. I watched him. I am not jealous of the cum. I am jealous of the fit. That piece. Sized. Silent. I want to be locked in something of yours. Please. Take this off me and put me in yours.”

Silence held for a beat. Then a soft shift through the seats, like a held breath let go. That request was what they had come to hear. These people would remember the sound of it.

She looked at me the way you look at a door that has finally opened the right way.

“Beg, and I might let you.”

I went back to my knees so fast my bones knocked. “Please lock me in yours. Take the starter off and put your steel on my cock. Keep me in something that fits so I stop sounding like a tourist when I walk. Make me yours that way. I am asking. I am begging. Please, Mistress.”

She put a finger under my chin and lifted my face. “You think asking turns iron into a gift.”

“I know it does not.”

“Good.” Her other hand closed on the cheap steel and squeezed until the bars bit. My cock surged and jammed and ached. “You do not get my piece because you whined pretty in company. You get work. You get denied until I am bored of your noise. Then you get release on my terms, not yours.”

She unlocked me there, in front of them. The ring came free. Blood slammed into my cock so hard I groaned. She wrapped me in a dry, mean grip and pulled once, twice, three times, then stopped with her thumb crushing the head.

“What are you?”

“A locked bitch who can’t keep his mouth shut,” I said. “Your whore. Your toy. Please.”

“Please what.”

“Edge me. Use my cock. Do not stop. Stop. Please make me cum when you decide.”

She edged me until my thighs shook. Warm friction. Her palm rough from work. Spit when she wanted more slide. She brought me up fast and left me hanging, jumping in the open air, wet at the tip. Someone in the seats exhaled through their teeth.

“You do not get to spend because he did,” she said. “You get to spend because I want the sound.”

She stroked me hard. I lasted almost nothing. It tore up from my balls and wrecked me, thick ropes hitting the wood of the dais step, my whole body locking, a broken fuck sound ripped out of me while she worked me through it, past the sweet part, into the too much.

I tried to fold. She held me up by the hair and kept going. Oversensitive. Raw. I begged in scraps. “Please. Too much. Please. One more. No. Please.”

“Again,” she said.

She forced the second out of me with a tighter fist and a thumb digging under the head, mean and exact. I came weaker, shaking, eyes wet, jerking in her grip like I wanted to crawl back inside myself. She did not praise me. She wiped her hand on my stomach.

Then she locked the starter back on while I was still half hard and twitching. The pinch made me swear. She clicked it shut and patted it once, dismissive.

“Twenty,” she said, clear enough for the back row. “Twenty days left on your little magazine clock. Twenty days until you think you get a key and a story. Until then you are not a writer in here. You are a man who just asked, out loud, to be caged better. That request does not float away because you came on the step.”

My face burned. Standing there. Recorded in living ears.

She leaned in so only I and the nearest seats could catch the rest. “Tomorrow at six. Fitting room. You will bring nothing but a clean body and the starter. First step toward my piece is measurement. If you flinch when the calipers touch you, we start over. If you spend without leave during measurement, we start over. Do you understand me, Roman?”

“Yes,” I said. “Six. Measurement. I understand.”

“Good.” She turned me toward the cloak with a shove at my shoulder. “Go home hard in the wrong steel and think about the right one. And Roman.”

I looked back.

“Next time you envy a fit,” she said, “you say it sooner. I like a man who names the thing he wants to lose.”


Chapter 8: An Hour With The Saucer

The calipers left cold rings on my skin when she set them down. Six o’clock. The fitting room still smelled of alcohol wipes and hot metal. I stood naked in front of her, grown man, cleaned twice, not a hair left where she did not want one. She had scrubbed me herself. I had held still for all of it.

She checked the tablet once more.

“Right size,” she said. “As promised.”

The starter piece lay on the tray. Not the cheap steel I had worn into the salon. This one was hers. Polished. Weighted. Cut for a man who would walk around in it and not clank like a joke. She oiled the ring with two fingers and worked it on. I sucked air through my teeth and did not flinch. My dick tried to fill against nothing and failed. The tube went over the head, snug enough that I could count my pulse inside it. She set the padlock and turned the key. One click. Done.

“Home,” she said. “Hard. Do not play with it in the car.”

I dressed. The new lock rode under my trousers, warm and heavy at every step. She sent me out into the evening with a soft slap on my ass and no further instruction.

The phone rang before I had my keys in the door.

The number was my editor’s. Her voice came in already mid-breath, half laugh, half knife.

“Roman. Sweet idiot. I am saying the words so you hear them. Kill fee. Kill fee. You already spent the advance. I checked. Draft by end of week or you return every cent and you never pitch this magazine again. Fourteen days to midnight on day sixty. That is the whole clock. File or die. Clear?”

“Clear,” I said.

“Good. I still like you. Do not make me bury you.”

She hung up.

I sat on the floor of my hallway with the new steel biting my balls and the editor’s affection ringing in my ear. I opened the laptop because there was nothing else left to open.

I wrote the exposé for real.

Six thousand words. Savage. Accurate. Names where I had them. Rooms. Rules. The way grown women bought silence with silk and steel and made grown men thank them for it. I put myself in the third paragraph as a case study and did not spare the case. I wrote how the first lock went on. How I signed. How the salon smelled on Vespers. How a man could start out hunting a story and end up hunting a better fit for his own dick. I hated every true line. I kept writing.

When it was done I printed the worst page and folded it into my jacket.

The studio door was unlocked when I got there. She sat in the low chair by the lamp, dressed from some earlier appointment, heels hooked over the rung of the stool. Grown woman. Calm. She read my face before I opened my mouth.

“Read,” she said.

I stood in the middle of the rug and read her the paragraph I had written to prove I was still myself.

I read about the provisional test. About the man on the dais who came while I held the tapers, and how none of my envy went to his spend, only to the quiet custom piece under his clothes. I read the line where I asked, out loud, for her steel instead of the rental. I read the line where I called the whole arrangement a capture dressed as access, and the magazine a mark, and myself the mark under the mark. My voice stayed level. My hands did not. The new lock pressed the page against my thigh every time I shifted.

She did not interrupt.

Near the end of the paragraph I heard porcelain. Soft. Deliberate. I kept reading. When I looked up she had set the key on the little saucer on the side table. Right there. Mid-sentence of my own proof. The key to my dick, bright under the lamp, close enough that I could have crossed the room in three steps and had myself free.

She stood.

“It is very good,” she said. And she meant it. I heard the mean truth under the praise. “Truly. You still have teeth.”

“Careful,” I said. “That almost sounded like a compliment.”

“It was a diagnosis,” she said. “Compliments do not come with a saucer.”

Then she walked out.

No order. No countdown spoken. The door stayed open on its latch. Her steps faded down the hall, then nothing.

An hour. That was the shape of it. Unlocked. No rules. Nothing in my way but me.

I stood with the printed page shaking in my fingers and the key shining on the saucer.

Pride tried first. Of course it did. I was Roman. I had six thousand words that would print. I had an editor who would take the kill fee and still say she liked me while she barred the door forever. I could take the key, unlock, spend in the sink, walk out, file the piece, and call this research. That was the alibi. That had always been the alibi.

I did not move.

Heat climbed my neck. The studio was cool; the steel was not. My dick swelled uselessly inside her lock and leaked into the tube. A wet sound, small and filthy, when I shifted my weight. I put the page on the chair. I walked a circle. I stood over the saucer and looked down at the key the way a man looks at a cliff.

Her smell stayed in the air she left. Soap. Skin. The faint copper of the padlock oil.

I got on my knees because standing had become a lie.

Time stretched. The building made small noises. A pipe. A door far off. My breath. The soft click of my own teeth when my jaw went tight. I put my forehead on the rug near the table leg and stayed there. The key stayed on the saucer. I did not touch it. Not with fingers. Not with the edge of the paper. Not with anything.

Strategy died somewhere in that hour. What took its place was uglier and quieter. Preference. I did not want the key in my hand. I wanted the choice off the table so I could stop pretending I was still choosing for the story.

When her steps came back down the hall I was still on the floor.

She closed the door this time. Soft. She took in the room: printed page on the chair, saucer untouched, me on the rug with my face near her shoes.

“Well,” she said.

I crawled the last foot and put my lips on the toe of her heel. Warm leather. Dust from the street. I licked a stripe up the arch and tasted salt. My tongue found the seam and worked it like a whore who had finally stopped bargaining.

“Take the saucer away,” I said into the leather. “For good. Permanently. I do not want it in the room. I do not want the choice.”

She laughed once, low.

“No.”

I lifted my face. “I am asking.”

“I heard you. The offer stands through day sixty. That was always the whole arrangement. You take the key on the last night or you do not. I will not remove the test early because your pride finally cracked in a pretty way.”

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

She tipped my chin up. “I said that. You finally heard it. Good.”

I pressed my face back to her shoe and served. Both heels. The straps. The clean line of her ankle. I kissed up her calf under the hem and she let me, then caught my hair and dragged me higher.

“Worship properly,” she said. “You spent an hour proving you can starve. Now prove you can be useful.”

She sat on the edge of the low chair, hiked her skirt, and hooked one knee over the arm. No underwear. Her cunt was slick already, dark pink, open enough to show the shine on her inner lips. She smelled strong. Heat rolled off her. I put my face between her thighs like a man clocking in.

“Tongue out. Flat. Work my clit first. Slow. You do not get to rush because you are desperate.”

I obeyed. Broad strokes. Then the point of my tongue on the hard bud. She made a small mean sound and rolled her hips against my face. Slick smeared my chin. I sucked her clit and she slapped my cheek, light, warning.

“I said work it. Not vacuum it, you greedy bitch. Serve.”

I slowed. Lapped. Kissed the soft outer folds and pushed my tongue into her hole when she pulled me in by the hair. Wet sounds filled the quiet room. Obscene. Loud. My locked dick jerked and leaked again, a hot trickle I could not stop. I moaned into her cunt and the vibration made her thighs clamp my ears.

“That’s it. Greedy thing. Get your whole face in it. Breathe me. You wanted a custom fit so bad you begged a room full of women for it. Now fit your tongue to my cunt and earn the air you use.”

I fucked her with my tongue. Deep as I could. Chin soaked. Nose pressed to her clit. She ground down and used me, steady, unhurried, talking the whole time.

“Look at you. Six thousand words of teeth and you are on the floor eating pussy like it is the only job you have left. Say what you are.”

I pulled back just enough to speak, spit and slick stringing from my lips to her cunt. “I am your toy. I am a locked whore on my knees. I want to serve. I want my face used.”

“Filthier.”

“I want to choke on your cunt. I want you to sit on me and finish. I want the saucer gone. I want you to keep the key and keep me.”

“Greedy.” She shoved me back in. “Earn.”

I worked her through the next climb with everything I had. Tongue on clit. Two fingers when she grabbed my wrist and put them at her entrance. I curled them and licked at the same time. Her breath went sharp. The chair creaked. She came on my face with an ugly, unguarded sound, thighs shaking, cunt clenching around my fingers in wet pulses. I kept licking through it. She held my hair and rode it out on me until she decided I was done.

She pushed me back with her heel on my chest. I stayed on my knees, face shiny, out of breath.

“You still have not touched the key,” she said. “Say why. Out loud. No story language.”

My pride tried one last clean sentence and failed.

“Because I do not want out,” I said. “Not tonight. I want you to take the choice away so I cannot hide behind it. I stayed. I am still staying. It is not for the piece anymore.”

She studied me. Then she stood, walked to the saucer, and left the key exactly where it was.

“Then every time you refuse it from here, that refusal is yours. Not strategy. Not cover. Yours. After tonight you do not get the alibi. You understand.”

“Yes.”

“Beg for a spend,” she said. “Properly. If I like it, you may have one. On my terms.”

I crawled closer and put my forehead to the floor by her feet again. The steel ached. My balls were tight and sore. Precome had wet the front of my trousers in a dark patch going cold.

“Let me come,” I said. “I will say anything. I will do anything. Use my throat. Use my ass. Milk me through the lock if that is what you want. I am asking for one spend like a bitch in heat. I need it. My dick is dripping and I cannot touch it and I am still not taking that key. Let me come for you. Let me make a mess for you. I will thank you for it. I will clean it up with my tongue if you tell me to. Grant it. I am begging.”

She was quiet long enough for the shame to arrive and sit behind my eyes.

Then: “Trousers down. On your back. Knees up.”

I scrambled. The new lock shone between my legs, tube glazed. She took a slim strap from the drawer, already harnessed, and stepped into it with the ease of habit. The shaft was not huge. It was enough. She slicked it, slicked her fingers, and pushed two into my ass without ceremony. I gasped. She worked me open, efficient and unbothered, then lined the strap up and drove in.

Full. Stretch. Burn. The head of it dragged over the spot that made my locked dick jump and spit. She set a pace that was all service in reverse: I was the hole, she was the use, and my job was to take it and keep begging.

“Talk,” she ordered. “While I fuck you.”

“Fuck my ass. Use me. I am your locked whore. I am a hole that writes. Harder. Make me take it. I want to come from getting fucked. I want to spend with nothing on my dick but your steel.”

She angled in and pounded. The wet slap of strap and oil kept time. My voice broke into scraps.

“Yes. There. Please. Fuck. More.”

That was one. I bit the second back and replaced it with filth.

“I am your bitch. Keep me. Do not let me out. Breed the pride out of me. I am close. I am so fucking close. Let me. Let me spend. I will be good. I will be quiet after. Just let me.”

She reached down, gripped the lock, and tugged it in time with her thrusts. Pressure. Pain. Heat. Nothing left but the strap in my ass, her hand on the steel, and the sound of my own broken breathing.

“Come,” she said. “Now. On my strap. Make a mess.”

I broke.

The orgasm ripped through me with nowhere clean to go. Cum forced out the tip of the tube in thick spurts, striping my stomach, my shirt, the edge of the rug. My ass clamped on the strap. I made a sound I did not recognize. My head went to fragments. Full. Hers. No key. No alibi. Spent. Owned.

She fucked me through the last shivers, then pulled out slow. I lay wrecked, cum cooling on my skin, the lock shut, the key untouched on the saucer across the room.

She wiped the strap on my thigh and stepped out of the harness.

“Clean your stomach,” she said. “Fingers. Then lick them.”

I did. Salt. Bitter. My own spend, fed back to me while she watched. I got every streak. When I finished she pointed at the floor by her chair. I knelt there, soft now, empty, the pride in me finally quiet enough to hear the building again.

She checked her phone. Almost bored. Almost tender.

“Fourteen days,” she said. “Draft to your editor by week’s end so she does not kill you early. Day sixty you may take that key and print every true line. Or you may leave it on the saucer again and walk into the Reading locked. Either way, Roman, the alibi is dead. You know what you preferred when no one was watching.”

I nodded. I could not find a clean sentence. I did not need one.

A knock hit the studio door. Three short raps. Professional.

She glanced at me, at my open trousers, at the mess on the rug, and smiled with no kindness in it.

“Stay on your knees.”

She opened the door.

A courier stood there, grown man in a city jacket, tablet in hand, eyes carefully on her face and nowhere near the floor. He held out a sealed envelope and a stylus.

“Delivery for the studio. Next booking confirmation. Signature.”

She signed. Took the envelope. The courier’s gaze flicked once, landed on me, on the steel, on the wet shine on my chin, and snapped away. He left fast. The door shut.

She broke the seal with a nail and read.

“Thursday,” she said. “Same hour. Contract still open. You will be here.”

She dropped the card on the table beside the saucer. Key and next date, side by side. Both still mine to fail.

I stayed on the floor and looked at them, and for the first time since the advance hit my account I did not reach for a story that would make me clean.


Chapter 9: Entered As Hers

Istood inside her threshold with the key still warm in my pocket and my coat already half off my shoulders, the card’s hour exact, Thursday again, body forward before thought caught up.

The latch clicked behind me. I did not look back. Her scent hit first, skin and beeswax and the dark spice she wore low at her throat. I breathed it in until my mouth watered. Coat off. Hung. Shoes side by side on the mat the way they always went. Socks folded. Bare feet on wood. My hands found the order without searching for it.

I went to the low table. The tapers waited. I lit them one by one. Wax pooled. Smoke rose thin. I knelt.

Morning’s first thought sat ready on my tongue. I spoke it to the floorboards, soft, clear, no audience needed.

“I woke hard and hated how much I liked being locked.”

Silence after. Correct enough. I stayed down.

Inspection came next because that was the next thing. I stripped. Folded each piece. Laid them neat. Then palms on thighs, knees open, spine long. Steel cold against soft cock and heavy balls. I held still while she walked the circle. Her bare feet. The brush of her skirt. She tipped my chin with two fingers. Looked into my mouth. Ran a knuckle along the steel edge until I flinched. Checked the lock. Checked the skin under the ring for rub. Nodded once. That nod was all I got and all I needed.

Tea after. I poured for her first. Then for myself, less. The cup tasted of leaves and smoke off the tapers. I drank when she drank. No one told me the sequence. My body ran it.

Only then did she take me further.

She set her cup down. Stood. Crooked a finger. I crawled. The floor was hard under my knees. She led me to the mat by the low bench and pushed my shoulders down until my chest met it and my ass stayed up. The cage swung heavy between my thighs. My hole clenched on air.

“Stay.”

I stayed.

Oil first. Cool on her fingers. Warm when she worked it into me, one knuckle, then two, slow, turning, opening what already knew her shape. Clean. Sharp. My mouth opened on a sound I did not plan. She pushed deeper and I pushed back onto her hand like a whore who had forgotten how to argue.

“Greedy little hole,” she said. Mean. Soft. “You show up and present like you live here. Look at you.”

I looked at nothing. Forehead down. Ass up. Fingers in me to the last joint, scissoring, slick sounds wet and ugly in the quiet. My own spit ran to the corner of my mouth. Gratitude sat thick under my ribs. Not for the stretch. For the fact she took the time to open me herself.

The strap came next. Buckles. Leather. The weight of the toy settling against her hips. She wiped her fingers on my lower back and left a streak of oil there like a mark. Then the blunt head of it kissed my hole and pressed.

“Breathe.”

I breathed. She sank in.

Thick. Steady. No rush. My ass took it because it had been trained to take it, ring stretching, guts shifting, the full slide until her hips met my skin and I broke open a noise into the mat. Locked cock jerked useless inside steel. Balls tight. My hole fluttered around the shaft and she held still, every inch of it planted in me.

“Who does this ass belong to.”

“You,” I said. “Cerise. You.”

“Prove it.”

She fucked me.

Slow at first. Long draws out until only the head stayed in, then all the way home again. The wet slap of oil and skin. My own moan on every bottom-out. She set a pace that shook me and would not let me fall apart. When I tried to rock back harder she gripped my hip and held me exactly where she put me.

“Still,” she said. “You hold posture. You do not spend early. You take what I give and you thank me for it in your head until I ask for noise.”

I held. Thighs burning. Spine long. Ass open and used. Sweat ran down my ribs and I smelled it under her scent, mine and hers mixed, rank and sweet. She reached under and cupped the cage, squeezed the soft meat trapped there until I yelped, then stroked the steel the way you gentle a dog you have just struck.

“Slut,” she said, almost fond. “Good little toy with a locked dick and a hungry asshole. Name what you are for me.”

“Your slut,” I gasped. “Your hole. Your toy. Fuck. Cerise.”

“Louder.”

“Your whore,” I said, voice cracking. “Your bitch. Take it. Use my ass. It’s yours.”

She did.

One long climb. No stacking. No games of stop and start beyond the brutal patience of her hips. She fucked me open until my thoughts thinned to heat and stretch and the taste of canvas under my teeth. When I clenched too hard she slapped my ass and told me to soften. When I went loose and drooling she praised me with the same mouth that called me trash. Mean and precise. I begged without using the word I was not supposed to lean on. I offered filth instead.

“Harder,” I said. “Ruin me. Mark me. Make my hole remember you when I walk.”

“It already does.” She drove in deep and stayed. Rolled her hips in a circle that ground the toy against every raw place inside me. “You came through that door and ran the whole night without a single order. Coat. Shoes. Thought. Flame. Inspection. Tea. Then this. You put yourself where you belong before I even spoke.”

Shame lit me up. Arousal rode it. My locked cock leaked into the steel and the smell came up off me, salt and need. She reached forward, gathered spit on her fingers, and shoved them into my mouth. I sucked. Her skin, my own spit, the oil ghost on her hand. Gagged when she pushed too far. Drooled when she pulled free and wiped it on my cheek.

“Mine,” she said. “Say it.”

“Yours.” The word came out wrecked. “I’m yours. Cerise. I’m yours.”

“Again.”

“Yours. Ass. Mouth. Locked dick. All of it. Yours.”

She fucked me through the last of it with long hard strokes that punched the air out of me. The cage bounced. My balls swung. Every thrust shoved gratitude higher in my throat until it came out as prayer. I did not spend early. I held because she had told me to hold and my body obeyed without checking with me first. Coat hung. Knees down. Ass up. Take. Thank. Stay.

“Now,” she said at last, low. “You come for me. Not for relief. For me. Clench on my cock and give it.”

She jammed deep and stayed there, grinding the strap against the place inside me that had no argument left, both hands clamped hard on my hips, nothing touching the cage at all. The orgasm tore through me from the inside out, wrung out of my ass and nowhere else, guts pulsing, my locked cock jerking untouched in its shell while I sobbed into the mat and spilled what little I had in messy, useless pulses. Full. Ugly. Complete. She kept grinding through it until my thighs shook and my hole fluttered empty of fight.

Stillness after.

She eased out. My ass stayed open a beat, gaping, slick, then clenched on nothing. Used and kept. She unbuckled. Set the strap aside. I stayed face down until she tugged my hair and rolled me onto my side. Then onto my back. The mat stuck to my sweaty skin. She wiped my hole with a cloth, rough enough to make me hiss, then gentler. Maintenance. Tenderness as the trap it always was. I would have crawled through glass for it.

“Floor,” she said.

I slid off onto cool wood and lay there breathing. Steel sticky with my own mess. Ass sore and still holding the shape of her. She left and came back with tea that had gone lukewarm and still tasted right. She sat on the bench. I stayed on the boards at her feet. She poured fresh for herself and set a cup near my hand. I drank from the floor. Leaves. Smoke. A trace of her fingers on the rim where I put my mouth.

“You drink off the floor like it is where you keep the good china,” she said.

“You trained the taste in,” I said. “I only follow instructions now.”

“Do not get clever at my feet.” But the corner of her mouth moved, and she let me see it move. “It suits you, and I will not have it suiting you.”

Quiet held.

“Five days,” she said.

I looked up. Twenty-eight and reduced to a man on a floor with tea, and she was older by enough to make the difference feel like a law, thirty-four and certain as lockwork. Day fifty-five. Five left. Midnight on day sixty was a blade I could feel against the page.

“The Reading is the salon’s quarterly,” Cerise said. “Day sixty. I entered you as mine.”

My pulse jumped. I kept still.

“Terms are the ones I gave you on day one,” she went on. No persuasion. No soft sell. Just fact. “You read whatever you have written to the people in that hall. At the last word I unlock you. I put the key in your hand. The arrangement ends. No argument. No chase. You go home.”

I nodded once. The bag by the door held the best pages I had ever put on paper. Six thousand words and more since, sharp enough to cut the magazine free of her and put my name back on top of a career. It sat there like a suicide note with a date stamped on the corner. Print it and live. Read it and lose her. Take the key and walk.

“You can refuse the entry,” she said. “You can take the key tonight. The offer never closed.”

The hour in chapter eight’s shadow came back, saucer and silence, and how I had asked her to remove the choice permanently. She had refused then. She refused the same way now, by leaving the door open and the clock running.

“I entered you,” she said again, quieter. “That is already done. The salon list has your name under mine. When they look up, they will see who brought you.”

Claiming. Public. Permanent in the only way that counted before the unlock: she had written me into her ledger as hers, the Reading would make the room witness it, and then she would hand me the tool to end it myself.

“Mine,” she said, eyes on me. “Say it.”

“Yours,” I answered. Throat raw. Ass still open and sore. Tea bitter on my tongue. “I’m yours, Cerise.”

She finished her cup. I finished mine from the floor. The tapers burned lower. Outside, the city kept its hour. Inside, my body ran ahead to the next piece of the ritual: when she stood I would rise, dress, check the lock, wait for her nod before the door. Obedience had stopped needing her voice. The seduction no longer required a seducer to keep it going. My hands would hang the coat tomorrow without deciding to.

She set the empty cup down and looked at the bag.

“Five days,” she said. “Write what you will. Bring what you will. On the sixtieth night you read, I unlock, and you choose print or silence with a free cock and a full wallet of consequences. Kill fee loses you the magazine for good. Advance is already spent. Midnight is the line.”

Roman’s deal sat on my neck like a second collar. The exposé she had listened to without flinching. The draft the editor still expected. Day sixty was Reading and deadline both. One night. One key. One set of pages that could free me and gut me in the same breath.

Cerise stood. I rose with her, automatic, knees complaining, ass aching in a way that made me clench for the shape of her again. She checked the lock one more time with two fingers, professional, intimate. Then she kissed my mouth once, brief, tasting of tea and oil and control.

“Go home,” she said. “Come back tomorrow at the same hour. You already know what to do when you arrive.”

I dressed. Coat. Shoes. The bag over my shoulder, pages heavy as a verdict. At the door I paused because gratitude wanted a last look, and she gave me nothing but the quiet certainty of a woman who had written my name under hers on a list I had not asked to join and could not stop belonging to until day sixty forced the ending into my own hand.

I stepped into the hall. The latch closed. My body kept her order all the way to the street: spine, breath, locked cock, sore ass, the taste of her tea still on my tongue.

I did not refuse the entry. I accepted the clock. Five days. I would come back tomorrow, and the day after, and the day after that, until the count ran out and I had to stand in that salon with the best work of my life in my hands and decide, out loud, whether being hers had been a story I would sell or a life I would keep past the unlock.


Chapter 10: The Count She Finished

Istood under the single lamp with sixty faces turned up at me, and the first true sentence left my throat in a voice I did not know. The pages shook in my hands. Paper weight, ink weight, the soft drag of stock against my fingertips. Day sixty. Zero days left. Midnight sat on the clock like a blade.

Cerise stood off the dais in black. She did not move. The salon went still. I read.

Every line was accurate. How I walked in at twenty eight buying control with money and talk. How the cage closed on me and stayed. How inspection and tea and the morning report became the shape of my hours. How I wrote the exposé while locked, taking notes on my own undoing. How I told myself I was the one holding the pen.

The room took it in silence. A cough died somewhere in the back. A chair creaked. No one laughed. No one left.

I reached the paragraph I had drafted at three in the morning with my caged cock aching and my pride trying to sound smart. The lines said that nothing is taken from a submissive. That surrender is a placebo a man feeds himself. That the key is theater and the real theft never happens because there is nothing real to steal.

My tongue stopped.

The words sat on the page. Accurate. Empty. Every person in that room could see the hole in them. I could see it. I had lived inside the proof for sixty days and written the lie anyway.

I set the pages down on the lectern. The stack made a soft, final sound.

“I am not finishing this,” I said. My voice carried. “I am asking to be kept. Past the unlock. Past the terms she offered on day one. I do not want to be sold back to myself. I am asking Cerise to keep me.”

A murmur moved through the seats and died. Cerise’s chin lifted a fraction. Her eyes found mine. She did not smile.

“Say it again,” she said. “Louder. So the room holds it.”

I turned back to the sixty faces. “I am Roman. I am asking to be kept. I am withdrawing the exposé. I am asking her not to put the key in my hand.”

“And if I refuse?” Cerise said.

“Then I still will not print it,” I said. “But I am begging you not to refuse.”

She let the silence stretch. Then she nodded once toward the side door. “Desk. Now.”

I followed her off the dais. Pages stayed on the lectern. Someone would gather them later.

Her desk sat in the adjoining office with the lamp warm from earlier. The laptop was open. The clock on the wall read eleven thirty six. I sat. She stood behind my chair, one hand on the crown of my head, heavy and patient.

“File it,” she said. “Kill fee. Your words. Your hand.”

I wrote the withdrawal to my editor in plain language. Story killed by author. Accept the kill fee. Remove my name from the issue. I attached the note that closed the door for good. No further pitches. No reinstatement. I spent the advance months ago on rent and pride. The kill fee would cost me the magazine forever. I hit send at eleven forty.

The confirmation sat on the screen. Small. Final.

She leaned down. Her breath touched my ear. “You will thank me when it is done.”

“I thank you now,” I said.

“Not yet,” she said. “On the floor.”

The salon had not emptied. Residual eyes. Witnesses who had come for a Reading and stayed for a claim. Cerise walked me back under the lamp and put me on my knees on the polished wood, then on my back with a shove to my shoulder. The grain pressed into my skin. Cool. Hard. Real.

She stripped what she wanted stripped and left the cage. Metal sat tight on my cock, full weight of denial, the shaft swollen dark against steel. She let the room see it. She let me feel them seeing it.

“Look at you,” she said, mean and clear. “Career gone. Exposé dead. Locked little whore on my floor, still hard for a key he just refused. Tell them what you are.”

“Your locked little whore,” I said. My face went hot. Shame and want braided so tight I could not pull them apart. Peace sat under both of them, strange and steady. “Your bitch. Your hole. Keep me.”

“Beg properly.”

“Use me,” I said. “Fuck me open. Take your finish out of me and leave the cage on. I am asking for that. In front of them.”

She pulled the strap from the case by the wall. Thick. Weighted. The harness settled on her hips with a practiced click. She coated the length with slick, then pushed my knees wide and lined the head against my asshole.

“Breathe,” she said. “Then take it like the toy you are.”

She pressed in. Stretch burned. The thick glide forced me open inch by inch. Full. Heavy. Texture of the shaft dragging along raw nerve. I made a sound I did not plan. Someone in the seats exhaled.

Cerise bottomed out and held there, hips flush to my ass, letting me feel the whole claim.

“This is not a scene you can buy back,” she said. “This is me taking what you offered. Say thank you for being used.”

“Thank you for using me,” I said. “Thank you for keeping me locked while you fuck me.”

She fucked me.

Hard from the first real stroke. The strap pounded deep, relentless, the weight of her body driving each thrust. My caged cock jerked and leaked against my belly, useless and wet. Every slam lit the place inside me that made my vision blur. Spit ran from the corner of my lips when I gasped. Sweat slicked my chest. The wet sound of her working me open filled the room, obscene and steady.

“Louder,” she said. “They paid for a Reading. Give them one.”

“Fuck me,” I gasped. “Ruin my hole. I am your good little toy. I asked for this. Keep the key. Keep me.”

“Slut.”

“Yes.”

“Whose?”

“Yours, Cerise. Only yours.”

She changed angle and the next thrust punched a raw cry out of me. My locked cock pulsed hard. Pressure stacked. She did not slow.

“You do not get to edge pretty tonight,” she said. “You come when I drag it out of you. Then you come again. I am not unlocking you to make it clean. You finish in the cage like the owned thing you are.”

The first orgasm tore through me with no warning I could use. My body locked. Cum forced out in thick spurts through the slit of the cage, striping my stomach, messy and humiliating. I shook under her. She kept thrusting through it, mean, deep, refusing me any soft landing.

“Again,” she said. “I am not done.”

I tried to form a protest and got only a broken sound. Oversensitive. Raw. She fucked me through the aftershocks and built the next peak on top of them without mercy. Her hand pinned my wrist to the floor. Her palm cracked against the inside of my thigh hard enough to sting.

“Say you are grateful.”

“I am grateful,” I said, wrecked. “Grateful you kept me. Grateful you are using my hole. Grateful the key stays with you.”

The second finish hit harder. White noise. My back arched off the wood. More cum pushed out of the cage, weak and forced, while she pounded on. Shame burned bright. Peace held beneath it like a floor that would not move.

She did not stop.

Past four. Then the count slipped. Past whatever came next. My mind blurred. Thrust. Full. Wet. Her voice calling me whore and bitch and kept. My own voice answering with filth she dragged out of me. Another climax, or the same one stretched thin across time. I lost the edges. Orgasm after orgasm on her pace, forced, overstimulated, the cage making every pulse feel trapped and wrong and perfect. I was only hole and metal and the heavy drive of her strap.

“Stay with me,” she said when I went slack and shaking. “I am still fucking you. You asked to be kept. This is kept.”

I nodded. Drool wet my chin. My hole clenched around the thick shaft as she buried it and ground deep, taking her own pleasure off my body while I twitched and leaked.

When she finally stilled, she stayed inside me a long moment. Claim seated. Then she pulled out slow, and the empty ache that followed was its own kind of weight.

She unbuckled the harness and set it aside. She did not reach for any key. She never had.

Cerise stood over me, breathing even, hair barely out of place. She looked down at the mess of me. Locked. Open. Spent past sense. Still hers.

“Final count,” she said, voice clear enough for the room. “On day four you asked me for a session sooner than we set. I told you that was one. You asked what it counted toward. This is the answer. Everything you have asked me for since, spoken out loud, on record.”

She listed them without theater. The cage on day one. The inspections. The morning reports. The tea service. The denial on her schedule. The right to refuse my money. The right to use my hole when she chose. Entry in the Reading as hers. The withdrawal tonight. The kill fee. The request to be kept past the unlock. The request that the standing offer of the key be retired in front of witnesses.

“That is the count,” she said. “I am finishing it. The key does not come out. The offer is closed by your ask. You are kept.”

“Yes,” I said. Peace filled the word. No fight left in it. Nothing of the old self unclaimed. “Yes.”

She crouched, wiped my stomach with a cloth from her pocket, rough and practical, then cupped my jaw.

“You will thank me when it is done,” she said again, softer, only for me. “It is done.”

“Thank you,” I said.

She stood. To the room: “Reading is closed. He stays.”

Chairs shifted. People rose. No one challenged her. They left by ones and twos. The lamp stayed on until the last coat cleared the door.

After, the exposé was dead by my own hand. The magazine was closed to me. I slept on the studio cot because she pointed at it, cage still locked, hole sore, mind quiet.

In the days that followed I began a book nobody had commissioned. Not an exposé. Not a career move. Pages about the weight of metal and the texture of being wanted without a price tag I could renegotiate. I wrote at her desk because she put a chair there for me.

On Wednesdays she read over my shoulder. Her hand rested on the back of my neck while her eyes moved down the lines. Sometimes she corrected a word. Sometimes she told me to go further. Sometimes she locked a fresh fit of the cage on me, denied me for the week on her schedule, and kissed my forehead like I was a man who belonged in her rooms.

I was refitted. Kept. Denied when she chose. Unmistakably wanted.

The salon put my name down for the next Reading. Not as the man with pages to burn his life down. As the one being presented, by the woman who invited me in the first place. Cerise’s name beside mine on the list. Public. Simple.

Nothing burned. Nobody broke. The arrangement became my life.

On the night of the Reading, after the last guest left, Cerise carried the white saucer to the studio kitchen. She rinsed it under the tap. She dried it. She set it in the cupboard with the everyday china, no separate shelf, no special cloth. I had asked her to stop offering. She had agreed. The key stayed where it went that night, off the table, out of the conversation, not a prop and not a threat.

On Wednesday she took that same saucer down, poured my coffee into it, and set it at my right hand while I wrote. Steam rose. Ceramic warm against my palm. Outside, the city made its noise. Inside, the cage sat on me as ordinary as a wedding band I had chosen in public, and the next blank page waited under my fingers for the only work that still mattered.


THE END

Still craving more?

This story is just one piece of a much darker collection.

Helpless and Claimed brings together my 10 bestselling ABDL stories, each one built around discipline, dependency, and total control.

If this book made you feel exposed, needy, or undone, this bundle was made for you.

Continue here on Amazon.


About Polly Bane

I write dark, explicit fiction for readers who like to be taken apart and put back together softer than they started. I write surrender, caregiver control, and the long slow unmaking of someone who thought they knew exactly who they were.

I keep my face to myself and my stories anything but.

Claim your free book and find my full library at pollybane.com/free-book

pollybane.com
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